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WINTER SPORT8 IN CANADA., which soon distances his pursuers, and, ! the weight of bis body until the coveted! in Canada, sbich will apjenr i the
tbut for the sagacity of the Indian |branches are within his reach. ‘J!atlzodist agazine during 1884 —only
HIS fine picture givesa graphic, guide in_picking out the trail, would, The s:nses of smelling aud Learing, 82 a year, ur Maguzine ard Clrssiian
view of some of the magnifi- ,almost always escape. are very acute, his long ears are evar Guardian together only §3 50,
cent moose and caribou deer; The largest mooss that I ever saw, | moving to and fro, intent to catch the '
of the forests of Nova Scotia, | measured six feet and nearly five inchea| slightest sound, and his wonderfully’
Ngw Brunawick and British Columbia. , at the withers, and from the withers to, constructed nose carries the signal of' EEEP,THE BOYS HAPPY.
The favorite time of hunting them |the top of the skull, twenty-sevensdanger to his brain, long before the
15 in the deep snow of winter, when inches. The head measured two feet unwary hunter has the slightest idea ° NVENT every possible amuse |
the hunter on his snow-shoes can ekim and five inches from the mouffle to a, that his presence is suspected. When 3 ment to keep your hoys heppy l
over the Burface while the moose breaks , puint between the ears, and nine inches, alarmed, this pondercus animal moves | g at brme, feveninga  Nevar
through. The moose has a habit of batween the eyes. The horns weighed  away with the silence of death, carefally ! mind if they do scatter hnoks
treading down thesnow within a certain | forty-five pounds, and measured four, avoiding all obstructions, and selecting and pictures, coa's, hats avd borks'
ares, called a moose yard, till he has. feet and three inches§from{tinejto tine the mosscarpeted Lugs and swales, Never mind if they do make a noise

e .

WixTER SPORTS IN CaNApA,—(Specimens of scveral fullzage Engratings of Cunadian suljets to oz ear in carly aumbers of the « Methodist Maogazine ™'}

eaten all the tender shootsof the trees, |at their widest part, and at their through which be treads his way with around you, with their whistling snd
and then he moves on to fresh fieldsand  greatest widih the palmated parts,a persistence that often sets at defiance  hurrshing ' We would stznd aghast,
pastures new. ,measured thirtoen inches. The horn,  all the arts and endurance of even the; if wo could have a visinn of the young

The mode of hunting which generally ;at ita junction with the skull, was eight | practised Indian hunter. ,men gone to utter destruction for the
prevails is that of stillhunting, orjiuches in circumforence. The great Wedo not know whether the picture very reason that having cold, Jisagree
creeping upon the moose, which 18 un- | length of its legs and prehensile lip are | is intended to give a portrait of nur able, dall, stiff firvsides st bome, they
doubtedly the most sportsman-like way jof much benefit to the moose, and friend A. W. Leuder, Esg, M.P P. ;;soughc smusement® clsawbere  The
Stulhanting can be practised in Sep-| wouderfully adapted to his mode of, but if nat, the seated figure is cnough inflaence of s levirg wother or sisters
tember, and all through theeatly winter  feeding, which consists in peeling the, like him to psss for one. The broad, is incalculable  Like the rircle frrmed
_months, until the snow becomes 5o ueep , batk from, and browsing upon, the,snow-shoes and the tob ggan-like ele'gh by casticg a 8tone in the water it gnes
that it would bs & s to molest the,branches and tender shoots of decidnoas , will be observed, also the big asslike on and on through s mar'slife Cirerm
poor xnimals. e moose possesses & trees. When the branches or tope of jcars, and broad heavy horns of ;stances and worldly pleasures may
wast smount of pluck, and when once, trees aro beyond its reach, ho resorts, the gigantic mooss , and the more weaken the rememwhranca fora time, hut
@ | started on his_long, swinging trot, his to the process termed by buatem elender and branching horns of the each touch upon the ~kard of memery
B legs seom tireless, and he will stride,*‘riding down the tree,” by getting, ceribon deer. This picture is one of will awaken the old time musric, and =
B\, over boulders and wind-falls at a pacesstride of it snd bearing it down by, several equelly fice illustrated soencs - -r face, her voice, end ber loving J

This number malled post free at &1 paz 100.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

words wall wome up before him like
a revelation.

‘The timo will come, before you think,
whon you would give the world to
have your house tumbled by the dear
hands of those very hoys; when your
heart shall long for th«ir noisy steps in
the hall, and their ruddy cheeka laid
up to yours; when you would rather
have their jolly whistle than the music
of Thomas or the songs of Nilsson,
when you would gladly have dirty
curpots, nye, live without carpets atall,
but to have their bright, strong forms
beside you once more, Then play with
them and pet them. Praise Johnny's
drawing,, Betty's music, and baby’s
first uttempt at writing his name.
Encourage Tom to chop off his sticks of
wood, and Dick to persevere in making
his hen coop. If one shows a talent
for figures, tell him he is your fumous
mathematician ; and if another loves
geography, tell him he will be suro to
make & good traveller or a foreign
minister, Go with them to see their
young rabbits and chickens and pigeons
—and down to the creek-full to see the
flutter-mill in full operation. Have
them gather you mosses, and grasses,
and bright autumn leaves, to decorate
their room when the snow is over all
the earth, And you will keep your-
self young and fresh by entering into
their joys.—Selected.

THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM.

0

‘ 7HEN marshalled on the nightly

Y. lain,

The glittering Yxosta bestud the sky,
One star alone of all the train

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye.
Hark, hark to God, the chorus breaks,

From every host, from every gem,
But one alone, the Saviour speaks,

1t is the Star of Bethichem.

Once on the raging seas I rode,

The storm was late, the night was dark,
And rudely wildly blew the wind

That tossed my Tounderinﬁ bark ;
Deep horror then my vitals froze,

Death struck, I ceased the tide to stem;
When suddenly a star arose,

It was the Star of Bethlehem.”

SANCTUS KLAAS, OR ST.
NICHOLAS.

BLOOMFIELD,

BY J. K,

GOOD deal of lively
talk has been going
on duwing the past
month, among the
young people, as to
the coming of Sinta
Claus, or St. Nick,
and what he was
likely to bring in his
pack. And even thoso of older growth
will hang up their stockings with the
little ones’, near the grate or chimney
corner, with a certain sort of faith
that they, too, will bo remembered

But why St. Nick should especially
favor chimneys or stockings, is difficult
to tell. But so it is, and this absurd
notion is spread far and wide over a
broad continent. And certainly he
does not disappoint the trusting little
onee.

In France, it is said, tho children
put their duinty little shoes on the
hearth Christmas ove, with the hope
that during the night they may be
filled with sugarplums by the “Bon
Homme Noel,” twin brother, we
imagine of Santa Claus,

In Germany, they have many
mysteries going on for days, in
preparation for Kriss Kringle. Child-

ren vverywhere, in fact, cagerly watch
for the coming of the mysterious being
who is to bring them all that heart
can desire. And they scamper off to
bed early, that they may not be found
up and sbout in the way, when he
makes his appearance. How they
tremble, too, if conscious of having
been naughty, for fear all they will
find in the morning will be a stick as
u gentle hint a8 to what they deserve.
Still they picture him as too good and
Jjolly to punish them quite so severely.

Some austere people think it wrong
to thus deceive children. “If not
telling an actual untruth, it is implying
one,” etc. Not a bit of it! They
would not be undeceived, or lose their
pleasure, their real fun in getting ready
for Santa Claus, for a good deal. You
can’t long deceive their wise little
heads, either. Don't you suppose they
are as ready to excluim as any one
much older: ¢ How can an old man
drive up the side of a house, over the
roof, and down the chimuey?” And
yet they, with all loyalty and apparent
faith, keep up the mystery as though
Santa Claus was a real person. And
they will be just as eager, year after
vear, to prepare for his coming, and
repeat with spirit, as though they had
actually seen him, the lines of Moore:

** Bis eyes, how they twinkled ! His dimples,
how merry !

His checks were hke roses—his noso like a
cherry,

Ris drol] little mouth wasdrawn up like a bovw,

Aud the beard on his chin was as white as the
SDOW ;

The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,

And the smoke 1t encircled his head like a
wreath ;

He had a broad face, and a little round belly

That shook, when he laughed, like a bowl
full of jelly;

He \'-'{x? chubby and plump, a right jolly old

elf:
And I lauﬁhed when Isaw him, in spite of
myself."”

It 18 through the above lines, and
the portraits drawn of him by the good
burghers of New Amsterdam, nearly
two hundred years ago, that we imagine
Santa Olaus to be a sturdy, kind, jolly
old Dutchman. But there was once
long ago a veritable 8t. Nicholas, of &
different muke and character. At
least we find thut ‘“there was many
hundred years ago, in the age of Qon-
stantine, a saintly bishop by the name
of Nicholas, at Petars, in Axia Minor,”
who was one of the early bishops of
Myra in Lycia.

In the meantime, his anniversary
was to be kept, and the children in the
little hymn they used to sing in his
honor were permitted to address him
as * goedt heyligh man"—good holy man,

In Cutholic countries he hes long
been ‘regarded as the patron saint of
the young, and particularly of scholars,
In England we find his feast was
celebrated in ancient times with great
solemnity in the public schools. On
the vigil of his feast, December 6th, a
person of the appearance and costume
of a bishop, assembles the children of
a family, or a school, and distributes
among them—to the children,
gilt-nuts, sweetmeats, and other-little
presents, as the reward of good conduct.

This good saint flourished in the third
century, and is thought to have met
with persecutions under Diocletian,
He died in 326 ; but it was not until
towards the eleventh centary that his
supposed relica were conveyed from the
East to Bari, in the Kingdom of
Naples. Aud itis considered a curious
fact that in Roman churches the

Y

anniversary of this translation, May
8th, is still observed as a festival in
his honor.

In art, St. Nicholas is represented
as clad in Episcopal robes and carrying
either three purses, three golden balls,
or by him three children ; referring to
three different stories relative to the
saints. charities and meorey for others

In Flanders and Holland the school-
children put out their shoes and
stockings in the confidence that Santa
Claus, or Kaecbt Clobes, as they call
him, will put in a prize for good
conduct, before morning. And thus
he became the patron of the young,
and especially so of school-children,

You now have the history, or origin,
a8 near as it can be ascertained,
of Sanctus Klaas, or St. Nicholas.
But don’t, we beg, be over-wise in
your own conceit, to the disappoint-
ment of others. * Keep dark,” as far
a8 the children’s pleasure is concerned.
Let them, as long as possible, enjoy
fairy tales, and the coming of a mythi-
cal St. Nick down the chimney to fill
their stockings. But in a kind, loving
way, you may ‘tell them why it is that
once a year such great preparations
are made for gift-making and receiving,
and why we should all rejoice and be
“merry” (light-hearted) over the ad-
vent of Christ—GQod’s greatest gift to
His children, old and young.

*“GREAT JOY.”

HERE'S a song in the air,
Thero's & star in the sky,
The

3

re’s 2 mother’s deep prayer,
And a baby's low cry.
And the star rains its fire, while the beautiful
sing,
For the 'munger of Bethlehem cradlesa King.

There’sa tumult of jo
O’er the wonderfu) birth,
For the Virgin's sweet boy
1s the Lord of the earth.
Aye, ghe star rains its fire, and the beautiful
sing,
For the manger of Bethlchemn cradles a King.

In the light of the star,
Lie the ages impearled ;
And that song from afar
Has swept o'er the world.
Every heart is aflame, and the beautiful sing,
In the homes of the nationsthat Jesus is King.

We rejoice in the light,
And we echo the song
That comes down through the mght,
Krom the heavenly throng.
Aye, weshouttothelovely evangel they bring,
And wo greet in His cradle our Saviour and

King.
—J. G. Holland.

o g

GOD IN THE HEART.

POOR wounded boy was dying

in the hospitsl, He was a

soldier, but & mere boy for all

that. The lady who watched

by his bedside saw that death was
coming fast, and, placing her hand
upon his head, she said to him, * My
dear boy, if this should be death that
is coming upon you, are you ready to
meet your God?” The .. ge dark
eyes opeaed slowly and a smue pasead
over the young soldier’s face as he
answered, “I am ready, dear lady, for
this has Jong been His kingdom ;" and
a8 he spoke he placed his hand upon
hisheart. Do you mean,” questioned
the lady gently, “that God rules and
reigns in your heart}” ¢Yes,” he
answered ; but his voice sounded far
off, sweet 2ud low, as if it came from
s soul already well on its way through
tho * dark valley and shadow of death.”
Aud still be lay there with his hand

above his heart, even after that heart
had ceased to beat snd the soldier
boy’s soul had gone up to its God.

CHRISTMAS SONG.

.g,\@'l came u,pon the mudmght dJear,
That glorious song of old,

From angels bending near the enrth,
‘To touch thewr harps of gold :

** Peace on the earth good will to men,
Fiom heaven s all-gracious hiug

The world in solemn stilness lay
To hear the angeis sing,

CHonvus,

Glory to GGod, the sounding skies
Loud with their anthems ring ;

“Peace on the earth, good will to men,
Frum heaven's «terual King.”

Still thro' the cloven skies they come
With peaceful wings unfurled,
And still their heavenly music floats
O'er all the weary world :
Above its sad and lowly plains
They bend ou hovering wing,
And ever o'er its Babel sounds
The bles-ed angels sing.
Cuo.—Glory to God, ete.

But with the woes of sin and strife
The world has suffered long ;

Beneath the angel-strain have rolled
Two thonsand years of wrong ;

And man, at war with man, hears not
The love.sonug which they bring,

O hiush the noise, ye men of strife.
And hear the angels sing !

Cuo,—Glory to God, etc.

This day shall Christian tongnes be wute,
And Ch istian hearts be cold ?

O catch the anthem that from heaven
O'er Judah’s mountains roiled !

When nightly bursts from seraph harps
The high and solemn lay, —

““(ilory to God ; on earth be peace ;
Salvation comes to-day !

Cito.—Glory to God, ete,

CARD-PLAYING.

HAT accomplished writer, the
late ‘Dr. Holland, of spring
field, Mass,, said: “I have all

my days bad a card-playing community
open to my observation, and I am yet
to be made to believe that that which
is the universal resort of the starved in
soul and intellect, which has never in
any way linked to itself tender, elevat-
ing, or beautiful associations—the
tendency of which iz to unduly absorb
the attention from more weighty
matters—can recommend itself to the
fuvor of Christ’s disciples. The pres-
ence of culture and genius mey
embellish, but it can never dignify it
I have at this moment,” said Dr.
Holland, “ringing in my ears the dying
injunction of my father’s early friend,
‘Keep your son from cards, Over
them I have murdered timo and lost
heaven.””

Fathers and mothers, keep yourrons
from cards in the homs circle. What
must & good angel think of a mother
at the prayer-meeting askiong prayers
for the conversion of her son whom
she allowed to remain at home playing

cards for “pastime?¥’—3{. P. Gaddis.

Tae London Spectator furnishes the
text for & volume in this sentenco ; It
has always seemed to us that the testi-
mony of those little words, ‘why,
‘because,’ < will,’ ‘must,’ can,” ¢ ought,’
to a class of notioss, which, if they
represent true illusions, could hardly -
have got into our minds at all, is
decisive as against the philosophy
either of pure agnosticism or pure
fatalism.” . -

L
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CHRISTMAS CHIMES.

HEARD the liells cn Christmas lay
Their old, familiar carols play -

¥
«L‘.
And mild and sweot

The words repeat
uf peaces on earth, good.will to men’

Aml thought how, as the day had cowe,
The belfnies of all Chnistendom

Had 10lled along

The unbroken song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men '

The ringing, singing on its way,
I'he workl revolving from night to day,
A voice, a chime,
A chant suhlime,
Of peace on earth, good-will to men.
—Longfellow.

Nowell ! Nowell ! in this halle,
Make mery I praye nows allo ;
On that chylde may we calle.

Christ was born on Christinas day,
Wreathe the holly, twine the bay.

To Thee then, O Jesus,
This day of Thy birth,
Be glory aud honour through heaven and
earth ;
True Godhead Incarnate, Omnipotent Word ;
O come, let us hasten
To worship the Lord.
—Carol.

The tiume draws near the birth of Chnist ;
The moon is hid, the night is chill ;
The Christmas bells from hill to hill

Answer each other in the mist.

— Tennyson.

This is the month, and this the happy morn,

Wherein the Son of Heaven's cternal King,

Uf wedded maid and virgin mother born,

Our great redemption from above did Lring
—Milton.

Sweet the Christmas bells aro ringing,

Sweet the clear young voices singing,
For the Child is King*

Earth looks like a child m white,

Crowned with frosty jewels biight,
For His welcoming.

1t is the Christmas time ;
And up and down, ‘twixt heaven and earth,
In glonous grief and solemn nurth,
‘The shining angels climb.
—Mrs, loch-Craik.

Be merry all, be merrv all,
With ho ly diess the festive hall ;
Prepare the song, the feast, the ball,
To welc:me merry Christmas.
—Spencer.

His place of birth a solemn angel tells
To sumple shepherds keeping watch by night;
They gladly thither haste, and by a quire
Of squadron’d angels, hear His carol sung,
~Altlton,

0! lovely voices of the sky

Which hymned the Saviour’s birth,
Are ye not cinging still on high,

Ye that san?:. ‘‘peace cn earth 1
To us yet speak the strains

Wherewith, in time one by,
Ye blessed the Syrian swains,

0! voices of the sky !

—rs. Hemans.

The happy Christmas comes once more,

The Heavenly Guest is at the door ;

The blessed words the shepherds thril

The joyous tidings : peace, good-will!
—From the Danish,

How bright thy lowly manger beams ¢

Down ear.b’s datk vale its glory streams,

The splendour of thy natal night

Shines through all time in deathless light.
From St. Awmbrose, by Franck.

Wherefore from his thrown exalted,

Came He on this ezrth to dwell ;
All his pownp, an humble manger,

All his court, a narrow cell ;
*From that world to bring to this,

Peace,. which of all cartﬁly blisses
Is the brightest, purest bliss.

—Violante Do Ceo.

Let us ne'er, since He was poor,
Turn the needy from our door—
Poverty is hioly ;
For His sake at Christruas-tide,
Gladly wo will all provide
For the poor and lowly.
—Bond.

It is the calm and solemn night ;
A thousand bells ring out, and throw
Their joyous peals abroad and smite
The darkneas-charmed and holy now!

) T

The might that :mt no name had worn,
To it a happy vame s given,
F. 1 in that «talle lay, new hern,
The peacetul Prince of earth aud beaven,
n the solen mndmyght,
Centuries i
e ~Alfred Dommett,

** Be this, gond friends, our carol still,
Be peace on earth, be peace on earth,
To men of gentle will."”
— Thackeray.

Chnstmas, the joyous perisd of the year®
Now with bright holly all the temple strow,
With laurel green and sacred mistletoe.

O thou whose glorious and contracted light,
Wrapt 1u mght s mantle, stole into a manger,
Since my dark soul and brutish, is Thy nght,
To man, of all beasta be not Thou a stranger.
—~Herbert,

*“The heart must ring thy Christmas bells,
Thy inward altars raise ;
Its faith and hope thy canticles,
Aud 1ts obedience praise.”
— Whiltier.

How shall we celebrate tho day

When God appeared in mort

The mark of worldly scorn ;

When the archangel’s heasenly lays,

Attempted the Redeemer's praise,

And hailed salvation’s mornt
—Chatlerton.

clay,

Without the door let sorrow lie,
And if for cold it hap to die,
We'll bury it in a Chnstinas pie,
And ever more be merry.
—0ld Carol.

And all the bells on earth shall ring
Un Christmas day, on Christmas day ;
And all the bells on earth shall ring
Ou Christmas day in the morning.
—Carol.
Midnight scarcely ed and over,
l)mwing to this fm?;s:norn,
Very early, very early,
Christ was born.
Sing out with bliss, his name is this,
Emmaouel,
As was foretold in days of old
By Gabriel.
—Neale,

LUTHER'S BIRTHDAY.

HE Luther celebration has been
the most extraordinary tribute
ever paid to the memory of any

great man. The name of Luther is
imperishably enshrined in the hearts
of his countrymen and of the world—
*“ A star forever shining in the firmament of
fame.”
In ‘Germany the enthusiasm was im-
mense. High and low, rich and poor
—Emperor, Prince and peasunt all
were animated by the same spirit,
Perhaps the most striking of all was
the celebration on Nov. 10th, at Eisle-
ben, the town where the immortal
Reformer was born in 1483, and where
ho died in 1546. The air rang with
Luther’s bymn, A mighty fortress is
our God,” intoned by over 40,000
humsan voices, mingled with the drums
and trumpets of half a dozen military
bands. The scene was most impressive,
and symbolical of the solemnity, force
aud earnestness of the German people,
Every house in Eisleben was literally
covered with evergreen wreaths, fes-
toons, miniature flages, Chineselanterns,
and crystal reflectors, giving the place
the appearance of a forest. The Em-
peror and Crown Prince attended zer-
vics at the church of 8t Nicholas,
The historical procession was a won-
derful affsic in numbers and in its
elaborate artistic designs and omma-
ments.  Nothing more strikingly
evinces the trinmph of Luther’s prin-
ciples and work than the places where
his birth wes celebrated. In every
oountry, whero a free Gospel has
touched and quickened the hearts of
men, the day washonoured. Ths sons

of Italy and Spain, long kopt down
under the dark shadow of the Papacy,
united with the Briton and the Ger
man in acclamations of thankful joy
for religious liberty and an open Bible,
In Rome, the high place ot Papal in-
fluence, all the Protestant churches
celebrated tha occasion by appropriate
services. A leading Roman journal,
not tinged with Protestant sympathies,
had an able article paying cheerful
tribute to Luther’s influence in pro-
moting civil and religious liberty.
Surely tho world moves. The celebra-
tion at Toronto was a great success.
A chorus und orchestra of 200 rendered
Luther’s Hymn and other Luther
music, and stirring addresses were
given. An interesting exhibition of
Luther's literature, portraits and pic-
turey, and of ancient bibles and other
books was alsc held. —Guardian.

METHODIST UNION IN
CANADA.

OPINION IN ENGLAND.

HE Methodists of British Am-
erica have set a good example
to other Methodists the world

over. They have agreed, with remark-
able unanimity and cordiality, to efface
the distinctions which kept them
sepa.ate, and to come together as cne
body, holding one faith, united in one
organization. The d.fferences that
have thus been abolished were of a
very minute and shadowy character.
Their origin might be traced, histori-
cally, but they had long lost all
pertinent reason, all constraining
validity, all intelligible meaning, for
peoplo of the present day. Meet and
right it is, therefore, that henceforth
throughout the Canadian Dominion,
from the shores of Newfoundland to
those of Alaska, from Beimuda to the
furthest inhabited part of the Hudson's
Bay Territory, there will be only one
Methodist Church. The full strength
of the united body will be 1,633
ministers and 157,752 full members
with 12,141 persons on trial, It will
have also 2,807 Sunday-schools. It is
obvious that such a body, thoroughly
homogeneous, animated by a fervid
spirit, and faithful to Wesley’s potnted
and oft-repeated admonition to his
preachers, “Your business is to save
souls,” must exert an influence far
exceeding the sum of what could have
been put forth by it when existing ina
fragmentary form. This should fucili-
tate the imitation of the Canadian
achievement in Australia, where tenta-
tive proceedings with that end in view
have been begun, and in the United
States, where the vexed question of
slavery has ceased to be a cause of
unnatural separation. What hinders
that at home the same thing should
not be done, and done quickly }—
London Ckristian World.

BRINGING IN THE BOAR'S
HEAD.

CHRISTMAS feast in olden
times was never thought to be
complete unlegs a boar's head
graced the platter in the centre

of the caken table. No picturo of
Engiland under the old Saxon kings
would be finished withont a description
of one of thoss wild revellings which
attended this annusl festival, where
prince, courtier and retainer mingled
togetber, and for a timo forgot their
pride of birth and atation. The bring-

ing in of the boar's head was nn:x'ulnl
with great pomp and ceremony. It
waa carried in by one called the Master
of Revels, who was fullowed by a pro-
ceasion of minstrela and bards, playing
and singing songs in its honor

**The boarc 1a dead —

Lew, here aa Ls head |

What man could hate Tooe more

Than his bead otf to stnle,

Me'eager Ithe,
Andbnung it as § doedfore
The Lonor of bringing i the boar’s

head was considered 8o great that one
historian gravely tells us how it was
bestowed once upon a young prince, a
son of Henry IIL. by that monarch
himself. At the table it was served
in a “gilver platter with minstrelsye.”

“THEY PRESENTED UNTO HIM
GIFTS, GOLDY AND FRANK.

INCENSE AND MYKRH.”
Matthere 1. 11,

WH.\T will you give to Jesus

A For a birthday gift to-day ?

Have you nothing on this His tarthiday morn
At his dear feet to lay?

Has He given thee nuttang to <hiw His luie ?
Think ' #7Ay was the Saviour born

Oh ' have you no pift for Jesua
On this His tirthday mornt

What will you give to Jesus,
Your dearest and truest Friend !
Think of His bygone mercies,
O1 Hiy love which knows no end *
And have you no @it for Jesus- -
Nohung to show your love ?
Oh ! bring some gift tu the Master,
Your love to-day to piote !

Oh ' have you no gt for Jewust
Search, and your heart wiil know

What will best please your kiudest Friend,
The Une who Il(-\'rth youso!

Ho will lovk o'er His golden treasures,
Aud His heart wall be so <ad

1f no guift from you whom He luves » much
Shall be found to make Him glad,

What shall I give to Jesns
For a birthday git to-day *

What can | bring to my best Friend
At His dear feet to lay?

He has given so many giits to me,
Since first | called Himn nune,

That I never enough can show my luve
For all His grace divine,

What can | give to Jesus?
Other friends on ther birthday mem
Accept of the tokens of Inendsnip,
Nor greet them with unkind scorn ;
Aud <hall | give nothing to Jesus,
My dearest and traest Friend,
Whose birthday recalls all His wondrous love
From which all my blessings descend f

What shall I give to Jesust—
Small though the gift, and poor,
Surely he will accept of 1t,
And know I can give no more;
Surely ho will not refuse to take
The offenng that I bring,
So | must some tiny token of love
Give to my gracious King.

O Jesus?! I come with my offering,
The g ts which Thou lovest the best,
1 wvuld brog myselr, O my Savi.cr’
Aund this will include all the rest.
Myself, and my all, U Jesus !
Thou wiit not refuse w take,
But wilt sile with Thine own sweet approval,
For thine own dear wmercy’s sako.

And so as I sec arcund me
The sufferit g 204 the sad,
I must go lorth and southe their surruws,
And mnale the lonely ones glad,
I must give my gold and my service
To those who in need may be, L
And Thou'lt say, **Inasmnch as ye did it to
these,

Yo have d'oue it uuto Me.”
—Fairelie Thorston®

A uiTTLE woy who wouldn’t run to

il

the store for his mother until he hat_i a
drink of water, pleads in extenuation ,
of his disobedience that “even & river

couldn’t ran when it was dry.”
—5
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PLEASANT HOURS.

CHRISTMAS MORNING.

LA HIME, nerry bells the night has fled!

S/ Wuke rich and poor * thns happy morn
The Cluist who sattered s our stead,

God s precious gut to mun, was born.
Q, open wide our hearts to-day,

W hude Christ stunds wacting, at the door,
We nwoul t not dovve God's gt anay —

Our God's hiest gt to 11 hand poor—
Come, dwddl withiu, and kuock no more.

Like the shephierds long ago, .
They who watcled an Bethlehem®s plain,

Watdhied then flocks from plundenng foe,
Listen to the sweet tehiatti— "

** Peace on carth, good-will toward men!

OUR PERIODICALS,
PAR TRAR—POSTAGS FAIR.

Christian Guatdian, woekly . . . +ovo. seea.- 83
Wethodist Magazine, U6 pp. monthly,illustrated 8
Yethodist Magnzine and Guardian togethor,... B8
The Wenleyan Nalifax Weekly — .iiieevesn
tundayYchool Banuer, 32 pp 8vo., wonthly
Undot 6 coples, 65c.; over 6 coples
vanadiaun 8cholars Quutcrll,. 20 pp. 8V0..eens
Juarterly Review bervice. By the year, 2éc.s
dozet ; §2 por 100 ; per quarter,6¢c. & dox.}
800, par100,
tlome and Hchool, 8 pp. 4to,, seml-monthly,
minglo coples ... . .ee .
Lrzsa than 20 coples ..oeeuavenes
Orver 20 cOPIed cevveaes st miereennaaes
~loaxant Houre, » pp. 420.,s0mi-monthly, single
coples .
Less than 20 coples ...
Qver 20 coples..... .
Jerean Loaves, monthly, 100 coples per month
innboam—Seml-monthly —whon loss than 20
COPIOR cucireesvercnscesctirimertimmesines
20 coples and upwarda........
Addresst WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Mothodist Book and Publishing House,
78 and 80 King Street East, Toronte
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C, W. Coates, £ F, Huestls,
8 Bleury Street, Wesloyan Book Room,
Muntreal. Hatifax, N. 8.

Pleasant Honvs:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOURG FOLKS.
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, D.D., Editor.

TORONTO, DECEMBER 15, 1883.

CHRIST-
MAS.

CHRISTMAS TIDE.

C4T is Christmas-tide the world
) over. We celebrate this most
Y5 Joyous time of all the year in
our most joyless and inclement
season. Winter has thrown her icy
mantle over us, and

** The sun comes Iate to the pallid sky,
Aud does not come to stay ;

The snow gleams cold on the barren plains,
The year is old and grav.”

Perhaps to those who have eartlly
comforts, Christmas is all the more
joyous from the contrast within doors
and without, but to those who measure
their coal by the peck, and through
whose thin walls the cold wind fiercely
pierces, there can be no great joy, even
on the anniversary of our Saviour's
birth. Haud all who profess the name
of Christ the truo Clristian spirit,

~

-

¢

thero would be fower of such unfor-
tunates—leas need to say, with Hood,

¢ Alan ' for the rarity
Of Chustian charity,
Under tue sun.”

But Christas is uot confined to our
cold climate. Christmas will be cele.
brated all around the world where
Christian missionaries have gone to
tell tho story of our Saviour's birth.
Then forget not the brother upon
whose hearth the fire burns low, who
secs only h 8 present misery—

“Even God's providence
Sceming estranged.”

Forget not the little children whose
pinched faces tell of an age of sorrows.
Forget not those who have gone to
foreign lands to carry the good news
of the gospel. Furget not those who
are beginning to understand what it is
to have a 8Saviour, and those who yet
do not know of His wondroas Jove'
Forget not the sinful, those in misons,
those sunk in sin, seemingly besond
redemption. Remember that for all
of these Christ was born and died, as
well as for us.

‘Sound over all waters, reach out from all
lands,

The chorus of voices. the clnsl:ing of hands ;

Sing hymuns that were sung by the stars of
the morn,

Sing sougs of the angels when Jesus tas
born.”

CHRISTMAS ALL THE YEAR.

21N ICKENS says, “I will honour
4 Christmas in my heart, and

try to keep it all the year,”

and perhaps this, which he
said at another time, is the reason why
he wants to keep it all the year: ¢ 1
have always thought of Christmas time
a3 a gocd time: a kind, forgiving,
charitable, pleasant time.”

The true Christmas is all this and
more. It is a time when we not only
remember our friends and—enemies,
if we have them, lovingly and for-
givingly, but when we do it for the
sake of One who loved us when we
were far from him.

Auny Christmas joy that does not
find its spring and source in Jesus, the
Holy Babe of Bethlehem, is not the
true joy.

Let us Jook to him, dear little
friends, as the One who carries all the
world's hope and joy in himself, and
be sure that he wants to fill our hearts
out of hisown great heart. Our hearts
are little cups, which can only hold &
few dropa at best, but he loves to have
us hold them up to be filled, and he
loves to fill them! Shall we believe
it, and in this way have a Merry
Christmas all the year §

ArTHOUGH we printed a very large
edition of the apecial Luther number
of PreasaxT HouRrs, £0 great was the
demand for it that the entire edition
was soon exhausted and cannot now
be furnished. The Christmas num-
bers of PrLeasaxT Hours and Home
and Schcol will be of special interest,
full of Christmas pictures, poems and
stories. Only 81 per 100. Send
orders early to make sure of getting
them. Schools sending new orders
now for S. 8. papers for 1884 will
receive the numbers for the rest of the
year gratis, including the special
Christmas numbers,

H. T. Gossiux will oblige by send-
ing his address to the editor of Prras-
axt Hours.

CHRISTMAS PARTY.

CHRISTMAS PARTY.

“ 7 OME, join our game of blind-man's
butf’!

Come, girls and boys: we'll not be rough.

The bandage round my eyes tie tight,

Be sure the blind mau has no sight :

Now turn him with a one, two, three!"—

‘¢Ah, blind man, now you try to sce!”

“‘Indeed I cannot see at all:

Don’t let me run against the wall.

Who's this I've caaght here by the shonlder?”
¢*Tell truly, or you must not hold her.”
“Tis Amy Summer."—**There, you're wrong:
So lot her go: ‘tis ! icy Long.”

““Who's this I bave here by the arm 1—
Keep still, sir, or you'll come to harm,—
'Tis Charley Bateman.”—*¢Yes 'tis he.
Now, Char‘ey you must blinded be.

The bandage round your head we tio:
We'er ready, sir ! now mind your eye.”

“QOh, ho, what curly head is thist

Do I not know the lit le miss }

Why, 1 could tell her *'mid a dozen:
'T s Daisy Dale, my little cousin.
These hands, tbis ribbon, tell the tale :
Yes, 1 am sure "tis Dasy Dale.”

So little Daisy has to yield,

And, as the blind man, take the field,

\Whom does she catch 1 Now guess your best:
*I'is one much taller than the rest,

Taller and fairer too, by far,—

So Daisy thinks,—'tis dear mamma!

CHRISTMAS LEGENDS.

PR HERE is in the home life of
the Canadian, especially farmer,
B8 at Christmas time, much that
brings close to the mind the picturs of
the birth in the lowly manger. Many
traditions satill live about mysterious
occurrences during the Christmas night,
and these linger still with all their
charm, with all their mellowness of
primeval devotion among the home-
steads on the verge of the forest or the
cottage upon the bleak prairie. The
infant’s birth took place in a rude
manger, among thestalled cattle, when,
according to the general belief, cold
night-winds blew, and the Divine Babe
and His mother were but feebly pro-
tected in a chilly manger. One old
tradition in particular, tells that atthe
moment of the child's birth the cattle
in the manger fell upon their knees.
How often by the lantern's light
through the cold night have not little
ones crept out to the barn where the
cattle were in their stalls as the hands
of .the clock neared the hour of mid-
night, to see if the cattle were kneel-
ing; for the tradition 1elates that at
the preciee moment in each year since
the babe was born all dumb animals,
in reverence, fall upon their knees.
There was another tradition, too, which

Shakeapeare puts in the mouth of
Marcellus in * Hamlet,” that during
the night of the nativity the cock crew
from dark to dawn:

‘‘Some says that ever ’gainst that season

comes

Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated,

This bird of drawmng singeth ali night long,

And then they say no spirit dares stir abroad;;

The mghts are wholesome; then uo planets
striko,

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm,

So hallowed and so gracious is the time.”

CHRISTMAS AT SEA.

HEY stood beside the helmsman
at the wheel, the lookout in the
bow, the officers who had the

watch ; dark, ghostly figures in their
several stations ; but every man among
them bhummed a Christmas tune, or
had a Christmas thought, or spoke
below his breath to his companion of
some bygone Christmas-day, with
homeward hopes belonging to it. And
every man on board, waking or sleep-
ing, good or bad, had had a kinder
word for one another on tbat day than
on any other day in the year, and had
shared to some extent in its festivities;
and had remembered those he cared for
at a distance. and bad known that they
delighted to remember him,

s
-9

WE beg to call the special attention
of all SBunday-achool teachers to the
announcement of our 8. 8. Periodicals
for 1884 in thisnumber of the Banner;
and the Aunnouncement of the Jtetho-
dist Magazine in the Pueasant Hours
for December 1—the best we have
ever made. Several schools have for
several years taken Magazines for
circulation instead of libraries, being
much cheaper, fresher, and more
attractive.  Special rates to schocls
given on application, Home and
School will contain many 8. 8 items,
hints on teaching. ete., of special inter-
est to S. 8. workers—every one of
whom should have it, Only 30 cents
a year.

Tae first of January will be the
400th anniversary of the birth of
Ulrich Zwingle, the great Swiss Re-
former, who was born seven weeks
after Luther, and was tragically slain
in his 43rd year on the field of battle,
The next number of Preasaxt Hours
will contain a memorial account of his
life and labours. He should be duly ji
commemorated, together with his more

famous fellow-Reformer,Martin Luther. 38

o\ T




PLEASANT HOURS.

THE GUIDING STAR. !

i

8 with gladness men of old i
&  Did Sle guiding star behold ;

As with joy they hailed its light,
Leading onward, bsaming bright;
So, most gracious Lord, may we
Evermore be led to Thee.

As with ijoyl’ul steps they sped
To that lowly manger-bed ;

There to bend the knee before

Him whom heaven and earth adore ;
So may we with willing feet,

Ever seck thy mercy-seat.

As they offered gifts most rare,

At that manger rude aud bare;

So may we with holy joy,

Pure and free from sin’s alloy,

All our costliest treasures bring,
Christ, to Thee our heavenly King !

Holy Jesus! every day

Keep us in the narrow way ;

And, when earthly thiugs are past,
Bring our ransomed souls at last
Where they need no star to guide.
Where no clouds Thy glory hide,

THE MACI AND THE STAR.

BY WILLIAM IRVIN, D.D.

HERE is nothing in all the
story of Jesus more fascin-
ating than the episode of the
Magt. It weaves old Chsl-

dean mystery, and the lore of the
stars, and the cheer of Christmas-tide,
into one divine enchbantment. Tt
starts questions in directions of absorb-
ing interest, which are forever asked
and never fully answered. Who and
what were the Wise Men? What was
the star? How was the guidance man-
aged? How and where and with what
success did the sages afterwards bear
witness for Christ? Walter Scott and
Daniel Defos and Scheherazade and
Shakespeare and Miiton, all together,
have not bad a tithe of the readers
that have been drawn to this brief
and strange old Christmas tale. It
never woars out. It is fresh and new
forever. Let the sedatest Christian
read it for the thousandth time, and
the old glamour will fisten on him.
Stranger than the shell of uncient
romance, mightier than the magnetic
touch of an eastern talisman.

Trae STAR IN§InE LasT.

The story suggests some great lesoas,
which, however familiar, never lose its
own perennial freshness.

In the coming of these beathen sages,
there is a pledge and promise that all
the heathen shall seek Jesus and find
Him. That is the Church’s hope and
. expects tion. Some hold that it never
will be done until Jesus comes again.
Others say that ic has been belated by
the Church’s remissness and sloth.
But, without agreement as to the when
and the how, all Chiistians agree as to
‘ the certainty of the result itself. And
| the appearance of the Wise Men in
! Bothlehem is a sign and an earnest of
"it. They were, no doubt, better and
iwiser than most of thcir countrymen,
|

But they were none the less heathen.
| Nothing seemed more unlikely than
'that they should hear of a Saviour’s
lcoming, or even then should bestir
| themselves to seek Him. And yet,
over all chat dark and weary way, with
strange insight and persistence of faith
and hope, they journeyed to the side of
the infant Jesus, And so some day
ghall all the nations come. They sit
now in darkness and the deathshadow;
but the Day-Spring from on high shall
visit them, and the sun of righteous-
ness shall rise in their beavens. The
iﬁrst fruits pledge the rich, ripe har-
vest, The first green tree in spring
engures that all the naked branches
will soon don emerald robes. The first
ripe autumn fruit sets one looking for
the orchard’s ruddy and golden treas-
ures. So, from the thres Magi, we
forecast the ingathering of the count-
less Gentiles. As we see their pros-

every pagan knee. Their low-voiced
words to the wondering Mary over her
sleeping Babo seem like the first faint
notes of the ever-swelling acclaim in
which at last every tongue shall con-
fess that Jesus is the Lord.

80 agaip, it is shown here that they
who seek Jesus always find Him. It
" must bave seemed a silly and hopeless
enterprise for these men to set out
from a far land to seek for an infant
L.ng in = strange country under the
sole guidance of a wandering star!
They were very likely laughed at,
reasoned with, wept over. And yet.

trate worship, we expect the bowing of

Divine hand led them safely and surely
to their goal. And it is still so to-day.
AZman may seek wealth and live in
poverty. He may seek renown and
die obscure. 1o may seek happiness
and find vanity and vexation. But
let him in enrnest seek Jesus and
nothing in =all the world is 8o sure as
that he will find Him.

Then, how that stur was honoured
when it wus used to guide men to
Jesus | If we could be sure that it
,was the united lustre of the planets
. Jupiter and Saturn, as some say, we
could hardly look at them without
_tbinking of the ncble use they served.
In all their mighty orbits and shining
centuries, they never went so glorious
a way before or since as that in which
the Wise Men followed them. If the
star could be identified, men would
count it illustrious as it blazes on the
brow of night; eager angels would
s point it out to each other, and the
glorified would sound its praises in the
new song. And yet, any follower of
Jesus, if he will, may win just such
honours. Gou now uses, not stars in
the heaven, but men on the earth, to
lead sinners to the Saviour. And
when the meteors of the world’s brief
show are all extinct and forgotten,
* they that turn many to righteousness
shall shine as the stars, forever and
ever.”

And that star is shining still. No
astronomer has found it out amid the
host of hewven ; but the Star of Beth-
lehem never sets and never wanes. It

.gleams on human ways today as
- brightly as it then did on the road
. from Persia to Palestine, That dawn
has come ncar high noon. That mid-
night has vanished before the Day-
Star. Men are now still more brightly
led by the Word which is alamp to
theiv feet. The shadow of death is
turned into morning whenever human
eyes turn from the gloom of unpar-
" doned sin to behold * the glory of God
in the face of Jesus Cnrist.”

What better can we do at this
Christmas time than to follow the
Wise Men to Bethichem, and then to
_do a8 we think they must have done
when they went away 1

THE YULE LOG.

MONG the sports of Christmas
Eve in ¢ Merry England,” and
also in some parts of the con-
tinent, was the burning of the
Yulo log, or clog us 1t was ccmmonly
calied. The lug selected tor thas pus-
pose was genernily the root or buil of
a tiee. In an old English piem men
tion 18 made of the Yule clcg, hrought
from the neighbouring furest and lawl
on the cottage floor untii each member
of the tammly had stood on its centre
and sung a Yule song befure it way
consigned to the flames  According
to an ancient authotity, this Yulo <log
was to bo lighted wi.h a brand of the
last year's clog which had heen care
fu'ly preserved for the yurp s Dur
g the ceremony of ligh.ing o sorg
was sung,.
* Wath the last pras s imand
Light the new block, and
For gowl success i hus speuding,
Or your paalters play
That sweet tuck way
Come while the log 1 tending

It was a superstitious notion that
the burning of this log had a sancti-
fying influence over tho household, and
served to drive away cvil spirits. It
was also strictly enjoined upon those
who performed the ceremony of light-
ing, that their hands should be clean.

* Wash your handa or else the fire
Will not tend to your dexure |
Unwashed hands, ye mardens, hnow,
Dead the fire, though ye blow ™

While the log was burning the com-
pany gathered round and danced and
sang right merrily by the light of the
glowing ombers, or amused themselves
with jest and story until the day broke.

[P - .
.

To our readers, to our friends far
and near, and to all to whom theso
words shall come, we wish a Merry,
Merry Christmas. Be happy for once,
if you never wers before, on this com-
ing Ohristmas day. Be good, be kind,
be charitable. Know the blessedness
of giving; the bappiness that comes to
thosge who seek to make otbers happy.
Do not let Christmas pass without
doing something that will cause a
gleam of happiness to enter some
human heart. What a bleased and
comforting thought it 18 that wherever
we are, whatever may be our condi-
tion, though homeless and friendless
we may be, Christmas has one gift for
us far richer and rarer than earth's
cholcest tressures are. It is a gift
that all may claim and yet it is ours
alone—the love of Jesus and salvation
through His blood.  For *“God so loved
the world that He gave His only he-
gotten Son, that whosoever believeth
in Him should not perish but havecver
lasting life.”

oy

A CORRESPONDENT in Qnebec makes
an inquiry sbout a vile a.andes which
he says the Roman Catholics are taught
to believe about Luther. Thatslander
is sufficiently refuted by the statements
on Luther's marriage and home lifv, on
pages 171 and 172 of tho Luther num-
ber of PLeasanT Houass,

Tag absence of telegraph operators
recalls the story of the old darkey who,
hearing the instrument suddenly begin
to click while the operater wss away,
stepped up toit, and, puiting bis mouth
to it, shouted with all his power of lung-

** De oppahratah isn't h'yar!” /
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THE BOY OF TARSUS
4 LEGEND OF ST. PAUL.
BY MARGARET J, FRESTON.
. HE mbla stroked s beand of snow,
And reverently Legan to roll,

ith earetul foldumgs, ealim and slow,
‘The wrappings round the sacred scroll.

228

The solemn ritual had been read ;
And turning with an nspect meek,
“1i any hath a wonl,” he said,
** Unto the people, lot hum speak.”

Whereon, o f'uulh with eagle eye
And pallid vehemence of face,

Born of impatiencs stern and high,
Btepped forward for a little space.

With nostril wide dilated, lips

He might not silenee if he would,
Tonse to ki very finger-tips,

With fragile form erect Le stood.

The people turned their wonderiug ¢aze
Upon him, till a waiting hush
Gathued on every up-turned face.
‘They saw that some keen passion’s rush

Fiooded lits speech, as when the snows
Ot lns own laurus plangee amam
Upon the Cyduus as it flows
Across Cilicia 8 stretch of plain,

“Oh, men!” he ened.  ** What time ye leamn
<udh truth, I warvel that your souls
Should not be fired until they burn
With the white heat of altar coals !

* Why should we Hebrews hide our faith,
Trembling before the lictors’ rods?

No GQod but one our Scripture saith,
Yet Tarsus hath its thousand gods !

* B-hold what temples crown our heights !
What heathen shiines infest our ways !
See yonlir sacr ficial rites !
Hark, how they hymn Apollo’s praiso !

**While we whose hearts therewith grow sad,
Sit with dumb lips that make no moan.
Who raves the courage Moses had
Before the kingly Pharaoh's throne !

**Who dares to show a David's zeal
Right in our proud Proconsul's oyes 1

Who Lath a Danie.'s strength to kneel
And own the power that Ronie defies

*“ Would God that out of Shiloh now

The Prophet promised long might come,
To stnite these altars till the, bow;

To striko thess lyiug wonders dumb,

**Forgive me if I wrong you, though
My words are words of truth, yot wild ;
For ye aro ancient men and know
Wisdom, and 1 am but a child.”

The boy sank back. ‘The people gazed
With curious cye, as1f they feared

Fanatic zeal his Lrain had crazed ;
‘The rabbi stroked his snowy beard,

Sa{’ng: “Take heed.  Our faith one day

May feel a new reformer’s rule.

This stripling goes next moon, they say,
To study in Gamaliel’s School.”

CHRISTMAS,

“ #®OD be thanked for the bright
Christmas day !" many have
said, as the sunlight and
gladness of its pleasant hours
have fallen upon their livee. .And not
only the young have said these words,
but many whoselives are crowned with
ugo have grasped at the golden sun-
beams that gild the glad Christmas
time. Perhaps there 18 no season in
ull the weary march of years 8o fraught
with happiness for all classes as this
mid-winter holiday. The hearts of
the aged seem to grow young'again,
and the young gein higher and brighter
heights of pleasure and enjoyment.
Clouds and sadnsss flee away at the
coming of kummer glory in the midst
of winter's gloom. The voices of
sorrow are hushed, as the joybells ring
out in their silvery sweetnees, The
dark powers of anguish and despair are
for once held in check by the invisible

v

chain of silver and gold. Glad songs
and floating melody come over the
tranquil waters, whare moaning tem-
pests have lingered solong. Sweetness,
beauty and sunshine all mingle lovingly
togethor, to make up the crowning
glory of the day.

Who can tell the secret of this glad
day ?

Wao can point out the invisible
power that makes it so beautiful?

In it the “ivy green” and winter
flowers twined gracefully together in
funtastic forms?  Is it the man: offer-
ings of friendehip and love? I it the
Christmas carol and grand anthem
that float out beautiful melody? 1Is it
becauso this glad day comes in the
midst of the gloom and desolation of
winter? Is it because all are joining
in this scene of rejoicing? Perhaps
these things help to render the scene
beautiful, yet they do not constitute
the central glory of it. The sweet love
of Christ is the hallowed power that
beautifies the dsy. The festive hours
are ushered in, in memory of His
coming to redeem the world, and the
Joy and gladness of that great day still
floats down the tide of ages.

There was joy when he came, and
thero will ever be glad joy as the Re-
deemer'’s birthday comes with the
years. We can well afford to be
joyous as Christmas breaks upon us
with its hallowed joys. We can well
afford to bestow our “love offerings”
upon others, when we have recerved
by the coming of Christ a gift ot untold
worth.

Oh 1 royal day, full of brightness and
precious memories, we will keep thee
sacred for ever.—AMrs. M. A. Holt,

LETTER FROM MR, CROSBY.

Porr Simpson, Oct. 18th, 1883.
Dear Dr. Withrow,—You will be
good cnough to ssy through the
PreasaANT HoURS that the much-needed
money for the AMission Boat is still
coming, One dear, good sister sends
€5 of a birthday present, from Toronto.
A dear friend (do not know the name)
from Barrie sends $5 with words of
cheer. God bless them! And then
the dear little self-denial class in Lon.
don have again remembered us by
sending $5 more to the boat; and a
dear sister, also from one of the London
churches sonds $2, These aro very
cheering. Crowds of work from the
fact that we did not get our mail for
seven weeks, and a want of sufficient
money prevented me from building this
fall, 8o we expect to start early next
spring. It will cost more than we
first thought, but as the hand of (od is
in it we chall get it soon I think, I
bope soon to hear from some of our
friends in British Columbia, I should
like to write more.

DougLas JERROLD was a compositor ;
Charles Dickens, a reporter ; John Kit-
to, editor of the “Pictorial Bible,” a
shoemaker ; Dr. Livingstone, = factory
operative; and Wm. Gifford, the
founder of the ¢ Fdinburgh Review,”
and one of the most powerful journal-
ists of his day, & cabuvboy and after-
ward a shoomaker's apprentice,

Tae most terribly disapppointed
person we have seen during the present
century, was the young lady who took
sixteen pieces of music to a friend's
house, and who was not asked to sing

during the whole evening,

SANTA CLAUS' STEP-BROTHER.

BY HOPE LEDYARD,

T was the week before Christ-
mas. The stores were all
decked in Christmas greens,
the streets were alive with
busy, happy-looking people.

* Were there many that felt
a8 Mr. Linn did, as he
looked in the shop windows

and noted the crowd of merry shop-

pers?! Were thore others that said,
half bitterly : ¢ Christmas is all non-
sense, when thy children are gone or
grown up.”

+Not that Mr., Lion was a lonely,
crusty old bachelor, Not atall. On
the very day in question he had bought

& handsome present for his wife, ex-

pressed another to his sister, and

directed his customary Christmas note
to his pastor, enclosing the customary
check. He had subscribed to all the

Christmas charities—knew that many

poor children would feast, at least on

one day, because of him ; but yet he
felt “left out ” and alonv, lonely and
old, more and more keenly each Christ-

Imas Beason,

“Sister Mary, tell me again about
the Christmases you had when papa
was here. How late mamma is, and
I did 50 hope she'd bring home some-
thing nice. I'm 8o hot and so thirsty !
Quick, Mary, tell me about your
Christmas when you had the tree, or I
must ory.”

Mary Hartley, a girl of fourteen,
took the poor little sick sieter in her
arms, and, rocking her gently, told
again the story, of which Lily never
seemed to tire.

“I was just eight years old that

year—just your age, Lily, and I was’

very proud of having discovered (as I
thought) that there was no such per-

son as Santa Claus—that papa and’

mamma filled my stockings. “But papa
was not at all glad that I did not be-
lieve in the dear old saint, and kept
telling me that, if I did not believe in
Santa Claus, the jolly little man would
leave me out altogether. But I
thought I knew better, and said I
would not be a baby any more. Such
tales would do for little two-year-old
Lily.
“8o, though you, little, cunning
baby, would trot to the chimney and
call out: ¢A big dolly, S8anta Kans,
I never condescended to call for a
thing and only told papa and mamma
what I wished for. Papa looked very
grave, and told me that he was afraid
Banta Claus would leave me out alto-
gether.

“ Christmas Eve I hung up my

stocking next to your little red one.
Muamma and papa hung theirs, calling
up the chimney for Santa Claus. But
I would not call. It was baby non-
sente. -
“Oh! Lily, I shall never forget
getting up very, very early the next
morning to see my presents. It was
quite dutk, only a glimmer of light
trom the gas in the hall. I felt of
one stocking, It was your little one,
stuffed full, Then I got hold of
another one; but it was short and
large. Papa’s sock. Then another:
but that was so very long I knew it
was mamma’s. I began to feel fairly
frightened. Had Santa Olaus taken
my stocking away? No. I got hold
of it, at last. No wonder my hand
bad passed it over. It was empty.

“Oh! Lily, I was so disappointed :

and I was frightened, too. I belioved
in Santa Claus then. I thought he
must have come, and left me out to
punish me. I crept back to bed, a
very miserable little girl. And, just
think, Lily, we had everything then,
Why, we had had chicken and oyster
pie, I remember, the night before, and
thero was a dish of oranges and ban.
anas ou the sideboard. I didn't tlunk
them anything.”

The sick child smacked hur feverish
lips, while her sister forgot her story
and thought sadly how glad she would
be for just that despised dish of fruit.
now, for her pet. But Lily roused
her from her useless longings and she
went on :

“You woke up by and by, and
brought your stocking and all your
toys for me to see. There was not
one thing for me. But you were so
sweet I almost forgot my disappoint-
went, and, when papa came in, shouted
¢ Merry Christmas’ as cheerily as you.

“ Then I remembered, as T looked
at papa, and I felt ashamed, I saw
how foolish and grown up I had been,
and half understood how much better
it was to keep childish, as papa wished
me to be,

‘“‘Santa Claus did come, papa,’ I
said, ‘and was angry with me, I
haven't got a thing!’ And then I
burst into tears. Mamma came to the
door and said something about it
being ¢ too bad,’ and papa looked half
gorry and half laughing,

“¢It's not quite ro bad as yon
think,’ he said. Sants Claus has left
you a note. I found isin my stock-
ing. 1 suppose he thought you would
not look for anything from him, and
80 he put it in mine, I took the note
eagerly and pulled it out of the en-
velope, and there—I couldn’t read a
word of it. And I was so proud of
‘reading writing,' "

“Bat papa was looking over my
shoulder and told me that it was
written in German. This was what
it said : )

¢ ¢If the little maiden who cannot
believe in Santa Claus will trust him
enough to open'the library door, quite
alone, at five o'clock on Ohristmas
afternoon, she may see him for a
moment.’

“1 was rather frightened, but I
resolved to open thet door. It would
never do not to get Santa Claus to
forgive me, a8 I told papa; and he
said 80 too. So by a quarter of five T
was in the hall, waiting for the big
clock to strike. It was dark, I knew,
in the library, and my heart beat fast
a8 I thought of going in the big, dark
room glone, to see the old man whom
I bad vexed by my disbelief. I begged
mamma to come t00; and she said:
* Henry, you might let me.” But papa
said: ‘I¢ i3 not me; wy dear. It is
Santa Claus. If Mary wishes to make
it up with him and ever get any pres-
ents, she must obey orders.” So I bad -
to open it alone, and, just as the clock
struck five, I took hold of the door-

‘bandle, and—I was so frightened® I

couldn't open it. Then I took both
hands, and said: ¢One, two, thres,-
four, ready!’ s if I were taking.
medicine, and pushed open the door.
“Oh! Lily, instead of a great, dark
room, there stood a lovely tree, sll
ablaze with lights and glistening with.
bright-coloured balle. I saw .nothing
else for & moment; but there, in the-
shadow behind the tree, stood ah. old-
man, I felt 50 sorry and aghamed.
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He was standing quite still.

gl brave, littloone !’

PLEASANT HOURS.

I felt he
a8 waiting for me, so I went straight
b o him and I knelt down before him.
R 1 don’t know what made me. I sup-
B pose I had some notion about kneeling
B to a raint,
§l  ‘‘Please, Santa Claus, I'm truly
§l snd really sorry. 1Ml call yon next
Coristmas ; indeed, T will,} I said.
8 And I almost sobhed, T felt so ashamed,
8| for T saw just the things I wished for
R on that tree—a pair of skates and a
f doll’s carriage.
. “The old man had a long, white
l beard and did not speak very clearly.
® Papa said afterward he supposed he
i tallked German. But he put his hands
flon my head and said: ¢ Be true and
And when 1 looiced
§ op be was gone. I ran and called the
othe:s.  Mamma brought you at once;

B! but papa did not come for quite a long

%! time, and I was afraid he would not

d| sco my wonderful tree before the lights

Inly.

P e g T

}| wero put out.”
“ Oh ! wasn't it just lovely 1" sighed
“And you believe in Santa
B Claus now, Mary; don’t you? Katy
}| Dermott says she doesn’t.”

¢ Yes, I believe in the dear old saint.

You see what he'll do for you, darling.

Perhaps he's met mamma on her way

it home,”

The elder sister tried to speak con-

Bl Gdently ; but how her faith faltered

§i end hope died as she realized that the
4| next day would be Christmas Eve, and
there was not an extra dime to buy a

§i present for the sick child. But she

would not enlighten the little one.
There was time yet. Could not she
herself do something to earn a present
! for Iily?

Mrs. Hartley came in just as Lily,
gl soothed by the story and the hope of a

gl visit from Santa Claus, had fallen
N asleep.
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;

B might go out to-morrow, and then all
§| chance would be gone.”

The mother had been teaching music
and had taken home some fine sewing,
that she bad finished that day; but
thero was no good news., The lady
had not left the money for her. bhe
was to call again.

“Let me go this evening, mother,

%! desr, just this once.”

« Alone, at mght, Mary "
“Oh! it is Christmas time and

Bl every one is so kind. I will keep in
Wi the brightly lighted
fl| mother, and then we can get Lily a

streete. Do,
present to-morrow.”

“ Well, child, go, if you will. She

So Mary was (ff, a secret purpose,

®| formed to guard against any further

dissppointment, making her heart beat
loud with fear and nervcusness.

“Jt is for Lily. I must boe her
Santa Claus, a8 dear papa would be, if
he were here. O God, help me!
Help me to be brave.”

She walked rapidly on to the row
of elegant houses where she was to
call, She knew them well. How
pleszant and home-like the second one
leoked, with children romping in the
parlour! Now she walked slowly,
trying todecide. 'Which should it be?
The house where the children were or
that next one? That wasalmost dark,
but for the glow from the grate-fire,
which shone through the window. A
man was sitting looking at the fire.
Would he care to hear

¢ Carol, brothers, carol t"
The girl was startled at ber own

Y voice, it sounded so lond. What if

spme man should come up tbe stoop

and speak to her! But she was sing-
ing for Lilv ; »' must be brave,

Inside, Mr. Linn sat thinking of the
pnst, wishing he could live it over
again ; the days when he was a poor
boy and had to work hard to *carn
money for Christmas.,” Now there
waas money, but where wag the delight
that a half dollar gave him forty years
back 1

Ah! if their littlo one had only
lived! That baby that had only seen
three Christmas nighta] Hark ! Some
ono is singing outside—the very carol
baby bad learned to sing in baby
fashion the last Christmas she was
with them:

* At the merry table,
Think of thoss who've none.”

What o swoet, clear voice for a
street-singer, and what expression!
There were tears in that voice. He
would listen at the door.

The front door was open, the sing-
ing suddenly ceased, and Mary Hartley
stood trembling, almost fainting before
Mr. Linn.

“Why, bless my soul! A girl!
A—a—young lady, I reslly believe!
Come in, my dear, come in, I want
you to sing again. I will call my
wife.”

¢« Here’s a child for Christmas, at
any rate,” he muttered, as he pulled
Mary into the warm parlour and hur-
ried off for his kind old wife. She
trotted down, full of sympathy and in-
terest ; but Mr. Linn would have no
questions asked until Mary had finished
her carol. It was the truest kindness,
meaking the young girl feel she had
something to do.

«That was just lovely t ” said Mrs.
Linn, “and you were very good to
sing it. But you must not sing in the
street. It is bad for the voice and not
safe, my dear. You don't think it so,
do you, father3”

“No, indeed ; but this girl's voice
has not been used in the street before,
T'll venture to say. Why, bless my
soul, mother, she's fainting.”

In & moment Mary’s wraps were
loosened, she was laid on the sofa, the
good couple noting the little refine-
ments of dress which betokened a
lady’s daughter, even though so poor,
and her story was listened to with
tender sympathy.

«“¢So that Lily mwight beliese in
Sinta Claus! My dear, you are a
perfect godsend. I don’t mean it
irreverently. P’m just aching to be
Santa Claus myself. Now, keep your
secret, Go straight homeand tell Inly
that Santa Claus is surely coming.”

The old people would not hear of
Mary walking home, She must go in
a cab, at least, to the corner of her
block. So, while Mary called three
doors off for ker mother's money, Mr.
Linn found a cab and stood ready to
take her home on her return to their
bouse. Mary was in haste to be off,
lest mamma might worry.

It was hard work to keep her zecret;
but not at all hard to keep slive the
spark of hope which burned in Lily’s
heart that Santa Claus might visit
their little home. The child would
believe in Sante Olaus, in spite cf all,
and now Mary, to her mother's great
astonishment, was firm in her belief.

¢ Your dear father would be satis-
fied with you now; but I fear you
will be grievously disappointed,” she
eaid to Mary.

# Oh ! wait and sce,” was all Mary's
answer.

It was nino o'clock on Christmas
Evo when a knock camo at the Hart-
ley’s door. Lily was up and dressed,
wnd Mary porsuaded her to open the
door.

“May ! mamma ! He's come! It's
Santa Claus himself, Oh! did you
know papa is gone and we have s
httle? Oh! you dear, good Santa
Claug1"” cried Lily, dragging in a
portly old gentleman, who fairly stag
gered under a load of bundles and
bagkots, while some things were laid
2t his fest.

Mary, laughing heartily, pulled in &
box of groceries. Santa Claus dropped
his bundles and parcels and hurried
off; but he said to Lily, in very good
English :

“1 must be off, my dear!"

There were presents of all kinds.
Dresses, or, rather, stuff for dresses, a
shawl, gloves, books, groceries, fruit,
turkey, pies, and a note for Mary.
This said :

“We want 8o much to have a resl
Christmas that we must have you all
at our houte for Christmas dinner.
Tell Lily I'm a half-brother of Santa
Claus, and that he asked me to invite
you all.

“ Very respectfully,
% George LiINN-Cracs.”

When Lily heard of an invitation
to visit Santa Claus’ half-brother, she
fairly screamed with delight and
thought wonders would never end.
Mrs. Hartley had to Lo told the truth,
but for a Jong time Lily fully believed
that (though it was not generally
known) Mr, Linn, their kind, devoted
friend, was actually Santa Claus’
half-brother.

-

CHRISTMAS IS COMING.
* 7+ HRISTMAS is coming!" the children

] cry,
Clm'iding the}weeks that are hurrying by ;
Dear little children, who live at home,
And do not guess what 1t 18 to roam
From morn to night, with stockingless {eet,
Up and down thiough the ice and sleet.

“Christmas is coming 1" thinks little Tim;
But what can the Christmas do for hun?

His home 18 a cellar, his daily bread

The crumbs that remain when the richarefed ,
No mother to hiss him when the day is done ;
No pluce to be glad in under the sun,

That wonderfal «1d fellow, old ‘Santa Claus,™
Who never is idle a moment, because

He is kept so busy w th piling the toys

Into the stockingy of girls aud boys,

No wonder he sometimes forgets, yon kaow,
Into the homes of the poor to go.

But, dear little children, you understand
That the rich and the poor all over the land
t1ave one dear Father, who watches yon,
And grives or smiles at the things you do,
And xome of His children are poor and sud,
And some are always merry and glad. |

Christmas will bring to you many joys—
Faod aud plenty, frolic and toys;

Christmas to some will bring nothing atall;
In place of laughter the tears will fall.

Poor little Tim to your door may come;
Your blessings aro many—spare him some.

The Christmas bells will sweetly ring

The sougs that the angels love to sing,

The song that came with the Sav.our's birth,
¢¢ Peace, good will, and love on earth.”

Dear hittls children, ring, I pray,

Sweet boils in some lonely hesrt that day.

A GREENEOR.S went to a menagerio to
examine the wild beasts. Some gentle-
men present expressed the opinion that
the ourang-outang was s lower order
of the human species. Hodge did not
like the idea, and expressed his con
tempt for it thus: “Pooh! he’s no
more hnman species than T ba!”

ADVENT SONG
R P
OWN thraugh the samiehed ages,

o Along the ahores of timn,
We hear " the ol old «tory,

Like some meloiioun chume.
Milltons of silent vonoss,

Have sang the glonons hymin |
Glad eyes have ~urght tte raptare

Whose light in death 1 duro,

Tho old  the grand old story,

OFf our Jdear Saviour's tarth |
The light, divine and hely,

W hich cheered the darkened earth
Jesus, enshinined 1 plory,

Oh! fair and wondrous child,
Upon whose infant b auty

The earth and heaven similed.

To-day we stanl with shepherds,
Beneath Judea's skies,

We hLear from angel voirea
Trinmphsnt strains arise,

We watch the atar who<e heanty,
Doth guide us ouwanl ~whern

With deepest vwe and wonder —
We find Mcemeh there.

Within a losly manger,

Ia eradied his dear head
verty and sufl: ring

His wiant tears weres shed ;

Oh carth * 13 this the welcome
To your Redcemer givent

Is this your roval grecting,
Christ, the Kinyg of Heaven 1

In

“QGIRLS" AND “YOUNG
LADIES.”

B ENJAMIN F. TAYLUR, the
poet, has written a letter to a
©  young girl at the Lowwille
(N. Y.) Academy, i which
he mixes up poetry and good advico in
equal doses most charmingly. What
Mr, Taylor says will bear repetition .
I call you & girl, but it is not the
fashion any more. The girls are gone,
and there is nobody left but young
ladies. I like girls best. Thero used
to be a flock of Carolines in Lowville,
and as fair a flock as ever wore muslin,
There were Caroline Collins, Ciroline
Northup, Caroline Davan, and ever so
many more. There were Cornelias,
Junes, Elizabeths, Marys and Paulinas,
They were all gitls, and they never
rcorned the title. Now they would be
Carries, and Nellies, Lrzzies, Mamies,
Jennies and Cornies, and young ladies
withal, every daughter of them. Lot
us not end our names in “ie." Laet
us not forget that aflecration is the
art of being a fool according to rule.
Let us learn to work worsted cats of
mmposeible pink, if we must, bu. let us
know how to make Indian pudding
and a golden loaf of corn bread us
well. Let us all talk French if we
can, but let us avoid *slang” ax we
would pesuilence and famine. Pare
and undefiled English never sounds so
musically as it does from the unadul-
terated lips of a genuine girl. Let us
learn the exqnisite art of keeping
young. You re-d of Roman rules. |
think I have heard Tyre, Tadmore und
Thebes mentioned once or twice, but
there is nothing so ancient in all this
world as an old dilapidated heart. It
is everybody's duty, especially every
girl’s, to kecp young. Now to you
and your classmuates :

Dear zisls, I pray you read the Bock of Ruth,

That old love story, beantiful as truth ;

Of ops who lives in everlasting youth,

And say with ber to Truth, *‘Foreverthine.”

*Thy God my God, and thy people mine

So shall you keep 1n loving step with time,

And life'ssweet cadence provea perfect rhyme,

And when at l2at the song is done,

And level shines the dying sun,

Another dawn will show its early light,

And bid **good morn,” though you have mid
/ good night.”
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WHAT SHALL WE BRING!
B\ 3-‘/"1\1‘ shall we bring the stranger,
vy Bornupon Chiitmas day 1
A star the hcavens lend Him,
Auge bs with songs attend Him,
Turn not, O carth, anay,

The sonls of men are weary,
On bunding paths they go,

The vight hangs murk and dreary,
All sounds are full of woe,

Yet bigh the herald splendour breaks,

The choral melody anakes,

For yu the Christimas inorn

In the Deliverer born !

Draw near, yo sin-defiled !
Look on the minless Child !
He comes to such as ye,—
Captise, to set you five |
Wonnded, to heal your pain ;
lLost, to reclaim agam,

What shall we bring?  Our gold 1s dust,
I own alway, ours but 1 tiust?

Qur honour, to enrich His fame,

Who bears o'er a1l the highest name ?
What can these poor hands bring

Uuto creation’s King?

Love He will own and take,
For His most lioly suke ;
He in whose boundless heart
Love's purest currents start,
Asks of each soul again its storo;
Asksy the one guerdon meot
Poured at Hix blessed feet,
Richy, for love's sake, himself made poor.
~~Charlotte M. Packard.

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTER.

B.C. 1058.) LESSON XII. [Dec. 28.
DEATH OF SAUL AND JONATHAN,
1.Sam, 31.113. Committomemoryvs, 11-13,
GoLpEx TEXT,

Tho wicked is driven away 1n his wickedness,
Lut the righteous hath hope i his death.
Prov. 14. 82,

OuTLINE.

1. Defeat and Death, v. 1.3,
2. Suicide and Shame. v, 4-10.
3. Burning and Burial, v. 11-13.

Tore.—K.C. 1036,

Prace —Mount Gilboa, on the border of
the plain of Esdraclon.

ExeLasatiuNs —3Men of lsrael fled—The
people sutfered for the sins of their king whom
Gad had forsaken  Followed hard—Pressed
closoly in tho battle. Slew Jonathin—His
death was honoureble and made the kingdom
more secure for his friend David, Archers
hat him—His great height made him an casy
mark, Ar sour oearer—A servant who car-
ried the large shicld and some weapons,  Lest
these uncircumesed—The Philistiues.  Abuse
me—lorture him as they had Samson. Sore
afrail—His respect for the king kept him
from doing as he asked.  Fell up smit—Nota
noble enil for the Lord'sanciuted. Other side
of the ralley—Upposite to the battletield.
Forsvok the cities—20 the centra portion of
tho land fell into the power of the cnemy.
Stiip the s'as1—Take away their armour and
plunder the bodies. Cut of his head—To
show their triminph.  House of their idols—As
bef re iu the life of Samson, the idol-temples
were pluces of meeting and teasting.  Fastened
his body~Hung up by cords or nailed up.
Wall of Bahjnn—ln the Jordan valley.
Tuhaditants of Jebesh-giliad—A city cast of
the Jordan, which Saul had d livered fromn
the Awmmonites (chap. 11}, so that their act
now was ono of gratitude. Went all night—
Less liabletoattack than by day.  Burné them
—&So that the enemies could not carry them
away again. Fasted—Iu token of grief.

TrACHINGS OF THX Lzssox,

Where in this lesson may we learn—
1. That failure comes to thoss who forsake
God 1
2. That the innocent suffer with the guilty?
8. That a noble deed is mmembored%

THE LxssoN CaTEOHISM.

1. Where was Sanl s last battle field? On
Mount Gilboa. 2. o were thers slaint
Saul and his three sons 8. How did Sanl
dio? He killed himself with & sword. By
whom was his body rescued from the Philis-

tines! Bythe menofJabash-gilead. 5. Who
hoosme king eftor Saul's deatht David.

Doctrivar Svoorstion.—The results of
foraking God.

CATRCHISM QURSTION.

50. Had not wthier b iovers in Christ power
to work miracles also?

Other telieversin Christ beside the Apost'es
had also power to work m.acles; for Jesus
Christ communicated very great gifts and
powers to them, by laying on of the hands of
the Apostles.

.

FOURTH QUARTERLY REVIEW,
Dec. 30.
REVIEW SCHEME.

[To Tur Schorar.—l. Read over the
lessons of the quartercarefully. 2 Learnand
repeat the Tire.s and GoLveN ‘I'Exms,
8. Learn tho answers in the Lussony Carte.
cittsd. 4. Study these questions until you
can answer them readily 6. Fiud something
in cach lesson of the quarter for yourself 1o do
or to be.)

QUEATIONS YOI HOME STUDY,

Lesson I El's Death. 1 Sam. 4. 10-18.—
Who was Elit How was the ark of Ged
taken? \\'lmtha)nwned to Eli'ssons? What
is the GoLpeN Trxr? How did Eli die?
How can children savo their parents from
sorrow? .

Lesson Il Samuel the Judge. 1 Sam. 7,
8:-17.—What did Samuel urge the people to
dot For what did he call an assemblyt
Who came against the Israc.ates? How were
they delivered? What memorial did Samuel

set up?!  What dil ho say of its names
[Gorbex Text.] How may we have God’s
help?

Lesvon I1l.  Aeking for a king. 1 Sam
8. 1.10.—When did the Israelites ask for a
king? Why did they ask 7 How did Samuel
feel when they asked 1 What did God »ay?
Upon whom may we put confidence ? [GuLpes
Text.)

Losson 1V.  Saul Chosen King. 1 Sam.
10. 17-27.—How was Saul chosen? Where
wag he found ! How did he appear? W hat
did the people say 1 [GoLves Texr.] Who
went with Saul to his Lome?

Lesson V. Samatet’s Farewell Address.
1 Samn. 12. 13 25.—Wherein did Samuel say
that the people had done wrong? IHow did
he show them their sin 7 What did he urge
them to do? [GoLbex TEXT.]

Lesson VI~ Saul Rejected. 1 Sam. 15,
12.26.—Why was Saul rejected?  What was
his act of disobedience? How did he try to
excuse it? What did Samuel say to him?
[Gorpry Text.] How may we please Godt

Lesson VUL David Anuinted. 1 Sam. 186,
1-13.—Who was David 1 By whom was he
anointed ! What was David doing when he
was called? What is the Gounbes Texr?
How did Samuel know who to aneint 1 What
kind of people does God choose

Lesson VIII.  Dav.d ond Golwath. 1 Sam,
17. 38-51.—Who was Guliith? How was
David armed ' How did Goliath feel towards
David? Whatdid David say? {voLues Teat ]
What was theresult of the battle?  How may
we have victory over temptation ?

Lesson IX. Davia's £nemy Suul. 1 Sam.
18. 1-16.—\Why did Saul becomo David’s
enemy ! How did he show hus hate!l Who
loved Bavid? Why did Davaul win the love
of the people? [35oLueN Texr] How may
wo be loved by all?

Lesson X. David's Friend, Jonathan.
1 Sam. 20 32 42 —How did Jonathan show
his friendship for David! What was the
token arranged between themt What agree-
ment did they mako with each other? What
is the Goinny Text! Who is the best of
all friends?

LessSn XTV. David Sparing his Enemy.
1 Sam. 24. 1-17.~W hose life did David spare?
\What was Saul doing at the time? How did
David show his kindnesst What did he
afterwards do? How did his words affect
Sauil \What 18 the command of Christ in the
Goupex Text?

Lesson XII.—Death of Saul and Jonathan,
1 Sam. 81, 1-13.—W here did they dic? Bow
did Jouathan die? How did Saul diel What
was done to Saul s bodyt  How was it after-
wards rescued ! What is the GoLpEN Text?
Which of the two clusses in the GoLpex Text
would you choose !

Special Quarterly Serviee.—Topics: The
bonevolence of the Church. 1. Monsy and
the neod of the Church. 2. The duty of
giving 8 Tho rewards of liberal giving

Waex the small boy is pursued by
the dog in the melon patch, and there
are no trees handy, he ginga: “Oh, for
the garden wall1”

THE CANADIAN

METHODIST MAGAZINE

FOR 1mm.a.

XIXth and XXth Volumes; 1,152
Pagos, with Over 200 Fino
Engravings.

82 year; $1 forsix months.

ILLUSTRATED ARTICLES.

AMOoXG these will be Lady Brassey's ¢ Vor-
AGE Anrouabd THE WorLh,” in the Yacht
Sunbeam. Ilustrated by 118 tine engravings,
madeby the great house of Longman’s, London.

“ WINTER ScrSES IN MANITOBA AND
Keewariy,” splendidly illustrated.

“Tue O \l\'m,w oF CANADA.”

“WaLks Apour Loxnox,” with graphic
pictures of the world's greatest city.,

“Exoutsiy CATHEDRALS,” with fino en-
gravings from Joel Cook’s magnificenc ** Pic.
turesque England,”

“ Marsorn Cave,” splendidly illustrated.

“Woxpers or THE YELLOWS10NE.”
Very fine cuts.

‘AT 1HE ANTIPODES,” by Rev., T, Bowman
Stephenson, L1.D.

“Seal HusTING IV NEWPOUNDLAND,”

**MisstoN Scexes IN INpia”

‘'SCENES IN SOUTH AMERICA.”

¢ M1ss10N SCENES IN APRICA.”

“ Hoses AxD Hauxts or LuTHER.”

A CANADIAN IN NoORwaY.”

CDISTINGUISHED CANADIANS,” and

‘“LiviNe AvTtions,” with fine portraits.

“Ox THE HUDSON ;" “*SCENES IN JAPAN;”
s ITALIAN PrcTUres ;" ¢ In BisLe Laxps;”
I~ Heatnes Laxvs;” oLy Russia.”
And the handsomest series of full-page
engraviugs of ** CANADIAN ScENES” wo bave
ever presented.

OUR SERIAL STORY WILL BE

“HOW METHODISM CAME TO FOXES."

A grapliic story on Fishivg Lifo in New-
fomuﬁund, by a Methodist Missionary. It
abounds with stirring wnewdents by flood and
field, and blendsdved pathos and tich humounr
with intense religious eainestness.

A new series of ** Helen Camphell’s Die-
kens-like Sketchies of Mission Work 1n New
York,” will also be given.

Reprint articles from Froude, Freeman,
Mladstone, Schaff, Dawson, and other foremost
writers in the world will also be given.

CONTRIBUTORS FOR 1884.

Among the Contributors for 1584 will be
the following distinguished writers :—

Bisnor Furper (Church of England), on
s Christian Undy, " Bisntor McTyring, M.
E. Chuich, South, on ** Methwdrst Union ;"
Bisnor Carumax, M. E. Church, Canada;
Rev. Dr. Vixesat; Rev. Dr. MircneLl,
Atlauta, Ga. ; Presioest NeLLes, Priaa-
raL GradT, Bev. T. BuwMAN STEPHIESSON,
LL.D., on * The Antipodes;” Rev. Di.
Laiyu, on ** The Basis of Lhristian Union,”
Rev. D1 Dovcras; Rev Dr. Rick; Rev,
Dr. WiLLiass ; Rev. Dro JeFreErs; REev.
Dr Surnervaxp; Rev. D&, Mracuay;
REv. Pror. CLark i REV. Pror. Revyan;
Rev. DEAR Burwasa; Rev. Prur. Snaw,
Rev. Dr Srewant, Rev. Pror. BADGLEY :
Rev. PrINcIPAL JACQUERS; REv. PrixcipaL
Bunxs; Rev. PrixcirAL AusTIN; Rev.
Hucu Jouxsox, B D. ; Rxv. J. C. aNTLIFY,
B.D.;: bev., D. Savaur, Rev. W, S,
Brackstock ; Rev. H. WaLracg, B.D.;
and others. .

LAY CONTRIBUTORS.

Dr. DaxteL CLakKE, of Toronto Asylum
for the Insane, on * Heredity;” J. R Ixcn,
LL D.; His Honor JvpceJoxes; His Honour
Jupee Deax; J. C. McLarex, QC.;
Pror. Foster, M.P.; D. Arrisox, Esq.,
LL D.; Pror. Ropixs, LL.D.; Pror. CoL-
wan, Ph, D.; Joun Camer ¥, Esq., Editor
Toronto Globe; Joux Rerape, Esq., of the
Montreal Gazette; Dr. J. E. GRAHANM, on
‘A Visit lo the Leper Iospital, at Tracadie,
N.B ;" F. H. Torrixcrox, Esq,, on “‘Music.”

CONTRIBUTIONS ARE ALSO EXPECTED FROM
REv. WitLiax Antnur, M.A.; Rev. Do
Cooke; Rev. C. W. Bounne; and Rev. Dp
AxTLIFF, of London, England; and from
Bisnor Siapsox; Bispor Fostenr; REV. DR,
Haxgoop, and others of the United States.

Address—  WILLIAM BRIGGS,
o 78 & 80 King Street East, Toronto,
[ amems
O. W. Coatss, 8 Bleury 8t. Mantreal,
REv. S. F. Huraris, Halifax. N. S,
Rev. Dr. Stoxe, Hamilton.
Rrv. Wa Bex, orRev. E. RoxexTts, Taronto.

READ THISI

SABBATIl SCHOOL SUPERINTFNDENTS AND
OFFICERS 8HOULD BEND FUR

OUR DESCRIPTIVE
SUNDAY SCHOOL CATALOGUE.

CONTAINING:

LIST OF WINNOWED BOOKS.
8. 8. LEBRARIES, (put up {n cases,)
SADBATH SCHOOL DIAI.OGUES,
MAPS, REQUISITES, etc,

Our 8tock of 8. S. Libraries is NEW,
LARGE, and COMPLETE. Prices low.

Address—

WILLIAM BRIG ™,
78 & 80 KingrS!mct, Fast,
ORONTO.

C. W. Coarxs, Montreal, Que.,
8. F. Huxstis, Halifax, N. 8.

AKNUALS FOR 1883,

NOW READY.

Girl’s Own Annual ................ $200
Boy’s Own Annual ................ 200
Every Boy's Annual............ eee. 200
Every Girl’s Annual............ cees 200
Chatterbox...ouvuiiveniunn. ..l oo 100
Infant’s Magazine, Boards .......... 50

e Cloth, plain edges 70,

[ “ Cloth, gilt edges. . 90.
Children's Friend, Beards..,......... 50
o ‘“  Cloth, plain edges.. 50
o “  Cloth, gilt edges.. 90
Family Friend, Boards.............. 50
s o Cloth ............ 7
s . Cloth, gilt ........ 90
Friendly Visitor, Boards............ 50°
s o Cloth, plain edges.. 70
v “  Cloth, giltedges.... 90
Cottager and Artisan ... .......... 80.
British Workman.................. 5
British Workwoman... ............ 5
Sundn?' .......................... 100
The Prize ccovvvuivnnvini ... 50
The Quiver......ccocivivennnan.... 29%
Band of Mercy .......... ... 35
Band of Hope, Review. . 35
Child’s Own Magazine.............. 33
Lattle Wide Awake, Boards.......... 1 00.
s “ Cloth .......... 175 B

XMAS & NEW-VEAR carms. B

Varied and Beautiful,
FROM ONE CENT UB.

1884, S. S. HELPS. 1804,

Nowjv Ready,

Dr. Vincent's Lessen Commentary.
Cloth, elegantly illustrated, $1.25 net. )

Dr. Vincent's Question Books.

No. 1. THE SENIOR LESSON BOOK.
No. 2. THE INTERMEDIATE LESSOK*
BOOEK. :

L

No. 3. THE BEGINNER'S LESSON BOOK:
Price 20c. each, or 17c. each by the dozen.

Ready Shortly,

PELOUBET'S NOTES,
MONDAY CLUB SEBMONS,
gee MEREDITH'S NOTES, zid.:

B

8end on your orders; they will havs our,;;
prompt attention. TRADE SUPALIED, -

WILLIAM BRIGGS, B
78 & 80 King 8t. Esst, Torcato, Onk:
Or, C. W. CoATEs, Montreal, Que.;




