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THE SUNBEAM.

ONE WAY OUT OF IT.

FORLORN little boy was Teddy March

M that morning.  He went to school with-

/A out any breakfust. DPerhaps if you had
been bungry, you would have been cross :
ab any rate Teddy was cross, and he felt that he
had a right to be. To bLe sure, he might have
had hasty-pudding, which was what the others
ate ; but Teddy did not like hasty-pudding and
as there was nothing else, he put his hands in
his pockets, and scowled ficrcely at his cipty
plate, as if scowling might fill it.

When the teacher spoke to him for shuflling
with his heavy shues aeross the sehoolroom-floor,
he looked more gonr and surly than ever, and
zot a bad mark in deportment for his rudeness.
This did not improve matters; and when he
wenl into the spelling-class and missed  two

words in succession, he exelaimed alond, *Well,

1 dowt eare, any way ! which meant, you know,
that he did ¢are o great deal.

The tencher did not know what to make of it.
Teddy was generally a good boy, and she did nol
like to punish him, but something must be done.

She looked thoughtful for a .icivent, and then
calling Teddy to her, she wrote a little note for
him to take bo his mother.  Perhaps she could
have done nothing which would have seemed so
severe a punishment to poor Teddy.

“1 wouldn’t have minded a whipping,” he
said to himself, as he trudged slowly homeward;
“any fellow that isn’t a baby can stand & whip-
ping.”  But to be sent home in disgrace, with
the story of his wrong doing written out in the
teacher’s clearest, neatest hand, scemed almost
more than he could bear,  He pulled his cap
down over his eyes, but he could not shut out
the sound of the birds singing in the trees, or
help eatehing a glimpse now and then of the
bright June sunshine.

Everybody and everything has a good time
except e, said Teddy.

He felt as if he were the most abused boy in
the world, and he was naughty enough just at
that moment to wish that there was somcbody
he could fight.

“1 should just like to pitch into somebody,”
he said, half aloud.

But luckily for Teddy there was no one to
light, and 1 don’t believe that he was really hall
as bid as he imagined ; for just then, as he was
passing an open field, he noticed a dog running
about under the trees, and behaving in such a
strange manner, that he forgot for the time his
own special grievances, for it was evident that
the dog was torturing sumething,  He wounld
toss it into the air, then jump after it, knock it
down with his paw, let it go for a moment, and
then dash alter it again. Now he would pretend
to take it in his mouth, and then as the poor
thing straggled to get free, hie would hit it with
his paw, and bark and snap.

Teddy leaped over the fence.

“Whay,” he exelaimed, after he had taken a
few steps, “it is a bird ! It is & robin 1

Walking slowly towards the dog, whistling
and tatking to him in a way that every dog in
town knew and iiked, he finally approached so
close that he could pat him on the head,

“ Doggic, this will never do, said Ted stooping
down and taking the bird from between his feet.
To his_great astonishment, though trembling
with fright, it was uninjured.  Teddy unbutton-
ed his jacket amd put the little creature inside,
the dog meanwhile watching the proceedings
with & shamefaced air.

Teddy smiled. He forgot that he was hungey ;
and as he placed nis hand over the Liny creature
that nestled against his breast and looked up at
liim with soft round eyes, & warm fecling sprang
up in his heart which almost made him forget
the little note which he carried in his pocket.
But when he saw his mother he remembered it,
and decided not Lo give it to her till after dinner.
Lretty soon she came to the door to call hin.
He brought the bird in his hand, and told her
how he bad found him ; but the robin hal
recovered his courage now, and did not scem
inchined to make new acquaintances.

“Let him go,” said Teddy’s mother; be
would not be happy in the house.
wust come in, dear,” she added *aying ber hand
on his shoulder ; ““ I have such a nice dinuer for
vou, and such gouod news. Your [ather has
found regular work again, and you won’t have
to go to school hungry any more.” )

Alump rose in Teddy’s throat, but he swal-
lowed it bravely, and hastily pulled the note
from his pocket.

“] didn't mean Lo give it to you till after
dinner,” he said : “ but you might as well know
the worst of me now. And, oh, mother dear,”

But you

he added brokenly, “ I never will be so cross and
hateful again.  When I saw that-young robin
struggling 1o get away from the dog, Isaid to
myself, ‘There’s somebody having a harder
time than you are, Ted March. Go and help
him.’ ”

Teddy’s mother did not scold him ; did you
think she would? No; she only said, * God
sentyou the bird to teach you & lesson, dear,
and Ldon't think you will forget it.”

As for the robin, he remained in the neigh-
borhood all sumnier, coming sometimes at Ted’s
whistle to perch upon the fence, and to glance
at lnm with the same bright cyes that had first
looked up at bim from under the folds of his
jacket. And whenever Teddy saw his little
friend, and.remembered that day when every-
thing seemed to go so wrong, and then when all
at once cverything went right again, he said to
himself,—

“ Well, there’s always one way out of it when
you're in trouble ; give somebody else a lift.”

X

A SUNBEAM.,
The violet beds were wet with dew,
Which filled each drooping cup ;
The golden Sunbeam darted ihrough,
And raised their blue heads up.
_They smiled to see it, and they lent -
The morning breeze their sweetest scent.

GOLDEN Sunbeam in the sky
Said to itself one day :

“I’m very small, but why should I
Do nothing else but play ?

Down to the earth I'll go and see

If there is any use for me.”

A maother 'neath ashady haw
Had left her babe aslecp ;

It woke and cried, but when it saw
The golden Sunbeam peep

So slyly in, with glance so bright,

1t laughed and chuckled with delight.

On, on it wenl—it might nol stay—
Now through a window small
14 poured its glad and tiny ray,
And danced upon the wall.
A pale young face looked up to hail
The beam God sent to suill her wail,

And on it travelled to and fro,
And frisked and danced about,

And not & door was shut, I kuow,
To keep the Sunbeam out;

But ever as it touched the carth,

1t woke up happiness and mirth,

I may not tell the story
Of all that it could do;
But I tell you this—that you may try
To be a Sunbeam, too,
By little smiles to soothe and cheer,
And make your presence ever dear !

i

JOHNNY’S MATHEMATICAL CAL-
CULATIONS.

Q7 OHINRY was poring over his mental arith-

d met.i_c. It was a new study to him, and
Q) he found it interesting.

When Johnny
undertook anything Lic went about it wil.fu
heart, head and hand.

He sat on his high stool at the table, while
his father and mother sat just opposite. He was
such a tiny fellow, scarcely large enough to hold
the book, you would think, much less to study
and ealeulate. But he could do both, as you
shall sce.

Johnny’s father had been speaking to his
mother, and Johnny had been so intent upon his
book that he had not heard a word; but as he
leaned back on his high chair to rest a moment,
he heard his fathersay, * Dean got beastly drunk
at the club last night ; drank ten glasses of wine.
I was disgusted with the fellow.”

Johnny looked up with bright cyes. “ How
many did you drink, father?” -

“Idrank but one, my son,” said the father,
smiling down upon his little boy.

“Then you were only onc-tenth drunk,” said
Johnny, reflectively.

“John! cried his parent, sternly, in a breath;
but Johnny continued, with a studious nir:

“Why, yes; if ten glasses of wine make n man
beastly drunk, one glass will make him one-
tenth part drunk; and”

“There, there!” interrupted the father, biting
his lip to hide the smile that would come: “I

guess it is bed-time for you. We will have no
more arithmetic to-night.”

So Johnny was tucked away in bed and went
sound asleep, turning the problem over to see if
he was wrong. And just before he had lost
himself in slumber he had thought, “ One thing
is sure, if Dean hadn’t taken the one glass he
would not have been drunk. So it is thesafe
way not to take any; and I never willL” And
the next thing he was snoring, while Johnny's
father was thinking, “there 1s something in
Johnny’s calculation, after all. It is not safe to
take one glass, and [ will ask Dean to sign a
total ubstinence pledge with me to-morrow.”
And he did so, and they both kept it. So great
things grew out of Johmny’s studying mental
arithmetic, you see.—Selected.

—_——re
A BABY THAT LIVED IN A SHOE.

SELZOLLOWING is a curious story told in the
j Brooklyn * Citizen”: A peasant woman
in France had a baby so small that the
clothing she had made ready for it was of no
use and she was obliged to dress it insome doll’s
clothes. When she was going to take the little
creature 10 be christencd she was in fresh diffi-
culty, for he was too small to be carried on the
arm in the usual way., But a happy thought
struck her. The French peasantry wear shoes
made out of wood, which-they call sabots. Tak-
ing one of her own shoes, the woman made a |
littie bed in it, in which she placed her tiny son,
and so cagried him to church. Finding that the
wooden shoe was better than anything clse for
the purpose, she used it for his cradle, and there
helusuall}' lay and slept until he was six months
old. .
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UNCLE JOHN’S SPELLING-BELE,
«“ g’x\l GOING tohave aspellin’bee to-night,”

said Uncle John, “and I'll give & pair
of skates to the boy who can best spell
‘man.’”

The children turned and stared into cach
other’s eyes.

* Best spell ¢ man,” Uncle John? Why, there’s
only one way !'” they cried.

*There are all sorts of ways,” replied Unele
Johm,  “ Pl leave you to think of it awhile ;7
and he buttoned up his coat and went away.,

“ What does he mean ?”" asked Bob. :

“1 think it's a joke,” said Harry, thoughtfully,
“and when Uncle John asks me, I'm going to
say, “ Why, m-a-n, of course.

“It's a conundrun, I know,” said Jo ; and he
lleqnﬁd his head on his hand and scttled down to
think.

Time went slowly to the puzzled boys, for all
their fun that day. It scemed as il that after
supper time would never come ; but it came at
last, and Uncle John came, too, with a shiny
skate runner . pecping out of his great coat
pocket.

Tnele John did not delay ; he sat down and
looked straight into Harry's eyes.

“ Been a good boy to day, Hal »”

“Yes--no,” said Harry, fushing. “T did
something Aunt Mag told me not to do, because
Ned Barnes dared me to do, I ean’t bear & boy
to dare me. What's that to do with spelling
“man 2" he added, half to himself,

Buat Uncle John had turned to Bob.

“ Had a good day, my boy ?”

“Haven't had fun enough,” answered Bol,
stoutly. “Its all Joe’s fault, too. We boys
wanted the pond o ourselves for one day, and
we made up our minds that when the girls came
we'd clean them ofl.  But Jo, he—"

“I think this is Jo's to tell,” interrupted Uncle
John. * How was it boy 77

“Why,” said Jo, “I thought the girls had as
much right to the pond as the boys. So I spoke
to one or two ol the bigger boys, and they
thought so, too, ard we stopped it all. I thought
it was mean to treat girls that way.”

There came a flash from Unele John's pocket.
The next minute the skates were on Jo’s knee.

“The spelling-match is over,” sard Uncle
John, “and Jo has won the prize.”

) _The three bewildered faces mutely questioned
nm, .

“ Boys,” he answered, gravely, we've been
spelling ‘ man,” not in letters, but in acts. [
told you there were different ways, and we've
proved it here to-night. Think over it, boys,
and see.” :

Bt

Chimney-sweep ‘o old lady: “ Wani your

chimney cleaned, mum?” “No, thankee’; we
had it cleaned in the old house before we left.”
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LITTLE MARY’S ORANGE.

CHAPTER 11I.—ELLEN.

(Concluded.)

WISH all the little readers of THE SuxBrAM
‘cé knew our Ellen. I am sure they would
) love her as much as Mary does. For,
oh, she is very good; most amiunble,
gentle and kind is she to all her companions;
so polite and respectful 1o those who are
older than hersell; s0 exceedingly graceful
and yet so dignified in her deportment,
and then, withal, as modest as the sweet spring
violet. Everybody loves and esteems our dear
Ellen. No wonder, then, that in little Mary's
perplexities about the disposal of her orange,
she had recourse to her, and Ellen listened very
attentively, while Mary, with all gravity, ex-
plained the whole affair.

“ And now, Ellen, what do you say ahout it *”

“ Let me think a moment, and, first, let me
see the orange. Ob, isn’t it & beauty ! Tt really
makes my mouth water.”

“QOh, I don't wonder at that: and so, after
all, Ellen, suppose I just taste it to see il it is
really as good as it looks.”

« Listen, Mary dear. ] am sureif you taste
it, you will tind’it so good you will eat it all up
at once, and then, you know, you will be sick.”

“Yes, I am afraid of that. You remember
how sick my last plum-cake made me; but this
time I'll not eat all the orange myself, but I'll
give a piece to you and all the other gitls.”

“Well, no; that would scarcely be a good
plan, because you would have to divide it into
so many litile morsels, vhat no one would be
able to get more than a mere taste of it.”

“\Why, what shall I do with it, then? Just
lock it up in my box and keep it "

“Qh, no! that would not do, for it would soon
get rotien, or all dried up.”

“ Dear me, Ellen, it is really an awful trouble
to have such a big orange, ain’t it?”

“ Listen, Mary; I have a good idea about jt.
Are you very generous?”’

“Well, I believe so, but I don't exactly know.
What do you want me to do, Bllen ?”

“ Make a lottery with it, and give every girl in
school a chance of winning it for five cents.
There are a hundred girls in school, and that
would make five dollars, and then you would
see how many good works we could do with all
that money.”

At these words poor little Mary’s bright rosy
face assumed a most woful expression, and her
lip quivered as she said, very sadly : *“Oh, Ellen,
you are too perfect. Why—if { had known—I

wouldn’t ask you—I most wish I'd stayed with -

Maggic; she said she knew what was best to do
with my orange.”

“Well, my dear Mary, it is not too Jate yet to
take Maggie's advice.”

“No, 1t wouldn’t do now; for afler we would
eat up all the orange I'd be sorry about the good
works we talked about.”

“Still, you are the ownerof the orange, and
can do as you please with it.”

“Well, I don’t wish to eat it all up, but just
to take a little bite out of one side of it, to sce
how it tastes.”

“ Do s0, il you wish; but in that case the lot-
tery would be spoiled, for no one would take a
chance on a bitien orange: so that would put
an end tv our good works.”

“What a pity! Obh, my poor orange, I sup-
pose I must give you up. I might have eaten
you all by myself, and now somebody else will
eat you, and 1 won’t even know how you tasted;
and one girl will get you for five cents, and 1
know you cost lifteen cents; for mother said so.
Still I den’t care for that, only I’d just like to
taste it, Ellen,” said little Mary, as she held up
the orange to Ellen with both her dimpled
hands. ‘ . i

“Yes, but, Mary dear, remember you are not
obliged to make this sacrifice; you merely asked
me my advice and I gave it to you. You are
not obliged to do as [ suy; | merely spoke to
you as [ would have spoken to myself.”

Gratified and flattered at being compared to
little Ellen, little Mary exclaimed: “ Don’t say
anything more, Ellen. I am determined to be
generous; so tuke my orauge. Buu hwde it
quick, so I cannot see it any more; and Jet vs
hurry and make the tickets for the lottery. But
what will we do with the money? You haven’t
told me that yet.?”

“Well, I hardly know mysgelf. We'll bave to
think about it;—for you know there are 8o
many sorts of goud works. But let us begin at
the beginning.” Now, the beginning is to have
our five dollars—in place of an oringe, which
we could easily eat up in five minutes.”

Just as Mary was on the point of replying, the
bell announced the elose of the recrestion. ~ Be-
fore the next afternoon play-time, the iickets
were all prepared, and placed in a beautiful little
rose-colonred bag which Ellen’s mother had
given to her.  Aund the preceeds of the lottery
had been decided upon by the two little friends.
Alter the first half hour had been devoted to
running, swinging, or playing, as the rule pre-
seribed, the lictle ~* Juniors” were all invited to
take their seats in the arbor, as Kllen had some-
thing most important to tell them. You may
rendily imngine that there were o thousand
gnesses as Lo what this something was.

“Oh, I know—J know!” ericd Maggie; “we
are going to have reereation in honor of Ellen.”

#No, no,” replied another; * for if that was
the case she wonldn’t be the person to tell us,”
C“Maybe Mary has got n hox of good things
h'og\ home, and is going Lo divide it amongst
us.

“Oh, T know the*great news,” said another.
“Listen, listen: Maggic is going Lo get the
Crown of Honor!”

This last announcement was received with
merry peals of laughter, and Ellen, whose kind
heart was pained at the embarrassment of her
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giddy little playmate, cried out: “ Come, come
quick, and I’ll explain it all in two minutes.”

Immediately the whole gronp surrounded her,
all in profound silence, except a few noisy birds,
who had built their nests around the arbor, and
did not seem to care, nor to know what Ellen
was talking about.

“ Now,” said Ellen, “ I am going to propose to
you, in little Mary’s name, a charming project.
She has received a beautiful orange from her
mother. It is the largest orange any of you
ever saw, I am sure; and to prove it I am going
to show it to you. Shut your eyes, Mary.”

Here Ellen held up the orange, which excited
a cry of admiration; and as Mary peeped at it
through her dimpled fingers, just a little sigh of
regret rose in her hegrt at the thought of losing
it forever.

“Who wants it? Al of you, I am sure.
Well, you all have a ¢hance of gaining it for
five cents. Mary is going to have a lottery on
it; and 1if you all tuke a ticket, one of you will
geb the orange, and we will have five dollars,
with whicii we are going to buy something for
old Granny Moore and httle Kitty. It will be n.
nice Christmas present for them. Five dollurs
will give theni more pleasure than five bundred

would give us; and I ant sure the Blessed Virgin
will be satistied with us all. . And when she sees
us helping the poor by depriving omselves of
some little trille, she will obtain many blessings
for us frem our dear Lerd and Saviour. Such
blessings are worth all the gold and silver in the
world. ~ Ah, if T had some of the money that
peaple think 'so much of, I would give it all to
the Blessed Virgin; and [ am sure she would
suy Lo me: Go and give it to the poor, and [
will give you something hetter.” .
Bllen’s words had an electrical ellect upon
her playmatas.  In a few minutes )l the tickets
were sold, and little Mary's heart beat with de-
light as she held her one hundred five cent
prieces Lightly clasped in her apron. The lot-
tery was postponed until the next day; for now
all hearts were so happy at the thonght of
taking all this money to poor old Granny Moore
ank litdle Kiuty that the orange was of secondary
importance. ‘

CHAPTER IV, —RANNY MOORE,

Poor old Granny Moore was sixty-five vears
old. Her hair was very gray, and ler face was
very wrinkied, and she was bent nearly double,
yet still she tried t6 go out every week to don
day's washing, in order to gain a support for
harsell and her little grandehild, Kitty. While
Kitty’s mother lived, they got nlong pretty
comfortably, but she grew sick and died, and
then the poor old grandmother had to try to
support herself and little Kitty. When she
wenb Lo the neighbors, to wash or to help in the
kitchen, she used to take Kitty along with her,
and the little girl would sit very quietly by the

rash-tub, and wish she were big enough to help
her poor old grandmother.

And now we must follow Elien and Mary on
their exrand of mercy. They got permission to
o out in the city with Sister Agnes, and see old
Mrs. Moore and little Kitty. When they
renched the house, they found the door shut,
but not locked. 1PPushing it open, they entered
and found everything poor and cheerless look-
ing; nolive, and no wood to make one. They
Jooked in the cupboard, but there was no bread
in it, nor anything eise Lo ent.

Four hours later, by the help of a drayman,
they had all the following good things brought
to the house: A nice loaf of bread, some butier,
and tea and sugar. a baskel of potaloes, and
some cheese, and some parsnips and cabbage.
Lllen swept up the floor very clean, and Sister
Agunes contributed her mite to the good work
by sending the drayman for a load of wood.

Ellen had not forgotten Lo briug her own little
statue of the Blessed Virgin, and when the
drayman returned with the wood, he got a
board, which he nailed against the wall; this
Ellen covered with a piece ol white muslin, and
on it the dear statue was placed.

Then Sister Agnes held little Mary up, that
ghe might place a little blue purse, contnining
three bright silver doltars, which were left alter
buying the provisions. In the meantime the
drayman had brought in some wood and kindled
up u bright fire. Never did little Mary fecl s0
happy as when she looked round and saw all
that bad come from her big orange. *Ob,
Ellen,” she said, “ [ am surc Grauny Moore and
little Kitty will think the angels have been here
while they were gone, and now let us hurry out,
s0 they won’t know who it was who fixed things
g0 nice.”  And each of these two sweet children,
holding Sister Agnes hy the hand, burried out,
softly closing the door bebind them. Sister
Agnes kept their secret, but in all the big city
of P——, the four happiest hearts that night
were Granny Moore, litlle Kitty, Lllen, and
little Mary.

ALl P e

Little Alice’s grandfather is almost a cen-
tenarian. One of her companions one duy asked,
“How old is your grandpa?” * Hush,” said
she; “don’t spenk so loud. I believe God has
forgotten him.”

Teacher with reading clnss—Boy (reading) :
“And as sh. sailed down the river——"
Teacher: “ Why are ships culled she?” Boy
(precociously alive to the respousibilicies of the
sex): “Becuuse they need men to manage
them.” i :

Boy (with basket)—* Please, mum, give me
some dinner for my poor, sick father?”

Kind Lady—* Look hcre, I've been giving
you dinner for your sick father for two weeks;
and I saw him yesterday in the street, and he is
no more sick than [ am.”

Boy—" Yes, mum, he isn’t sick any more, but
he ents just the same as ever.”

)




|
]
|
i

THE SUNBFRAM.

GIF1S FORX JESUS.
Little children!  ‘There ave many
Who have neither time nor skill,
Giold nor silver, yet may offer
Gifts to Jesus if they will,

There are ways—Jesus knows them,
And his ¢hildren all should know
How to find a lower for Jesus
Underneath the deepest snow.

How to wreathe a lovely garland
Winter though it be and cold

How to give the rarest offerings,
Costing—something—but not gold—
How to buy, and buy it dearly ;
Gifts that He will love to take;
Nor to grudge the cost bub give it
Cheerfully, tor Jesus’ suke.

Does thisseem so strange, dear children?
Yet ’tis surely nothing new ;

Al may give Him noble presents,

shall L'tell you of a few?

Well, sometimes tis hard to listen

To a word unkind or cold,

And to smile a loving auswer—

Do it, and you give Him—gold!
Thoughts of Him in work or playtime,
sSmallest grains of incense rarve,

Cast upon a burning censer

Rise in perfumed clouds of prayer.
There are sometimes bitter fancies,
Little murmss that will stiv

Even a loving heart—but crush them,
And you give outr Sauviour—myrrh!
Flowers—why, I ne’er could finish
Telling of the good they do,

Yet Il tell you how to plant them,
In what garden plot they grew.
Modest violels, nieckest showdrops,
Holy lilies white and pure,
Loving tendnls, herbs of healing,
Iithey only would endure!

And they will—such lHowers fade not,
They are notof mortal hirth ;

And such garlands wreathed for Jesus
Fade not ke the llowers ol carth,
And ] think you all must sce, that
They are ecmblems, and must trace
In the rarest and the faivest,

Acts of tove and deeds of grace.

Now, dear ¢hildren, can you tell me
Have you still no gifis Lo lay

At the throne of our dear Saviour,
Any bouror any day ?

Let us give Him—now—forever,

“Qur first gilt—the purest—best,

Give our hearts to Christ, and ask Him
How to give Him all the rest.

The above lines were written by 2 hittle deaf

and dumb givl,
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CONCERT AT THE VICS,

Never was such a large gathering seen in the
Armory hall as on the 12th inst.  The concert
which ~was given under the auspices of St
Patrick’s Catechism was crowned with the most
dazzling success. Rev. M. Callaghan presided.
Before ealling out the items be made a few well-
chosen observatiozs. e should welcome the
audience. They might feel proud of themselves.
Irthey looked for quantity they had it ina denscly
crowded hall ; if for quality, they were in the
midst of what represents our worthiest citizens
and of what would yet shine conspicuously in
the annals of our country. They came prepared
fora treat and they woull have a first class treat
in the line of music and elocution. They would
realize two things. They would sec what an
advantage it is to be educated and would find
they may thoroughly evjoy themselves without
risking anything whatever. They would be in-
troduced to & number of remarkable midgets

and ushered into a world of wonders which they

did not auticipate. . J. Downs and Fred
Symons distinguished themselves as pianists;
Aflic Warner, Chias, McGee and Frank Doherty
as elocutionists; Alice Hatton, her sigter Carrie
and Nellic McAndrew as vocadists.  W. Sullivan
was accompanied in his “Mazurka de Concert”
by Prol. Fowler. Madeline Cullen made her

debut in “Papa can’t cateh me.”  Her voice s

sweeb and bewitehing. Fverybody was astonish-
ed at the viokin-playing of J. Shea—(see en-
graving on third page.) Master Shoa has just
reached his seventh year and has been studying
the violin only four months under Prof. Sullivan,
He plays his notes correctly and in perfect
measure. All who took part in “The Dolls” Hos-
pital,”? especially the matron, and in “the Anti-
doic,” made for themselves o host of admirvers.
Linda Conway won instant favor. She was ap-

plauded and encored in ber song entitled “A
little blonde in blue.” She is not yet seven yenrs
old and was never at school.  Arthur Nicholson
and Jas. MeAnally riveted universal atlention
by a variety of the cleverest surprises.  The en-
tertuinment lasted two hours, during which the
iuterest manitested by the audienceunever flagged
a second, A general wish was expressed that it
would be repeated and all present registered
promise (o return in February. & FLY.
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MARGARET.

A CHRISTMAS SKETCH,

the little house by the sea s fur December
had come in, and Margaret felt that, as
Chiristmas Day drew near, shemust die. The
sky grew greyerand greyer ; and the sea seemed
part of the sky, except where the white streaks
of the breakers broke its surface. The five in
her little room  glowed brighitly, and a late
chrysanthemum, resened from beneath a great
pile of brush it the end of the garden, perfumed
the air momatically.
There were two pictures in this room covered

61—11'} days passed more wearily than ever in
G

LINDA CONNWAY,

from sight ; and, although Margarel was a
Catholig, @ lovely medailion done by a Bavarian
priest, who served the chureh at the lighthouse,
in which the Adoration of the Magi was repre-
seubed, had also been veiled.  Margaret's heart
tilled with bitterness at the sighl of a child.
What right had ether mothers 1o joy when she
had none ?  This wood-carving—so remarkable
beeause the Child Jesus was exquisitely por
trayed,—which she had loved above all her pos-
sessions a year or two ago, had become distaste-
ful to her.  She found no_comfort in the wrapt
and joyous look of the Mother ; no delight in
the lovely, dimpled face of the Child, which was
a miracle of art, A dumb, sullen despair had
taken possession of her.  8he was alone in the
world, and the weird sobs and moans of the
Atlantic in wintry weather scemed to fall in
well with her sad thoughts.

Early in the summer she had come down Lo
the sea with her husband and child, the little
Wiltred.  June had been a decan of happiness,
-—sunshime and the glow of wild roses, and the
dash of the foam en the white sand.  Wilfred,
who was four years old, bad learned to run down
Lo meet the tlashing, white spray ; and then,
when the tirst drops touehed his rosy feet, Lo
rush back with open arms to his happy wother.
The three were bappy in themselves. The little
house, the wild roses, the sen, and themselves,
were ehough-—just enough.  Sometimes Mar-
garel felt that she had almost forgotten God in
her happiness.  On Sundays there was the trip
to the little church beyond the lighthousc,
through the briav-lined bedge, all agiow with
pink and gold.  She often said to herself, in »

kind of cestacy, that she was happy.  And day
by day the hittle Wiltred bloomed, with his
pink checks and his golden bair, like onc of the
roses, ’

But one day, on which her husbad hind come
down to the sea-shore for part of his vacation,
she left him and the child together.  She but-
toned the little lellow’s blue and white bathing
suit ; and, thinking how pretty his golden curls
were as Lthey fell upon it, she bade the two she
foved best on earth goud-bye.  She never saw
them again.  When she came back from her
arrand to the town, they were not in the
breakers or on the beach. The sand glistened
in the sunlighi, and the spray rose higher and
higher, as the tide came in. She knocked at the
doors of the bathing houses, and there was no
answer. Could they have gonc home? She
hastened thither. She called in vain : they
were not there.

Margaret sat for » moment on the vine-
wreatiied doorstep and waited.  “ They ave hid-
ing from me,” she said, yev her heart stood still
as she said it.  “They are bhiding from me,—
oh, yes, they are hiding from me!” But there
was no movement, except that of the breeze
among the viney ; and the only creature that
came near her was a huge yellow butterily,
which dashed against her hand, leaving a bloteh
of yellow dust upon it.

Heart-sick as she was, she noticed the golden
dust, and wondered whether it was from a
flower or not.  Kvery emotion of that short
time of waiting seemed ctched in her memory.
She could live it over again at will at any time
in her afterlife.  She arose from the doorstep,
and went toward the pier.  On this pier was
hung the sign * Dangerous.” Here wns the
famous undertow, the terror of even the stoutest
swimmer. There was a smail group on the pier,
with glasses set for a distant view ; and just as
Margaret reached the place the life-hoat touched
thesand.  Could there have been an aceicdent ;
No; for the boat was empty.

In the distance they saw a steam tug ; and
farther off; far heyond the line of tossing hreak-
ers, b schooner gliding castward.,  The crew of
the life-boat were strangely silent. She went up
eagerly to the one she knew best, grufl’ bul
kindly Captain Somers.

“ Have you seen—?" she began.

He did not answer ; e turned his head away.
The smallest of the crew —au little boy who had
olten tossed Willred in his arms, and who had
still the look o his own babyhood on his {ace—
taok her hand softly, and pointed with his to the
sea. It was enough,  Her whole being thrilled
with the awful, unspoken news. It was’enough;
she knew the sea had taken them,

When she came to her senses, they Lold her—
how old Captain Somers hated the task '—that
her busband, with the Iistle Wilfred on his back,
had goue out far bevond the breakers.  The
crew had watched him from their station uncon.
cernedly ; for they knew he was an expert
swimmer. Suddenly the little Wilfred relaxed
his hold ; his arms dropped from his father's
reck and he disappeared,  The crew saw the
father’s head disappear under water, When he
came to the surlace with the child, hc was in
a direct Jine from the fatal pier. The crew
manned the boat. In vain. The undertow, like
the water nymphs of the legends, like the naiads
who drew young Hylas to his death, had carried
Willred and his father beyond the reach of help.
They were gone—thut was all.  The sea made
no other answer,  And in that ever-changing
grave, withont a cross or flowers, the best
beloved of Margaret’s heart lay through the
golden stummer, through the rains of November,
and now in the wintty December. The snow
that fell melted into the ocean, like their lives.

For weeks she waited for their coming,  She
lived along and waited,—alone, alone.  Many a
time in the night, when the hail tapped on the
window or the door, she opened it eagerly, ex-
pecting to sce the dear yellow curls glemnt in the
light of her lump and hear the sweetest of all
voices cry out, “I am here; mamma ! Lapa and
I have been hiding atmong the rosebushies.” One
night, when the tap was louder than usual, she
foitnd on Ner threshold a little dead bird, cast
from its nest by the wind against her door.
Until this time she had been tearless ; at the
sight of the litlle creature, with its draggled
feathers and torn wing, the tears came.

She would see no onc all these months, She
hastily went to town in tho twilight for the
nceessiries of life, and returned like a spectre.
The priest of the church near the lighthouse,
who had loved the little Wilfred, came to see

(Conclnded on page 13.)
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SOMETHING ABOUT PRAYER.

@ OMETIMES wegray and pray, and still the
N favor we ask for is not granted. Why not ?
Inthe first place whatever God does is
right, and it is not for us to ask Him for
reasons why He has doue this or why he has not
doncit. God knows, that is sufficient. Bat
generally the renson why God does not grant
our petitions is becanse we do not pray for the
right thing or with the right intention. A bab
that wishes to play with a sharp knife, bawls 1f
the mother takes the knife away. We act in
the same way. God knows better what is good
for us than we do curselves, consequently we
ought to place all our -confidence in Him
Sometimes we think that God is bound togive us
what we pray for, there we nre mistaken. We
raust never claim as a right what is only a favor,
or else we are impertinent. Be-
fore we open our mouth forprayer
we must always make an aet of
resignation to God’s will in our
heart. We must say, that even if
God does not grant us what we
ray for, still we are satisfied, we
ove Him just as much as if He
had granted it. But if we think
by our prayer we can command
God, we find out that this is not
80, We musatnot think that God
is bound to gratify all our desires
—gsometimes they are very foolish
indeed, if we look at them in the
right light—we must not be im-
pertinent; such children neither
God nor man loves. Other times
we think we have done a great
thing if we have prayed two or
three times. This is another
mistake. We should pray con-
tinually. We know that even
saints had to pray for years and
years sometimes before God
heard them; are we any better
than they were? Have we any
more right to be heard than they
had ? A clear conscience is the
best guarantee for the prayers
success, and one benefit prayer
always has: It brings us nearer
to God, it awakens in our hearts
the feeling that we are God's
children ; like the rays of the sun
awakening beautiful flowers that
sleep in the bosom of mother
carth, so does prayer—a messen-
ger divine between God and man
—awaken in our hearls the con-
sciousness that God loves us.

LET IT DROP!

,QI'WET it drop! How many souls

on the verge of solicitude

¥ and trouble have been calm-
ed by this homely saying! .

A sharp or unjust word irri-
tates us. Let it drop; the speaker
will only be too glad to see that
we have forgotten it. A painful
circumstance threatens to sepur-
ate us from some old friends.
Let it drop; let us preserve peace and holy
charity. A suspicions manner is on the point
of chilling our aflection. Let it drop; our looks
of trust shall win back confidence. Shall we,
who try so hard to avoid the prick of thorns,
take pains to gather them up and pierce our
own hearts? Truly, we are very unreasonable
beings!

g

“That was very greedy of you, Tommy, to
ent your little sister's share of the cn.{e!”
“You told me, Ma, that I was always to take
her part,” said Tommy.,

Grocer.—Well, my little boy, what will you
have?

Little Boy.—Fiftcen cents’ worth of molasses.

Grocer (ns hehands the pitcher over the coun-
ter).—Where is your money ?

Little Boy.—In the pitcher.
as to be sure not to lose it.

“ Fo' de Lawd, Missus, but dat chile hab got
a fine voice.”

“You think s0o?”

“T do fo’ suah, if it was only plowed.”

“ Plowed, Uncle Ned? I guess you mean cul-
tivated.”

“Yes, dat’s it. I knowed it had something to
do wid a farm.”

I put it there so

¢“ AN OLD FRIEXND.”
H Santa Claus is a friend indeed

The little ones love him dearly ;

He knows exactly what they need,

In the tiniest stockings his eyes can read
The wants of the owners clearly.

With thoughts of his gifts their dreams are bright
As they wonder where he is hiding,

And how he can do so much in a night

From the realms of the Frost King cold and white
On the wings of the north wind riding.

There nre presents for all in his splendid store,
But nobody feels quite ceriain '

Which way he goes when his task is o’er,

Whether up the chimney or under the door,
Or through a chink in the curtain.

D
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“ We knew he would come,” the children say
B As they reckon their new-found plensures ;
It wouldn’t have seemed like Christmas Day

If Santa Claus had not found a way
To leave us some of his treasures.”

And grown-up children who walk by sight,
Their innocent trust might borrow,
And leave their wishes in faith at night
Before the Giver of all delight,
To find them filled on the morrow !

—TLeisure Hours.

——o e —————-

THE INFANT JESUS.

NCE niore the Infant Jesus comes,
1) To welcome all with ontstretched hand,
To bring bright joy to Christian homes
And happiness throughout the land.
His smile dispels all dread and fear;
His birth makes holy Christmas-tide,
And children far and children near
Avre kneeling at their Saviour's side.
O, Infant blessed ! we pray to thee,
Make pureour hearts as thine to-day,
And iet the year about to be
Be heaven's advent, blooming May.

| let him.

BADGES OF THE APOSTLES.

, HE painters of the Middle Ages used to re-
$ present the Apostles with special badges

2 which were gencrally symbolical of some
special incident in their lives,

St. Andrew was depicted with a cross, because
he was erucified ; St. Bartholomew with a knife,
beeanse he was flayed ; St. James the Greater
with a Pilgrim stafl’ and a gourd bottle, because
he was the palron saint of pilgrims ; St. James
the Less with a fuller’s pole. because he was
slain by Simeon the fuller, with s blow on the
head with the pole; St. John with acup and a
winged serpent flying out of 1, in aliusion to the
tradition that the apostle was challenged by a

riest of Diana to (}rink acup of poison. St

ohn made the sign of the cross on the cup,

whereupon Satan, like & Dragon, flew from it,
and the apostle drank the cup
with safety.

Judus was represented with a
hag, because hie bore the bag and
“what was put therein;” St,
Jude with a club, becanse he was
killed by that weapon ; St. Mat-
thew with a hauwchet, because he
was slain with one; St. Matthias
with a battle axe, hecause after
having been stoned he was be-
headed ; St. Paul with a sword,
beeause his head was eut ofl’ with
one ; St. Peter with a bunch of
keys nnd also with a cock, the
keys to represent his power ard
jurisdiction—the cock his denial
of Chirist before he received from
Him the glorions privilege of in-
falibility ; St. Philip with a long
stafl surmounted by a cross, be-
cause e died by being hung by
the neck Lo a tall pillar; St.
Simeon with a saw, beeause he
was sawn (o death ; St. Thomas
with & lance, beeause his body
was pierced with a lance.

HERE SHE IS AGAIN.
>N one of those souper schools
€k which were scv up in Ire-
o) land, by bigotry, Lo make
the peasants chauge their
faith during the time of the fam-
ine, other among the poor chil-
dren whom bunger compelled to
enter was 2 bright lictle Iad who
knew the prayers which his good
mother bad taught him in better
days. The teacher ealled upon
this bright little lad tosay the
“Qur Father.” The child repeat-
el it promptly ; and, as he had
been accustomed to do when say-
ing his prayers st his mother’s
side, continued on with the “Iail
Mary,” but he was quickly in-
terrupted by the souper, whoin
pious horror commanded the
child to stop, and added ina very
severely pious tone: “We don’t
want to hear anything about the
Virgin Mary here. Go on with
“I believe in God.” The httle fellow could not
yrecisely understand why the name of the
lessed Virgin, the Mother of God, should be
forbidden, but he understood that the souper
had disearded her from that school, where
piety and soup were doled out in small por-
tions. Duly impressed with this conviction,
the Jad began : “I believe in God,” and went
on smoothly until he came to the words *and
was conceived by the HMoly Ghost;” having
recited these words, he suddenly stopped,
scratching his head  with rustic perplexity,
yet with a twinkle in his pretty blue eyes.
“Well, what’s the matter? Why don’t you
go on, my lad?” “DPlease sir,” exclaimed the
Tittle fellow, “ here she is again.

goP-

Tract lady to ticket seller, ** Do yon scll
tickets at reduced rates togervants of the Lord ?”
Ticket agent (blandly): “Certainly, madam, if
you have an order [vom your master.”

“Prisoner at the bar” said the judge, “is
there anything you wish to say before sentence
is passed upon you?” ‘The prisoner looked wist-
fully toward the door, and remarked that he
would like to say “ Good evening,” it it would
be agreeable Lo the company. Butthey wouldn’t




i

'

THE SUNBEAM.

THE MAXIM.

By M. Panx Guoa,, MAL

Cgarpe diem. =110k ACE,
“Act—act in the living present.,”—LoNGEELLOW.
“ Do noble deeds, not dreirmn them all day long."—
KINGSLEY,
HE world is all before you, hoys,
So fight Lo win—not lose—
Let ench, according to his lient,
His own voeation chose, .
This golden maxim shovl, I think,
~Within your bosoms dwell :
“Whatever’s worth the doing, boys,
Is worth the dving well.”

So few ean seale the giddy heights,
To Fame’s alluring seat;
But all may reach some wished for goal,
With steady, plodding feet.
And in whatever sphere stands out
Our duey, great or small,
“I's worth tie domng well, my boys,
It worth the deed at all.”

Procrastination—* thief of time”~—
Is mankind’s fellest foe;

The present only is our own,
The future none may know ;

And idle dreaming, howe’er sweet,
Can naught attain, [ Lrow,

“Whalever's worth the doing, boys,
Is worth the noixg xow.”

Ronme was not built in one brief day,
And so, to form the soul,

Tis livles, done with manly nerve,
Construct the perfect whole,

The aching brain, the heated Lrow,
Ot lengthened tabour tell,

“ But il ies worth the doing, boys,
It’s worth the doing well”

Then lay this maxim well to heart;
"Twill aid yon in the light,
Tis recompense alone Lo know
One’s duby was done right ;
But when, the battle past, you lie
Within the grave’s low cell,
Your soul, beyond, God’s voice shall heur:
“ Servant, though hast done well.”

———————

SDIFYING DOGS.

“T HE famous 8t. Bernard dogs are very care-
fully wained. A traveller who visited
some of the monasteries of the monks of
St Bernard a few years ago found the monks
teaching their dogs from the earliest stages of
puppyhood.  Not only is pbysical and mental
training included in the teaching, but spiritual
culture is by nomeans neglected. At meal time
the dogs sit in a row, cacly with « tin dish befove
him containing his repast.  Grace is said by one
of the monks; the dogs sit motionless with
bowed heads. No one stits until the “ Amen”
is spoken. If a frisky puppy partakes of his
meal before grace is over an older dog growls
and gently tugs bis car,

o
o~

HER APRON STRINGS.

Au lonor. Not n Disgrace, to Bo Lled Closo to
Mothor.
o UT 1 promisedd my mother I would be
honie at six o’clock.”
“What harm will an hour more do?”!

“Ju will make my mother worry and 1 shal
break my word.”

“Refore I'd be tied to &
strings

“ My mother doesn’t. wear aprons,” said the
Jdirst speaker, with a laugh,  *“except in the
kitehen sometimes, and 1 dou’t know as 1 ever
oticed any strings,”

“ “You know what Tmean, Can’t youstay and
see the gae linished.”

“Locould stay, but I will not. I made a
promise to my mother and 1 going (o keep
1.

“Gool boy ™ said a howrse voice just buck of
the two boys,

They turned to sce an old man poorly clad
and very feeble.

« Abrabam Lincoln once toid 2 young man,”
the stranger resutmed, 1o cal the acquaintance
of cvery person who talked slightingly of his
mother's apron strings and it is a very safe thing
to do, as | know from experience. Jt was just
such talk that brought me to ruin and disgrace,
for I was ashamed not to do as other boys
did, and when they made fun of mother 1

woman’s  apron

laughed, too—God lorgive me! There came a
tinie when it was too late”—and now there were
tears in the old eyes—* when I would gladly
have been made a prisencer, ticd by these <ame
apron strings, in a dark room with bread and
waler for my [are.  Always keep your engage-
ment with your mother.  Never disappoint her
if you can possibly help it, and when advised to
cut loose from her apron strings, ent the adviser
and take o tighter cluteh of the apron strings.
This will bring joy and long life to your mother,
the best friend you have in the world, and will
insure you a noble future, for it is impossible for
a good son to Lie o bad man.”

Tt was an excellent sign that hoth boys listen-
cd attentively and both said “ Thank you'
the conclusion of the stranger’s lecture, and they
Ieft the hall grounds silent and thoughtful. At
last the apron-string eritic .remarkod, with a
deep-drawn sigh :

“Phat old man has made me goose-flesh all
over.”

“0h, Dick,” said his companiou, “just think
what lovely mothers we both have!” -

“ Yy, and it anything were to happen to them
and we hadn’t done right. Y(m’l{ never hear
apron strings out of my mouth again.”—Hurper's
Youny People. :

A LITTLE GIRL’S THANKS,

Y VEN in the life of the grimy railroad eu-
i gineer, whose existence is one ol almost
constant danger, there sometimes fills a
spark of hght and a ray of humin sunshine
illuminates his smoky cab, pencirates his greasy
blouse and finds its way deep down into Iis
breast. A little incident happened in Qakland,
Cal., the other evening after the arrival of the
overland train, which though of a simple nature,
will long be remembered by 2 certain Centrul
Pacilic engineer. The great iron monster at-
tached to the train was throbbing and pufling
afier the long and sinuous trip over mountain
sides and rocky defiles, trembling trestles and
marshy stretches. The din in the depet was
denfening, but outof the chaos of sounds, a sweet,
girlish voice was heard welcoming home her
parents, who had arrived on the tratn. She was
a little golden-haired beauty, scarcely six years
of age, with a qguick, intelligent eyc and a loving
nature, to which she gave full vent in the radiant
and impulsive way she welcomed her fond parents
back. At last they took her by the hand and
proceeded towards the waiting ferry boat. As
they passcd by the engine belonging Lo the train
the little one hroke away, ran up to the big black
machine and patied thedriving-wheels affection-
ately with her little white hands.  Looking up
at the smokestack, shesaid:  “ You good, big old
iron horse, you have brought back my papaand
numma safe over the fearful mountains to
their little girl and T want to thank you, even if
you don't care for me hecause I am solittle, and
you t0o,” she continued, turning her face wist-
fully towards the grimy engineer, who- waslean-
ing out of the cab wimdow, “I love you both.”
Then she kissed her hand to him and was gone
like & ray of sunshine. Just then a ficeting sun-
beam from the great orb sinking down into the
Golden Gate cume stealing through a chink in
thie depot and stole by the engineer into his cab,
There was a strange look on his face for an in-
stant, and all at once the depot was davk and
lonesome. When he turned his head into the
cab there were two light spots on the cheeks of
his dust begrimed face.

——— el I e e

A LEARNED DOG.

TRUE story is told of a faymer’s dog who
w8 has been found guilly of obtaining: goods
; under false pretences. He is extremely
fond of snusages, and has been taught by his
owner Lo go alter them for himself, carrying o
written order in his mouth.  Day after day he
appeared at the butcher's shop, bringing his
master’s order, and by and by the butcher be-
came careless about the reading of the document,
Finally, when settlement day came, the fnrmer
complained that he was charged with more
sausages than hehad ordered.  The butcher was
surprised, and the next time Lion came in witly
a slip of paper in his teeth he took the trouble
to look at it.  The paper was blank, and further
investigation showed that whenever the dog felt
a_craving for sausages he looked round for a
piece of puper and trotted oft to the butcher's.
The Tarmer is something ont of pocket, but
squares the account by hoasting of the dog’s
intelligence.

WHO IS YOUR MASTER.

GZ.OME monthsago fivelitile boys were busily
Z) employed one Saturday afternoon tidying
2 up the garden at the biack of their house,
receiving now and then kind words of advice
from their fathier who was preparing part of the
ground for seeds. Allwent well for an hour or
s0, until, hearing some dispute, I went out to
settle ib 1l 1 could.

“\Well, what is the matter, Fred?” I asked the
cldest boy. .

“ Pavid wants 1o drive as well as Charley,”
he replied, placing a basket of stones on the
make-believe eart.

“\Well, Charley, why not let your brother be
master with you ?” Lexpected an _answer from
the young driver, but afler glancing at me to
ascertain whether I spoke in carnest or not,
little Philip (the horse) pulled the biv from his
mouth, and said: “Well, D, how silly you are!
how can [ have two nasters? The one woull
say ¢ Gee, and the other ¢ Whon,” then what o
muddie there would be! ™ .

I perceived the wisdom of the child’s remark,
so T arranged some other plan whereby livtle
David was happily engaged, and then left the
garden. But the boy’s words reminded me of
the words of the Lord Jesus: “No man can
serve Lwo masters.”” Dear boys and girls, you
cannot have both Christ and satan for your
master ““ Choose this day whom ye will serve.”

ALL SORTS OF BOYS,

ACHERE'S the witty boy, and the pretty boy,

@3 And the boy who oils his hair;

There's the cat-faced boy, and the rat-faced hoy,
And the boy with o bovine stare.

There’s the steamy boy, and the dream y boy,
And’'the boy who is “ up to date;”
There’s the boy who smokes, and the hoy who

jokes,
And the boy who is always late.

There’s the tender Loy, and the slender Loy,
And the boy with limbs like » bear’s;

There’s the stoutish boy, and the loutish boy,
And the boy who slides downstairs,

There’s the cheerful boy, and “ that fearful boy,’
And the boy who deserves a flogging ;
There’s the boy with o heart, and the boy too
“ smart,”
And the boy whese brain wants jogging.

There's the grass-green boy, and the bright.
kecn Loy,
And the boy who is always blubbing;
There’s the “climby™ boy, and the grimy boy,
And the boy who shirks his tubbing.
There are many others, oh men and brothers,

And none arc all bad, you bet ;
There are boys and boys—yet Lhrough gricfs

and joys .
They are Sonichody’s Darlings yet. F. 8.
el O P e e —

THE LITTLE STRINGS.

LD you ever sec a gatia percha face, and did
M7 you ever amuse yoursell with pricking it
6Y? one way and pulling it another, and seeing
what diflerent expressions it will puton? Now,
your little faces are softer than gutla percha,
and they arce full of little strings called muscles ;
and the little muscles pull them one way and
another, just according Lo your feclings. Some-
times you fecl grieved or sad, and the little
muscles pull your faee in a very doleful expres-
sion, and we know, by looking at you, how you
feel. Sometimes you leel pleased ov merry, and
the little muscles pull your face into smiles and
dimples. But olten there are wicked passions at
work al the strings.  Anger pulls, and oh, what
a disagreeable look the face gets on ina minute!
Pride pulls the strings, or vanity, or envy,or dis-
content, or deceit, and each brings its own ex-
pressions over the face.  The worst of it is, that
when these passions pull very often the face
does not return Lo what it was belore, but the
muscles harden and retain that ugly expression.

A face that was very lovely when it was that
of a child has had the passion ol anger pulling
at it so often, that it always wears a sullen, cross,
dissatislied look.  Or, if & man has learned to lie
and steal, he cannot make his face that of a
truthful honest maun. Now, dear children, do
youw want to have pleasant faces that everybody
will love tolook at 7 Then do not leb the ugly
passions get hold of the strings. Put them in-
to the hands of love and charity, and good wili
and trath, and honesty ; and then you will have
beautiful faces.— Western Catholic,
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CHRISTMAS VOICES.

VER hills and lower plains
Clash a thousand bells ;
Each the same great truth proclaims,
Fach the story tells;
014, old story, ever new,
Wondrous story, ever true.
shepherds watching once by night,
Watching long ago,
Heard a seraph choir bright
Murmur soft and low—
Good-will and love, love and good-wiil,
Then angels spoke and all was still.

~god-

THE LILY OF FAR-AWAY ALLLEY.

BY LOUISA DALTOXN.

1.

@ OW the alley. ecame by its name robody

2) scemed Lo know. It wascertainly very far

away from the sunshine and everyihing

else that was pure and sweet; but then it

was painfully near to the smoke of the city and

all things that were foul and dreadful.  The

Wail sail onee, when somebody told him what

a beautiiul place HMeaven was, that he reckoned

the alley was named becruse it was so lar away
from that happy country.

The Wail was o dwart, and no one knew posi-
tively how old be was; 1 don’t think he knew
himsell. 1le was called The Waif beeausc on
several oceasions he hal been invited to o waifs’
Christnas dinner. 'The people in the alley had
no iden what the word “waif ” meant, only that
this little fellow was one, and that he had no
regular home. So, as most of the denizens of
the alley had some sort of a place to erawl into
at night, The Wait acquired a kind of distine-
tion among them ; and they were proud of him,
and had long ago forgotten whether his name
was Dick or Billy, or anything at all.

His body was well proportioned, but very
smal) ; and although there was a tradition that
he was twenty years old, he had a round, baby
face, and looked like a wise child. As for his
heart, s ginnt might have been proud of it; for
many years of knocking aronnd the worst sec-
tion of the city hul failed to make him actually
bad—though he could not be called innocent, 1
am afeaid. A sympathetic heart was beating in
that little breast, and every one had some kind-
ness of his to remember. And many poor homes
would have been sharved with him, but he was
used to the iife of a vagabond, and preferred o
bed on an old cont, with his feet tucked intoa
box of #havings, to any sheller the crowded
houses had to offer. He seemed so happy that
many a lad who was heaten at home longed to
be like him, & waif, free as air.

‘There was anew family in Far-Away Alley.
An English miner had, with his wife and chil-
dren, sunk Iower and lower in regard Lo prosper-
ity and neighborhoods, until he had landed there.
A number of boys, The Wail in their midst,
were discussing the new artival. The red cheeks
of the English peopie bad attracted their atten-
tion. Red cheeks, unless cansed hy fever, were
not common in Far-Away Alley. :

“The girl haint no red cheeks,” said The
Waif. “She looks just like a potato a-growing
in the cellar. Do any of yer fellers know how
angels look ?’ :

“\Why, wot's angels ?” asked the faller of the

roup.

“Well, angels—isonly angels. Didn’t yerever
see piclures of ’em? They've got long, shining
hairand wings; they can fly.  And that English
girl looks like one. But, my eye, kids! hereshe
comes herself.”

Yes, a thin girl, led by a boy, was stowly walk-
ing their way. 'There was n strange expression
on her face. She was looking at them, yet did
not seem Lo sce them.

“\Where’s a bread shop, please?” asked the
hoy.

The sight of the pale child, looking like a
white flower dropped into & guiter, aroused the
better natures of the lads, and in an instant
about ten ikindly offered to show the way.

“My sister's blind, you know,” voluntcered
the strange boy, as they moved on with two
guides.

Blind! blind, like the poor old beggar whose
dog led him about ; all the light ol day, orwhat
little there was in the alley, shut out as if a
black curtain had fallen! The rest of the boys
stood still and looked at one another in silence.
They bad no line words, although they were
moved.

Thit wag enongh.

B.‘]‘]It must be rough to be blind,” tinally said
ill.

“Well, T don’t know as there's any fine sights
here tomiss,” ventured another.  * Perhaps that
girl will think we're alf dudes with stovepipe
hats on,” he added, with a smile, at the same
time kicking his bare toe against the broken
curbing,

“Shutup ! eried The Wail,  “She's a-coming
back.”

_Fhe hoy carried a loal of Lread, and led his
sister.  “ il be out pretlty soon amd get ac-
quainted,” he enlled, Jooking over his shoulder.

In alew minutes an animated talk was going
on, spired by theadvent.of the givl who locked
like an angel. [t cannot be quoted literally.
Those lwds were children of the strect; their
conversation was that ol thicves and vagrants,
and mnst be translated for these columns. But
the new boy, whose name proved to be John,
was of a different type; and there was hut little
of the conrseness of the slums about his speech
as he went on, in answer Lo eager inquiries:

“ Yes, she's my sister.  She's twelve, I'm ten,
She’s blind from ketehing cold when she had
scarlet fever,  That was when we wasn’t soawful
poor. She don’t know how poor we are now,
Mothier’s kept it from her. We let her think
this is a pretty nice place to live in, but 1 think
its the worst | cver saw. MHer name’s Lily.
She’s awful good, and somehow she makes other
folks good. They’re so sorry for hier, I expeet.
Mother's feeling awful, ’cause we shan’t be able
to have a Christmas ¢elebration this year, and
the time is drawing near. Lily was born on
Christmas Day .

“ Christmas don’t never come here to any-
body,” spoke up a boy—“ouly to The W,
That's him—that Jittle chap on your right, who
forgot to grow any after he was seven years old.”

When the lnugh cansed by this sally had sub-
sided, The Wail gpoke.  “Boys,” hesaid, “some-
ow 1 don’t take much comfort thinking of that
there dinner; and if' they comearound this year
a~giving out tickets, I'm going to ask ’em il
bhnd girl what looks like a hungry angel ean’t
have it instead of me.” '

“ JHooray !” shouted  tall boy approvingly.

“Yes,” the little fellow went on ; “and maybe
some of you kids ¢can help her have a Christmag
too. What makes her happy the most?” he
asked, addressing the English boy.

“Oh, she's happy anyway!  She imagines
things; makes believe, you know.  Butif there’s
anything she dotes on it’s muasie, especially hand
organs.”

“ Apy particular tune ?”

“Yes; she likes ‘ Swanee River and ‘Home,
Sweet Home!" Guess she likes ‘ Home, Sweet
Home! best, though. Do you know it ?”

“ No,” answered The Wal.

“Most of our homes is just places Lo go and
get licked when the old man’s drunk,” explained
a looker-on.

“ Now, kids,” continued The Waif, “what do
you say to giving that blind girl a treat when
Christmas comes round? Pl tind out what
hand organ man will charge to play cvery fifteen
minutes all the afternnon, and have every other
tune ‘Home, Sweet Home !  Then we'll rstle
round—at something hounest, mind you—and
chip in enough to pay him.”

The idea was so novel that the boys were sur-
prised into agreeing before they knew it,

“And,” smd John, “ Il get her to tell yon a
story, a true one, about Christmas. She’s great
at telling stories.”

So the meeting broke up, the boys going their
various ways, The Wail wiping his eyes on his
sleeve. As he passed the old house where the
English family lived, & little song Hloated out into
the smoke and gloom,—

“ Be it ever so humble,
‘Iiere’s no place like home.”
And he knew it was the blind child singing.

In due time an Italian organ grinder was en-
gaged for the day before Christmas for fifty
cents. He had atb first wished to have seventy-
five for hisservices, but had lowered his price
when he heard that Lily was blind; and he
would fix the instroment so that every other
tune should be her favorite.

II.

The 24th of December was clear and warm for
the season.  Lily had entered heartily into the
scheme of story-telling, and had her own little
secret besides,  She had no iden of the rags and
squalor of the alley ; it was fuil ol c¢hildren who
had never heard the beantiful Christmas story.
Mis. Perking, who took n
washing, had put her tubsout of doarsand given
upa wholeroom for the oceasion. At the proper

monment The Wail gave a signal, and the hand
organ struck up.  When the music wasover Lily
began, Her voice was clear, though low, and not
a word escaped her listeners.  Strajght on she
went, tefling in her own way of the Babe and
His Mother; of the Child Jesus, and then of
the Man and His agonizing death. *“ And.” she
ended, “ He died for poor folks just as well as for
vich folks; for He was poor too, He had no-
where to lay His head, and He never had a

“beautitnd Christmas like this, with music and

everything lovely in it.” The Wail was weep-
ing, with po attempt at conecalment,  “ And
now,” the blind girl went on, * here's a lady who
wants Lo talk to yon.”

Miss Bowen stepped from o corner, and told
them how some kind people had built a home
for boys who had no other, and how even hoys
with homes were invited there on the blessed
Christmas  Day ; and she told them how a few
days before she had come to thealley to look for
ehildren, and had first of adl found tittle Lily,
who was their friend, sind who had planned 1his
surprise for them. “ And,” she concluded, *1
want every one of vou to take dinner with me
to-morrow.”

“Will she g0 ?? asked one, with an awkward
mation to indicate Lily. And when the lady
smiled and nodded yes they allshouted. and The
Wail gave thesignal for the hand organ tostrike
up again,

SAnd toey did go, cach with as deeent garments
as he conld muster, to St Joseph’s Home, of
which Miss Bowen was the presiding spirit, and
to the building of which her fortune had been
given. Andafter High Mass in the chapel, st
which the boys were awe-stricken and delighted
attendants, there was 2 real old-Laghioned Christ-
mas dinner and & warm suit of clothes for every
cuest,

Here would be a good place to end my story,
with the boys of Far-Away Alley learning to
love the One who died for them: but there is
more to tell, DBesides, this is not a Christmas
story. .

That night The Wail conld not slecp. [t was
not. the cold that kept him awake; l(or the
weather was mild, and he had asnog place nnder
a doorstep. 1t was the new, strange message
which kept his brain in a whirl,

“ Christ died for me—me, n poor dwarl in Far-
Away Alley! D'vestole, and drunk a little too
much sometimes, and lied, and yet He died for
me, and will lorgive me if Pmsorry. And He
started 2 Chureh when He was on earth, and 1
¢an be in it and there's nobady so—what’s
that? Tire!”

Thin tongnes of flame were bursting out.of an
old wooden louse in that narrow street. He
sereamed with ali his m ght, and then some one
gave thealarm,  In less time than it takes to
tell it the alley was swarming. Fire engines
rattled over the stones, and oxders were shouted.
Suddenly, above it all, & woman’s voice was
heard.

“ My baby ! my baby ! Ly the corner room up
there. 1 thought Jim had her safe.”

The fiveman hesitated to mount the Jadders
which were placed against those burning walls ;
but The Whif, his body that of a child, but his
muscles those of a man, wasup one of them
lile a cat. He swung himself into the window,
snatched the little one (who was sound asleep),
and dropped it into & blanket held below, just as
the roof fell in. Some timbers eanght him and
held him. The people saw himand worked like
madmen, in order to reach him before the tire
did. He was trying to be brave, but the smoke
was choking him. Just then a clear voice arose
above the shouts and the crash of falling walls.
Lily was as near as they would let her go, and
was calling to him to keep up his courage. Just
then the man lifted a beam ofl' his chest, and
the tlames burned his hair—but he was saved!

* @ * * % I o

Far-Away Alley is no more. The lire wiped
it out, and then began an ern of improvement
in the neighborhood. Wide sireets were made,
and its inbabitants found homes elsewhere. The
Wail is a wail nomore; he is auseful and hon-
ored inmate of St. Joseph’s Home, and has been
named James Bowen by Chureh and Staie,

And Lily 2 An oculist say's she may sce again
before Jong: but whether she does or not, she
will, we are sure, always be the happy, loving
Lily, whose version of the “old, old story”
soltened the hearts of the Loys in Far-Away
Alley. °

o
et

A Western paper says, “ A child was run over
by n waggon three years old, and cros-eyed,
with pantlets on, which never spoke after-
wards.”
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CHRISTMAS.
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> EAR SUNBEAMS—Belore the next ap-
¥ pearance of T Svxneay you will have
celebrated the ever-glorious, ever-wel-
come feast of Chiistmas, Nearly nine-
teen centuries have elapsed since,
over an humble stable in the village of Bethle-
hem, theangels sang, from on high, the heavenly
anticle:  “Glory to God in the highest; and on
enrth pence to menof good will.” The same hymn
will soon be heard throughout theland.  Angelic
voices will soon repeat the glad tidings announe-
ing the anniversary of the Birth of our Divine
Lovd and Savior.  Our churches and homes will
soon be filled with the delightful strains that
enraplure the souls and hearts of every true
Christian. - With what yearning do you noi ook
forward to the arvival of that thrice happy day.
1t was for you, dear sunbeams, that Jesus was
pleasad (o be boru in a poor stable. It was to
teach you that you should love Him, by always
being humble and poor in spirit. Some among
the sunbeams have wealthy parents, grand
homes.  The parents of many other sunbeams
miay not be blessed vith the goods of this life.
fortane may not have smiled on them. Perhaps
their homes do not possess all those luxurics
and fine things which make homes so attractive.
1t matters little whether you are poor orrich, vich
or poor, Jesus loves you all the same. He wishes
those who are rich not to place their afections
in their wealth, but, for His sake. touse it in
assisting those who are less favored by Divine
Providence. There are many of our little sun-
beams to whom o little Christmas gift, a few
hooks ot Loys, would be most acceptable. Neither
should the poor murmur. The thought of many
others so well off, so happy, should not make
them fecl sad at theiv lot.  What greater happi-
nese. indeed, than to resemble the Divine Babe
of Bethlchem, who, to show Mis esteem for holy
poverty, His love for the poor, chose to be born,
not in a palace or in a golden cradle—He might
hiave done so had He so desired it—bub in a poor
manger, on a pallet of straw,

As the sunbeams diffuse joy and gladness over
the whole earth, so must: Christmas produce the
same effects in all your hearts. Be glad and
rejoice, dear sunbeams, at the approach of the
great Festival.  Prepare to celebrate it in a truly

Ie is now busy preparing the gifts which he
intends to disiribute to all the sunbeams who
love their parents, who are obediont, good child-
ren. The Infant Jesus, too, has many giits in
store for all those who ask them of Him. When
He will be in the little Crib, go and ask Him foc
all the graces you nced yourselves; then ask
Him to bless your good parents, and do not for-
get Lo say a short prayer for all the sunbenms
(the editor included), who wishes you all, from
the bottom of his hearl, & menry, merry
Christmas and a happy, happy New Year.
————————
THE TMMACULATE CONCEPTION,

o5 HE Blessed Virgin Mary is exalted above
&) all women, not only because she united
“a mother's love with maiden purity,”
bul also because she was conceived without
original sin (original sin is explained in your
catechism.) The dogma of the Tmmaculate
Conception is thus expressed by the Church:
“We define that the Blessed Virgin Mary in the
first moment of her conception by the singular
grace and privilege of Almighty God, in virtue
of the merits of Jesus Christ, the Saviour of the
human race, was preserved from every stain of
original sin.”

Unlike the rest of the children of Adam, the
soul of Mary was never subject to sin, even in
the first moment of its infnsion into the body
She alone was exempt from the original taint.
This immunity of Mary from original sin is ex-
clusively due to the merits of Christ, as the
Church expressly declares. She needed a Re-
deemer as well as the rest of the human yace,
and therefore was * redeemed, but in 2 more
sublime manner,”  Mary is as much indebted Lo
the precious blood of Jesus for having been pre-
served, as we are for having been cleansed from
original sin.  Are there any proofs which show
that Mary was conceived without sin? The
learned Cardinal Gibbons, whose words we have
been quoting, thus continues: In (ienesis we
read : “ I will put cnmities hetween thee and the
woman, and thy sced and her seed; she shall
crush thy bhead.” All Cwtholic commentators,
ancient and modern, vecognize in the seed, the
serpent and the woman types of our Saviour, of
Mary and the devil.  God here declares that the
enmity of the sced and that ol the woman to-
wards the Templer were to be identical. Now
the enmity of Christ or the seced towards the evil
one was absolute and perpetual. Therefore the
cenmity of Mary, or the woma, towards the
devil, never admitted of any momentary recon-
ciliation, which would have cxisted if she were
cver subject to original sin. It is worthy of note
that as three charncters appewr on the scene of
our fall, Adam, Eve, and the rcbellious angel, so
three corresponding personnges figure in our re-
demption, Jesus Christ, whois the second Adam,
Mary, who is the sccond Eve, and the Archangel
Gabriel. The second Adam was immeasurably
superior to the first; Gabriel was superior to the
fallen angel, and hence we are warranted by
anulogy to conclude that Mary was superior to
Eve. But if she had been created in original sin,
instead of Leing superior she would be inferior
Lo Fre, who was certainly created immaculate.
We canmot conceive that the mother of Cain was
created superior to the mother of Josus. It
would have been unworthy of a God of infinite
purity to have been born of o woman that was
ceven for an instant under the dominion of Satan.

R. L P,

Since the first issue of Tk Susbeam, death
has been reaping quite a harvest in our midst.
Arnick Dary died in her fifteenth year, on the
17th inst. She was veckoned among ihe fore-
most pupils ol St. Anthony’s Academy, and was

long missed by the family circle to which she
belonged.

Fa

Kani: Lawror died on the 1S8th inst., at the
caly age of cleven. She was a great favorite
among her schoolmates in St. Patrick’s School.
Ianocence was pictured in her countenance.
Katie was pious, gentle and obedient. She has
been transplanted from this valley of tears
into the Paradise of God. Her loss will be
keenly felt by her deeply afflicted parents, to
whom we wish Lo convey the sentiments of our
sympathy in their sad bereavement.

Miss Axxte GeEexe departed this life on
Nov. 21st. She belonged to one of our most re-
gpectabte familics, and constituted its pride an‘l
happiness.  She was compléting her 22nd year
when death snatched her fromourmidst. Annie
miude an excellent course of studies at Hoche-
laga Convent, and excelled as a catechist in St.
Patrick’s Church, She was greatly admired for
the many sterling qualities she possessed, and is
deeply regretted by al) who had the happiness of
forming her acquaintance. Throughout her ill-
ness she displayed uncommon patience, .and
cheerfuily resigned her soul into the hands of
her Creator. Her fondest wish was to die ona Fes-
tival of Qur Blessed Mother and it was realized
on the Feast of her Presentation.

We subjoin the following verses taken from
Longfellow,and ofter them as a balm of consola-
tion to the relatives and friends of the dear oncs
whose obituary notice we have given above :—

THIE REAPER AND THE FLOWERS,

There is a Reaper whose name is Death,
And, with his sickle keen,

He reaps the bearded grain at a breath,
And the flowers that grow between.

H8hall I have naught that is fair?? salth he;
“ Itave naught but the hearded grain !

Though the breath of theso flowers is sweet tome,
I will give them back again.”

ITe guzed at the tlowers with tearful eyes,
He kissed thelr drooping leaves;

It was for the Tord of Paradise,
e bound them in his sheaves,

My Lotrd has nced of these flowerets gay.”
The Reapor said, and smiled ;

“ Dear tokens of the earth ave they,
Where He was ance & child.

‘Urhey shall bloom In fields o fight,
Transplanted by my care,

And saints, upon their garments white,
These sacred blossoms wear.”

And the mother gave, in Lears and pain,
The flowers she most did love;

She know she would find them all again
In the ficlds of light above.

0, not in eruelty, not in wrath,
The Reaper came that day;

"Twas an Angel visited the green earth,
And toolt the flowers away.

ol

JUST THE THING FOR CHILDREN.,

Dear Mr. Editor :—1 received one of your
papers, Tie Suxniay, last Sunday, at catechism.
It is the most intercsting paper I ever read.
Mother says it is just the thing for us children.
The stories are both amusing and instructive.
This ig the first time J ever wrote to o stranger.
T will try and get subsciribers for your paper. I
will not writz a long letter this time so as to
give some other little friend a chance. T close
hoping your paper will prosper and soon be
known all over the world as the children’s friend.
Wishing you success, I remain your little friend,

EvANGELINE, aged 12 years.
Montreal, Nov. 4, 1891.

[Many thanks to Evangeline for her welcome
letter and for her good wishes. Her first effort
in letter writing has been very successful. I am
sure she is & very good little girl.  Write soon
again.—Eb.|
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HOW THE CHILDREN KEPT

CHRISTMAS.
@AMMA TODD was down in the kitchen

busily engaged in making cookies for

Chiristmas, and the four little Toddies, ns

they called themselves, were very bnsy
watehing her, smacking their lips in anticipation
over the plum-pudding, and longing for the
time to come, when, like little Jack Horner,
they could “ put in their thumb and pull out a
plum " from the big fruit-cake.

Ethel, as she was the oldest. was promoted to
" the dignity of being mamma’s arsistant, and
just now, half eclipsed by a big gingham apron,
with her sleeves rolled up above her dimpled
elbows, she was the very picture of a Iittle
housekeeper.

The egg-beater flew
swiftly under the nim-
" ble fingers till the
white foam grew firm
and smooth.

“There, those epgs
are beaten enough,
aren't they, mamma ?’
she asked, turning the
dish up-side down to
the great alarm of the
other little Toddies,
who always expected
to sce the egps all on
the floor, holding their
breaths until the dish
was restored toits nor-
mal condition. .

“ Yes dear, that will
do, nicely, answered
mamma,” “ now you
may pick over these
currants for me.”

“ Oh ; mamma, isn’t
there something that I
can do ?” asked Harry,
watching Ethel with
envious eyes.

“ Me too!” chimed
in May, eagerly.

“Bertie  wants to
help. Let Bertie help,”
cried the little four-
year-old pet of the
house.

Mamma laughed.

“Too many cooks
spoil the broth,” you
know she answered.

“ But since you are
so anxious to help I
will try to find some-
thing for you to doin
a minute.

“ Now ‘open your
nouth and shub your
cyes, and 1'll give you
something to mnke
you wise,’” and she
popped a plump rausin
into each of the wide
open mouths. .

“That tastes like
Christnas, mamma. 1
think everything tastes
so much better at
Christmas than at any
other  time,” said
Harry.”

“ 1 wish Christmas
came two or three
timesa year"” said May.
“We always have such
lovely times. T don’t
know which Ilike best,
hanging up our stock- :
ings or the Christmas tree, they are both such
fun.”

“ I wonder if everybody has ns nice 2 time as
we do," said Ethel, thonghtinlly. * L am alraid
there are a great many little children who don’t
know anything about Chrisimas happiness,”
mamma answered.  “T know onc family of
children that dow’t expect to have any Christmas
presents, or even enough to cat ol very plun
food.”

“ Why, mamma, who are they 277 asked Ethel
in surpnse. . .

You have all seen the little girl about May’s
age, who comes around with a basket every duy,
begging for something to eat. Yesterday, when
she came to the door she looked so cold that T
told her to come in and sit down by the fire n
little while, and get warm. T saw that her eyes
were red and swollen, as if she had been crying,

1

and after a while she told me that her mother
was sick, and she was »fraid she was going to
die. I gave her something to take home with
ber, and in the afternomm I went around to see
Ler.”

“ Where does she live ?” asked Harry.

“ She lives in a little tumble-down house by
the bridge,” answered mamma. I found her
mother, who is very sick, lying on a bed made
of old cloths, near the fire, and the little children
huddled around her, trying to warm themselves
by the fecble blaze of o few sticks which
simouldered in the fire-place. She has been sick
for n long time now. she told me, and had to selt
all her furniture, picece by piece, and at last
when it was all gone, Maggie bad to take a
basket and go out to beg for enough to keep
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WHAT 1 GOT ON CHRISTMAS,

* Because we have a beautilul Christmas tree
and so many goodies,” May said, with a loving
glance at the row of pies on the table.

“ Cause Santa Claus comes,” put in Bertie
eagerly.

“ Yes, I think your great pleasure has been in
receiving presents,” answered mamma. * Now
I have been wondering il you wouldn’t enjoy a
Christmas equally well if you found your
pleasore in giving instead.”

* Why, mamma, what do you miean ? ” asked
Harry in bewilderment, ¢ Nyot get any presents
at all 77

I thought perhaps you would enjoy giving
these poor little ehildren presents more than re-
ceiving them yourselves.” Papa and 1 talked
it over last night, and he told me just what
presents he meant o
get each of you, and
snid that if you would
rather have the money
instead, and spend 1t
on this poor family, he
would be very glad to
give it to you.”

Four bright little
faces lengthened slow-
Iy out, and nobody
gaid anything fora few
moments. They were
all  generous, warn-
hearted childeen, bug
it seemed like o very
hard thing to give up
their presents to make
some children, only
one of whom they had
ever scen, happy in-
stead,

“ Wouldn't we have
U Lree or any pressnts
or anything,” asked
Harry, sadly.

“ Don’ look so heart-
broken about it, dear,”
snid mamma, cheerily,
smilingat hislong face,
You ¢an do just ag you
hke abontit, you know.
You can have your
picsents and tree, just
as you usually do, if
you want to.”

“ Which would you
do if you were i our
places, mamma ?’ agk-
ed May.

“ I dow’t want toad-
vise you, dear,” an-
swered mamma. 1 want
to leave it entirely to
yourselves. Now, Har-
ry, hiere is something
youcan do, if you want
to help, and she put &
chopping-bowl  belore
hin.

Haury worked in si-
lence for a while, then
he looked up with @
hrighter tace.

Well, mamma,“ T will
give up my presents
il therest will,” hesaid,
bravely. T shouldn’t
enjoy them half as
much, any way, since
you told ns about those
poor children, It would
just spoil  cverything
tor me to remember
them.”

“Iwill giveup mine
t00,” said May, with

i

them from starving, T don’t think those litile 1 sudden resolution.

children are looking forward to Christmas :lsl

cagerly as you are.”

“ How dieadful it must be to he so poor,”
exclaimed May, her bright face saddened atb the
though of suflering.

“ Mamma, didv’t you do something to make
them more comtortable 27

“ 1 did all that I could,” answerced mamma,
Wud I think the poor woman is more comlortable
now. I thought of & plan ag T came hame.
though, which may give the children & happy
Christmas for the lirst time perhaps in their
lives.

“ Children, why do you ecunjoy Christmas so
much 77

“ Becatse we get so many presents,” answer-
ed Harry, wondering why mamma asked them
such a strange question.”

“ And so will [,” added Ethel.

“ See here, Bertie ” she went on, eakebing her
little sister up in her arms, wouldnt you be
willing to have Sana Clans go to see a poor
little girl who hasn’t got any Christinas, instead
of coming to see yon 77

“Nol! no! Me want Santa Claus to come and
Ly ¢ tocking,” snswered Bertie, shaking her
Bed wilfully.

“ Oh, mamma, she is tao little to understand,
said Kthoel,

“ What shall we do with ber? Don’t you want
Lo he a generons litile vint, Bertie, darling ?

But Bertie kept on shaking her gokden head.

“ Me want Santa Claus,” was all Ethel could
induce her to say.

“ Well, we will have to get along without her
share then.” gaid Ethel. ¢ Now, mamma, won't
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you please tell us how much money we will
have to spend for Christmas.”

“ Papa said that he intended to spend about
twenty-five dollars on your Christmas presents,
and if you decided to give them up you could
have that amount to spend.”

“Twenty-five dollars ! exclaimed Ethel. “We
can get lots of things with that, can’t we,
mamma. Let’s get some paper and a pencil,
Hurry, and make out a list of what we have got
to get. ““ What bhave they got now, mamma ?”

“ Nothing at all, dear, except a few old dishes
and a bed 1 sent them yesterday.”

The four heads bent over the paper, Bertie
interested because the others were, all talking
eagerly.

Mamma smiled quietly to hersell as she
heard some of the items proposed. .

“ A cook-stove, put that down, Harry,” May
exclaimed.

“ They want a bed-room set too,” snid Hury,
)\']ith the nir of having suggested an invaluable
iden.

“ Guess you don’t know how much bed-room
sets cost,” said May.  Jt would take more than
all the money we have got to buy that.”

“Would it ! ” said Harry, in surprise, “well we
ean leave that out, I suppose.”

The children filled up both sides of the paper
with alist of things that they considered abso-
lutely indispensible to the poor woman’s com-
fort, and Harry was about to go upstairs for an-
othersheet when mamma suggested that twenty-
five dollars wouldn’t buy everything that they
could think of, and that they would, therefore,
have to leave out o great many of the things
that they had thought of.

The next two days were very busy ones to ihe
three older children, They made a great many
crrands Lo the sick woman’s house, laden with
little dainties from mamma, that they might see
what things were really the most necessary, and
I think they were far happierin looking forward
to her surprise and pleasure than they would
have been in looking forward to a beautiful tree
and presents for themselves.

The day before Christmas the ebildren were
up almost at day-break so anxious were they to
carry out their plans. A neighbor of the poor
woman’s, whom they had let into their secret,
promised to bring both the mother and children

over to her house early in the afternoon and

keep them till cvening, so they would have a
chancee to prepare theirsurprise.

The morning scemed very long to the enger
children, and they could scarcely restrain their
impatience,  After they once got fairly at work
it was wonderfnl lo sce how they changed the
appearance of everything.

11 they hadbeen fairies the changes they made
could hardly have been greater.

Ethel swept the floor neatly, and then Harry
put down a barge square of warm carpet, faded,
1t is true, and mended in one or two places, but
still very comfortable. Then he put up an old
stove which Aunt Jennie bhad found in her
lumber-room and given him,

May had fastened a curtain at the window,
and already there was an air of comfort in the
room that had seemed so bare and cheerless.

Then how they enjoyed dressing the litile
Cheistmas tree. They intended that these poor
little ones should, for once, have a real Christ-
mas.

“Harry fastened the tree firmly in a barrel of
coal which papa had given him, and then they
festooned it with strings of pop-corn which they
had made themselves.

They hung apples, oranges, and tinsel covered
mus on it, and a sweet-faced doll smiled down
from the top of the tree. The children had
looked through their stock of toys and found
that they could spare a great many of them to
beautify the tree. and as they hung the Iast gift
on the heavily-laden houghs, and siepped back
to view the result of their Iahots, they were more
than delighted.

“Won't Lthey be pleased, though,” said Harry
enthusiastically. “I say, girls, [had a great deal
rather have this kind of a Chiistmas than the
kind we generally have, wouldn'e you

“Thisis a great denl more fun,” said May,
warmly, while Ethel added : '

*And then, the best part of this Christmas is,
that we makesomebody happy besides owrselves.
The ehildren will enjoy this tree just as mmch
aswe did lixing it tor them. Now let's hurry
and finish fixing things, so they can come home
scon. | want Lo see them when they comein
and see the tree.”

“ How ditlerently  everything looks, doesn't
27 sard May, with a last g'anee imto the cup-

board, where, on the neatlly covered shelves,
were all kinds of good things.

“I think they will enjoy sleeping in & warm
bed after lying on the floor,” remarked Harry,
looking at the low broad bed with its warm
blankets. :

“Now, you girls light the candles, while I go
and get all the folks,” he exclaimed, darting
away.

I don’t know who was the happier. when he
returned a few minutes later, the sick woman
and her children, who were delighted and suy-
prised beyond measure at the change in their
home, or the children who saw their happiness.

One thing I know, that the clildren did not for
an instant regret that they had given up their
own pleasure Lo make others happy.

At bed-time they missed the fun of banging
up their stocking as usual, but the remembrance

of the children’s delight over the tree more than

counterbalanced any feeli g of disappointment
they might have felt,

They helped Bertie to hang up her stocking,
and then went to bed to drenn of Christmas
trecs and Santa Claus.

The patter of Bertie’s little bare feet as she ran
across the nursery floor to get herstocking awoke
them the next. morning, and they gathered
aronnd her to watch her empty it.

“Sec what Santa Ciaus has brought me!” she
cried in delight, drawing ount ils contents.
“Candy, and a dolly, and lots of things. You
poor chillens, was you so bad Santa Claus
wouldn’t bring you nothing ?”

The children laughed.

“It is because we were 5o good that we didn’t
get anything, Bertie,” said Harry.

Bertie shook her golden head wisely.

* I know better'n that,” she replied.

Don’e mammatell meif Tisn’t good Santa Claus
won’t bring me anything? You wasall very bad
sobe diduw’t bring you anything. You can have a
piece of candy,” she added, generously, putting a
piece in her own rosy mouth as she spoke.

“I have one present for you,” said mamma, as
they come down to breakfast, and she pointed to
a l;;mntil‘ul illnminated motto that hung on the
wall,

Oh, thank you, mamma, they exclaimed to-
gether.

“It is more blessed to give than o receive,”
read Ethel, slowly,

“Oh, mamma, 1 know why you chose that motto
tor us! It's true, too, isn't ‘it 27 she added, turn-
ing to May and Harry.

“Yes, indeed,” said Harry, warmly, while
May said, quietly :

“Mamma, I wonld rather have every Christ-
mas like this than have all the presents in the
world for myself.”

ol

EDMUND AND HIS DOG.

HERE once was a little boy named
Edmund. He was generally mindful and
good-natured; but he had one fault, of
wiich his parents found it difficult to

cure him~—he was too fond of delay. If he was
sent upon a short errand, he would often stop by
the road, and pass an hour in secing the men
mow down the grass. Or he would lean over
the railing of' the bridge that crossed the river,
and gaze upon the water as it flowed swiftly
underneath. Sometimes he would crook a pin,
and, tying it to a piece of twine, throw it into
the stream, to try his luck at angling. I sus-
pect that he was never a very successiul fisher-
man ; although, occasionally, he used to boast
of having had a “glorious nibble.”

Edmund was also very apt to be tardy at
school. He would come running in, after all
the other boys were seated, and would wonder
that it was so late. It was in vain that his mas-
ter reprimanded him, and that his parents ad-
vised him; his habit of delay still clung to him.

Among his other indulgences, Edmund had a
dog, which was called, after one of its ancestors,
Lonto. This dog was a good deal like its owner,
of whom he was very fond. He would follow
Fdmund in his saunter to school, and lay upon
the doorsteps nntil the boys were dismissed.
Ponto woukl then wag his tail, and leap upon
his yonng master, as if to let him know how
glad he was to see him again. But Ponto, I am
sorry Lo sy, was a very mischievous dog, He
would hunt among the bushes, and when he
found a Little bird’s nest with some nretty eggs
in it, he would =eize it in his mouth, and bound
away, to lay it at the feet of Edmund. Ponto
would also take a wicked pleasure in frightening
the cat, and in exciting the anger of the old hen,
with ner brood of chickens.

One Saturday alternoon, Fdmund asked leave

to go and visit his cousin, who lived about a
mile distant. His mother told him that he
might go, if he would come back before five
o’clock.  Edmund promised that he would not
stay beyond that time, and whistling for Ponto,
he lelt the house. He had not walked far be-
fore he saw some large boys playing at foot-ball.
Climbing_a fence, he sat down to observe the
game. Ponto stretched himself upon the
ground, and sought amusement in catching the
flies which buzzed around his head. Suddenly,
A great noise was heard in the road; and, turn-
ing around, Edmund saw a horse running away
with n chaise, in which a little girl sat, pale with
terror. Several men were running after the
horse; and the boys immediately left their
play, and joined in the chase. Tonto rose up,
barked and leaped forward, as if to enconrage
Edmund to follow him. Edmund did not hesi-
tate long, but jumped from the fence, and fol-
lowed the other boys.

The horse ran nearly two miles before he was
caught. The little girl was saved, although she
was much frightened. Edmund felt very tired
when he came up to the spot where the chaise
was stopped. The little girl was carried home
to her father and mother; the horse was led
back to the stable; the men went to their work,
and the little boys returned to their play.
Edmund and Ponto remained alone.

It was now late in the allernoon. The sun
was becoming less and less bright.  Edmund sat
down by the side of o brook to rest himsell, 1le
fell quite tired; but thought that he should be
able to get ome in good season.  Ie concluded
not to go to his cousin’s house that afternoon.
Seeing a piece of wood by his side, he threw it
into the brook. lonto jumped into the water,
took the stick in his mouth, and brought it to
Edmund. They played in this way till sunset,
and then Edmund started up, and took the path
towards home.

The night was approaching fast. The crickels
were chirping loudly from all sides, and every-
thing seemed to be settling into repose. Id-
mund tried to whistle, and Ponto batked. The
trees grew thicker as they advanced, and at last
sdmund could not see » single light streaming
through the leaves. HMe was not a timid child,
and be hastencd forward with a light heart.
But soon he percerved that he had missed his
way. Me was very, very tired, and sat down on
a large rock to repose himsell. He thought of
his situation, and sighed. Ponto leaped up,
placed his forefect on Edmund’s shoulders, and
wagged his tail.  Edmund sighed again,  Ponto
barked and ran away.

Edmund stood up on the rock, and tried to
call back the dog. But Ponto had forsaken him
in his trouble, and he was now all alone. He
could no longer keep from crying. His eyes
were blinded with tears. The might grew darker
and darker, and the grass was wet with dew.

After he had sat nearly an hour upon the
rock, Edmuand heard a loud rustling in the
bushes. He was startled at the sound, but his
fears were quieted when he heard the well
known bark of Ponto. The next moment the
faithful creature was at his feet. There was
then o sound of voices, and Edmund heard his
name shouted by some one at a distance. Ponto
again left him, but soon returned. Two men
rushed through the bushes. One of them was
Edmund’s father, and the other, John, the ser-
vant man.

Edmund returned safely to his home, His
mother had suffered the greatest anxiety on his
account, and the family had been long in search
of him. He learned a useful lesson from his
adventure. From that moment, he overcame
bis idle and dilatory habits.

My young readers! begin eatly to shun delay,
for 1t is dangerous. Go straight forward n
everything that you undertake, and never
“Tinger by the road.”

ﬁ son and the glory of its wings, made an
me and called me a drawling bolt.” *“fm-
all such beautiful creatures as you are” * Per-
give you a bit of advice: never insult the

NEVER INSULT THE HUMBLE,
HUMMING-BIRD met a butterily, and
being pleased with the beauty of its per-
. ofler of perpetual friendship. “ I canmot
think of it,” was thereply, “as you oncespurned
possible!” exclaimed the bumming-bird, I
have always entertained the highest respeet for
haps you do now,” said the other, “but when
you insulted me [ was a caterpillar. So let me
humble, as they may perhaps some day become

your superiors.” .
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A LITTLE GIRL’S KIND ACT.

&7 was a crowded Detroit street-car. At the
6:“ corner of Duane Street an infirm old lady
1 signalled the driver to stop. Reluctantly
he put on his brake, and would have passed by
had he half an excuse for sodoing. The conduc-
tor rather roughly and hurriedly helped the octo-
genarian in the car. When the knight of the
punch called for her fare she felt in the corner of
her mitten for & nickel. By the expression on
her face everybody in the car knew the money
was gone. Men immediately became intensely
interested in newspapers, and women were Jook-
ing every way but at the embarrassed old lady,

NOW, OPEN YOUR MOUTH, FIDO.

whose kind and ‘good face evinced pain. The
conductor was about to speak when a bright
school-girl, probably fourteen years old, walked
from the end of the car, and laying a five-cent
piece in the conductor’s dirty hand, said : “If my
mothershould ever be placed in the same position
as this old lady, I hope some one will be just
kind enough to do what I am doing.” The
remark was a womanly ong, and Joan of Arc
couldn’t have said braver words. The blush of
shame mantled the checks of every male in the
car, and most of them lived or had occasion to
get ofl at the next crossing. The old lady did
not thank the little woman verbaliy for her kind-

She simply pressed the girl’s hand and gaveher a
look of gratitude that spoke more forcibly than
words ever could.

If it wonld cost anything to go to chureh,
people would run round like wild men for free
passes.

A Western girl visited a musie store, and asked
for “‘The heart bowed down with grease and
care,” and “When 1 swallowed home-made
pies.” The clerk at once recognized what she
wanted :  “ The heart bowed down with grief

ness, as her heart and eyes were too full to speak, ! and care;” “ When the swallows homeward fly.”

s~%?\\§§&
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¢ LITTLE PAUL’S CHRISTMAS.,”
BEAUTIFUL sunset stained the western

o cky—gold and crimson and searlet—such

yeA- soft goldand rich crimson and bright scar-

let! It would have been a pleasant spot
from which to watch the sun set on a summer
evening, that gently sloping hillside, with a sil-
very brook at the foot, green ficlds stretching
away until they secmed to meet the sky at the
west ; and the forest at the back with shady
paths leading away into its leafy depths. Pleas-
ant indeed, with the fragrant breath of wild
flowers scenting the air, and the murmur and
sigh of the breeze as it fluttered the leaves, the
dreaming hum and buzz of insects, sweet bird
notes, and the tinkle, gurgle and splash of the
bright waters of the little brook, blending to-
gether like an evening hymn of praise.

But it was very different one cold December
evening. The wind wailed as it swept through
the forest, tossing the bare boughs of the trees
and whirling the dead rustling leaves over the
frozen ground. The birds had long since flown
away ; the fluwers withered at the chill breath
of the frost; the little stream was bound fast
with icy fetters, and the brown fields looked
dreary indeed.

Little Paul stood watching the sunset while he
rested, with. the faggots he had gathered in the
forest lying at his feet. Heshivered as the keen
wintry wind found its way through his scanty
clothing, but he kept his great dark cyes fixed
on the western glory., Iis hands were red with
cold and hardened with toil, though he was
sosmall. Only a tiny boy was he, but looking
in the pale patient fnce you would know he
was walking hand in hand with sorrow, and
learning her lessons, sad yet sweet.

Since the day they laid his mother beside the
father, who died belore he was born, no grave
had been made in the little church yard but
Paul’s tears had watered it, as they fell in
sympathy for the hearts sad as hisown. He
fared hard, and so learned to pity others; and
his seanty crusts often found tReir way to those
he thought more needy than himself,  He had
little rest, and was often weary ; day by day his
step was iighter and his voice solter as lie passed
the cradle of the sleeping babe, and he was
quicker with his help when tired Bertha stooped
to lift some heavy bugden, and he learned to
watch for Jacol’s coming home at night, and
drag the great arm-chair to the cool porch in
summer, and nearer the bright fire in the
winter. There was & sharp pain in his side now
and then, and he did not feel quite strong, so he
never came home from gathering wood in the
forest without a bunch of delicate woodland
lowers or a few wild strawberries, red and ripe,
and, when lowers and Dberries were nll gone,
bright pebbles, gay autnmn leaves, or haadfuls
of nuts, for poor crippled Mary ; he was no
stranger to unkind words, and even blows—so
he grew more tender to every living thing.
They did not mean to be unkind—Bertha and
Jacob—but there were many little mouths to
be filled and many little bodies to be clothed,
and they had let enrthly toil and care so fill

their lives that they seldom thought of God, of.

the dear Mother Mary and of her Divine Son,
except for a little while on Sunday at Mass.
You may be sure that althougli Little Paul’s
face grew thin, and his cheeks were not rosy
like yours,—except now and then a red spot
when he was tired or his cough hurt him,—he
was none the less fair. The pale patient lips
opened only for words of prayer and kindness,
the sad cyes looked only love and pity and
forgiveness, the red rough hands were always
busy with willing service, and his heart wasso
full of all good thoughts, evil could find no place
tocnter. Ah! il Bertha and Jacob could have
seen him as his Guardian Angel saw him, they
would have known how beautiful the little
orphan boy was growing. His young, pure
heart was always beating to holy, grateful
thonghts. He was so often alone, poor boy, and
so innocent, that his mind was full of thoughte
which his mother Liad placed there by her pions
talk to him of Jesus and Mary and the angels.
Little Paul looked long at the sunset, then
drew from his bosom a picture of the dear child
Christ Jesus in the arms of His beautiful
Mother : he pressed it to his heart and lips, and
thought as he looked lovingly at it: “ How
beautiful they arve!” Dear, good Father John
gave it to me the day he died, when Bertha let
me go to his cottage with the blue violets T had
gathered for the altar of the Blessed Virgin.
Dear, good Father Joln! he talked to me so
long that evening of the dear Child Jesus, and
how he loved us, and came on earth, and died
for us. He gave me this picture and my rose-

bush, and told me the first flower that bloomed
I'must give to the dear little Child Jesus. When
he had given me his blessing, he stood a long
time looking at the sky where it was all red, ns
it is now ; his lips moved as if he was praying,
but he didn’t say a word ; and his eyes were {ul}
of tears. I should have thought he was sad,
only he looked happy too,—and so holy, like the
pictures of the Saints in the Church., I wonder
why Bertha and Jacob never talk to me about
the dear Jesus, the Blessed Virgin and heaven.
It must be because they are poor and have to
work so hard ; they have no time. If I should
go away, there wonld be one less to work for,
and perhaps they would have time to think of
Our Dear Lord. I wonderif I couldgo! My
mother used to talk to me of heaven and its
beautiful gate ; it was so long ago I almost for-
‘get what it was like, but that must be the gate
over there—all that red and gold; God lets us
sce it a. littie while that we may not miss the
way. How good He is!

“ To-morrow wiil be Christmas, and my rose
will blossom for the first time. I thought to
take it to the priest, and ask him to put it by
the crib of the dear little Child Jesus; but [
will take it to-night, and go and knock at the
beautiful gate ; I will lay my rose at the feet of
Jesus, I will tell Him 1 am o poor little boy, aud
have nothing else to give Him, but that I love
Him so well I could not stay away any longer,
and beg Him to let me live with Him forever.”
Busy with these thoughts he picked up the
faggots and hurried home.

There was no one in the little kitchen when
hie entered, and hie laid the faggots down on the
hearth, carefully placing oi one side the fragrant
boughs of evergreen he had gathered to make
the bare room look a little like Christmas; he
smiled as he look around, and saw the fat goose
all rendy for roasting on the morrow, and thonght
that the hungry children, who so seldom had a

ood dinner, would have his share too. Then as
he went to his rose and gently broke the stem,
his busy little mind was still full of loving, grate-
ful thoughts, “ Bertha loved good Father John,
and she has been so kind she always gives my
rose the warmest corner of the hearth at night
for fear the frost will hurtit. I will only take
the flowers ; the bush will blossom again forher.”

He placed the half opened buds carefully un-
der his poor torn jacket, and stolesoftly out. At
the gate be paused, and taking out his little pic-
ture, said to himself: “I shall not need it in
heaven; I shall see the dear Child Jesus and the
Blessed Virgin all the time; and poor sick Mary
always smiles in her dreaming if she falls asleep
with her cheek resting on it ; I will leave it with
her.” So he went back, and giving a last loving
look nt the beautiful little picture, he pressed it
to his lips, and laid it on the pillow of the sleep-
ing girl, with a murmured prayer.

Little Paul walked on and on over the lonely
road ; the sunset radiance grew dim, then faded
quite away, but he did not pause ; he walked on
steadily, praying : “ Dear Blessed Virgin, please
send my Guardian Angel to hold my hand fast,
and lend me to the beautiful gate.” = The snow-
flakes commenced to fall, slowly at first, then
faster and faster, until road and tree and rock
were all alike covered with a mantle of pure
white. The little feet moved slower and slower
now ;—at last they could go no farther.

Little Paul sank down by the side of & snow-
covered rock. “Idid not think it was so far;
I'm tired, and sosleepy. I'll say my prayers, and
when it is morning I will go on to the Reautiful
Gate.” He said the prayers he had learned at
his mother’s knee,~—* Our Father,” and “ Hail
Mary,” “ Acts of Contrition, Faith, Hope and
Charity ; and all the time the sweet voice grew
fainter, and the words dropped slower and slower
from the cold, white lips.

As he censed it seemed to him that he heard
his name, “ Paul, little Paul,” so clear, so sweet,
sweeter than the music in the church onSunday.
He lifted his heavy eyes, and a love of rapture
broke over the pale sad face, softer and brighter
than the dawn of a May-dny morning; a
heavenly glory shone all around ; white-robed
forms with glittering crowns on their brows, and
gol(len harps in their hands, nearer their tender
face benming with love. Some that he knew,—
his mother, good Father Johu. Little Paul felt
them near; he did not see them—for bending
over him were the fuces of his pieture, only
lovelier, lovelier than he had ever even dreanmed.
Little Paul drew forth his rose-buds, and as he
Inid them reverently at the feet of the Child
Jesus, they burst into glorious blossoms; louder
and clearer swelled the sweet notes of the glad
song of welcome ; the Child Jesus lifted the rasos,

and placed on little Paul’'s brow a crown of

softly shining stars, and the Blessed Virgin
laid on his breast a lily, .

Next morning they found the body of little
Paul cold and pale, with a smile of holy joy
upon hig lips. Tenderly they lifted the form,
and on his breast, untouched by frost, bloomed
a lily, purer, whiter and sweeter than any
eamrthly flower.

o

PUREST OF THE PURE.

1.

URE as thesnows, wesay. Ah! never fluke
Fell through the brooding air
One-tenth as fair .
As Mary’s soul was made for, Christ’s dear sake,
Virgin Immaculate!
The whitest whiteness of the Alpine snows
Beside thy stainless spirit dusky grows,

1L,
Pure as the sturs! Ah! never lovely night
: Wore in its diadem
So pure a gem .
As that which fills the ages with its light,
Virgin Immaculate! -
The peerless splendors of thy soul by far
Qutshine the glow of heaven’s clearest star.

1.

Pure as the lilies ! Dearest Queen forgive
The fond but feeble trope—
Mother of hope, .

Fair love and holy fear! there does not live,

: Virgin Immaculate!
In all the grassy haunts where lilies blow,
As white, as rare, as sweet a flower as thou!
.

Pure us the breath of God.! 0, clean of heart !
‘These happy words can tell )
The miracle

Of how divinely innocent thou art,
Virgin Immaculate! .

Under thy shining cloak our vileness hide,

Lest her own kindred should disgrace the Bride.

¢« I A BODY MEET A BODY.”

1€ a feller cateh a feller carrying off’ his woow,
should a feller whale a feller if a feller counld *—
Germantown Emporium.

If a body catch n body stealing his old ryve,
should a body kick a body till a body ery ™—
Cincinnati Inquirer.

If & body spy a body creeping round his lot,
should a body treat a body to a load of shot ?—
Norwich News. :

If & body catch a Lody stealing his Fxpress,
shouldn’t & body seize a body and try to get
redress ? "—Petersburg Express,

If a body wants a body his store to patronize,
shouldn’s & body pay a body money to advertise ?
—Lynchburg Express.

I & body see n body appropriate his hat,
should a body kick a body just for doing that ?—
Star.

If a body eatch abody stealing of his chickens,
should a body lick a body like the very dickens ?
—Center Democrat.

If a body catch a body stealing all his com,
should a body make a body wish he wasn’t
born ?—Janesboro’ Gazette.

If & body spy a body * toting ” off his goose,
should a body flog a body hke the very deuce ?—
Mount!\ernon Star.

If a body ask o body o take the country
news, should 2 hody to a body say, “ I beg yowll
me excuse ?"—Home Journal. .

If a body eatch a body stealing his umbreller,
should a body smash a body on & body’s smeller?
—Southern Recorder.

If & body eatch a body playing of his wit,
should a body tell a body be had better quit ?—
Advocate,

ol

The London Society Times tells n story of &
certain old clergyman who did not exactly hit
it off with his congregation, and so at last ap-
plied for and received the appointment of *‘chap-
Inin to a Iarge penitentiary.” He preached a
farewell sermon, not & word of which conld any
one object to, except the singularly inappro-
printe text, which gave great offenses It was:
“1 @o to prepare a place for you, so that where

Iam ye may be alco.”

~




THE SUNBEAM.

13

MARGARET.

A CHRISTMAS SKETCH.

(Conl-lnued from fourth page.)

ficr ; but in vain.  She had answered hi; knock
by saying :

“ (o, Father! I can not think, T can not talk,
I can only wait.”

And when he had spoken again, really as a
father might speak to a grief-stricken child, she
had only answered with sobs :

“We¢ were so happy, all by owselves! We
were so very happy !”

And a third time she had answered, with a
low wail that made the priest shiver:

“Keep Christmas away, Father!—keep it
away! We were so happy last year! I mwust

~die if it comes ! ” -

The priest went away, shaking his head sadly.
And she went back and lived over again that
happy evening, when with the little Wilfred in
her arms she had sung the Adeste lideles in
honor of the feast, while the proud father
listened.

But Christmas came nearer and nearer. She
who would have given the world to surn back
the tide and make it yield its treasures, could
not stop time. The priest at the little church
always gathered the fishermen and their wives
and children 2t Midnight Mass ; and there was,
too, after Mass, the Adoration of the Holy
Infancy. All the country around, Catholic and
non-Catholic, was proud of the beautiful Crib
the priest had made himsell.  But thi- year it
was rumored that it would be more beautiful
than ever, and that Father Hyacinth had carved
the loveliest little boy ever seen. Inspired by
one of those strange presentiments that come
often Lo good women and sometines to good
men, he had studied the photographs of the
little Wiltred ; hie had cut out a lttle shepherd
to stand near the MHoly Child, whose face was
like that of Margaret’s beloved. Why he had
done so he conld not tell.  He would have told
you that the dear child was often in his
thoughts.

On Christmas Eve he spoke to his choir of
little boys, and begged them Lo walk along the
sands and sing their sweetest carols under the
windows of the Widow Margaret. And an hour
hefore midnight she heard childish voices sing-
ing the Adesle Jideles. At this her heat nearly
hroke ; lorsurely there, among them, must be
the voice of her little boy. After o time the
voices grew distant ; and, throwing her cloak
around her, she followed them afar ofl.  She
followed them to the door of the lighted church,
which she had not entered sinee the fair days of
June. Turning aside, dazzled by the glow of
the candles, she saw the confessional ; and on a
sudden impulse entered it. A few people who
had come early wondered at the deep sobs that
came {rom the green-curtained box. At last
absolved, she knelt in the aisle, near the altar
railing ; and as she dropped her thin hands from
before her face an acolyte lit the candles around
the Crib. Her heart stood still; the organ
softly begau :

« Adeste ticdeles, hieti trinmphantes—"
Surely that must be little Wilfred—her liltle
Wilfred,—so near the Infant, with the hand of
the kind St. Joseph resting on his head ! It was
he !—it was he !

“ Ah,” she whispered to herself, “ he is not in
the sea ; he is safe with Our Jord and His
Mother! Heis not in the sea. I must go to
him !”

And, as the joyous anthem swelled louder and

" sweeter, she fell forward in the aisle, her white,
almost transparent hands Frasping the lily
leaves carved in the wood of the rail.

“ I must go to them ! ” she murmured.

And thus on Christmas Ive Margaret found
her little child.

e

Kenag & Co., Portrait Arlists, studios: 104
Phillips square. Portmiture in Photography,
Crayon, Water Color and Sepia. Al sittings by
appointment. Studio hours from 9 to 5. Form-
erly of Chicago, late of Halifax. —2

aBod

Turovoke A. Grorug, Watchmaker and
Jeweller, has a large variety of elegant New
Year's presents, such as Fine Guld and Silver
Waztches from $3.00 upwards, French and Am-
crican Clocks at very low prices. Fine Dia-
mond, Gold and Wedding Rings a specialty. A
large assortment of Electro-plated Ware, Bisque
and Bronze Statuary, Gold-headed Canes and
Umbrellas. Repairing Fine Watches guaranteed.
95 and 953 St. Lawrence Street.

THE FROZEN HANDS.

HE Princess Gerda Istrogolafl and herlittle
brother were playing in their nursery one
afternoon in the winter time, when. the
snow lay on the ground andicicles hung from

every tree, and the wind was so bitterly cold
that the children were not allowed to go out.

“0 look, Ivan,” cried the little Princess, as
she looked out of the window into the castle
yard.  “See the poor little beggars.”

“The steward will give them some money,”
sain Ivan; “our father has ordered him never to
tarn away a beggar from the door.”

_“T wish we could go downand speak to them,”
snid Gerda. “We never do anything for the
poor, and yet our mother’s mother is descended
from the Queen Elizabeth of Hungary, who was
s0 good to the poor that she worked miracles.”

_ ““Well," returned the Prince, “I have a plan
in my head; and if you will promise not to tell
it to nurse, as you generally do, I will tell you.”

“ Q Ivan, I promise faithfully,and Inever told
any of your own secrets, when yon madc me
promise not.”

“Come into the corner, then,” said Ivan, draw-
ing into a corner of the spacious nursery. * Did
you listen to the Father Nikanor preaching last
Sunday, and hear what he said about those
words in the Gospel: ‘Inasmuch as ye have
done it unto the least of one of these, my breth-

ren, ye have done it unto Me? Well, we must,

do something for the poor this winter.”

“ But what shall we do? we are never allowed
to go out alone.”

“We shall go out on Christmas Eve, when
everybody is in ¢hureh and Caterina has left us
alone here.  You must sew some clothes by that
time, instead of always making clothes for your
dolls, and we must get the cook to give us some
food, and we will give all the roubles grand-
mother gave us on our fetes.”

“Yes,” assented Gerda. cheerfully, although
she disliked sewing very much.  “ Bat, O Ivan,
have you thought how dark it will be, and the
wolves? 1 heard one bowling last Christmas
night, when I was in bed.”

“Well, of course it you are going Lo be afraid
I must go by mysell,” rejoined Ivan, rather
crossly. “Youare always preaching about the
poor,so I thought you would be brave envugh
for thav.”

“Yes, I will go, Ivan darling,” said the little
girl, putting her arms coaxingly round her bro-
ther’s neck, “and I will begin the sewing to-
morrow.”

Every day the little Princess sat sewing for
the poor children, when she and Ivan were not
at lessons with the priest, or out walking in the
grounds with Caterinn or sleighing.

Towards Christmas Eve their father and
mother went to St. Petersburg to spend Christ-
mas. On Christmas Eve, therefore, they found
themselves quite free to dress in their warm
furs, 1o fill a large basket with the clothes muude
by the Princess Gerda, and the good things they
conxed from the cook. They carried the basket
between them down stairs, when every one was
in Church at confession, opened the door and
looked out.

“Ugh,” shivered Gerda, as they stepped out
into the cold.

“ Now then,” said Ivan sharply, “are yougoing
to turn coward?”

“ No,” answered Gerda, but her voice faltered.

“ Come on,” said the Prince, as they passed
by a little plantation of fir trees; “ lct us hasten,
or perhaps Caterina will notice that we are gone
and come after ns.”

Inreality, he was beginning to be rather afraid
himself, but would not have owned it for the
world before his sister. .

“We can’t go any faster with this heavy
basket,” gasped Gerda ; “change hauds with me,
Ivan.” Her poor little hands were becoming
fast numbed. They trudged on for about a
mile, and then found themselves on the top of a
hill, at the foot of which was the village. They
could hear the Christmas bells and see the lights
of the torches which the people going to church
carried in their hands.

“There,” said Ivan jovfully, as they put down
the basket to rest for a moment, *‘we have gone
more than half the way.”

But it was very difficult going down the hill
with the heavy basket. It was so slippery that
every now and then they slid down a few steps,
which ended in a fall. Gerda lost one of her
snowshoes, and Tvan bruised his head very badly
in a fall.

. “Shall we ever get there ?” sobbed Gerla, her
little shocless fool hurting her dreadfully with
cold. “My hands and foot are freezing, Ivan,
and they will drop ofl’”

“So are mine,” answered Ivan. “What shall
we do if our hands freeze to the basket? They
will have to be cut off.’ !

“ Let us pray to the Infant Jesus,” suggested
Gerda. * Perhaps He will not let us freeze like
that, when we came out on purpose to plense
Him.”

They knelt down and prayed together: “Jesus,
sweetest infant, born in astable, laid inamanger,
crucified on the hard wood of the cross, be our
stay in the hour of need,” a little prayer taught
them by their mother, to which Gerda added :
“ And please keep our hands from freezing to
the basket, dear Jesus.”

Then they took up their basket, but it had
growii so light that they cried out in wonder.

“ You have let some of the things drop out,”
said Ivan.

“No, it is just as full up to the brim as when
we started, and see the things are in the same
place,” said Gerda, lifting a corner of the wolf
skin with which they had covered their treasures.
“ Aund ob,” ghe cried, “I am quite warm, and
the snow feels like a warm bearskin to my foot,
and my hands are like toast.” .

“8o are mine,” exclaimed Tvan joyfully. “It
is Jesus who has answered our prayer, so let us
kneel and thank Him from the bottom of our
hearts.” :

They knelt on the snow, which gave forth a
warmth like that of a five, and thanked God for
this wonder which He had wrought to preserve
them in the “hour of need.”

As they passed down the hill they still found
thesnow warm to their feet, and the basket light
to carry.

In the first cottage in the valiey which they
entered they [:und anold woman in bed. She
was s0 very, very old that sheshivered with cold,
though there was a large fire bLurning on the
hearth. They covered her with a warm covering
which Gerda had knitted, and she immediately
cricd out that she no longer felt cold, and her
tecth censed chattering, and her stiffened fingers
grew warn and supple.

The two children passed through the village
giving to all who wereneedy something from the
Lasket, and there was not one in want who did
not receive wherewith to satisfy his wants.

Lastly, they came toa hut wherein they found
a livtle lame Loy, who had been obliged to lie on
his back for mne years, and he was only ten
years old. Gerda gave him the best and nicest
things from thc rook’s store, and putting her
little arms round his neck kissed him ; and im-
mediately the little lame boy felt the pain in
his back vanish, and he was able to get up and
run to meet his mother, who had just returned
from Mass and Communion, and who had been
praying to the Infant Saviour for her boy.

The two children, Ivan and Gerda, were taken
back to the castle in a sleigh, amidst the shouts
and ertes of the villagers who went with them
with torches.

And to this day in the little village of Istro-
woladl the fathers and mothers tell their children
on Christmas lve the story of the little I'rince
and Princess, who set out with a large basket
filled with food and elothes on Christmas Eve in
honor of the Infant Jesus, and how they were
wonderfully helped, and their devotion rewarded
by the miraculous cure of the lame hLoy, for
when dear Jesus smiles, “ Winter himsell grows
warm beneath the glow.”

THE SUNBEAM HOLIDAY OFFER

Every reader of THE SUNBEAM can assist us
materially in inereasing the circunlation by in-
troducing the paper to friends in their respective
locadities, and inducing them to subscribe. We
desire to place THE Sunprad in every Catholic
household in the Dominion, and in our under-
taking we enlist the kind co-operation of our
readers and friends.  Now is the time to secure
subscribers, and in order to stimulate our
rewders to immediate action, we make the
following HOLIDAY OFFER.

During December and January we will send
to those of our friends sending us FIVE PAID-
UP SUBSCRIBERS to Tueg Sunsiad, a free
copy for onc year from JANUARY 1892 to
JANUARY 1893, and a BEAUUVIFUL ILLUS-
TRATED BOOK OF TALES, elegantly bound.
Tue SuNnead’s firss Holiday Ofter is an excep-
tionally liberal one, and we hope that during
the time mentioned that our Agents (cvery
reader ean constitute himsell one) will succeed
in sending good ronnd lists of subscribers to
Tur Sunsram, the only paper of its kind pub-
lished in the Dominion.
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EUAHD & MAUDONALY,

MANUFACTURERS OF

ol 0VED, RANGED,

——— AN D

FURNACES,

AND GENERAL HOUSE FURNISHING HARDWARE.

Plumbing, Tinsmithiog and Stove|

Repairing promptly done.

No. 244 St James Stret

MONTREAL.
T. RODGERS,

THE CHEAPEST

WORKINGMAN’S TAILOR

IN THE CITY.

SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO LADIES?
TATLORING.

Satisfaction Guarantecd,
A Call Requested.

76 VICTORIA SQUARE.

Mallette & Gordon

§ YEARS WITH NOTMAK & SON.

WERT END ART STUDIO,

CORNER NOTRE DAME AND ST. MARTIN STS.
MONTREAL.

Photographs of atl descriptions and of all sizes.
BELL TELEPFHONE 8337.
Portraits done in Iuk, Qil, Crayon and Water Colors a
specially. Latest Novelty in Framing.
Prices Moderate.

Spm fal rates for Socleties, Clubs and ¥ nmils Groups.

kstablished 1870.

The -Royal Steam Dye Works

Isthe piace 10 have your SUITS, DRESSES, TABLE
and PIANQ COVERS Cleancd or Dyed.

LACE CURTAINS Cleaned or Colored In all the Newest
Shades aud Finished!’erfect,

Uﬁce 706 Craig Street, - MONTREAL,

Branch Office : 1672 ST. CATHERINE ST,
Works : CORNER SHAW AND LOGAN STS,

J. L. JENSEN, Proprietor.

TELEPHONES: BELL 732, FEDERAL 602,

J. E. MANNING,

~—DEALER IN—

GHOICE EAMILY CROGERIES

FINE TEAS,
PURE COFFEES,
SPICES, &c., &c.
1, 3 AND 5 ST. ANTOINE ST.

DENTISTRY.
"\Dr. A. 8. Brosseau,

Surgeon Dentist,

7 St L.awrence St.

Extracts teeth without pain by electricity, and
manufactures teeth by the latest process.

THE DULGEPHONE STOP

——A\S USED ON THE——

EVANS : BROS. : PIANOS

T8 & most valuable invention. It enables the student to
practice without disturbing some sleeping person or
patient and almost doubles the period of the

plano’s usefulness.

Intcmlmn purchasers should see the LVAV‘S BROS.
ANOS vefore purchasing elsewhere.

P. E. I.AYTDN & BRO., SOLE AGENTS,
Warerooms : 2387 St. Catherine St.

Cor. Peel 'md Windsor Sts.

., JAPSH McKEOWN,
BAKER{}:-: AND r.-:1GONFECTIONER

870 ST. ANTOINE STREET,
MONTREAL.

Daily delivery of Brend—z;.l-\a—c-on fectionery 1o all parts
of city.

WILLIAM SNOW,

MANUFACTURER oW

0000202900020 00000020020606209052 0

Ostrlch Feathers

OOOOOOOOOOQOOOOOOOOOOODOOOOOOOO

1913 NOTRE DAME ST,

[NEXT DOOR TO R. HEMSLEY, JEWELLER.}

MONTREAL.

Feathers Cleawed, Curled and Pyed te Sample a Specialty.

CEO, R. HEASLEY,

2087 St. Catherine St., near Bleury,
MONTREAL,

Pictures Framed, Photo Frames, Photo Albums, Plush g
Goods, all kinds, Plate Glass Mirrors,
Plated’ Sifverware,

Easels, Music Racks, Wall Pockets, Etc., at
Wholesale Prices 1-3

ARTHUR L. BRAULT,

AT AT A A—as <A A Ao i

Merchant = Tailor

T N\ o o

53 BLEURY STREET,
MONTREAL.

PICTURE
ONI

FINE FITTING PANTS A SPECIALTY,

MISS NAGIE + +
_*}% Fashionable

= Milliner -

2090 ST. CATHERINE STREET,

CORNER BLEURY S&T,

D

STAMPING IN LATEST DESIGNS,
FEATHERS CLEANEQ AND CURLED ON SHORT NOTICE.

| FRENCH : ALSACE - CHARCUTERIE

JoS. AMANN,

SPECIALTY BRANDS OF SAUSAGES,

ALSACE, STRASBOURG LYON AND FRANKFORT
SAUER KRAUT AND CERVELAS DE
STRASBUORG.

TURKEY AND CHICKEN GELATINE, FRESH
PORK, VEAL AND MULTON PIES, OYSTER
PATTIES, WILD BOAR'S HEADS, &ec.

ASSORTMENTS OF ALL KINDS BY THE POUND.
1990 NOTRE DAME STREET.

S. J. ANDRES, L.D.S.,

SURGEON DENTIST,
44 BEAVER HALL, - Montreal.

BELL PHONE 401,

IF YOU WANT
CHRISTMAS CARDS,
‘CHRISTMAS PRESENTS,

CHRISTMAS SOUVENIRS,

ALBUAMS, PLUSH CASES, TOILET
CASES, Ic.
OON'T FAIL TO VISIT——.

CLARKE & CO.

50 BEAVER HALL HILL,
Sign of the Lavge Lamp.

The - Teue - Uilness

AND CATHOLIC CHROMICLE,

—PRINTED AND PUBLISHED AT—

761 CRAIG STREET

MONTREAL, CANADA,

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION

COUNTRY, : $1.00
>}| , &
CiTY, : $1.50
If not paid in advance: $1.50 (Country) and $2.00 (City) will be
charged.

The large and increasing circulation of THE TRUE WII'NESS,
ranks it among the hest advertising medivms in Canada,

o

All Business letters, and Communicationsintended for publication,
should be addressed to D. M. QUINN, Proprietor of Tnux
‘Trur Witnass, No. 761 Craig St., Montreal, P.Q.

Hine Book & HFob Printing

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION, EXECUTED WITH NEATNESS
AND DESPATCH AND AT REASONABLE PRICES.

Special Attention given to Church and Society Work
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| g TACHAPRLLE & 0,

IMPORTERS OF

F_ancy and Staple Dry Goods|

A FIRST-CLASS TAILOR
Also Mantle and Dressmaker Attactied to the Premises

A Large Assortment of Ladies’ Hats, Bonnets,
Feathers, Ribbons and Birds, &e., &e,

2192 Notre Dame Street, Montreal.

wl H.‘ D. You“n, l. D. 8.’ nl‘nl sl
SURGEON DENTEST,
1694 NOTRE DAME STREET, - - MONTREAL.

Tolephione No. 2513

Painless Extraction, by Nitrous Oxide Gas, Vegetable Vapour,
Llccmcuy and also by lmpro\ed Methods.
Prescrvation of Natural Teeth, Antficial Work a1 Reasonable

Prices.  Cousultation Free. 1

J. M. PROCKTER,

Late at Kent Bros,

SWISS, ENGLISH AND AMERICAN

Practical Watchmaker, .
- Jeweller and Optician.

WITH 23 YEARS EXPERIENCE.
39 St. Lawrence St., Montreal.

Havnig the finest set of mm.hinery in Canada for the

manufacturing and repairing watches I am able
to repair and adjust the most complicated
watches in existence.

> ENGLISH <
FVERTON TOFFY C0,

2377 ST. CATHERINE ST.,

MONTREAL.

TELEPHONE 3267.

EVERTON - TOFFY
FRESH EVERY HOUR. ‘

SEND SIXTY CENTS

AND WE WILL SEND YOU A POUND
BOX BY MAIL. '

SKATES!! SKATES!!

* ALL SORTS AND LOW PRICES.
FELT AND RUBBER WEATHER STRIPS.
Lace Curtain Stretchers, Carpet Sweepers, &c., &c.

L. J. A. SURVEYER, - - 6 St, Lawrence Main St.

AM, ARCHAMBAULT. C. E. LECLERC,

ARCHAMBAULT & LECLERC,

NOTARIES, COMMISSIONERS, &c.

" 1608—NOTRE DAME STREET,—1608

Corner St. Gabriel St.
Bell Telephone 51 MONTREAL.
|

Special attention will be given to winding up of
successions, etc.

Estallished 1835, Bell Telephone 2463.

THE MONTREAL INDIAN STORE,

DEMERS & CO.
MANUFACTURERS OF BROOMS, AWNINGS, CURTAINS, FLAGS,
FIRE WORKS, &c.
1658 NOTRE DAME STREET, MONTREAL.

TIEXS

PRRIS MILLINERY PARLORS

IRS. J. B. FOSBRE,
2072 NOTRE DAME STREET,

Corner Colborne St.

Just received, a choice selection of Paris,
London and New York

| Pattern : Bonnets : and: Hats,

ALSO, A LARGE ASSORTMENT OF

Fancy Goods

FOR.

+ : : Xmas Season

A Call Respectfully Solicited,

Romember the Address—2072 Notre Dame St.,
corner of Lolborne St.

JUST FOR FUN!

If you are afflicted with Catarrth, Cold in the
head or with headache try

‘CATARRHINE’

PREPARED BY

DR. GUSTAVE DEMERS;

DRUGGIST,
TELEPHONE 2028, 2193 NOTRE DAME ST,

J.T. EWART,

COAL /I/VD woon

Of every description constantly on hand. Coal kept
under cover and delivered screencd and dry.

Yard, 164 Murray Strest

Branch, corner Centre & Conde Streets.
F. EWART, Manager.

IF YOU WANT

K PERFECT GAS STOVE

. YOU WILL FIND THE
“DOHERTY QUICKMEAL”

To be just what you need, because it fills the place of a
coal or wood.slove by

Heating water for the both with either the burners on top of
the stove or in the oven

Prices reasonable and every stove warranted. To be
seen in operation at

2114 St. Catherine Street,
G. W.GADEN,

Sole Agent for Province of Quebec.

—THE—

PARISAY PORTRMT 0

In Crayon, Sepia, Ink, Water Colors and Oil.

Arso Warkr Coror Powrrairs ox SILK, SATIN,
VELVET AKXD PoRcELAIN,

1418 BLEURY STREET,

MONTRE.A.L

M. J McANDREW

750 DORCHESTER ST,

TRROLSTERER AND MATTRERS MAEER,

PEW CUSHIONS, CARPETS MADE AND LAID.
WIRE BACK SWITS.
BOX LOUNGES A SPECIALTY.

. |0LD FURNITURE MADE LIKE NEW.

JOHN S. FLYNN

28 CHABOILLEZ SQUARE,

GENERAL + DRY + GOOD3

—: AND i—

GENTS FURNISHINGS,

T WILL PAY YOU Y0 COMPARE OUR PRICES
BEFORE PURCHASING.

NO TROUBLE
TO SEHOW OUR GOODS.

D. McCALLUM,
GODBEGTIONER,
2386 NOTRE DAME ST.

o
CREAMS, JELLIES, RUSSES,

RICH CREAM AND ORNAMENTAL CAKES FOR
~ WEDDINGS, CHRISTENINGS, & NEW YEARS.

(<}
HEAD QUARTERS FOR PURE CANDIES, FRESH
DAILY,

A.S.& W. H.

MASTERMAN

PORK PACKERS AND CURERS,
2082 NOTRE DAME STREET

MONTREAL.

() em——

STALLS: 8, 9, 10, 11 and 12 ST. ANN'S MARKET.
Slaughter House, Dominion Abbattoir, St. Henri,

-—0

IF YOU CANNOT GET

Dur Celebrated Pork Sausages

from your Grocer or Butcher, Telephone Market
or Factory, and they will besent C. 0. D.
regularly every day fresh.
TELEPHOINES:
Market 750 A.

éé! Money to lend on mortgages, at reasonable rates.

15

——

Factory 750 B. % %E
RO
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HAZELTON
KRANICH & BABH
FISCHER
DOMINION
BERLIN

PIANOS

-—_:\Nl) THE~——
AND

e JRGANS

I'he Lnrz,cst. as well as the Richest and most \mlcd
agsortment of PIANOS and ORGANS,

Parlor Organs, Chapel Organs and Pedal Qrgans.

New Organs froin $50 upwardas, Second Huml Pianos
and Organs ab all prices.

0Ola Instruments taken in exchange.

One price ouly and the Jowest. Liboral discount !on

FOLIAN
PELOUBET

Sntismct lon Guaranteed,

No Agents or Pedlars.  Please apply directly at the’
store, where you may be assured of polite attention
and (,Ol\\l(lﬁl ation, with lowesl. prices and easy terms.

pAPRATTY

LMJTRE Dame, MonTrREAL
~ Miss Simmons

Would intimate to her triends and the public,
that she occupies the large and com-
modious new building,

34 ST. LAWRENCE STREET,
and that she has now on hand a large
assortment of

Pillinern and 1F:m'rn (3o00Vs,
BETPLEASE CALL AND EXAMINE HER STOCK.@u

'DR. HORACE PEPIN,
<eDENTIS T

1698 . Notre . Dame . Street,

2a0d Door east of Notre Dame Church.

O ——er————

Fillings of all Kinds,
Extraction Without Pain,
SATISTACTION GUARANTEED
TERMS —REASMABLE

Artificial Teeth,

P, McCORMACK & CO,
CHEMISTS & DRUGGISTS,

CORNER
McBiLL AND NOTRE OAME STS.

Ptescrip?lons Accurately I")ispensed.
Perfumes and Fancy Goods.

NICHOLSON & (0,

IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN

Fish, Oysters

9000400000 e00000trcnstterborctrerttonate

Gam Poultry,

............ “eersesitiesstsecerrrrttissteatene

46 VICTORIA SQ.,
Telephone 832, MONTREAL.

>q

Buy One IN ext Ohrlstmas

JAMES + COLEMAN + & + 0.,

MAMIFMTIIRERS OF PRIZE .

- 2036 NOTRE DAME STREET,

Highest Price Paid for Raw Furs, MONTREAL.,
2-G

THE WORKINGMAN'S STORE'

) ESTABLISHED 1866.

C. P. CHAGNON,

~ SUCCESSOR TO N. LARIVEE,
L DEALER IN.

FANEY MWD STAPLE DAY 60005,

- 2203 NOTRE DAME ST.,

svd Door East of Mountain St.
MONTREAL.

ONE PRICE ONLY. TERMS CASIT.

THE NEW WILLIAMS

Is the right Sewing Machine to buy if you want a reli-
able and satisfactory article.

Spdcial- prices to all purchasers buying
direcet from us daring the month
of December.

Remember our own Retail Store is

{133 NOTRE DAME STREET,

THE WILLIAMS MANURACTURING (0., '\

LIMITED.

eI]r Goods House

John Murphy & Co.,
1781 and .1783 . Notre Dame Street.

Is famed throughout the Dominion of Canada for the
unrivalled Stock which 1L ecarries in every branch
of the trade. Its prices are always low, and

its counters ave always crowded,

200!
Heyre are afew of its mottos:

“Qnce a Customer Always~ a Customer

‘““Buy for Cash and Save the Price of
Credit—the Dearest Article in the
Market,”

*“ Value and Quality Combined.”’
200

It has become abmost a proverb that whal cinnot be
found at Murphy’s is not wor th finding.

007 —

JOHN MURPILY & Co. areoffering great value in the
undernoted goods at preseut, viz, @

Manfles; Jackets, I]nlmans, Ulsters,

Boys' Suits,
Boys’ Overcoats,
Children’s Dresses.

FURS TO SUIT EVERYBODY,

All at less than Wholesale Prices.

—00 S ————

You wiil find their Drces Goods l)c,p'trlmcnl the finest
and most complete in the city. Great bargaing
can always be picked up in *all and Winter
dress materials, They have an excep-
tionally beautiful lot of Camel’s
Hair and Bedford Cords just
now, as well asTweeds and
other Costume Cloths,

—00
HOISERY AND UNDERWEAR

Of all kinds and classes is a epecial featnre. Nowhere
are you so well sorved. Nowhere can you par-
ehase 50 much with so Jitlle money. Give
them 2 trial if you require anything in
Dry Goods. Ii is worth your while
and you will never le"rct. it.

Note the address ¢

JOHN MURPHY & Co,,

1781 and 1783 Notre Dame Strect, and 105, 107,
109 and 111 $t. Petor Streot.
Terms Cash and on]y One Price.

" GEORGE B. SADLER,
chhant - Tailor

ALL WORK DONE ON THE PREMISES.
o

2138 NOTRE DAME STREET,
MONTREAL.

REsr

207 S T JbES S A

o | ANG

QUTELLIER

SCHOOL OF

UAGES

“ILLUSTRATED - MONTREAL"b

THOUSANDS SOLD!

Prics 75 Cents,

ALL DELIGHTED!

ITS A QEM!

At all Bookstores.

Ciad



