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Johnry’s Obssrvations on Christmas Five,
BY CHARLYS LOVE BENJAMIN.

Somehow 1 can’t understand
What tho teacher sald to-dey,
About the seasons And the way
‘That the earth fs tilted, and
How the days keep getting short,—
Short and shorter in the fall,~—
T (she said) ihe winter bmnght
Us the shortest days of all

That stumnps me—thet’s what it does!
Tho shortcst days I ever saw

Came this summer, when I was
Camping out at Colton’s. Pshaw!

Talk about those days belny Iong,
Wty, they went by like a streak}

. Forty of 'em (or I'm wrong)

Wouldn't really make & week.

And now, she says the days are short ;
She made a dlagram to show
Just how it was; I s'pose I ought
To understand—but ail I know,
To-morrow holidays begin;
To-morrow Christmas'il be here;
But I'm sure to-day has been .
The longest day in all the year!

—St. Nicholas.
MAKING THE BEST OF IT.

) “1'never saw anything so dreadful !

N cried Belle, in despair. “Blocked in
" by snow! Who
knows how long
wa' shali stay
hers ? Hours !
days! Long

enongh to be too
1ats” for Cousin
Slen's wedding:
‘What does she
mean bélag mar-
ried in 'mid-
winter ? Why
dldo't we start
&  Weex SOORer,
while the wea~
ther was good 2

“Worst of all,
wa sghall miss
seelng her,” sald
Tom. *“She will
sail for Bogland,
-Saturday, and
then off to Indla..
I felt pretty fipe
-over belng an at-
tendant ‘at a8
wedding, and
navlng a cousid
golng o India.
for.a mL!slonary,
but 1.don't feel so
fine-now that we
are snow-blocked
from seeing her
L. She will see
‘monkeys every
day, and mo.
- doubt™ ride on
-8lephanis, and I
“wanted: der to be

.* sure and send me

-3ndig’ stamps.”

“Nothing ever goes right,” moaned
Belle. “This was my Arst chavce of
Lelng a bridesmaid, and here I am to
Toiss-t.”

“ Mako the best of 1t,” said Uncle Fred.

“Thero icn't cny best,” sald Tom and

“If there fs mo. best. in it for you,
sou ‘can he]p ‘to make the best-of it for
-other people,” sald thelr uncle. “We
aré by no means the worst-0ff ones on
thiz train. We-are -in -& sleeper; food
-and-beds are :provided;.I feel sorry for.

.- ‘some ST wﬂe—people -with children

“§n'the-common' ¢a%; they-have no beds; I
Tear-their- ‘provisions will run out, and
that they have.not-enough wraps. They
-aremice. Gcrman ‘people.”

“They :c4n- buy =at the buffel,” sald

-~ Tom.

-“The- buﬂe. iz very dm, and no doubt.
t.hey have dut.little nioney. Befors long:
shall go .and-seshow they fare.”
~ 72 morrow will be day before Christ-'
Inas?’ cried- Belle. Supposa w8 .are.

ﬂmt wp: iA-this. car 1l 'then=-even udtil,
- <Caristmas’ Day. - Oh,! von't tlnt be

“It may happen, as it {8 now elght
o'clock in the evening, the storm in-
creasing, and the wires down,” sald
Uncle Fred.

The next day found the train entirely
blockaded by snow. However, alittls talk
with Uncle Fred prevented the hearts of
Tom and Belle from belng storm-bound
by ill-temper. They visited the German
people In the next car and proceeded to
“ make the best of it.*

The quick eyes of Belle noted that the
orovision baskets wore nearly empty.
She and Fred consulted together in high
gles and proposed to receive conmtribu-
tlons from the lunch boxes and buffet in
the clesper and *“‘make a Christmas
party” for the half-dozen rosy little
Germang The party was Ilald in the
car where the Germans were, the con-
ductor and porters niding preparations
very heartily.  After the party, the
Germans proposed to treat the sleeper-car
passengers to a concert, £nd a fine concert
it was, with lovely Christmas carola.
Good-fellowship now prevalled, and a
lady who had a section near Belle sug-
gested that the brakemen sbonld he
asked to bring a Christmas tree from tho
woods not < off; that this tres should
be dressed or the little Germans.

“We can, I am sure, find ribboas,
kerchiefs, little nlck»nncka and toys and
beoks among us, and there are somsa
picture-books belonging to a tra!n~buy
Which will buy."

A

Now there was great joy. The treo
was brought, and some little purses,
hastily constructed, held shining dollars
for the porter, train-buy, and brakemen.
‘The dreaded day flew by with wonderful
quickness, At last the tres was reagdy,

-and then eager was the admliration.

“1t Is neurly as good as the wedding,”
cried Belle,

“Kind .of missicnary work, if we aro
not Cousin Ellen,” said Tom.

“ Truly making the best of it for our-
solves and others,” sald Uncle Fred.
“Ho who aideth his neighbeur cheereth
himself.”

*Help at hand !” sald the conductor,
coming down the car just as the famous
tres was stripped. *“ The snow-plough {.
js in sight.at last, with six engines to
push it

Then, 83-a.grand treat, the conductor

-had the top of the car swepf, and he-and
-Uncle-Fred helped-Tom and Bello-up to
‘the *“roof,” where thay could -sea the
‘mighty snow-plough c¢oming, smorting,

smoking, naming.,panung, over the deo-

‘gohte white wast

qq@vn‘;‘xglz_xddt 80 much, after all—

the waitlug,” eald Belle to Zom. *“Did
you 1"
“1 had a real good timio, as soon as

wo began to make the lest o? 1L, sald
Tom,

CHRISTMAF TIDINGS.

The tidings whit were announcea on
the first Christmas morn are ever now
and full of inspiretion. That song which
the angels ckant.d was oas which should
never grow old and whinh shall never be
forgotten. It matters nct where man is
found, he ever stops to hear the tidings
of joy which were first sung on the morn-
ing of Christ's birth, bnt which ceem to
becomo moere inspiring as the ages roll
along. 'aere never has becn a time
when thy tidings of the first Christmes
were not e matter of amarement. As
the shopherds were astonished at the
news, s0 vast multituqes are still aston-
ished at the plan of salvation. These
tidingzs of great joy have fllled the world
with goodness and happ ness.

Never before had such news been heard
among men, Never before bad men the
pleagure of knowing that the promised
one of Israel had come. But here when
the angel zaug, “1I bring you good tid-
ings of joy,” 1t was a truth never to be
forgotten and a season -ever full of in-
terest to overy one. The whole world
now has part In the celebration of that
event. It seems .all -men and nations

{RX EXOW FLOUAR,

are ready to do homugse {o tho Prince of
Peace 4nd (he Lord of Glors. Whean the
Christmas time comes, many who naver
profess hls. name are glad they may
share in the pleasures of the occasfon.
May 21l have a merry Christmss, and
may thege words be jewels to the soul

Merry Christmas?! .

Remember the poos;

The Saviour has come!

Good tidings of great joy !t -

“ GQlory 0 God in the highest P’

“O‘n earth peace, gosd will towasd
men ¥

“Thatks bo unto to God for his un-
speakadlo gift

“Let the people pralze thee, O God;

‘Tet all the people praise thee I

*And the Word was made flesh, and
dwelt among.us {and wo heheld his glory,
the glory:a3 of the only begotten of the
‘Father), foll of grace and truth ™

“For behold, I bring you good Halags,
-of great jos, which #aall bo to all people.

For unto you is born this day in the
city of Davld, & Saviour, whlchh -Christ
the Lorar

HI8 PIBST OPPORTUNITY.

Selzo ordinary opportunities and make
them oxtraordinary. " Tho best men,”
enys BE. H, Chapin, * aro not thosc who
have waited for chances, but who have
taken them, besfogod tbo chanco, con-
quored the chance, and mgde ch. :0 the
sarvitor.”

A story which is not naw I8 well told
fa The Youth's Companioa by Georgo
Cery Eggleston,

A large company had been {avited to
a banquet at tho mansion of Signor
Fallero, in Francu; and just beforo tho
hour tho confcctioner, who had been
making a large ornament for tho table,
sent word that he had spefled {t.”

“ It yoy will let mo try, I think I can
make something that will do,” sald a
boy who hsad been employed a8 a

sculllon.

“You!” exclaimed the head sorvan-.
in great astonishment; “and who arc
you ?”

“1 am Antonio Canova, the grandson
o? Pl:z.mno, the stonecuttsr,” replied tho
pale-faced iittle fellow,

* And, pray, what can you do 1 uked
the major-domo.

“Y can msake something that wil do
for the mlddle of the table, it you'll lat
me try.”

The servant was at his wits' end, so
he told Antonio to go ahead and seo what
he could do. Calling for some butter,
the scullion
quickly moulded
a large, crouch-
ing llon.

Dinner was an-
nounced, and
many ofe tho
most noted mer-
chants, pringes,
and noblemen of
YVenice were
ushered into the
large dining-
room. Among
thom wero skilled
critics of art
work, When
thoir eyes {fell
upon the butter
lion, they recog-
nized it as a
work of gentus
They exzamined i,
iong apd care-
fully. and asked
Signo: Fauero
what great aculp-
tor bad been per-
auaded to wasts
his skiil upon a
work in such a

When the dis-
tinguisted guests
learned that the
lijon had
in o short tims
by a sculibon,
the dioner wes
turned nto a
fcast n  hls
honour. ‘The rich host declared that he
would pay the hoy's expeusea under tho
best masters, and ho kept his word: bup
Antonio was not spoilad by his good for-
tune Ho remained at heari tho zame
simple, carnest, faitbhful boy who had
tried =0 hard to becomo a good stono-
cutter in the shop of Plsano.

Some may not have heard how the boy
Antonfo took advantasge of this firgt
great oppertunity, but all know of
Canova, ono of the greatest sculptors of
all ume.—Our Sunday Afternoon.

And all the dells on carth shzll rirg
On Christmas Day, cn Christmas Day;
And 2l the bells on carth shall ring
On Christmas D2y In the morning.

Angd all the a.ngcls in acaven shall sing
On Christmas Day, on Christmas Day ;

And all the angels in heaven shall ailng
On Christmas Day in the moruing.

Angd 2] the souls on cartd shall sing
On Christmas Day on Christmas Day:
And all the souls on earth shall sing
On Christmas ng‘m th:éx;grnlng.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

The Bexton.

When the Scxton came to tho tower stalr,
Whers the coll of bell-tope lay,

He cheortly called, * Old belt up there,
Ing ocut ! it ts Christmas Day '

He nejzed the rope In each wrinklcd hand,
He pulled with a youthful might,
Till the glad sound poaled o'er the sleep-
fog land,
Apd sonrad to the stars so bright.

* Ho, bo!” laughed the stars o'er earth
and malin,
* What kpow you of Christmas-tide ?
We shone on that far-off Eastern plain
Where a star was tho wise men’s gufde

* We saw the child In his manger-bed
And the glfts that tho megi gave
And \;o :hnll shino whon your voice hasg
0 .
We shal) shine on the Sexton‘s grave !

Sald the Sexton :
givon
To herald the Christmas birth;
Though the praise and the glory belong
to heavon,
‘Tls the joy belongs to earth.”

“8Btars ! to you ‘'twas

» of our lives.
 thelr edur:ation,

WUHAY WE S8HOULD PROPOME.

This year may be the most lmportant
S8ome may be comploting
and may be ontering
upon sop.c vusiness carcer. Somo may
remove .0 a new nlace of resldence, and
enter upon new assoclations, and others
s8Ujll may have entered upon tho last year
0o? thur lives. We know not concern-
ing ‘#hich of our readors it may be sald,
*T'is year thou shalt die.”

BEQINNING I3 IMI'ORTANT.

To begin right will ha.e an influchce
on the rest of the ycar. The eooner
pians for the improvement of mornl
character are formed, the easior they
will be accomplished. The child §s
father to the man. Habits formed in
Youth are almost certain to be developed
in manhood.

A LI¥YK OF PIBTY DRSIRABLE.

Bcripture as woli as reason makes this
clear. See Ecoles. 12. 1-7. Much casfer
now than at any other time. An old
man once said he would like to be pious,
but could not, as his heart was now too
hard, and advised all young people to
make choice of religion in early life.

OUR PERIODICALS
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JURIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
JANUARY 2, 1898,
Setting up the tabernacle.—Exod. 40. 2.

THE TRBERNACLE. WHAT was 1tl

A movable place of worship, which
was used by the Israelites while they
were in the wilderness. Aoses buflt it
not acconling to his own plans, but ex-
actly as he was Instructed by the
Almighty. Not a single part of the
Tabernacle was left to his own cholce.
The kind of material, evea az to colour
ard quality, was made known unto him.
It was so constructed that it could be
taken to pleces, and put together again
w fthout much trouble, and could be carried
{rom place to place accordlng as the
people moved to thelr various encamp-
ments. There wen' certain persons ap-
polnted to act as carriers.

THER DAY OF DEDICATION.

The beginning of the year was selected
for this particular purpose. It may be
thought that any other day would have
been just as suitable. This was the day
which God selected, and we may bo sure
that there were good reasons for making
such a cholce. The people did not
question the wisdom of the choice made
by Jehovah. God intended that the set-
ting up of the Tabernacle should be a
memorable vvent in thelr history, which
they would never forget, and this was
one reason for the cholce that was mado.

OUR OSITION.

We are commencicg a new period of
1ife.  Another year has dawned upon
us. Great fmportance is attachad to the
commencunent of a new period of life.
iNew plans are formed. Improved modes
of conducting business are sought for
and adopted, with a view, as far as pos-

sible, to make the new year more suc-
cossful than any which has preceded it,

ADVANTAGES.

Qualified for usefulness. Every por-
son should lve to do good. We shounld
no*. bave religion merely for ourselves,
but thet we may be the msans of induc-
ing others to becomo religious. Solomon
8ays * wisdom "—that {s, religlon—Iis the
principal thing. Whatever qualification
we may possess, religion is the most im-
portant of all.

THE LEAGUE YLEDGL.

‘Do all the good you can,” etc. Can
there be a more suitable time for begin.
ning this than at the beginning of the
year 2 How grand it was for Joseph
and Samuel and Obadiah and Daniel and
Timothy that they began in early life
to fear God and walk in the ways of
righteousness.

DAISY'S OHRISTMAS SHOPPING.
BY PANNY LOUISE WEAVER.

One afternoon shortly before Christ-
msas, a little girl named Daisy Edmonds
sat before an open bureau drawer in her
own little room, counting over the
Christmas presents which she had bought
or made for other people. She bad
taken good care to lock the door so that
her brothers, Carl and Harry, should not
surprise her by entering suddenly and
getting a peep at the pretty things she
had. been carefully hiding for days.
Very tenderly she lifted out one package
after another, unfolding the soft wrap-
plngs and gazipg with admiring eyes
upon each object in turan.

There were the dainty work-bag for
mamma, the smooth ivory paper-cutter
for papa to cut the pages of his new
magazine with, two lovely games for
Harry and Carl, and a box of candy for
each of them beside. Then there was
tha braided lamp-mat which she had
worked herself for grandma, the perfumed
handkerchief-case for Aunt Aanie, plc-
ture-books for her two baby cousins, and
two smart neckties aplece for the cook
and waltress. She also had a Mttle re-
membrance for each of her playmates,
and for her teachsrs both in day school
and Sunday-school.

‘While turning over the leaves of the
beoklet she had chosen for her Sunday-
school teacher, Daisy suddenly stopped
short and caught her breath. It came
to her like a flash that she haf forgotten
to get presents for her minister and his
wife, both of whom she loved dearly.

‘ Oh, how could I forget my dear kind
Mr. and Mrs. Bradford !” she exclaimed,
her sunny face clouding over for an in-
stant. Then hurnriedly locking up her
treesures, she hid tke key behind a vase
on the mantel and took out her purse to
see how much money sho had left. Alas!
her little hoard of Christmas money had
melted away catirely, all but two cents,

Immediately she started to go and ask
ber mother to give her more money, but
at the head of the stairs she paused.
She was a thoughttul little girl, and re-
membered that she had already asked
twice for moro money for her Christmas
shopping; and the last time, she remem-
bered that her pana had looked rather
grave, and mamma had explained to her
afterward that his business was troubling
him and that it made him feel sorry not
to give bis children as Jibeml 2 sum as
usual to spend in dollday gifts.

Y must make the two cents do, some
way,” she sald firmly. “I can't ask for
icere money, and hurt papa's feelngs.”
So she skipped down-stairs, put on her
fuor Jacket and tam-o’-shanter, and
started off once more for Miss Crinkle's
aitractive shop, where she had made
nearly all her purchases. It was a small
town in which Daisy lived, and a few
moments’ walk brought her to Msain

Street. fhe walked about some time
among the fascinnting things at bBliss
Crinkle's, trying to find some littie thing
that cost only cud cent. Finally she
saw somo handsome penholders {n a case.
They were black, and ornamented with
gold, with gold peus in them.

*Oh, a pen would be just the thing
for Mr. Bradford to write his sermons
with !” she said to herself. But when
she found that they were a dollar and a
half her heart sank. A happy thought
came, howevor, immediately after.

* How much would a steel pen cost;
Just the pen, vrithout the penholder ?”
she asked bravely.

* Oh, steel pens are ten cents a dozon,
or a cent aplece,” replied the clerk.

“Very well, I will take one,” onid
Daisy.

Whilo sho was picklng out a nice

right one, sho suddenly rememtered
that the long pins with biack heads, such
as her mamma wore to fasten on her hat,
also cost but one cent. 8he had bought
some there for her only a short time be-
fore. Jt would be 2 very suitable pre-
sent for Mrs. Bradford, she thought ; co
she asked for one, and whken both her
small purchases were rolled up in
tisgue-paper she run home with a light
heart.

*1 won't tell mamma what I've got,
til} afterward,” she said, ' becnuse she
may feel badly tnat I couldn't get some-
thing nicer for ttem. Anyway, they are
very useful preseitts, and beside mamma
safd that any gift, no matter how small,
was valuablo if only real heart love went
with it,” and so Dalsy dismissed the
subject from her tboughts.

Mr. and Mrs. Bradford ware just get-
ting up from the breakfast table on
Thristmas when Dalgsy Edmonds ap-
peared in the doorway, looking like a
liitle picture, with a bunch of holly
berries in her band.

“I've come to wish you a merry
Christmas,” she said, “ and to bring you
each a verv little gift. 1 hope you will
find them useful, if they aren’t much of
a present ; but & great deal of love goes
with ther, and mamma says it's the
love that makes the present valuable.
Perhaps you wlill write one of your ser-
mons w'th this, Mr. Bradford, some
time,” as she locked shyly into his fac
as she handed him the bright, new pen.

¢ Why, Daisy, a brand new pen ! *le
minister exclaimed, ‘ Why, that's ex-
actly what I was needing, how could you
guess ! and the little girl was suddenly
taken up into his strong arms.  “ I shall
write my very best sermon with it, yes,
indeed, dear child; and let me tell you
that the text of one of them shall be
your own sweet self,” and as he bent to
kiss thor, Daisy thought she saw tears
shining in his eyes, which seemed to her
a very funny thing to happen.

“And I shall tie a ribbon cz my
Christmas hat-pin so that it will not get
mixed with the others in my pin-
cushion,” said dear, kind Mrs. Bradford,
and I shall be very choice of it and only
wear it with my very best bonnet !

So taey petted and praised and thanked
her and made her feel so happy.

When she got home and told ber papa
and mamma the whole story, to her sur-
prise they both hugged and kissed and
praised her, too; and for just a moment
gshe thought she saw tears shining fn
their eyes also. But as they werc smil-
ing all the time, and laughing and look-
ing at each other in a happy way, Daisy
felt sure that they must be what she
called “happiness tears,” and was
gledder than ever that she had managed
to make the two capts do, without
troubling dear pap2 and mamma about it
fn any way.

HCW TO READ A NEWSPAPER,
BY H. J. WATERS.

How do you Tead the newspaper ?
This question occurs to me often as I
sev and hear people talking upon the
events of the day. 1 wo.der whether
mas y of the Endeavourers would not like
some rules by which they may keep track
of everything that is of importancs in
the daily newspapers, and at the same
time loso no time upon what is worthless.

As ¢ reporter, I must know everything
that is in all of the papers, in order not
to waste my time in hunting up matter
that bas alrecady been published. Hence
every moraning 1 read three metropolitan
journals, which number from sixtecen to
twenty-four pages each. Tkis occuples
Just thirty miautes, usually.

How do 1 do it ? Well, hero is the
cecret.  Read the head-unes carefully.
They contain the meat of the whole
article, whether it be an article of an
inch, or one of two or more columas.
This done, 1 knmow whether it is of
gnough importance to spend more tims

pon.

If T am interosted to know moro of tho
article, I read a paragraph or two. The

whole story is told in that space. Tho
rest Is simply a retelling of dotails and
interviows with those Interested. Onco
in o long time an article I8 of interest
epough to be read entirely, but very
geldom.

For years I havo not read an account
of a murdor or a sulclde. Theso form
one of the most degrading and offensive
sldes of newspaper life; and what {8 tho
noed of overy detafl of such things ? Of
course I want to know why and how any
?nolila killed, but the first parasgraph tells
t all.

You ask what {8 the meat in a news-
paperr 7 Well, first of all, watch the
goneral trend of foreign nations, com-
mercially, financlally, and socially. With
a good Imagination, you may see the acts
occurring, and lfve the very life tho peo-
ple do.

But do not belleve everything you Bee
in the paperms. After flve or pix years
of lite on s metropolitan newapaper, my
motto is, ** Bolicve nothing you hear, and
only half you see.”

I am not going frto tue detalls of
manufacturing news, although that in
itself would make good reading; but too
much of the space in our great dailles is
filled with such matter. The editorial
page is the best oue, it the paper has a
good oditor. He covers the entire world
wity bis vision, and then suma up the
ovents in his articles, He is the great-
egt iramer of public opinion of the age.
On gall matters but politics he may
usually be depended upon to tell the
truth; but look out for politics. Here
is where trouble begins. Usually I read
a Democratic paper for Republican news
and a Republican paper for the Demo-
cratic side of the question. Then I have
the cold water thrown on both sides of
tho i{ssue. I never get the extremecs in
this way.

A newspaper can be depended upon to
support what its management beleves
will bring in the most money, When
working to secure the Convention for
California, tte Kndeavourers here seaid,
““ Oh, you cannot get the newspapers in-
terested.” My reply was, “Our mos
sensational paper will be the first one to
publish a Christian Endeavour edition.”
Sure enough, last spring, at the State
Convention, the morning after the ses-
sion closed, there was a special editiou
ot that paper, with a full report of the
three deys’ meetings!

Do not spend your valuable time In
reading everything you find in the pews-
papers. It can more profitably be spent
in reading some good book.—Golden Rule.

A Christmas Problem.

What do you think my grandmother said,
Telling Christmas stories to me
To-night, wher I went and coaxed, and
coaxed,
Taying my head upon her kaee ?

Ske thinks—she really told me so—
That good Saint Nicholes long ago
Was old aad gray
As he is to-day,

Golng around with his loaded sleigh,
Wrapped about with his robe of fur,
With lots ot frolic, and fun, and stir,

A cheery whoop and a merry call—

And never & jolly boy at all!

She thinks he's driven through frost and
SNOWS,
As evaery Christmes comes and goes,
With jingling bells and a bag of toys,
Ho, ho ! for good little girls and boys,
Witk a carol gay
And ¢ “ Clear the way ™
For a rollicking, merry Christmas Day,
With just exactly the same reindeers
Prancing on, for a thousand years!

Graudinother knows 'most everything ;
Al that I ask her she can tell—
Rivers and towns in geography,
Ang the hardest words she can always
spell ;
But the wisest ones sometimes, they say,
Mistake, and even grandmother may !

1t Santa Claus never had been a2 doy,
How would he always know 50 well
What all the boys are loaging for
On Christmas Day—can grandmother
tell 7
Why does he take the shiny rings,
And baby-houses, and dolls with curls,
And dsinty locgets, ard necklaces,
Never to boys, but all to girls ?

Why does he take the skates and sleds,
The bats and balls, and arrows and

bows,
And trumpets, and drums, and guns—
hurrah !
To all the boys—does grandmother
know ?

But there is a thing that puzzies me—
When SBanta Claus was 8 boy at play,
And hnung a stocking on Christmas Eve,
Wh(;:’ could have filled it for Christmas

ay, ?

~-Whole Family.
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The Roturn of Santa Claus.
BY MARION L FIORRBRRING.

From north to south, from ecast to west,
Was heard tho ssund of woe,

Fo: al! the wise ones had decreed
That SBanta Claus must go.

*He's nothing but a myth,” thoy sald
** And well-taught girls and boyn

Have quite outgrown such fairy tales,
And lald asido their toys.”

Dear me, the clamour that arose!
From eyes black, blue, and gray
Reined down tho tears as when the clouds
Bedow the flowers of Xay.
“ Dear Santa, who for centurles
Had loved the children so !
Oh, myriad littlo rosy feet
Went scurrying to and fro!

Poor banished Santa sat alone
When Christmas Eve drew nigh ;
Tho wondering reindeer champ thelr bits,
The toys unheeded lio ;
When, lo! the door flew opon wide ;
In swarmed a motley crew,
Fair Southorn malds and winsome lads
With eyes of Northern Dblue ;

The sturdy peasant child, whose skoes
Kriss Kringle's gifts awalt,

The dainty princess of the realm
In glittering robes of state,—

They clasped the Saint with loving arms;
They drew him to the sleigh :

Small fingers swift packed jiagling toys :
The reindeer sped away,

Full many a shout of victory raised
This dimpled army, when

With toddling guard, the good old Salnt
Came to his own again,

So, hang your stockings, llitle ones,
On Christmas Eve, becauge

They never, never can destroy
Qur dear old Srata Claus.

A CHRISTMAS GIVING.
BY HAu OWEN,

“What do you suppose you'll get
Christmag 7

‘“Ob, lots of things; just Jet's think
wbat we would like to gat, and write
letters to Santa Claus.”

‘“ Al right, we can write them here on
the rug, and send them up the chimney.”

Little Howard ran tc get paper and
peacils, and he and Ruth were soon busy
*riting, stretched out in front of the
bright fire.

* Iioew many things have you written?”
asked Howard after & qulet time.

1 couldn’t say; twenty-five at least.”

“Qb, I 2an’t think of more than ten
new.”

*What are they 7"

“ A donkey, 2 monkey, some skatss, a
Ferris wheel, books, a new sled, a top, a
fire engine, a knife, & bushel of candy.”

* Oh, my, that's pretty good, and you
need them =&l), too.”

“YTell—yes—perhaps I dc; anyway I
want them. People really don’t need
anything they don't have, specially
Christmas presents.”

“Don’t they ? Why, yes, poor people
do, they need lots of things.”

Tt raust be pretty hard to really need
a Christmas present.”

‘ Yes, horrible, I am glad we do not.”

“ Let’s think of some more things we
waat.”

“Suppose we think of seme things
other people want.”

* That's too tiresome,” answered How-
ard. “I just want to think of myself.”

Mamma overheard this talk, and began
to think her lttle people neaeded some
help in making thelr Christmas plans.
So she sat down on the rug, too, and
said :

‘“Leot me play too; we will tell each
other some things. First, tell me what
{s Cbristmeas ?”

It 13 J<sus’ birthday.”

“Yes., Why do we celebrate birth-
days ?”

‘ Becauss we are giad we wers Lorn.
and we waiat to have a good time, and
make overybody else glad teo.”

“Just so, now Iisten: Jesus is the
Lord, the King of all the world, and he
came down ¢9 this world a beautiful little
baby. He came to a lovely mother in
a very poor horie. He grew up a poor
hoy, helping his father, cheering his
mother. As he grew older, he helped
and cheered and taught every one wh
came {o him. He gave his whole life
for the good of others. By his life and
bis é=ath he mnde tha whole world bet-
ter., Now, can we do enough for him ?
We ought to feel glad, anxiour to do all
wo possibly can of his work, (" at is, do-
ing good. You see why §t 18 we celebrate
hig birthday as the greatest day in all
the year, P ‘ause we are £0 happy and
thankful for his life. Because he ga.e
that iife for us, we want to-do and give
all ‘we can for the good and happiness of
others. Oh, it is a wonderful time, a

can to make everybody feol 80.”

When Mrs. Cary} stopped talking, How-
ard drew a long breath, saying: * That
all sounded so good, I forgot you were
preaching, What can we do besides
; hanging wup our stockings, having a
i Chrlstmas treo and Christmas dinner—
* oh, yes, and golng to church
R ";tht would you do all those things
or 1

‘“To bave a Merry Christmas.”

“To have a Mecry Christmas, or to
wake one 7"

* Why, both.”

* But, my desr little boy, would that
be doing anything for othera? Would
that be tho best way to celebrate the
birthday of ono who uever thought of
himself, who did everything for others 7

‘‘ Oh, I see, wo ought to make a Morry
Christmas for others, and let others
make a Motry Christmas for ug. Obh,
yes, I see.”

Mrs. Caryl could not help smiling that
the children could not give up the idea
of thelr own pleasure, but shc doter-
wined that they should flnd it in the
right way.” So she told them of an in-
teresting plan:

“1 know a little town away up north
in the woods wheare there aro no stores
except & grocory store and a m.-at mar-
ket, where the people & ve for tholr
business, fishing, wood catting, and a
lttle farming; they have very Iiittle
money, and they are never able to get
a1ything extra. There is a Sunday-
school in a small chapel where the ckil-
dren love to go, for they have a good,
kind teacker; they learn thelr l2ssons
well. I have heard them say their
catechism better than you can. They
learn to sing, and they have a few Sun-
day-achool papers. Now, when Christ-
mas comes, what can these children do ?
They really have nothing to do with, ex-
cept a tree; they can go out in the woods
and pick out a fine tree. Now don't
you think it would be good to send them
some things to put on the treo ?”

‘“ Yes, jolly; let’s do it.”

“But it you do it, it means a giving
up, a real giving up of something of
your own that you wiil feel, for you can-
not have as much yourselves, though I
am sure you will have more satisfactior.’

“ How shall we do it ?”

“Of course I want to help you all 1
can, but T want you to think it out and
plan it somewhat for yourselves. Make
belleve that you are the !little wood-
children, and think what you would like
tc have sent to you.”

“What a funny plan. We'll try it.””

So the children went to work in ear-
nest. A good-sized box, called the Christ-
mas box, was placed in the corner of the
nursery, and in it were put the thiogs
as fast a3 they were ready. In one
corner of it they placed = candy-box
with a hole in the top wheru they slipped
in al]l the money that came to them for
Christmas, and when the time came to
spend it they went with mamma as usual
to visit the Ckristmas stores. Instead
of spending it for expensive toys and at-
tractive trifles, they bought mneeded
things : caps, mittens, dresses, aprons,
groceries, and for the festivities: oranges,
nuts, figs, and some canned fruits.

Another day was spent in Santa Claus’
workshop. All the old toys and torn
books were brought ont, and with glue,
tacks, scissors, and paste, werc made
over as good as new. The scrap-books
were really very pretty, made of marilla
paper or silesia, with pictures cut,
trimmed and fitted from old books.

The greatest fua of all was packing the
box ; the children did all thoy could
about it, wrapping up the things and
arranging all mancer of surprises. They
were surprisegd themeslves to find the box
was pot big enouglh, so a barrdl was
brought up and lined with picture papers.
Papa contributed a pile ol clothes, and
grandma put in a big roll of flannels,
so the barrel was filled up “ plump " full.

What do you suppose was right in the
middle of it? A present from Mrs.
Hobson, a loyal English woman, to the
teacher, nothing less than a real English
plum pudding?! Wasn’t that a& pretty
good heart for a barret ?

When it was all pasked and headed
and marked, Peter took it to the station,
and away it went on s blessed mission.
But it found no happler chiidren than
these it left.

When Christmeas came, thougk it di¢
not bring as many toys or as fine gifis
as usval, it brought a deeper pleasure to
the little givers. And when they rea¢
the letter from the wood country telling
of the beautiful happiness that had come
to forty children by this real giving, this
giving up, they knew as they had never
known before, tho best meaning of
Christmas giving.

“Well,” said Howard, “this fs the
bettermost Christtuas I ever had, and |
am golng to make another one aext

_year.”

’ beautiful time, and we must do all wo |

TOM'8S PLOT.

BY ANNER Il \WOODRUPYP,

Tho teachors and officers of tho Sun-

day-school were met to dlacuss ways and

means for the annual Christmns enter-

tainment. ‘The usual preliminary talk

was over, when Miss Morton, one of the
toachers, sald @

“1 would 1ltka to have our school foi-

low the example set by many Sunday-

schools, In glving Instead of rccelving ,

presonts at Christmas time. It would
do tho children good, and mnko them
quito as happy i not happler. It would
bo a practical fllustration of the Laviour's
words, ‘It {8 more blessed to give than
to recelve’ Surely tho end and alm of
the funday-school i8 to learn to follow
his teaching. I happen to knnw that
the Orphan’s Home in D—— {18 sadly in
noed of nssistance these hard times. One
of the directors told me they wero 4is-
couraged, the funds wero so low. Let
each one of our puplis contribute somo-
thing, no matter how trifting in the case
of the poorer oues, and so have a sharo
in the joy of giving. These articies can
be hung on the tree, and tho children
have thelr en‘ertainment as usual.”

Sho paused, and there was a dead
sllence. Then one after another of the
teachers spoke agsinst the plan, saylng
it would be too great a “ disappointment
to the chitdren.”

Miss Norton said in reply that the end
and gim of the Sunday-schoo! should be
to make the children unselfich and
Christlike. However, sho was in theo
minority, and must submii, though he-
disappoirtment was evidont,

Tom Burton was waiting in the ad-
jolning room to lock the church. He
often assieted the sexton In his work.
he could not help overhearing the dla-
cussion, and as Miss Norton was his
teacher, he pricked up his ears to listen.
The talk set him to thinking. Tom was
fourteen years of age, and not par-
ticularly addicted to meditating. It was
too much trouble He was nolsy and
bolsterous at timi.. and a riogleader in
all sorts of mischlef. Indeced, Miss Nor-
ton often felt utterly discouraged rle-
cause her class of boys seemed so full
cf animal spirits, and gave no outward
evidence that the good seed she 30 faith-
fully sought to sow {n their young hearts
had ever sprouted. It would have given
her gweat surprise and joy if she had
known of the real affection they felt for
her, Tom in particular.

He walked home in a brown study.
Indeed, his unusual thoughtfulness was
remarked by the whole family. His
brother declared, “ Tom was {n the
dumps,” and his mother said, ceutiously,
‘1 hope you are not going o be iH,
dear; there are so0 many cases of La
Grippe,” at which Tom burst out laugh-
fng. Ho did not seem to suffer from
loss of appetite, so her fears subsided.

‘“8ay, sis, I want to talk to you,” sald ;
he to his sister, 2 year or two younger.

The two were closeted together for some
time, the result of which was a deep-laid
scheme to bde carrled out at Christmas
time. Tom took his classmates into his
coafidence, and Mary, his sister, did the
sawe, and a thorough canvass was made
of the pupils, about fifty Iin nrumber.
Each one was carefully and cautlously
gounded, and If his views on the subject
under cousideration were favourable, was
taker into the secret, it not, of course
he was left in “outer darkness”™ All
ware sworn to secrecy.

As the *ime approached. mysterious
signs, nods, winks, and giggles were con-
tinually passing between the youngsters,
and all were on tiptoe with expectation.

The preparations went on, the church
wag trimmed with evergreens  The tree
was at last arrayed in all its glory
festooned wih strings of popcorn and
gay with many celoured trimmings, with
oraeges and bags of candy. Last of all,
before the teachers went home to get
ready for the evening, the presents were
hung on the iree, with the scholar’s name
attached. There were books, dolls, o~d
toys of zll kinds, and many articles both
tseful and ornnmental.

Tom and a number of other boys had
been working like Trojans. Never had
they been 80 willlng, so helpful, so ready
to do anything and everything, so jol'v
pubbling over with Irrepressible bursts

of merriment, over nothing at all, ap- |

parently.

“ Who is going tn stay until it is time
to open,” asked the superintendent, 1
canpot.” And so sald all the teachers.

“Ob, I will,” sald Tom. "I came on
purpose; the sexten told me to.”

So w11l 1,” szid Arthur Pe, ton.

“ And 1, said Dick Thomson.

“ And I,” safd another boy,

“That will do,” sald Miss Norton,
smiling; “ we can safely leave it =il in
such good care.”

At seren the children were afl as-
sembled, and in a state ol suppressed
excitement. Qiggles and whigpers, and

Ssh, ssh, ssh, pansed throupa the
crowd, and thelr bright, happy taces wero
a vory plveasant sight.

“ What a mistako it would have been
not to have given them their pmsonts.
, They oxpect them. 1 nover saw thom

ro exclted beforv,” sald ono of tho teach-
; [11,:] tp Miss Norton, who mado ho rogly.
i« ‘"Yes, you aro right,” sald tho auper-

Intendent. “ It s the only way to hold

! the children.”
i There wer- reoltations and singlng by
~the achool, and such clappiug of hands
; and generous’ applause was very gratify-
fog to the porformecs, at least. ‘Tom
was grooled with rapturova cheers und
significant giggles. Ho stopped on his
way to the platform to scowl at some
small fry who seemed unablo to contro}
tbomsalves, and whispered, floreoly,
o {ou'd better look out or thoy'll small a
rat”

The end of the programmo was reached
at last, and the timo Yad come for the
distribution of the presonts. Tho pastor
made somo briof romarks. He sald e
was “ glad to ses auch happy facoes, but
hoped thoy would not forget the meaning
of Christmas. The birth of Jesus meant
poace and love and good will among mon,
and hopo for the poor, tho noedy, and
tho suffering. 1o hoped the nox: year
to inst{tute a new order of things, that
oi glving by tho scholars Instead of ro-
ceiving.” How the children clapped
and clapped and laughed! Tho good
man jooked bewlldered; ho did not under-
atand it at ail, Nolthor did the rest of
the grown-ups. They were not in the
Becret.

It was soon out. ‘The prescnts wero
taken from the tree, and fnstead of the
scholar's name zlono, this is the way the
label read :

FROM MARY CARTER
To a littlo girl in tho Orphan's Home.

FROM TOM BURTON
To a fellow ir thoe Home.

The excitement was fntenso and the
upplause tumultuous.

“How in the worlc did they manage
it 7 asked Miss Norton.

“It was Tom Burton's dolng,” an-
swered one of her boys. ‘ We changed
the labels when you nll left this aftor-
noon. Tom says we fellows gught to try
to please you.”

“ Not to please me,” said she, as 'Tom
drew near. “There {8 One whom we
should try to please, isn't there, boys

* Yes'm,” answered the boys, bashtully,
and I thlpk they had some dim notion of
pleasing him whea they triod to help
thelr teacher bring about a Christmas ro-
form in the school

P ap—

Christmas,
BY MARIAN DOUGLASH.

The inn was full at Bethlchem ;
A bisy crowd was there ;
And some were rich, and some were
wise,
And some were youung and falr;
But who or what they were, to-day
There is not one to caro ;
But in the cattle's manger,
Thera lay a baby strangers,
Soft nestled llke a suow-white dove,
among the scented hay ;
And, lo, through him was glven
Our song tc earth ang heaven,
The song two warlds together sing upan
a Christmas Day :
“Glory to God ! Good will to men ¢
O listen! Wake it once again!
‘Peace upon earth! Good will to
men !

They sing it, those who sang it fira,
The angels strong and high ;

They sing, in shining white, tho safnts,
Who died long years gono by ;

And all the fluttering cherudb throng,
The children of the sky ;

They sing. the pationt, waiting souls
Who still faith’'s comforts know ,

They sling, life's happy innoconts,
Thelr faces all aglow ;

One melody fills heaven above,
And floats from earth below,

The song of that swec: stranger,

i Who o the cattle's manger

i Lay, pincteen hundred years ago, amung

the scented hay .

All sin and wrong forgisen,
Earth se.ms close kin of heaven,

Aond gweet two worlds together sing upon

a Christmas Day !

A Lumipous Tree.—A most remarkable
luminous trec grows in Brazil It is
about six or seven feet {n height, and {3
so luminous that it can be plainly dis-
tinguished in the darkest night for a
distance of more than a mlic. walle in fts
immediate vicinity It omits suficicnt
light to enable a peorsca to read the
finest print.
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£ MERRY OHRISTMAS.

A Merry Ohristnas to every boy and
girl, ynuth and malien, man and woman,
who reads thiz pap:r. Better still, let
us say at once—to everyone who still ro-
tains in his natun the pure, trustful
spirit of childhood, 0 that he can join
in the sweet merrimeat of Christmastido
with a glad heart.

* Rejoice ' 1s the password to-day.
Lot the old car>s fall ¢ff for a while at
Icast; let a new hope and joy take thelr
place; let every noble ambition, overy
good resolution, every faintest desire to
lvo as God’s own child be fostered and
strongthened at this time of peace and
goodwill. ¥or on Christmas Day God's
children are vory like what Christ wants
tt2m to be all the year round, in their
Joyous gelf-forgotfulness, their eager pur-
guit of one another's happiness, thelr
cifldliike delight in tho observances of
the day, thsir reverence for what fis
purest and holiest {n fts associations,
their nearness to the Babe of Bothlehem.

A merry, merry Christmas to you, ona
and all !—Wellspring.

JESUS ON THE OROSS,

The heart-broken wordg, “ My God,
my God ! why hast thou forsaken me ?”
adopted by Jesus from the twenty-second
Psalm, I bhave often thought espectally
reveals to us something of the penalty
of sin, which he bore for us—in our
stead. Most Scotch boys learn from
tho Shorter Catechism this: * All men,
by their fall, lost communion with God.”
By sin we have * lost communion with
God.” e are now, in our fallen and
natural state, like the branches of the
apple-trees I see cast over the road-fence
by a farmer out of his orchard. when he
pruned it in the spring. I have seen
item with buds and small leaves, some-
times with opening blossoms; but they
are cut off from the tree and must die.

Now, was not this exactly the penalty
pronounced upon Adam ? He did not
die in the literal sense on the day he
ate tho fruit; he lived for nine hundred
years, Nor are we to think he died the
cternal geath: for wo believe be died in
faith. But the penalty came on the day
he sinned, for God would keep his word.
Then how ? Why, in this cutting off
from God. 4ind he could only live again
by being nev 1y grafted {n. Our Lord's
parable about ‘he vine and the branches,
or Paul’s aboat the ollve-tree, will ex-
plain it.

It was this very penalty—this cutting-
oft from God, as a branch from a tree—
that was pronounced in Ezekiel: * The
soul that sinneth, it shall dle ! For
the penalty of slp, the wages of sin, is
in all ages the same. And 1 apprehend
that It was this very penalty that our
Lord bore upon the tree. He, in taking
our place, pald our penalty, whatever
thut might be. And here we find him,
in dthls horror of darkness, cut off from
God.

“Yea, once Immanuel’s orphaned cry
The universe hath shaken ;
It want up single, echoless ;
‘My God! I am forsaken !”

And thoe following circumstances
brougkt vory vividly to my mind the
peculiar form and language of our Lord's
cry on the cross. A ministerial brother
once told meo of his sldest son, who had
died somowhero in the Uaited States.
His ompioyer had written the father a
lettor, detalilng the circumstances of his
son’s sickness and death, and amoug
other thiugs s2id : “During the Jast
twonty-four hours of his lifo he wandered

much {n his mind, and spoke to himasolf
all the time in some language wo could
pot understand,” " Oh 1 snld to wv
old frierd, knowing that he was from
the Highlands, * that would be Gaellc.”
I **Yes, I suppose s80,” replied he, * hut he
, hever heard Gaelle in his father's house.

1 ! My wife and I, when we were married—

wo could speak both languages—agreocd
| that we would keep house in English and
use that language In our bome; and our
children never heard us spoak anything
but English. No doubt ho heard the
QGaellc on thoe school! play-ground and
amorg hls little playmates from hls
earlior infancy; but it could hardly be
called his natlve language.” Yet here
{t was; the poor fellow, dying amoung
strangers, wandered back in the mists
of dcath to the heather and tho Highland
hilla; acd ho was once more in {magina-
tion a little barefnoted Highland boy,
with tartan trows, and the honest Gaellc
tongue. And is it too far-fetched to be-
ltove the same of Christ ? that ho too
wandered back to the vernacular he had
learned and Msped in his highland home
—for Nazaroth was up among the hills,
twolvo hundred feet high—and now the
language of his childhood was the lan-
guage of his dying thoughts. No doubt
he had taught much in Greek,—for Greek
was the language of public life, just as
the Ezglish is now among the Gaelle
Highlands,—but the sanctities of 1fe
and death, and mother and {nfancy and
home, all ezpressed themselves to his
mind in the home-like Aramaic.

Let us comfort ourselves with the
thought that whatever our penalty for
sin was, Jesus bore it for us; and with
the further thought that his enemios 2an
no more reach him now. For he, “ after
he had offerod one sacrifice for sins for-
ever, sat down on the right band of God.”

LESSON NOTES.

LESSON 1.—JANUARY 2.
JESUS AND JOHN.
Matt. 3. 7-17. Memory verses, 13-17.
GOLDEN TEXT.

This i3 my beloved Son, in whom I am
well pleased.—Matt. 3. i7.

OUTLINE.

1. John, v. 7-J2.

2. Jesus, v. 13-17.
Time.—About Jauuary, A.D. 27.
flace.—Either Bethabara on the Jor-

dan, or springs near to Salim, {n the very
heart of Samaria.

Rulers.—Pontius  Pilate, procurator
(governor) of Judea, Jjust appointed;
Herod Antipas, tetrarch of Galllee and
Perea; Herod Philip (not, however, the
Herod Philip whose wife Herod Antipas
had taken), tetrarch of Bashan.

HOME READINGS.

M. Jesus and John.—Matt. 3. 1-9.

Tu. Jesus and John—Matt. 3. 10-17.

W. Prepare the way.—Isa. 40. 1-8,

Th. A volce from heaven.—Luke 9. 28-36.
F. John's witness.—John 1. 15-28.

S. Behold the Lamb —John 1. 29-37,

Su. Sent before.—John 3. 23-36.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. John, v. 7-12.

What unexpected visitors did John see?

What pungent question did he ask
them ?

What demand did he make on them ?

How did he rebuke their pride of an-
cestry ?

What prophecy of judgment did he
utter ?

What two baptisms did he contrast ?

What separation would bhis successor
surely make ?

What prophet oredicted the ministry ot
Jobn ? Mal. 4. b, 6.

What did Jesus say gbout John ?
Luke 7. 28.
2. Jesus, v. 13-17.

WWhat unexpected applicant for bap-
tism came to John ?

What journey had Jesus taken 7

What shows John’s surprise ?

How did Jesus remove John's scruples?

As Jesus came up from his baptism
what opencd to him ?

What wonderful visfon had Johr ?

Wbat did he subsequently say of this
vision ? John 1. 83. 24.

Whence dfd John hear a volce ?

What did it say to him ?

From whom dfd {he voice proceed ?

On what other occasion was similar
testimony heard ¢ Luke 9. 85.

TRUTHS TO LEARN.

Where {n this lesson are we shown—
1. An example of humility ?

2. Au example of ovbedlence to law ?
3. That Jesus is tha Son of God ¢

WINDOWS UNDER
WATER.

The principle of the wator
telescopo, so leng used by
fishermen to detect tho pro-
soanco of flsh far below the
surface of the water, has
bLeon successfully applled
to the construcdon of a
pleasura boat.

An elghteon-foot naphtha
launch with a glags bottom
has been constructed by a
Neowfoundiand gonfus, and
the experiment has proved
a success to the extent that
occupants of the boat can,
while crulsing about, sece
distinctly objects many feet
below the surface of the sea.
The greater part of tho cighteen feot of
the boat on the bottom is taken up with
the glass. Jt Is arranged In threo
divisions, fitted close with strips of heavy
leather at tho edges to prevent leaking.
The glass is an inch thick.

Rangod along the leagth of tho boat,
80 as to inclose tho glass on every side,
there aro fixed chairs arranged in posi-
tion so that a sitter may look downward
without the slightest effort.

THE TRAP IN THE CELLAR.
BY CLARISSA POTTER.

In the west wall of our cellar is a
long, narrow window, its lower sill on a
level with the greensward of the gard
into which it opens.

Opposite tne window, in the cellar, are
twe swing shelves hanging one above
the other and nearly two feet apart.

One day, when I was laying the supper
table, I had necd to go into the cellar.

The sun was low in the west and faced
the cellar window. Bright sunset rays
were streaming through the window,
flooding that end of the cellar with
golden light,

Beyond, in the corners, the stone walled
room was nearly dark.

In the tull flood of light—and only
there—strung from shelf to shelf, were
hundreds of gossamer threads running
straight up and down.

It was a spider's web that she had
spun to catch the long-winged files that
swarm from the cellar's damp, dusky
corners each sunszet that sent a golden
shaft of light through the window.

The gossamer threads hung thick with
struggling victims,

Lurking in a dusky, mildewed crevice
overhead, I caught sight of the spider
sharply watching her net, ready to pounce
on her victims when the sunset ligh’
should fade in the window and the cel. .
again be in darkness.

With a brisk sweep of a broom 1 sawept
down tne cunning trap of glistening
threads, wishing, oh. so earnestly, as
easfly mignt be destroyed the gilded,
glistening snares, saloons, dance halls,
gin shops, and all like traps that Satan's
helpers cunaingly lay in delusive golden
lights to srare our boys and girls,

When Cyrus Hamlin was ten or eleven
years old, his mother gave him seven
cents when going to celebrate muster-
day. The money was for gingerbread,
buns, etc. * Perhaps, Cyrus,” said she,
“you will put a cent or two into the
missionary contribution-box at Mrs.
Farrar's.”  As he trudged along he be-
gan to ask, “ Shall T put in one cent or
two? I wish she had not said one or
two.” He decided on two. Then con-
science said, “ What, flve cents for your
stomach and two for the heathen! Five
for gingerbread and two for souls!” So
he said four for gingerbread and three
for souls. But presently he felt it must
be threo for gingerbread and four for
souls. When he came to the box he
dumped in the whole seven, to have no
more bother about it. ‘When he went
home, hungry as a bear, ho explained to
his mother his unreasonable hunger; and,
smillng through tears, she gave him a
royal bowl of bread and milk. And he
pothetically asks : *“ What waa the mean-
Ing of mother’s tears ?”

Flour thrown upoa burning parafiin
will instantly extinguish it.

One hundred and twenty firemen are
required to feed the furnaces of a first-
class Atlantic steamer.

There is & houss in Parls occupieu by
over fifty tenants who for twenty years
have river paid any rent, the lavdlord
belng unknown.

It i3 clalmed that during the iast
twenty-five years but one person for
every 3,500,000 carried dy the rallroads
of Denmark has been killed,

Thoe Chris$-Ohild.

Once a baby in a manger,
Willingly from heaven exiled,
Came—a missionary stranger,
Clad in flesh like ary child ;
Came to rhow how love is able,
With no frescoed walls or dome,
To transform a lowly stable
To & noble Clhristian home.

He, the King of iigbt and glory,
Left his Father’s throne above,
To fulfil the wondrous story
Propaesied of Jesus’ love.
Thus, to be a Medlator,
Whereby man is recobciled
To the will of his Creator,
Came this missionary child.

Lived and ¢~'led, was scourged and
smitten,
On the cross was sacrificed,
Thus fulfilling was what written,
By the prophets of the Christ.
Tenderer heart than that of woman,
Folds within this sacred bud ;
Uutward form so very huinan,
Inward life the lifc of God!

Making childhood fair and holy,
Its environments though rude,

* Prince of Peace” was ciadled lowly
Stars sang his beatitude.

Though the taint of sin it may be
All humanity’s defiled,

Christ's atonement saves each baby,
Ransoms every little child.

And we look on baby faces
With a surt of holy awe,
Christ has given them his graces,
Aud redeemed them from the law.
Howe'er hopeful death-beds may be,
Still corrosive doubte will chafe ;
But when dies the precious baby
We are sure that he is safe.

Little soldier, just entisted,
Practiced briefly at his drill,
Ne'er denfed his Lord; resistedl
Never once his captain’s will
‘When your heart is sadly aching,
Ley this thought your corafort be:
Safe with him who said, when taking
** Suffer such to como to me.”

Living children yet may sting you,
Walk the paths by sinpers trod ;

Peace this little ono shall bring you,
Safely housed at home with God.

Funds may fail on which you reckon ;
Living friends may faithless prove ;

Let the baby hands which beckon,
Bind you to a Saviour’s love.

“NOT A GIRLS SCHOOL.”

In these days of public water-works,
when city boys hardly know what a
pump looks like, it fs hard to belisve
what difficulty our grandfathers had to
get their wash water. Miss Agnes
Repplier, writing of English schoolboys
early in the century, gives an amusing
picture of their winter discomforts:

‘“Only sixty years have passed since
the boys of Eton ventured to beg that
pipes might be laid in some of thas school
buiidings so that they need not fetch
water from the pumps in the freeczing
winter weather, and the petition was
promptly rejected, with ¢he scornfu? coin-
ment that ‘they would be wanting gas
and Turkey carpets pext!? At Win-
chester, another big English school, all
the lads haG to wash in an opan yard
called ‘Moab,” where half a dozen tubs
were ranged around the wall, and.it was
the duty of ono of the juriors to go from
tuh to tub on frosty moraings aad thaw
the ice with a candle. Comfort was
deemed a bad thing for boys, lest ‘bey
should grow up dainty and unmanly.
*Cold ?” sald Dr. Xeate, a fazous heasl
mester of Eton, to a poor little bit of
humanity whom he mst shivering and
shaking in the hall. ‘Don’t talk to. me
‘of being cold! You must learn to bear
it, sir{ You are not at a.girls’ school?’ **




