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Christ's Birthday. !
BY SUSAN COOLIDUE. ‘

How did they Keep his birthday then —

The Mttle fair Christ so long ago ?

Gh ! n;nny there were to be housed and
ed,

And there was no place in the inn, they
said.

So iTito the manger the Christ w.ust go,

To lodge With the cattle and not with
men.

The ox and the ass, they munched their

hay,

They munched and they stumbered, won- ,
dering not, .

And out in the moonlight, cold and '
blue.

The shepherd slept, and the sheep
slept, too,

Till the angel song and the
bright star ray,

Guided the wise men to the spot.

But only the wise men kfielt and
prayed,
And only the shepherds came to

see,

And the rest of the -world cared
not at all,

For the little Christ in the oxen's
stall ¢

And we are angry and amazed, .

That such a dull, hard thing
should be.

How do we keep Christ's birth-
day now ?

We ring the bells and we ralse
the strain,

We hang up garlands every-
where,

And bid the tapers twinkle fafr,

Aud feast and frolic ; and then
we go

Back to the same old lives again.

Are we no better, then, than
they,

Who fatled the new-born Christ
to see?

To them 2 helpless babe; to us

He chines 2 Saviour glorious.

Our Lord, our Friend, our All,
yet we

Are halt asleep this Chkristmas

Day.

A OEILD'S DEVOTION.

1f Phoebe Gray had thought
Only of herself, she would not
have ventured out that terrible
Right. But jove for her father
mgde bher forget herself. So she
Stopd close to the lamp-post on
the cerner, and looked up and
down the Street. Far down, a
req light shone from a tavern
window,

* Maybe he's there,” she sald
to nerself; and as the words fell
from bher lips, off she ran to-
wards the light =2s fast as she
couid go. Sometimes the wind
and rain dashed so hard in her
face, that she had to stop to get
her breath: but still she kept on,
thinking only of her father. At
last she got to the tavern door,
Pushed it open, and went in.

A sight to gtartle the noisy, half-in-
foxjcated men, was that vision of a littie
chijd. drenched Wwith the rain that was
pouring from her poor garments, coming
fn so suddenly upon them. There was
0o weakness or fear in her face, dut a
searching, anxious 'ook that ran eagerly
tirough the company.

* Ob, father* leaped from her lips, as
One of the men started forward, and,
@tching ber In his arms, hugged her
whdly to bis bosom, and ran with her
Into the street, It Mr. Gray's mind was
tonfused, aBd his body weak from drink,
%hen Phoebe cuwe in, his mind was
clear and. hls body strong in an instant ;
an3 when be bore ker forth in his arms,
strange to 82y, be was a sober man.

* My pool baby " he sobbed, as, a few
moments afterwards, he 1atd her in her
mother's arms, and kissing her passion-
Aa)y, durst-into tears ; “ my poor baby ¢
it s the 1ast time.' * ..

And. 0 it ‘was the last time. Phoobe's

. he was in the habit of doing, and met

love had conquered. \\hat persuasion,
conscience, suffering, shame, could not
do, the love of a little child had wrought.
Ol. love tg very strong.

Phoebe did not think beyond her father.
Louve fur him had made her fearless of
the night and the storin. But God made
her the instrument of still wider good.
Startled and touched by her sudden ap-
pearance and disabpearance, the company
of men who had bLieen drinking in lheI

bar-room, went out, one after another,
and sought their homes. One of them,
as he came in fully an hour earlier than

the surprised Jook of his weary and
suffering wife, said :

“Jane, I saw a sight just now that I I

hope I shall never see again.”

THOERE'S TEMPERANCE CEUSADE.

* What was it 27 asked the tired wo- |
man, i

A little thing, not s> old as our ,
Jenny, all drenched with rain—just thiok ,
what a night it is--looking for her {ather ,
in a gin-shop! It made the tears come ,
into my cyes, when her poor, drunken |
father caught her up in bls arms, and ,
ran out with her tightly clasped to his |
bosom. 1 think it must have sobered ,
him fnstantly. It solered me, at least. ,
And Jane,” he added with strong feellng ,
in his tones, “ this one thing Is scttled-- |
our Jenny shall never scarch for her
father In a gin-shop. I'll stop now,,
while I have a little strength left, and
take the piedge to-morrow."”

Nor was this all. Another of the men
present when Phocbe came for her father, |
was so affected by the scene that he, too,
stepped out of the dangerous path in
which his feet were treading, and by-
God's grace walked henceforth in the
safer ways of-sobrlety.

FROGS A8 BAROMETERS.
Hans was in the garden making mud-

pies.  Suddenly he Leard his father
call .

Hans, cvmse here , I want to speak to
you."

*\What {s {t, father ?" cried Hans, get-
ting up from the ground, where he had
becn playing, and going uver Lo the win-
duw where his father was,

“ Hans,"” sald he, I want you to find
a tree-frog for me—like those you hear
in the evening.”

*What do you want a tree-frog for 2
asked the boy.

“1'l show you,” replied his father;
“ but get me the frog first.”

So Hans run off, wondering, to the back

of the yard, where there were a great
number of fruit trees growing.

Here he searched for some time un-
successfully. |

“It's always the way,” said he to him-
self. It 1 didn't want one I could find
a couple of dozen in quick time.” '

At last, as he was about 1o give up the ,
search, he¢ found one—- a big green fellow
- sitting quietly in an old hollow stump, |
its coat so mingling with the colour of the ,;
wood that he would have passed it by,
had it not utter a croak of displeasure at
being disturbed. |

With a cry of delight tho boy picked it ,
up by the hind leg, for, though Hans was
not a cruel boy, he was sometimes
thoughtless, and then he wasg a little
afrald of frogs. He carrled it to his
father, who stood waiting for him on the
porch.

Mynheer Voost took:the frog -fsom his
son, <nd went into the house, closely fol-
lowed by the boy, who was anxicus to-sce ,

what his futher was about te do. \When
he reached the work-room, he saw on tho
tablo a jar, which, to him, looked sus-
piclously like one of his mother's pro-
serve jars, and beside it iny a small lad-
der, about ...t Inches long, made of
wood, and having four steps, each an inch
wide,

His father took the ladder and placed
it in the jar, the top and bottom resting
agalnst the opposite sides, o then put
the frog in the jar, and scrowed the top
down, making the unfortunate {rog &
prisoner.

“ Now," explained the father, when he
bad finished, “1 have a barometer,
When the weather fa to be clear and fine,
Herr Frog will go up the ladder, step
by step, till he gets to the top; but if a
storm threatens, or the clouds are lower-
ing, he will gradually descend to the bot-
tom and remain there tilt the storm or
rain 18 past. His position on the ladder,
you see, will show the kind of weather
we are Hable to have for the next twenty-
four hours."”

This style of barometer {8 much used
in the lowlands of Germany, and, strange
as it may seem, they are sald to be better
torecaetera of the weather than any bar-
ometer that can be bought, as the {rogs
seldom make a mistake in their indica-
tions.—Frank Lesllie's Monthly.

ENTERTAINING THE CHRISTMAS
GUEST.

it was Christmas eve. The night was
very dark and the snow falling. fast, as
Herman, the charcoal-burner, drew his
cleak tighter around him, and the wind
whistled flercely through the trees of the
Black Forest. He had been to carry &
load to the castle near by, and was
hurrying home to his little hut. Al-
though he worked very hard, he wes poor,
gaining barely enough for the wants of
his wife and four little children. He
was thinking of them when he heard &
great walllng. Guided by the sound, he
groped about and found a little child,
scantily clothed, shivering and sobbing
by itself in the storm.

*Why, little one, have they left theo
here all alone to face the cruel blast 2

The child answered nothing, but looked
up piteously into the face ot the charcoal-
burner.

*“Well, I cannot leave thee here. Thou
wouldst be dead before the moming."

So saying, Herman rafsed tho child in
his arms, wrapped it In his cloak and
warmed the cold hands in his bosom.
When he arrived at his hut, he put the
child down and rapped at the door, which
was immediately thrown open and the
children rushed to meet him.

» Here, wife, 18 a8 guest for our Christ-
mas eve supper,” sald he, leading in the
littie one.

« And welcome he 18" said the wife.
“ Now let him come and warm himself
by the fire.”

The children all pressed round to wel-
come aund goze at the little new comer.
They showed him their pretty fir treo,
Gecorated with bright-coloured balls in
honour of Christmas eve.

Then théy sat down to supper, each
child contributing of its porticz for tha
guest, looking with admniration at its
clear blue eyes and golden hair; and as
they gazed it grew into a sort of halo
round his head, and bhis eyes beamed
with a heavenly lustre. Soon two whito
wings appecared at hia shoulders, and he
seemed to grow larger and larger, and
then the beautiful sistor. vanished,
spreading out b.s hands as {n bencdiction
over them,

Herman and his wifo fcll on thelr
knees, exclaiming 1n awe-struck volces,
* The loly Christ-child ' and then em-
braced thelr children in foy and thank-
tulness that they had entertained the
heavenly guest.

Jonee.—~ Have you mnoilced the now
styleg of tan siippers 7

Brown.—" Yes, I've noted them: but
the style {8 not ncw., My mother had a
palr of tan slippers- when 1 was a mere
boy, which T warmly remember.”
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A Noble Pledge.

f pledge my braln God's thoughts to
think ;

My 1ips no firo or foam to drink

I"rom alcoholic cup, nor link

With my pure breath tobacco’s taint ;

For ave I not a right to bo

A8 wholosome and as pure as she

Who, through the years so glad and free,

Moves gently onward to meet me ?

A knight of the New Chivalry,

Of Christ and temperance I would be,

In nineteen hundred, come and sce.

——
—

OUR PERIODICALS:

PER TEAR—-POSTAGE FREE

The bLewt, the cheapest, the most entertaining, the
1nost pojralar,

Christlan Guardian, weekly. ... ... 7w
Mothodlst Magazine and Review, 96 pp., nionthly
a3 T L. 200
(,'hdnhrli(()llmdlw and Methodist Magazine and
BYIOW. . .iiiie.reriiernas oo pa(
Magaine snd Heview, Guardian and Ouward to-
Tethor. v eiieeae ae L 89
The Wesleyan, Halitax, weekly............ ... ..., 100
Kunday-School Rauner, 66 pp..8vo., monthly .. O
unward, 8 pp., 4to., weekly, under Sooples........ O it
- tGlt;opmzn over .. ekl slnles . O
eaant Houre, ., 4L0,, wee singlocoples 0O
Less than &)oople- . {' g ' . 02
Over2000D108. soveonncvanes canniees . 024
sunbeamn, fortnightly, less than ten coples. . 012
10 coplesand upwands .. ... . .. o1l
Happy Davs, fortnightly, leas than ten copies 01
10 coplesand upwands............. . ... 015
Dew Drops, weekly, per year. o.._. ... 0 ue
I’er quarter . o0
1terean Leaf, monthly, 100 coples per month, . . . b oy
[toTean leaf, quarteely. ..... .... v

Quarterly Kevlew Senlce. By the year, 24c. a
dozen; $2 per 100; per quarter, 6o 8
dozen; t0o. per 100,

WILLIAM RRIGQS,
Methodlst Book and Publishing House, Toronto.

C. W. Coarns, 8 P. Hrxsris,
2176 St Catherine St., Wesleyan Book Honm
Aontreal. Halitax, N.S.

| Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK
Rev. W, H. Withrow, D.D,, Editor.
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HOW ARE DRUNKARDS MADE?

In varlous ways  Here {3 one - “Now,
you watch those children. They'Nl drink
halt that beer before they get home, and
thelr mother will scold me for not giving
2 Rood pint, and I've given nearly a
quart,” said the bartender of & down
wown saloon the other day to a Herald
reporter, relerring to two little girls of
siX and eight, thinly clad, who came for
a Ddint of beer. The reporter did watch
the little ones They had scarcely got
oulside the saloon dvor when the one
that carried the tin pail hfted 1t to her
11038 and took a draught. Then her com-
punlon cnjoyed a few swallows., A little
further on they entered & tenement house
hallway, and both again took a slp.

“1 have lots of such customers,” said

’ the bartender, when the reporter returned

to the saloon to light his cigar. * Girls
and boys and women form half our
trade.  We call it family trade It pays

onr expenses. Qur proflts come from
the drinkers at the bar. But I tell yon
what, halt the children who come here
drink. That's how drunkards are made.
‘I'helr parents send them for beer. They
seo the old folks tipple, and begln to
taste the beer themselves. Few of the
children who come in here for beer or
ale carry a full pint home. Sometimes
two or three come in together, and f{f
youw'll watch them you'll hear one Leg-
ging the one who carries the pall for a
stp. Weo must sell it, however, when
thelr parents send for it.  We are bound
to do 8o0. Business is business. We
don’t keep a temperance shop.”

HOW HARRY WON THE PRIZE,
BY G. C. ARMSTRONG, H.A.

Here 13 a true story of a Canadlan boy—
& 8tory to cheer and to stimulato boys who
are enjoying the advantages of carly
struggles to preparing themselves for Hfe.

Harry was brought up on a large farm
in Ontarlo. He knew no holidays. Ho
attended school regularly. His out-of-
schop) hours and Saturdays were given
to a boy's duties on the farm. Naturo
rewarded his industry with a clear mind
and a sturdy frame,

It {s well ** to bulld castles in the air,”
¢ we set to work to construct them on
more solid foundations. Harry had
dreamt of his future. His books and
bis gchool were dear to him. Ho drank
eagerly at tho fountain.

\vhen the hero of our story was twelve
years ot age, he was sent to tho school
in the adjoining village, somo two miles
away. The master of the school offered
A prize for punctuallty. It was to be

} given to tho pup!l who should be nelther
! late nor absent durlng the year. In his
long, lonely walks te and from scheol,

Harry determined to win this prize.

The year wore on November came
‘ g the * new boy ” was almost alone in
the race. But the crigls was at hand.
' One Thursday morning, Harry's father
t told him that he was going that day to
I the family shoemaker's, some miles dis-
| tant. “ Your boots need half-soling,”
t eaid his father, * you had better remain
i at home to-day, and let me take them
with me.” Now Harry had but ono palr
of boots, a long-legged, kip-skin pair, a
country boy's pride. What was he to
do? ‘The hoots must go. He could
not go bare-footed, as it was too late in
the scason. Harry gives up his baots,
but not his determination to win. IHe
repalrs to the attic and selects two shoes
cast off by other members of the famlily.
They are whole, but they are not mates.
One s narrow {n the toe, the other is
brond, and both much too large.

Elght o'clock arrives, and he {s ready
for school without consultatfon with any
one. How many times the battie with
Harry’s natural pride was fought and
won on the way to school that morning
wo shall not tell. The forencon passed
and the shoes were not observed. But
with noon came thelr discovery. Al the
school came to gaze, and a merciless fire
of comment fell upon his sensitive cars.
The day is over and courage has been
glven to bear the ralllery In sllence.

‘The closing day has come. The prize
for punctuality {8 awarded to Harry.
Loud applause greets the winner, but
none knew the price of the victory.

Harry §s now a man and fills an hon-
ourable position in life. He has won
many honours sfnce that day, but few
have given him the pleasure of his first
prize. He treasures it as one of the
inspirations of his life,

‘Toronto.

Skating Song.

t Hurrah for the wind that ts keen and
chill,

As it skirts the meadows and sweeps tho
hill}

Hurrah for the pulses of swift delight

night,
\When over the crystal lake we glide,
Flying like birdg o'cr the frozen tide!

eye, -
For the jJoyous laugh and courage high!
Hurrah for tho health that is glad and
strong,
So that life i3 gay &s a merry song ;
For the motion fearless, smooth and flect,
When skates are wings to the flying feet!

Hurrah {or the landscape broad and fatr,

Spread boldly out in the brilliant alr!?

Hurrah for the folds of the sheeted snow,

On the mountains high, in the valleys
Jow !

Hurrah for the track where the skaters
glide,

Fearless as over a highway tried !

Who chooses may boast of the summer-
tinae ;

Hurrah, we cry, for the frost and rime,

For the {cicles pendant from roof and
eaves,

For snow that covers the next year's
sheaves !

Hurrah for the gleaming, glassy lake,

Whero the skaters bold thelr pleasure
take !

They say that Scott did not make &s
great as success .as he should of his
* Ivanhoe.” Perhaps ho didn’t advertise
it as oxionsively as he does his Emulslon.

DRINKING TEARS.

ten mon with scoop shovels to throw

. dway monoy tg fast as wo aro wasting it

In several places in the Psalms, the
metaphor i3 used of the heverago of toars,
but how often in real life {8 the custom
ot drinking the tears of their wives and
children fulfiiled in the lives of intem.
y erate husbands and fathers,

Josh Speeler, an o©ld toper of long
stunding and capacity, on being invited
by some of his boon companions to '“Take
a drink,” replied, * Boys, 1 don’t drink
without you take what I do.” ‘The
“ Loys " were surprised,

* Perhaps he wants to run some castor
of] in on us,” sald one.

** No, I'm square.”

They agreed, and ranged themseolves
along tho bar. All looked at Speeler.

**Mr Bartender,” sald he, “glve me a
glass of water.”

“What ?  W-a-t-e-r?”

* Yeg, water. ft's & new drink to me,
boys, I admit, and it's a scarce article
around here, I expect. But let mo tell
you about it. A few days ago a party
of us went flshing. We took a fline
share of whiskey along, and had a jolly
time: ’Long towards c¢vening 1 got
powerful drunk, and crawled off under a
tree and went to sleep. The boys drank
up all the whiskey and came back to
town. They thought it a good Jjoke
‘cause they left me out there drunk, and
told it around the town with a big laugh,
My son got hold ot the report and told
it at home. I lay under that tres all
night, and when I woke {n the morning
my wife sot right thar side o’ me. She
said nothin’ when I woke up, but turned
her head away, and I could see she war
a-cryin’, ‘I wish I had suthin’ to drink,’
suys I.  Then she took a cup wot she
had fetched with her, and went to a
spring that was near and fotched it full
Just as she was handin® it to me she leant !
over to hide her eyes, and T saw a tear

That tingle and beat In the winter's

Hurrah for the lad with the sparkling

Arop Inter the cup. I tuk the cup and

SRATERS ON THE ICE AT MONTREAT.

drank, and raisin’ 1oy hands to heaven,
1 vowed, God helpin’ me, I'd never drink
'y wife's tears again as I had been do-
Hin® for the last twenty years, and that 1
| was goin’ to stop. You boys know who
it was that left me.”

LIQUOR ARITHMETIC OBJECT-
LESSON.

Doy at the head of the class, what
is the United States paying for liquor as
a nation ?"

** Nine hundred milions annually.”

“Step to the blackboard, my boy.
First take a rule and measure this silver
dollar. How thick is it ?”

‘“Nearly an elghth of an inch.”

*“Wel), sir, how many of them can you
put in an inch ?”

* Between eight and nine.”

* Give the benefit of the doubt; call it
nine. How many inches would it re-
quire to pile these $900,000,000 {n ?*

*One hundred milllon inches.”

* How many feet would that be 2"

** Eight million, three hundred and
i thirty-three theusand, three hundred and
thirty-three feet.”

* How many rods is that ?”

* Five hundred and five thousand and
fifty rods.”

*How many miles is that *

“One thousand, five hundred and
seventy-cight miles.”

* Miles of what 7

““One thousand, five hundred and

. seventy-elght miles of silver dollars, lald
| down, packed close together, our na-
, tional liquor bill would make. This is
only one year's grog biil.”
Reader, {f you need facts about thig
temperance question, nafl that to a post
and resd. it oceaslozally. It-would teke

for grog.~—Observer.

The Boy With the Barley Loaves.
BY CHRIRTIAN BURKE,

We do not even kuow his name,
His lincage, or his ago,

Ang yet he lves in deathless famo
Upon the Gospel page.

The people ‘round the Master pressed,
The sick, the poor, the sad—

He stands dlstinct from all the rest,
A little fisher laa,

We cannot guess
thought,
That thosa five loaves he brings ;
Two fish he may himself have caught
He carrles on his strings.

what prompts his

He waits with patient, upralsed head,
The hungry crowd he sces ;

The fish are here, the barley bread,
And yet what use are theso ?

Still, all he has his Lord may take,
And then 1t must be well—

The Master took, and blessed and brake,
And wrought his miracle!

O glad child-heart, so sure and swift
The perfect way to choose,

O happy hands that bore the gift
The Master deigned to use!

We lose the lad amid the throng,
No more of him we know,

Nor if his life were short or long,
Nor what its joy or woe.

Only in one recorded place,
The vell is backward cast,

To let that innocent hoyish face,
Smile on us from the past.

Thus to an age of noisy claims
One lesson more {s given:

The fair deeds live, the actors’ names
Are only known i{n heaven !

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
DECEMBER 20, 1896,

Hymn 118.
* O hope of every contrite heart,
O joy of all the meek,
To those who ask, how kind thou art,
How good to those who seek !

For the name of the author of the
hymn and of the tune, see last lesson.

DESCRIPTION OF CHRIST.

He {s truly the hope of every contrite
heart. Hope is the expectation of future
good. Where can men fix their hopes
with certainty, but only on Christ » He
is the firm, immovable foundation, oa
which the hope of the church. for time
and eternity, is fixed. There is no other
name given under heaven among mem
whereby we can be saved. Some enter-
tain the idea that riches will make thom
happy, but how often these make them-
selves wings and flee away: and eveam
vhen they ablde they do not yleld satis-
faction or abiding comfort. Others look
to scenes of pleasure, and suppose that
by revelling in them, happiness will be
sure to follow. But how all these fail,
like the crackling of thorns under a pot.
There is nothing certain but what Chriet
supplies.

CONTRITE PERSONS.

Jesus is the hope of all such. But whe
are the contrite? Those who are deeply
penitent, that is, those who under a sense
of having grieved God, are sorry for thelr
misconduct, and mourn before him, and
repent as in dust and ashes. The pub-
lican felt thus, when he stood afar off—
that is, away from the holy place in the
temple—and “ smote upon his breast,”
fn token of the anguish which he felt
within, and prayed, " God be merciful to
me a sinner.” We see a marked differ-
ence between the prayer of the Pharisos
and that of the publican. The Pharisee
felt no sense of guilt, he rather boasted
of his righteousness, and thanked God
that ho was different from other men.

APPLICATION.

Do our Epwerth League young people
feel tho contrite spirit 2 They may not,
at least, we trust that they have not
committed gross sins, but a review of
their short livee will briog many things
to thelr remembrance which will pro-
duce sorrow, and prompt them to say,
'* Agalnst thee, thee only, have I sinned.”
How delightful is the promise, * To that
man I will look, even to him who is of a
humble and contrite spirit, and {rembleth
at my word.” Take Jesus Christ as your
Saviour, and you will ind him to be the
fairest among ten thousand,.and the al-
-together lovely.
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Ohristmas Cholces.
DIALOGUR.
BY MARY L. WYATT.
Leader.

Tell me, dear children, 1t you had lived
In beautifui Bethlehem town

When the Saviour left his heavenly home
And to our earth came down,

What tll)nnn you would like to have taken

en

In the joyous welcoming,

When shining star and singing host
Proclafmed the birth of a King ?

Threo boys.

We would ltke to have been the Wise
sMen three,

Who travelled from lands afar,

And came to the place where Jesus was
By the light of the gulding star.

But we need not travel to-day as far
As the Wise Men did of old,

To seek the place where the Lord abides,
For he lives in our hearts, we're told.

A fair little girl, looking upward.

T should like to have been the beautiful
star,
That shone so pure and bright,
And showed them the way
Where the Christ-child lay,
On that first glad Christmas night.
But I can be now a beautiful star,
And guide other feet to him,
If I love him and pray
To our Father each day
That my light may never grow dim.

Boy.

I would like to have gathered with others
there
In his birthplace strange and wild,
Ang offered my gifts of gold and myrrh
To the beautiful Holy Child,
But I can seck him, and give him to-day
An offering better far,
For a warm and loyal youthful heart
Is better than treasures are,

Several boys.

We should Mke to have been the shep-
herds good,
Who heard the angels say,
While the heavenly glory shone around,
* Your Saviour is born to-day.”
But we can set ringing the Christmas
bells
And bid all the earth be gay,
Because of the message the angel brought
Long ago, on that Christmas Day.

One boy.

1 should like to have been on that starlit
night,
A faithful shepherd boy,
To have heard as I tended the littie
lIambs
The angels’ song of joy
But if I am always a faithtul boy,
And bring little lambs to his fold,
1 shall hear, in my heart, the angels sing
A song that shall never grow old.

A group of girls and boys.
We should llke to have been with the
heavenly host,
Who sang in the midnight stili,
*“ Glory to God in the highest be,
And peace, and to men goodwill.”
But, to-day, we can carol the same glad
song,
Ir a chorus so loud and clear,
That the echoes shall travel till all the
world
Ot this wonderful Saviour shall hear.

GIDEON OUSELEY'S 8UCCESS,

* Musha, father, who {s that strange
gintleman ? Who is he at all ?”

‘*Deed I don’t know; sure he's not a
man at ali, at all, that can do what he's
done; sure he’'s an angel !

Some time after the alove occurrence,
*a peasant saluted him with ‘God biess
yer honour ¥’ To whom the horseman
replied, « The same to you, honest man !*
and then asked, * Would you like to have
God's peacé In your heart, and stand
clear before the Great Judge when he
comes to judge the world ?” .

*“ O sir!” replied the peasant: “ glory
be to his holy name ! 1 have this peace,
and I praise him, that I ever saw yer
honour's face.”

“<You have this peace 7" sald Ouseley;
“how did you get it ? and where did
you see me ?”

“ Do ye mind, sir, the day at the berrin’
(burying) whin the priest was saying
mass "

1 remember the day wecll; what about
it, poor man ?” -

“0 good gintleman!” answered the
peasant, ““ you tould us thin, plainly, the
way to get the peace, and I wint at waust
to Jesug Christ, my Saviour, and blessed
be his holr name, I got {t, and it's in my
‘heart iver since.”

- He once encountared a piigrim who had:

-

! climbed Croagh Patrick for the good of

his soul, whom he nccosted in his usual
kind manner, and asked whero he had
been,

“Sure, 8lr, I wag at the Reck,” the name

' by which the place was known

* And what, poor man, were you doing

* thero 7

“1 was looking for God. yer honour.*

* Looking for God ! 1\Where {s God ?**

“ Sure, he 18 overywhere,” answered tho
man,

“When the sun shipes in your own
cabin door, where would you go to find
the daylight ? \Would you go forty wmtles
to look for it ?" asked Ouseley,

“ 0 sir, the Lord help us, I wouldn't.”

*“Then why go forty miles on your feet
to look for God, when you could find him
at your own door ?"

** Oh, thin, gintleman, the Lord pity us,
it's th1ue for ye, {t's thrue for ye intirely.”

Song of the Skater.
BY J. CAWDOK DBRLL.

“Sliding, gliding,
Faster and faster,
The glare ice scratching
As onward we go ;
Guiding, providing
‘Gainst all disaster,

THAT LITTLE BOOK,

On the ovening of thv second day of
one of the great battles which marked
the mighty struggle between the North
and the South, and after the grassy plaln
had been fought over by the contonding
lines of infantry, and was thickly strown
with dead and wounded men, dismantled
gunsg, broken down ammunition wnggous.
dircarded muskets nnd other evidences
of the heat of tho contest that had swept
over the pretty greensward and convert-
ed {t into a fleld of carnage and blood—
atout four o'clock on this evening. an
order wana sent to tho General in com-
mand of the cavalry and the horse artll-
lery to press forward and convert tho
slow retreat of the enemy into a rout.
Quickly the bugles sounded the advance,
which, beginning with a trot, soon te-
came a gallop, till much of the field had
been croesed; then, as the lines of the foo
came into sight, the grand charge began—
five thousand horsemen with sabres
flashing In the summer sun, the troops
yeiling, the artillery thundering along
over dead and dying, the carth falrly
trembling under the hoofs and wheels of
the vast host as It swept on up tho siope
of tho ridge on which the guns of the
enemy were posted, and which were
belching out thelr sheets ot flre and hatl

JCK SPORTS AT MONTREAL.

I.ength of slide matching
Track clear of snow,

Whirling, twirling,
Quicker and quicker,
New figures cutting
Out, one by one—
List to their skirling,
As the skates flicker,
Opening and shutting
On work well done.

Reeling, wheeling

Round the sharp corner,
Forward then dashing

On a new track ;
Haughtily feeling

Scorn of the scorner,
For weaklings gnashing

Their teeth at our back.

Here we go rollicking,
Three, four together,
Arm in arm linking,
Marking good time ;
Jolly our frolicking,
Spite ot the tether,
Clinking skates, thinking
‘That care Is a ~rime,

Iett right, left right!
Easy now, ecasy !

Slower and slower,
And all in line ;

Fine sight, fine night,
Though somewhat breezy,

Vote of thanks throw her,
Pale Miss Moonshine!

of iron right into the face of the coming
squadrons, who with a mad yell, and
whirling sabres, soon cut down or cap-
tured the gunners who could not escape,
and broke the lfnes of their support.

A wild stampede followed, which was
goon converted into a confused fight,
each moment worse confounded by our,
and their own, captured guns, turned up-
on them as they fled over the Southern
plain, It was in this grand and resist-
less charge that for an fnstant as I passed
near a little mound of earth which had
been thrown out of a drain, I noticed
stretched upon it a wounded soldier, a
mere hoy. He lay upon his back, and
was holding up a little book with both
hands; time only was there for one glance
at the poor fellow, but {t wes long
enough to show that he had fought his
last battle, and that soon his life would
be gone. His gaze was fixed on that
open book. For him the boom of can-
non, the roar of musketry, the shouts of
the victor, and the flight of the van-
quished had no voico that could engage
his soul, now holding its last ecarthly
communfon with the Crucified One
through the word of thst book.

Never while T live, will I forget that
one glance at the dying boy and the evi-
dent absorption of his whole soul; not in
the great scenes enacting about him, but
in tho words of Jesus. He was some
mother’'s boy, who, when he left home for
the last time, had been given, by her,

that littlo book., 8Bhe would wateh for
his roturn in vain; soon his body would
be burfed in tha shallow trench with
many others. Thoughts of mother nnd
home may heve comie ¢o him ln that
solemn moment, but it was with his
mother's God and of his heavenly home
he then communed,

We know that cnly one book of all the
libraries of carth could have thon had a
message for that soul, when the grandest
and most awful scenes of earth could no
lenger have any interest for one who
was about (o join In tho oxultant song of
victory with tho bright convoy of angals
who {ssucd forth from the open gntes to
wolcome him into the rest that rematineth
over the river undor the shade of the
trees.—Christian Observer.

ORIGIN OF THE CHRISTMAS
FESTIVAL

The Christmas festival scems to have
first been devoted to the children in Gore
many and the north of Furope. Hore
St. Nicholas, a real personage, lived. &
bishop in the timo of Constantine and
dled December 8th, 343. Fer a time
Christmas was hero celebraled on the
6th of December, but later transferred to
December 26th, to correspond with the
practice {n other countries. ‘Tho patron
saint of the children, known as St
Nicholis in Germany, is called Santa

Claus in Holland, and Samiklaus {n -
Switzerland., In Austrin he i{s known as
Niklo or Niglo, and is followod by &

masked servant called Krampus, while in
the Tyrol he goes by tho name of Holy
Man, and 1s accompanied by St. Lucy,
who is the girls' saint, and also s>me-
times by a little girl representing the
Christ-child, At times St. Nicholas is
accompanied by a masked bug-bear, who
carries rods for tho naughty chlldren, in-
stead of presents. ‘The Christmas tree
fn its present relation to this festival
originated with the Germans, but &
similar ceremony was much earller con-
nocted with pagac rites of a differont
kind. In tho Protestant districts of Ger-
many, Christmas is celebrated with the
Christmas trees very much as witk us,
by the giving of presents between parents
and children, and brothers and sisters,
and a more sober sceno often follows the
Christmas tree, when the mother takes
occasion to tell the daughters, while the
father tells the sons, what has been most
pralseworthy in thelr conduct, and also
those things of the opposite naturo.

LONDON “BOBBIES.”

Tall, stalwart, fine-looking fellows, they
are towers of strength to the bewildered
traveller, and the extent and accuracy
of their information Is only cqualled by
their courtesy In lmparting the same.
And then. what a blessed thing {t 18 to
see a policeman’s baton that really means
something, that carrles with it authority
because that behind 1t f8 the solid sup-
port of all the best pcople of the com-
munity ! Therefore it 3s that thelr name
13 a * terror to evil-doers,” and in con-
sequence this great city is a wonderfully
safe place to go about {in. It {s to mo a
never-falling source of delight to pause
a moment at the intersectlon of two
crowded thoroughfares such, for in-
stance, as Tottenham Court Rqad and
Oxford Street—and watch the evidences
of power centred in one bdlue-coated
figure, always standing at the focal point
where traflic is buslest. A calm wave
of his hand——and lo, the ponderous busses
are motionless, and the cab horses are
jerked backward, and the hurrying teams
stopped short in their wild career, and
all for what ? Perchance merely that
some timid womapn, and threo children
under four years of age, may scurry
across the street like frightened rabbits,
Even in fashionable Hyde Park I have
scen the officer stop tbe procession of
gorgeous carriages merely that two beg-
gars might cresa the road.  Such sights
must rather take aback those who comse
from * the land of the {ree’ cxpecting to
see a people * ground under the heel of &
titled aristocracy,” ctc,

CHRISTMAS CHANGES.

The Yule log has given place to the
steatis radiator, the furnacs register and
the baseburning heater, but we who ars
warmed by any of these mcans on Christ-
mas ove, are quite us llkely to enjoy
Christmas as were our forefathers and
foremothers, who used to celebrate it
festivities when gathered about the old-
time fire-places. There have beed
changes in heating apparatus, but human
nature and Christmas remsin as they
were and will probably so remain after
the present apparatus has been displaced
by electric heaters. We grumble abont
our furnaces, our radiators and our stoves
and will probably grumble about our
electric heaters, but in Yule log Umes
our ancestors were often roasted on ons
slde and frozen on the other,

o e e e
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Where There's Drink, There's Dnnger.. ‘l‘huradn')" Rend Simeon's prophecy OUR
mal"uu's[ maﬂazl“e a“ﬂ ﬁevlew Writo it on the "quor store, t ([;;;:fll:|3;'.?:}::2‘);d nbo‘lt s wise child S

KORR 1807,
VOLS. XLV. AND XLVI.
WITH 300 FINEKE ENGRAVING3.
Price, $2.00 n year. 91,00 Jor Six Months

ILLUSTRATED ARTIOLES.

Pollowlng the l“lag—Our New Way
Round the

COabot's D(scovery of Oanada.

Round the World With tho Union Jack

The Unsppakable Turk

The Dead Oities of tho Zuyder Zee.

Oanadian Qaricature Art.

Write it on the prison door,
Write it on the ginshop fine,
\Write, ay, write this truthful line,
‘“ Where there's drink, there’s danger.”

Write it on the warchouse gate,

Write it on the the schoolboy's slate,
Write it {n the coyplook,

That the young may at it look,

* Where there's drink, there's danger.” '

) Write 1t on the churchyard mound

Where the drink-slain dead are found,
Write it on the gallows high,

(Luke 2. 36-40). Answer the Questions,
Saturday.—Read a gketch of Christ's
mission (1 John 4, 7-14),
Sunday.—Read what John thought of
Christ (John 1, 1-14), Study Teachings
of the Lesson,

| QUESTIONS.

1. The King Sought, verses 1-8.

1. What Herod i8 mentioned here?
, Who were the wise men? From what
counlry did they como ? What did their
' seeking Christ show ? 2. How did they
, find Jerusalem ? Will God guide all ear-

i

Christmas
Booklets
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8hadoe and Sunshine. With vorses by
F. R. Havergal. Nicoly illustrated.

Sunny Crowns, Dosign of a Crown,
with verses by P. R. Havergal,

1 In the Black Belt. Wrlite it for all passers-by,
¥ Norard of the Dogger. By Rev. J. G.[ * Where there's drink, there's danger.” | nest seckers? Why did they seck 5 CENTS EACH
" Life in & Swiss Canton. {Angwin. ’ Jesus 7 How would people regard such pydom. Demgn of figure of a Dog.
1 The Land of the Sky. Write It underneath your fect, a journey ? 3. Why wus Herad troubled? Pcm, by L. Rile
; The Aypian Wa a.nd its Momories. , Up and down the busy street, 4 Whom did he call together » 5 What The Lord i8 m 8hepherd Paalm
Gls.clers, thelr ormation and Action. Write 1t for the great and smaid ' prophet had spoken of Bethlehem * 6. xxiii. Illustra 3
R ted by Baroness Von Beck
Rural 1 ‘ In the manslon, cot and hell, ' How does Christ rule ? 7. What should endorf.
{ &?thl Lil{lthousony ]t‘l;o l}l‘c ‘ltur D, ' Where there s drink, theres danger.' , we learn from Herod's cunning ? 8. U!ll)delli tihellsﬁstloltoe Christmas verses
. y Helen Burnside.
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A Chﬁstmas Carol. By Louisa An-
thony, Illusteated by Frank Corbyn
Price and others.

Sun of My Sonl. Pansy design.
by John Keble.

Olairvaux. By Rov. I'rnuf. Wallace

; The Bach I‘amily-—-A Musical Study.

: The Ladies of Port Royal. By tho Editor.
Mary Stuart—A Vin

A Life of Faith; or, George Muller, of

3

)

f rigtol,

3 Oberun and Neff—Swiss Pastors-

Where each slecper lies in his narrow bed ,
On the city's roof, on the marts of trade,

cation. On the rustic hamlet and forest glade .

When the morn arose, all bright and fair, Verses

A wondrous vision gleamed thyough the air ;

e m—— s e
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. Ttme.— ow long after our “ Why don't you fight him ?” cried one
, gnuglfr%%s }gglitn RN g_‘*“;‘;; Lord's birth we do not know. , of the boys; “T'd give it to him If he D%f,ﬁ;;{}fg Violets. Fxquisitely coloured
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John Qossner and His Work.
Prof. Maria Mitchell. By Miss A. Taylor.
Icelanders in Manitoba. By Miss C. Hind.

SERIAL AND SHORT STORIES.

The Mills of God. A Scrial Story,

The Boer's Daughter. A Talo o{ Majuha
ong. A Scrial Story. {Hill.

My Tgree Monthsin Gaol. By W, T. Stead.

Some Tyne Folk. By Dr. Joseph Parker.

Am‘oss the Continent on Foot. By John
The Gold Boom in Cariboo. By Rev A.

Tho I.og of & Sky-Pilot. By Mary S.

The Miseries of a Palace, By M N Kerr. |

Some Bailor Yarns. By Rev. J. G, Angwin.

Life in a Convent.

'l‘lw,5 Oow-Boy Preacher. By Rev. Dr.
By

faclon
The I.egend of the Holy Bones.
Anthony Hore.
of Petrarch and Laura
S8ermon—A Lancashire Idyl

POPULAR SOIENCE PAPERS.
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All pure without and pure within,
Arrayed in robes of spotless white

¢ world transfigured and gloritied,
unie like tho blessed and holy Biide
¢ fair new carth, mado free from sin,

r the Heavenly Bridegroom inglory bright.
—W. H. Withrou.

A Sonnet to Nature. Very fino engrav
ings by Annio Simpson.
Three illustrated ems. Board covers
Finely illustrated :—
The Star of Bethlehem.
The Dear Homeland.
Christians, Awake.
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Jewelled Booklets.
Good Oheer. A m by Charlotte
Murray. Beautifully illustrated.
Wondrons Love. By Lily Oakley.
Homeland Melodics. By Charlotte
Murray.
Shelte W By E. A. Knight.
Euach. tied with mll{)gn cord and enclosed
in box.
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Jowelled Booklets.

Another Year. By F. R, Havergal.
Heavenly Hope, C. F. Alexander.
Al)-Powerful, By F. R. Havergal.
God's Afterward, By Charlotte Murray.

Light, & Branch of Electricity. By Prof Heart’s Base B Coombes Davies.

H. Chant . avergal
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‘Wonders of the Heaven. By amarivn. | YWrite it on your ships which sall, What did he try to make the people be- envelope.
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The Ouriosities of the Microphone.

The Ba.rly Ages of the Human.Race.
S8OCIAL. AND RELIGIOUS TOPICS.
The Bible of the Early Ohristians. By
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By { Write it in large letters plain,

; O’er our land and o'er our main,
**WVhere there’s drink, there's danger *

Write it in the Christian’s home,

v 1L The King Found, verses 9-12,
9. Why may the wise men have lost
the star 2 10. At what did they rejoice?
11. Where did they find Jesus ? What

20 CENTS EACH
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Instead. By Lucy A. Bennett.
Bonnie Dundee. ~ Illustrated }')o
With Every Good Wish. 1 Instrated,




