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If I Were £ants Olaus.
BY FRANCES BENNETT CALLAWAY,
I woul@n't leave all the goodies and

plums
In the great blg hounse on the hill.
The selfish boy there has more than
enough,
And does nothing but stuft
Hvery day in the year,

1 would save somse of
the sweetmests
and 4rums

For the poor little
cottage down there
by the mill,

A sack of bright gold
1 would drop =at
the door,

And diamonds like
walnuts roll aver
the floor,

And aven up things
that are queer

iIf you were Santa

Claus - Ho! Ho!
Ho!
Now [ happen to
know

The boy who lives in
the house on the
hin,

Poor fellow, is miser-
ably lonely and fil.

Every day in the
year,

But ‘the youngsters
at play in the cot
by the mill,

Why, the urchins
rushed out in the
wind and the
sN0W,

And captured the
richest I have to
bestow,

Health, hearty good
spirits, love—
whisper it low—

These are gifts for
a4 prince to hold
dear,

HER OHRISTMAS
GIET.

BY SARAR O. S8ADTLER.

“Joy to the world!
the YLord has
come {”

Over and over again
the words of the old
hymn rang in Mabel
Hllett’s heart, and on
her lips tvo, as her
skilful bands busled
themselves with the

Christmas prepara-

tiona,

“Joy to the world!
the Jord has
come !

Let earth recelve
her King;

Let ev'ry heart pre-
pare him room—"

She. stopped with o
sudden thought. Had
her heart been 8o
full sometimes with
thoughts “of friends
and loved ones that
she. had neglected to
prepare for the King
himself?  Christmas
came on Sunday this year, so thers were
really two Christmases to prepare: for,
the Sunday Christmas, as well as the
Monday holidsy. Perhaps this was the
reason why her heart was so full of real
Christmas joy. She remembered a
Christmas back in her childhood when
it had been hard to wait untli the dMon-
day for the Ciaristmas fun, Had sbe
bedn repeating tha same childish thought-
lessness eveér since ? Had the making

ot giftts, the gresting of frlends, the
dymns, the evergreens, even ths Christ~
Toss cakes and pies, been more to her
at this holy season than the coming of
the Jord * Henoefurth her heart slionld

Y

© prepare him rvom.” She would always
love a Sunday Christmas after this.

“Joy to thas world ! the Lord has come "
As ghe sang, her thoughts reached out.

It was & hymn they sang at missionary
meetings, as woll as at Christmas. The
joyftul strain suggested, by contrast, an-
other hymu she had hoard at migslonary
meotings : “ Oer those gloomy hills of
darkness,” and the vision rose before her

thought came to Mabel, a thought which
made her hoart stand still., Like the
shepherds, she was “sore afrald.” Was
God spesking to her? Did he want to
send her, as ho sent Paul, * far hence” ?

Bohold 1 bring you good iidings of
great joy, which shall be to all people.”
She had heard the words so many times.
Why had she never thought before of the
ned of heralds ? Truly, thc message of
Joy neecded telling many times hefore it

A WINTER SCENE.

mind of the sin and ignotance and
wretchedness of the world which npeeds
the Saviour. Pcor dark world! But
the Suz of Rightoousner was rising
with healing in his wing., and her volice
rang ont clear and strong:

“Joy to tho earth ! the Saviour reigns,
Let men their songs employ.”

Some day the whole world should sing
the song that vas upon hor Jigs. The
blessing was full epough to flow as * far
as the curse is found.” The time would
come when &1l creation should “ repeat
the sounding joy.”

With the Christmas Sunday 8 new

e e o e e e wma W - WEE e =

should reach “all people” Did God

want her to be one of bls * herald
angels” ? It meant bardship, tial,
sacrifice, sho well knew. Hers had been

such a happy, happy life! But was not
that all the more reason why sho ahould
publish the tidings of joy ? It is Joy
the sad world needs. Her cyes fell upon
the crimson of the holly berries she wore.
Yes, the story of the cross was all bound
up in the angel's song. " Glory to God
in the highest, and on earth pcace, good
will toward men." “ Who for the JO)
that was sot befcre him enduréd the
cross, despising the shame, and is set
down at the right hand of the throxe ot

. Ak T a3

Ged** Sho tegan to understand unow
the text fn her iittle dally dook. It
soemed such a strange text for Christ-
mas Day that shs could get liitie out of
it when rhe had read it iu the morning
*Yea, and it I be offered upon the sacri-
flco and gervize of your falth, 1 joy and
rolofce with you all.” It wzs a Christ-
mns toxt after all Tt meant a Christ
mas gitt, an offering  Surely the Christ-
mas giving meant, in eoms mezsure
sacrifice and service,
and then mutual re-
jolcing. Hrw much
more the rejolcing
when it was the sacrl-
fice and servics of
faith! As her oyes
rested upon the alar
which was part of
the Christmas do-
coration of tho littic
church and a text
ebich bher own hands
had heiped to put in
shining evergraen
*“ The word was madr
flesh, and dwelt amung
us.” sho remem
bered the context to
whirh sbe had turned
tn her effort to find
a Christmas meaning
i her un-Christmas
Hioe text: Yo shinc
as lights 1n the world
hoiding forth the
world of lfe.” To
show Jesus, to follow
his guldance, surely
the joy must out
weigh  the sacrifieos
while still his volcs
spake “lo, 1 am
with you alway. even
to thy end of the
world” Small won-
der if Mabel heanrd
Nttie of the sermon
that Jday. her thoughts
were so busy, but the
Lord had spoken his
“ Fear pot*™ to her
soul. She was bis
own. and bhe shou!d
have the glad obedi
ence of her if.
If Gua bad 1ndeed
spoken  to  bher Af
the thuught that had
come tnto her beart
that Cbhristmas Day
was God's plan for
. her littde 1ife, she
would hear bhis volce
agaln The same hand
that Jlad the Wise
Men from the East
by the  wondrous
star, would lead her
too, and when she
saw It, she would.
ke them, rejoice with
cxceeding great joy.

At bedtime she told
her mother all about
it, and togother the)
talked of the new joy
and purposs which
kad come to her that
Christmas Day.

“We will all have
8 share In tho °sacr
fice and seirvice’ of
this Christmas offer-
ing, sald her mother
tonderly.

*And in tho rojoic-
ing, t00,” s2fd IMabel.

“ Yes,' gald ber mother, “ for we ‘en
ter into the joy of the Lord by entering
into the sources of that joy, and if f--
138, ag for him, it {8 tho way of the crose
we may rejolce *hat wo are made par
takers with him, that when his glory
shall be rovealed, wo may bo glad also
with exceeding joy.”

Mabel had picked up a little book frem
her table *“See my gond tight tex'
sho sald, and she read aloud, “Bor yc
ghall go out with joy, and be led forth
with peaco, the mouniains and the litile
hills shall break fortl before you :Iato
singing, and all tho treo of lac fleld shall
clap their hands.”
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PLEASANT HOURS ’

Christmas Carol
As Joseph was a-walking,
e beard an angel slog,
1018 night shail bo the birthnight
Of Christ our heavenly King.

* His birth-bed shall bo neither
In housen bor In hall,

Nor In the place of paradise,
Bet in the oxen's stall

Ho nojther shall be rocked
In silver nor in gold,

But in the wooden manger
That lieth In the mould

“ Ho nelther shall be washen
With white wine nor with red,

But with falr spring water
That on you shall be shed

“ Ho netther shall be clothed
In purple nor in pail,

But o the falr white ilnen
That usen badles all*

As Joseph was a-walking,
Thus ¢id tha angel sing.
And Mary's son at midnight
Was born to be our King

Then be you glad, good people,
At this timo of the year,
And light you up your candles,
For his star it shinoth clear.
—0l¢ English.
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W, H. Withirow, D.D., Editor.

TORONTO, DECEMBER 15, 1900

A CORRECTION.

We have pleasure in printing o kind
and thoughtful letter whick we have
Just recelved concerning an article In
Pleasant Hours, in which a sentence oc-
curs which gives a sort of tacit approval
ot danclng. The writer very admiradbly
cxpresses our own views on this sub-
ject. In editing ten distinct periodicals,

1 super-

HOW DUGIA CARRIED THE NEWS.
BY ADA MELVILLE SHAW.

Dugia was the honeatest, earnestest nt-
e girl 1o ail the world  Anyway, somé
people thought 8e, and Dugia thought
they were the best people In ail the
wortd  Bo, looking at it from all sides,
wo must admit that our herolno was o
girt very much to bo beloved and ad-
mired

There wero revival gervices betng held
in Afton Chureh, sorvices where people
big and peoplo 1ittle, people old and peo-
ple young, poor and rich people, were In-
troduced to Jesus Christ, and accepted
him to be thelr friend and Saviour The
proacher was a dear old salnt who had
himselt followed tho man of Galileo for
threo times ten years. o held Dugia
in his arms when sho was a tlny baby,
and given her to Christ In baptism She
had a Christian father and a Christian
mother who had taught her to pray when
sho was just able to lisp tho dear Lord's
name. it was no wonder, then, that in
all the children’s meetings and many of
the other services of tho rovival Dugla
was present, a happy, roverent little
Iistencr.

Ono afternoon the pastor was address-
ing the Christlans, especlally thoso who
nhad enrolled themselves as willlng to do
actlve work during the rovival scason,
to Interest strangers and get them to
hear the Gospel message. Dugla was
thero. More than once Bro. Harrington,
the preacher, looked down into her aweet
face and was helped in his sermon  His
text was a very old one: “Go ye into
ail the world and preach the Gospel to
every creature.” Dugld understood every
word her dear, white-halred friend was
saying. But one little pleco of his ser-
mon she took all to herself, for had he
uot smiled down Into her own blue eyes
when ho spoke 7

“ Do pot think,” he sald, “that Jesus
was talking only to those men who were
beside him that day ~ Why, he meant
you, too, dear littlo one of hle great
tamily. Perhaps you cannot go far
Perhaps you cannot preach a big sermon.
But, oh, if you love him, go—and preach !
Go & little way. Preach a littlo ser-
mon, It you know some one in the next
town who does not love Jesus, go there.
it you know some one in the noxt house,
go there. Al you have to do is to do
what you can. [Even this dear child,”
smiling again into Dugia’s upturned face,
*oven this dear littlo child can go and
preach for Jesus, Shke knows him. She
Ioves him. She can tell that to some
one elso, That 15 what he meant "

Dugla nodded her curly head. A happy
thought had just popped into it. Bro.
Harrington smiled and nodded back, it
was quite like an agreement between
them. HIs sermons were never so big
nor 50 deep that the children could not
tind his heart while he was preaching.

All this was not happening In a large
city, but in a small towa  Dugla was
something between a country lass and a
town-bred girl. She lived on a farm
every summer and in town every winter
She owned her own pony, and was 80
brave, 8o careful, and so wiso that her
varents trusted her on many long rides
alone. Just four miles “up the railroad”
—or three miles across the pralrie—was
another town, No revival seryices were
being held there, Indeed, the place had
“a hard name,” people sald. Dugla bad
often heard her pastor praying in public
for the godless people of Durham. It
was greatly hoped that the work begun
in Stillwater would spread to Durham,
but up to the day when Bro. Harrington

hed the sermon that so interested

we to give our

vision of every word that appears, but in
this case this sentence escaped notice,
tho rest of the article being unexception-
able,  We congratulate oursclves that
not_five times In twenty-five years has
any oxception been taken to anything
which has appeared In these papers. We
are =nxtous that absolutely nothing shall
so appear. The following is our cor-
respondent’s thoughtful letter:

“On reading tho article called ‘The
Girl and Herselt,' in Pleasant Hours of
October 27th date, I noticed a certain
passage, the teachipg of which I am sure
you would not approve, Tho article it~
selt Is a very a2 one, and gives very
seasible advice, and it is a pity the pas-
sage to which reference has been made
had not been kept out, because we as
Methodists are not supposed to favour the
learnlng of dancing. Personally, { am
1n favour of giving the young pcople of
our homes all the legitimato enjoyment
possible, but there are some things which
do nout tend to strengthen and bulld up
the best part of our characters. Amid
such mountains of work it {s a very casy
thing for a passage of this Kind to slip
your notice, still it seems a wise thing
to draw your attention to it 1 romain,
thanking you for the pieaguro you give
us, and the profit also.

Dugla, there Lad been no sign of Durham
people caring more to hear the Gospel
than they dad before.

“ Mother,” said Dugla, the morning
after tho sermon, “may I go to Dur-
ham

“Why, dear child! Who do you want
to see In Durham thls cold day 1*

The Mttle girl had often gone to the
town with her father, the shaggy pony
keeping paco with Brown Bess, Three
times she bad gone alone on special
crrands, but it was a fong, cold ride for
a little girl on a winter day. Au her
mother waited for her answer a lovely
blush overspread her face. “T want
to go and sce the apple-woman. Please,
may 17 TlI be very carcful.’”

“You may gv, darling, it mather thinks
gest." She must kmow your errand

rst.

touched by the sermonm, and how she

So Dugla told how her heart had been.

went to Durham, she had had ten cents
10 spend at the applo-woman's.

“Yes, my little preacher,” said her
mother, kissing her fondly, “You may
go and carry the news. Mother will

pray for you Just tell Jennle Jenkins
your message, ond then come straight
Lome.”

Well bundled up agalnst Jack Frost,
Dugla set out. Sam, her pony, bad never
made such time before, and when his lit-
tle lady ted at tho appl '8
shanty, they wero both in good spirits.
Sam was frisky, and Dugla was lovely
with her rosy cﬁeeks. shining oyes, and
happy smile.

* Come 1n, 1ittle queen, come In 1 sald
Jennle, walking out from her counter,
and laying down her ugly pipe. She
always lald it down when the tlle
queen * called. “ You mever forget old
Jennle, do you ? And tk» julcest, sweet-
est snow-apples I have for you this

"

“1 didn't como for apples to-day,” said
Dugla, 8' Xing her curls. “I camo to
see you! Oh, Jennte, won't you please
love Jesus ?°

The apple-woman had picked up her
pipe to put it in a safe corner, and it
fell from her hand and was broken to
pleces on the floor.

“IWhat was that you were saylng, little
queen 7

“1 wact you to love Jesus.”  The
child spoke as simply as she would have
sald, “1 want a nice snow-apple.”

Tho apple-woman knew what Dugia
meant. Her heart stirred within her at
the oid memories no one dreamed Jennle
Jenkins had. Her volce trembled
*Come here by the stove. There, sit
down. Now, littls queen, tell me what
brought you here.”

The littlo queen told her all about it
How she loved Jesus, how she loved his
word and his work, what a dear friend
ho was, how he helped people to be good.
how ho wanted those who belonged to
him to tell others, and how In all that
town of Durham Jennle was the only
one Dugla knew, so she had to come to
ask Jennle to give herself to Jesus Christ.

“I will pray, it you like,” said Dugla,
patting the old woman's wrinkled hand,
*1 can’t pray ltke dear Mr. Harrington,
but I can pray my way !

“The Lord have mercy on e ! whis-
pered the apple-woman, slipping to her
knees, and Dugla prayed . " Oh, dear
Jesus, bless Jennle, She does want to
know you. Please bless her and bring
her to church to hear about you. Ament”

“YWil you come to church, Jennle ?”
asked the llttle queen, as she fed the
finest snow-apple in stock to Sam,
munching the next best herself.

* Darling, I'll be there it I have to foot
the three miles thero and back !

Sure enough, the very next time Bro.
Harrington 1ooked down into the front
pew, thero was Dugla, and there was the
apple-woman. That day Jennie Jenkins
gave herselt to Jesus. The next day
she brought her son to church, He
brought lis wife, Son and wife wero
brought to Christ, and then there were
three people in Durham who knew the
Lord, The good news spread, and
Dugla lived to sco a church built in that
wicked town where sho went to carry
the good news.—Junfor Era.

HOW THE QUEEN SPENDS
CHRISTMAS.
BY THE MARQUIS OF JOENE,

The love that goes out to our Queen
gees her at Christmas time either in the
fortress-palace, which the British people
have kept for thelr monarchs since the
days of the Norman Cocquest, namely
‘Windsor, or residing in the seaside house
of Osborne, which she and her husband
built and filled with beautiful things.

Christmas was always with her a do-
mestic more than a state affalr.  So it
has continued to be _Of course there
are at Windsor and in London the great
ceremonial alms or present-givings,
which are matters of state; but with
these we need not concern ourselves.
Her husband was a German prince, and
it is to his example that England owes
her custom of having @ Christmas tree,
1t up first, nct on Christmas Day iiself,
but on Christmas Eve.

Sometimes it was on Christmas Eve,
sometimes on _the day ftself, that all the
aged and infirm were assembled, that
presents might be made to them by the
Queer herself. Then there were =1l the
servants to consider in the same way;
about three hundred of them,

longed to carry @ for Jesus.
Had not her friend sald - *'If you know
2omo one in the next town who does not
know Joqus, go thero” ?  The apple-wo-
man, Jenuie Jenkins, was one of Dugia's
admirers—a wrinkled old woman who
smoked a dirty pipe and sold the red
dest apples and the loyeliest gumdrops

in the two towns. YWhenever Dugia

and cach retired from the Qucen's pres-
cnce gratetu] for some careful thought
ag expressed by a suitable gitt. Then
I another apartment, where a lighted
tree was placed, were the moere costly
things, given as souverirs to tho noble-
men, 1adies and genticmen of the court.
So that all were thought of before the

Queen allowed herself *~ devolo time to
tho family affections, about which most
peoplo think first and foremost, and too
often only, at such times,

But at &ix o'clock in tho ovening camne
the hour when tho family and immediate
guests staying in the castlo were to bave
their turn, A large room was rescrved
for them, and they all entered it, follow-
ing her Majesty., Thero they saw a row
of separate tables, each covered with a
white cloth, stretching to right and left
of tho lighted trece, which was full of
what used In thoso days to ba called
* French and German bonbons;” but the
bonbons or sweotmeats wero inside the
gally decorated boxes and figures and
pretty things which hung from the
boughs, It was to the tables that at-
tontion was turned; for each member of
the family or guest had a separats lttle
table, and on theso woro laid out the
remembrances sent from far and near.

The Qucen’s table was Inspected first.
and each of her guests and family polnted
out to her that which was hia or her gift,
as many things were sent by persons who
were absent in other parts of England.
or by friends and kinsfolk abroad. The
number of gitts for tho Queen and Prince
was always great and thoy took the
keenest pleasure in viewing and examin-
ing them,

Then the Queen would mako the round
of tho other tables, on which the articles
1aid out had Inscrihed on cards on eacn
the name of the reciplent and the donor,
and the thanks offered the Queen for her
contributions gave her as much pleasure -
as the offerings made to herself Lad
glven.

Music would follow the dinner, where
a wonderful “ baron of beat” was placed
on the sido table. ,There was always a
boar’s head, sent from Germany by the
Duke of Coburg or some other relative
Then there was n mighty ple, whose in-
terlor held I do not know how many
cooked woodcocks from Ireland.

On Christmas Day itselt there was the
beautiful service, with the chorlsters of
St. George's Chapel to sing the lovely
English carols, and agaln the visiting of
people who deserved notice among the
poor or institutions where a royal visit
would gladden the inmates, and the
lighted tres and o fresh inspection ot
the gifts n the evenlng. Following this
there was often music—Mendelssohn
came with his cholr once to give his
“Athelle”—and so the stately chee
went on, work and hospitality and pud-
li¢ duty mingling with the family hap-
piness and thankfulness.

And as it was in early daye so it Is
now, but, alas ! with how many charges
of tho persons who meet! Old faces are
no moro seen, but there is an abundance
ot young voices whoss merriment cannot
be marred by any such thought As
with all parents and grandparents It ie
in them that the Queen takes d.""~ht
She loves to give pleasure to 21l her peo-
ple, although her own sharo {n joy may
be small, and she watches with sympathj
the enjoyment of others.

Ohristmas.
BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.

By a beautitul road our Christmas comes,
A road full twelve months long,

And every mile Is as warm as & smlle,
4ind every hour {3 a song,

Flower and flake and cloud and sun,
And the winds that riot and sigh,

Have thelr work to do ere the dreams

como true,
And Christmas glowe in the sky.

‘Tis @ beautiful time when Christmas

comes,
Al up the street and down,
For hearts alike mako faces bright, .
When Christmas comes to tiwn.
Nelghbour and frierd in gladness meet,
And all are nelghbours dear,
When the Christmas peace blds evii

cease,
In the holiest day of the year.

The falr white fields in silence le,
Invisible angels go
Over the floor that sparkles hoar
‘With the glitter of frost and snow.
And they scatter the infinite balm of
heaven
‘Wherever on carth ther stay,
And heaver’s own store of bliss they

pour
On the earth cach Christmas Day.

'Tis a beautiful task our Christmas
brings,

For old and young to share,

With jinglo of bells, and silvery swells
Of music in tho alr, .

To make the sad world murry awhile,
And to frighten sin away,

And to bless us all, whatever befall,

Is the'task of Christmas Day. -
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Jos' ‘Fors Chriztmas,
BY TUGENR FIELD,
Father cﬂ.llls mo William, sister calls me

Mother caih mo Willle—but the feilers
call me Bill!
Mighty glad I ain't a girl—ruther be a

boy,

Without thom sashes, curls an thiugs
that's worn by Fauntleroy;

Joove to chawnk green apples an’® go
swimmin’ in tho lake—

Hate fo take the caster-ilo they give It
belly-ache |

Most all the time the hull year roun’
there ain't no flles on me,

But jus® 'fore Christmsas I'm as geod as
kin be!

Got a yaller dog named Sport—sick ’im
on the cat;

Fust thing she knows she doesn’t know
whero she is at!

Got a clipper-sled, an’ when us boys go
out to slide,

'Loug comes the grocery cart, an’ we all
hook a ride!

But, sometimes, when the grocery man
is worzited and cross,

He reaches at me with his whip, and
larrups up his hoss;

An’ then I laff and holler: “ Qh, you
never teched me!”

But jes’ 'fore Christmas I'm as good as 1
kin be!

Gram’'ma says she hopes when I git to
bs a manp, :

I'll be & missjonerer like her oldes’
brother Dan,

As wuz et up by the cannib’ls that lives
in Ceylon's isle,

Where every prospeck pleases an’ only
man i3 vilo !

But gram’'ma she had never been to see a
Wild West show,

Or read the life of Dauniel Boone, or else
1 guess she’d know

That -Buflalo Bill an’ cowboys is good
enough f'r me—

Excep’ jes' 'fore Christmas, when I'm
good ags I kin be !

Then ol' Sport he hangs around, so
sollum-like an’ still—

His eyes they scem a-sayin’: * What's
er matter, little Bill ?”

‘T'he cat she sneaks down off her perch,
a-wonderin’ wbat’s become

Uv them t¢wo enemies uv hern that used
ter make things hum'!

But I am so perlite and stick so earnest-
1ike to blz,

That mother says to father: “ How im-
proved our Willlo is 1»

But father havin® been a boy hisself,
suspicions me,

When, jes’ 'fore Christmas, I'm as good
a8 I kin be! ¢

For Christmas, with its lots an® lots uv
candies, cakes an’ toys,

Wuz made, they say, f'r proper kids, and
not for naughty boys!

So wash yer face, and bresh yer hair, an’
mind yer p's and q’s,

An' don't bust out yer pantaloons, an’
don't wear out yer shoes;

Say yessum to the ladles, and yessir to
the men,

An' when they’s company don't pass yer
plate f'r ple again;

But, thinkin' uv the things you'd like to
see upon that tree,

Jes’ ’fore Christmas be as good as you
kin be!

—From “Fleld Flowers.”

A OHRISTMAS GONSOIENOR.
BY J. L. HARBOUR

All the neighbours thought it strange
when Bertram Dodge, after the death of
his widowed mother, announced his in-
tention to remzin at the old home place
with his little sister Helen, who was but
five years old.

“We shall manage very well together
here,” Bert had said concerning the offer
ot some distant relatives to adopt Helea.

“It was mother’s wish and it is my
wish that Helen and I should not be
geparated. 1 may be standing In her
light by not allowing her to go into a
fine, luxurious home, but I can give ker
more real affection than they can give
her, and she shall not suffer for want
of food or clothing. They would want
to-change her nams if she went to them,
and that I could not have. No, we'll
stay together, won't we, little sister 1
He stooped and kissed the blue-eyeq,
flaxen-haired little gi:l as he spoke.

Olad Mrs. Hooper, to whom he had been
talking, sald, “I don't know but you're
right, Bert; and there's one good thiug,
you know more about cooking and house-
keeping than many girls know. Having
to help your mother so much, especially
when she was bedfast all those lust ten
weeks, has been 2 good thing for you.

You'vo got a real woman’s faculty to:
doing things.”

This was true, although dish-washing
and cooking and sweeping and kindred
duties were as ropugnant to Bert Dodgs
as tliey would be to any boy; but poverty
had obliged him to do theso things, and
he had done them cheerfully and well.

The houso was a tiny red and white
one in the suburbs of a swmall Canadian
town. Thore was only one dwelling
very near it, and that was just across
the road—a tiny wooden bullding where
Iived the Widow Hawes aad her seven
noisy, rollicking children, whoso bolcter~
ous fun dld not disturb their warm-
hearted, casy-going mother in the least.

It was a mystery to her neighbours
how she evor found room for g0 many
children in such a tiny box of a house.
When they szaid as much to her she
laughed her loud, cheery laugh, and said:

‘“Thero isa't much room in my houso,
but there’s room enough in my heart.”

Bort’'s determination to remain at the
old houso and to keep Helen with him
was partly due to the fact that Mrs,
Hawes had encouraged him to do so.

“I'll help you all I ¢sn,” she sald,
“and Helen can come over and play
with my little Susio and Maggio and the
others when you have to be away at
work. She won't bs any trouble or in
the least {n the way."”

Bert wap thus able to accept any tom-
porary cmployment he could find. He
was a robust boy of seventeen and wiil-
ing to work. It was not casy to find
employment in a small town like Horton,
and simple as his wants and Helen's
were, he did not find it easy to supply
them, and there were the debis caused
by his mother's long illness and funeral
to be pald.

“ It I could only get steady work some-
whero I should be all right,” Bert often
sald to the Widow Hawes.

** Oh, you will, before long,” she always
returned, cheerfully. ' One who I8 as
willing to work as you are i3 always In
demand, sooner or later.”

But there hud been no demand for Bert
in any permanent position when the long
and cold Canadian winter had fairly set
in, and occasional work became more
difficult to find.

Helen and Bert were eating thelr very
frugal breskfast one cold and snowy
morning in December, when Helen said,
“ What you g'pose Santa Claus will bring
me Christmas, Bertie 7"

The question startled Bert a little, for
he had that very moment been thinking
of Christmas, and of his Inability to buy
a quarter of the things he wanted to get
for Helen.

1 don’t know, déarie,” he sald.

“QOh, Bertie !” she exclaimed, with a
startled look, * you don’t suppose I'll not
get anythicg in my stocking !’

“ Oh, you'll have something, little one.”

*“‘What, Bertle 2"

*“What do you want most 2"

“ A big, big doll with really and truly
hair, and eyes that will open and shut!
And {f it could squeak when you squeeze
jt, I'd ke it better ! And if it had on
a really, truly bat! And shoes—oh,
Bertie, I'd want it to have shoes most
of anything! The kind that would come
oftandon! And a little muff to put its
hands in! O Bertie, i{f I could have a
dolly like that, I wouldn’t want any-
thing else! You s'posse I could ?”

“ We'll see about it.”

‘“I've got two cents to send to Santa
Claus for i{t. Would it cost more than
that 2"

“0Oh, yes; much more.”

“Y want it awfully,” she said, with a
sweet serlousness that clinched Bert's re-
golve.

Ten minutes later a knock came at
the door. When Bert opened it he found
Jasor Woods outside.

“Haven't time to come In,” he sald.
* Got anything to do now, Bert ?”

“¥No, sir; I haven't.”

“Want a job ?”

“ Yes; very much.”

“Well, I can give you two or three
weeks work down at my sawmill. Joe
Hili, who has been helping me, fell and
broke his arm yesterday, and I must have
some one to help me get out a lot of
tumber I've contracted for. Do you
want the place ?”

“Yes, I should be glad of it.”

* All right, Come down to the mill
right away and I'll sct yor to work. We
ought to be there now.”

Bert did not weait to wash the break-
fast disher, He wrapped Helen up
warmly and carrizd her over to Mrs.
Hawes' for the day, and helf an hour
later was at wo! - with Jason Woods.

It was hard, ¢old work in the old saw-
mfill, and Yason Woods was a hard task-
master, but Bert bore the faultfinding in
silence, and did his utmost to please. He
kept steadily in mind the thought of the
happy Christmas he should be able to
givo Helen as the resuit of his labour,
The doli, be planned, should go Into her

stocking, and he would get hor some lit-
tlo toys for tho treo they were golng to
have at Mrs, Hawea',

He had promised Helon that the doll
should suroly come. His work at tka
sawmiji woull be finished two days be-
fore Christmas, and he had planned to
walk geven miles to Hlllsboro--a much
larger town than Horton—~wiere ho was
sure that hg could find just such a doll
as Helon had described.

Jason Woods owed Bert twenty dollars
when tho time for which ho had been
hired was up, but when the last day and
tho last day’s work was done Jason was
not ready to pay.

* Well, Bert,” ho sald, **I'll aay for yo
that you've dono your work grat-rate,
and I'll hire you again it I nced uny one.
I owo you twenty dollars, don't 11"

*“Yes, slr.”

“That's the way I figuro it out. Well,
you come over to my lhouse tho firat day
of January and I'll have tho money for
you. I won't get thé money on this
contract until then, aud my folke have
ding-donged all my ready money away
from ma for thelr Christmas nonsonse.'

Bert too much surprised and dis-
appointeu .o speak for a moment. Thon
he said, “ It you could let me havo just &
part ot it.”

**Don't sce how I can, Bert, I meed
all the money I've got on hand. It's
aonly about a ™eek until the first of Janu-
ary. 1 guess you'll have to walt,. Wish
you'd pile up them boards behind you
befora you go. I've got to boe off right
now,”

He took his overcoat from a peg in the
wall, aear the door of the sawmlll, and
departed without noticing how Bert's lips
quivered as he sald, * All right, sir.”

But in his heart Bert thoughbt that it
was all wrong. He had been 8o sure of
recelving his money that when the mill
had been stopped for repairs one day of
the previous week he hed walked to
Hillsboro, and selected the doll and some
otkor things for Helen, fearing that the
best of everything would be rone i2 he
waited until the day before Christmas.
Having found just such a doll as Helen
had described—no other like it was left
In the only toy rtore in Hillsboro—he
bad had it and a few otheor toys put aside
for him in a box, for which he had pro-
mised to call by twelve o'clock on tho
day before Christmas.

** And now I can‘t get them,” he said,
bitterly. * They'll be sold to some one
clse it I'ta not there by noon. Ob, it's
meaner than mean for Jason Woods to
keep me out of my money. XHe Is the
richest man in town. He could pay mo
it he would! Poor lttle Helen! I
baven't a cent with %hich to keep my
promise to her, and there's only one day
between now and Christmas! The child
will be so disapyointed! And I wanted
to get some little things to put on the
trea for the Hawes children, Thefir
mother has been so good to Helen and
mo !"

He brushed the tears from his eyes
with the back of his rough, red hand as
he went into the mijll to get his old over-
coat, which was worn beyond repafr, 1t
hung on a peg close to the one from
which Jason Woods had taken his own
thick, warm overcoat. Bert set down his
little tin dinner-pail, and when he
stooped to pick it up he saw a .lttle roli
of grecn paper lying by the pail

“Why! it's money!" he exclaimed.
Hea gmoothed out the 1ittlo roll and found
it to consist of four almost new five-
dollar bills,

“Twenty dollars! [Exactly what he
owes me " exclaimed Bert. ‘ And Jason
Woods said he didn't have any money !
This belongs to moe by all that is fair
and just! It is my righttul due! Itis
mine! X11 tell him boldly that I found
the money, and kept it because I hiad &
right to it! Now Helen can have her
doll1 I'll go to Hilisboro to-morrow I”

" a—

4t Jascn Woods had a ‘*soft spot” in
his heart it was for his little grana-
daughter Marjorie, who was just the age
of Helen Dodge. Hence Jason entered
the toy store in Hillsboro on the day
before Christmas in search of tbings for
Marjorfe’s stocking.

“ She wanted me to get her a big doll
with real hair and real shoes, a doll that
would make & nolse, and open and shut
its gyes, and she wanted it to have on a
hat and a muft to put its hands in.”

“Wel), I've only one doll of that kind
left, Mr. Woods,” said the Droprietor.
“ And I don't know that 1 ought to sell
it. You see it’s like this: A lad of six-
teen or seventeen came in here and
bought the doll and some other things
one day last week, and had them put
aslide for him, saying tbat he would come
for them by noon to-day. I don't oftez
sell goods that way, particularly to stran-
gers, but this was such an honest-looking

boy, and he scemed 50 anxious to have
the doll and other things saved for him

until to-day that I agreed to do it. Ry
the way, ha sald that he 'was working for
a man over in Horton, where you live,
and that he'd get Lis pay last nlaht. e
sald he wanted the doll for his little sis-.
ter. e looked ag it he'd better spend
the two dollars the dol! cost on ¢lothoe
for himselt. Waell, it's now after ones
o'clock, and he sald ha'd be here by noon,
89 1 feal froe to sali it. I oan't have an
cxpensive doll 1like that left on my
hands.”

He took a box from under the counter
as ho spoke, and xaid, ** Here it is with
his bpame on it—Bertram D. Dodga
Maybo you know him.'

*Yos, I do

** Do you supposs he'll come for these
things ¢

I can't say, probably not.”

" Maybo he didn't get the money he
oxpected to get last night.”

* No, he—he—mayby he didn't.”

“ Well, I gucss you may have the doll,
But I can't help feqling a little sorry
for the boy, Mo had a good face, and }
know his heart was sot on having the
doll. He'll bo awfully disappoiunted if
somebody has kept him out ~f his money.
That's a thing 1 couldn't do; but I sup.
poso thero aro plenty of peoplo who will
tako advantage of a boy when thoy woul
hardly care io ask a man to walt for his
pay. Ezxcuso mo a fow minutea whila 1
wait on that Jady.”

As Jason Woods Jooked at the doll and
tho few cheap little things in the boz,
his slumbering consciencoe awoke. He
thought how hard and faithfully Bort
had worked, and he remembered now
that the boy had looked almost frightenet
when told tbat he was not to get his
money the overing before. When the
pr;)é:rictor of tho store camo back Jason
said 3
*I'll take that box of things Just as it
Is, and the next best doll you've got.’

Haif an hour later the owner of the
sawmill was on his way home, It was
very cold, and {t had begun to suow.
He had driven about three mlles when
he came to a boy sitting on a log by the
roadside, wbo called out excitedly :

‘" Stop, Mr. Woods, stop! [ want to
seo you !"

Bert thrust his hand into his pocket,
and bdrought forth a roll of bills,
** Here,” he sald, “]'m surs this monoy
belongs to you. There's twenty doliars
of itt I found it in the sawmill last
night. I've been sitting on that log two
hours trying to make myseclf think I had
a right to keep it becauge you owed me
that much, Here's tho money, I beg
your pardon for keoping it 8o long. I
did wrong.”

“ Put the money Into your pocket, Bert.
It belongs tv ;°, for I owe it to you.
Get into the slelgh and let me carry you
back bome., I've got the doll amd the
other things you had put aslde at the toy
store. I am going to be little Helen’s
Santa Claus this year and yours, too.
You worked overtime several days, and
1 didn’t allow you anything for it, 8o I've
mads {t up to you in a Christmag present
of a new overcoat that I've got under
a sleigh seat. Get up there, Nell ! what's
the matter with you ?'—Adepted from
Youth’s Companion,

Fun for the Little Polks.
Tiv Methodist Publishing House has

rhymes with music and quaint pictures
that will give unlimited fun to the little
folk, 1t is onec of the prottiest art books
for children we bave seen. Prico, in
elegant lluminated cover, 76 cents; in
boards, $1.00,

Talents of Children.
BY JAMES XDNESTON.

God entrusts to ali
Talents few or many;
Nono 80 young or small
That they have not any.

Though tho great and wiso
Have a greater number,
Yet my ono I prize,
And it must pot slumber.

God will surcly ask,
Ere I enter heaven
Have I dune the task
Which to me was given ?

Little drops ot rain

Bring the springing flowers,
And I msy attain

Mucl. by little powera.

Every litle mite,
Every little mepsure,
Helps to spread the light,

Helps to swell the treasure

issued a Dbeautiful book of nursery.
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"PLEASANT HOURS.

o~

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTER.
STUDIRS IN TIIR LIFR OF JRIUL

LESSON XII ~DECEMBER 23.
CHRISTMAS LESSON.
Matt. 3, 1-11, Mcmory verses, 4-0.
GOLDEN TEXT.

‘Thanks be unto God for his unspeak-
g gltt—2 Cor. 9. 16.

OUTLINB.

1. Thoe Light of tht Star, v. 1, 2,
2. Tho Light of the Scriptures, v 8-6.
3. The Light of the World, v. 7-11
Time.~The very ond of B.C, 6, or early
a4 BC. 4,
LESSON HELPS,

1, ** When Josus was born'~—Not on
the preclse day or wouk or montb, but in
¢ heral connection with his dirth The
»iar may have appeared before his birth,
and tho wise men may have spent months
on their journoy. * Wise men from ths
cast "*—Probably from Persia.
12gond glves thelr names as Caspar,
Meleblor, and Balthasar. Such men
aTe called in Danlel Magl, They
werg students of the stars.

2, ** Whero I8 ho"—Pagan his-
torfans tell us that the whole world
o! antiquity bad for many years
beog looking for & Saviour, who was
expocted to como as a King of the
Jews. Even tho Chines¢, who were
quite shut oft from tho world of
Greok and Ruman and Hebrew, were
=0 {mpressed by this hope that thoy
sent messengers westward to greet
the coming King. Misslonaries of
Buddhism met thess messengers,
and by thelr means that religion
was jntroduced into China. “ Born
King of the Jows *'—Not made king,
us Herod had been, but king by
birthright. “We have seen "~—Far
awgy In Pergia. Betblehem saw
nelther the etar nor the Babe for
whose sako the star ghcne, * His
star "—Very possibly a nfraculous
uppearance, but we know nothing
at all about it  Rhese men were
sincero astrologers. According to
tho rules of their superstitious art
tho star led them on thelr journey
That astrology itself has since been
proved to be a delusfon bas no bear-
ing at all on the story. God makes
uso of men°: superstitions and blun-
derg, as well as of their knowledge
and wisdom. -

8. *“ He was troubled *"'—Fearipg a
révoit against his own rule. * All
Jerysalem with him "—The Jerusa-
lem of that day would fear & rule
of justice more than 2] the cruolties
of Herod, Strange that, while the
Megstah was born, not six miles off,
Jerusalem geots her first news from
strapgers coming from perkaps a
thoysand miles distant. No wonder
the city Is excited through sll fts
depths."~Whedon.

4. “ Chiet priests”—The higk
priests and heads of the priestly
order. ' Scriyes "—~Students ared
interpreters of the law. Taken to-
gether in this way, the Sanhedrin
{8 probatly referred to.

5 ~ Written by the prophet --
Wiitten ay Micah centuries before,
and well understood by all students
of the Scripture in that day.

8. *“ Among the princes"—The
word in our Qld Testament version
I8 * thousands,” which were smaller
divislons of tribes, und each of
which had {ts own ruler or prince.

7. ¢ Privily "—Secretly, so that it
might not be known. * Diligently *—
Here meaning precisely, exactly. ‘“What
time - So that he might know the age
of the child. “~ So long as any one lived
“ho was born in Bethlebem between the

earljest appearance of the * star® and the

Uime of the arrival of the Magi he was
not safe. The subsequent conduet of
'erod shows that the Mag! must have
told him that their earliest observation
o! the sidercal phenomenon had taken
Place two years bofore thelr arrival in
Jerusalem.”—Edersheim.

8, 9. “YWorship "~While saying * wor-
ship " he was meaning to sldy. * The
slar—Which had disappeared for a
ime,

10. “Thoy rejolced"—How different the
feeiing of these Gentile seogers from that
ot the Jews of Jerusrlem !

11. “When thay were come "—From
Tuke 2. 39, it hss been fuferred that
soon &ftter tho birth of-Jesus the holy
family returned to Nazareth  If suck
was the case, they muat have come back
to Bothlohom onoe more. “ Treasures”
—"Chests or bales in which the gifts
had beocn carrled Quring thelr journey.”

—Alford,  Gifts"~The orientals al-
ways bring gifts when they visit kings or
great personages. *' Frankincense, and
myrrh “—Fragrsnt and costly gums, ob-
tained from trees and used in sacrifice.

HOMB READINGS.

M. OCbhristmas Icsson.~3fatt. 2. 1-11,
1u. Herod’s cruelty.~—Matt. 3. 12-28.
W. Simeon and Anna.—Luke 2. 25-40.
Th. Prophecy of Christ.—Iea, 9. 1-7.
F  8ent of God.—1 John 4. 9-19,
8. Tho Hving word.—John 1, 1-14,
Su. Revealed to shepherds.—Luke 2. 8-18.

QUESTIONS FOR HOMB STUDY.
1. The Light of the Star, v. 1, 2,

What did the star of Bethlehem an-
nounce ?

To whom was the star sent ?

Whom do these strangers represent ?

What spiritual lesroa does the guld-
ance of the star teach ?

‘Where did the wise men go for infor-
matlon ?
2. Tho Light of tha Scriptures, v. 3-6.

How did tho nows of the Saviour's birth
affect Herod ?

What steps did he take to find Christ ?

Did tho scribes know where the Mes-
slah was to be boran ?
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A Christmas Carol,
BY DINAH MABIA MULOCK ORAIK,

God rest ye, merry gentlemen; let noth-
ing you dismay,

For Jesus Christ, our Saviour, was born
on Christmas Day.

The dawn rose rel o'er Bethlehom, the
atars shone through the gray,
Whon Jesus Christ, our 8aviour, was born

on Christmas Day.

God rest ye, littlo children; lot nothing
you aftriglt,

For Josus Christ, your Saviour, was bora
this happy night;

Along the hills of Galiles the white flocks
sleeping lay,

When Christ, the Child of Nazareth, was
born on Christmas Day.

God rest ye, all good Christians; upon
thls blessed morn

The Lord of all good Chrlstlans was of
8 woman born;

Now all your sorrows he doth heal, your
sing heo takes away;

For Jesus Christ, our Saviour, was born
on Christmas Day.

OHRIBTMAS IX THE XITOHEN,

Why did the wise men seek Jesus ?

Why did Herod ?

How long before Christ’s birth was his
ccining prophesied T .

Upon what event did all of the Oid
Testament teaching rest ? c
3. The Light ¢¢ the World, v. 7-11.

Weat did Herod counse] the wise men
to do ?

What did the wise men do when they
fcund Jesus ?

Can any better advice ba given ?

‘What did the 01d Testament prophets
say Christ was to be to this world ?

‘What did Christ say he was to the
world ?

Glve gome Instances In which Christ
bas been *light ” to the world ?

‘What must be the feeling of every true
bellever In Christ 2 Qolden Text.

PRACTICAL TEACHI IGS.

Where in this lesson do we learn—~

1. Thzat the ends of the earth shall re-
torn to Christ?

2. That wicked men cannot succeed in
thelr plans ?

3. That we owe the best we have to
our Savlour ¢ -

Santa Olaus on the Train.
.BY HENRY Q. WAISH,

On a Christmas Eve an emigrant train
Sped on through the blackness ot night,

And cleft the pitchy dark in twain
With the gleam of its flerce head-light.

In & crowded car, a nofsome placa,
6at & mother and her child;

The woman's face bors want’s wan trace,
But the little one only smiled,

And tugged and pulled at ner mother's
dress,

And her volce had a merry ring,
As sha lisped, “ Now, mamma, come and
guess
‘What Santa Claus "1} bring.”

But sadly the mother shook her head,
As she thought of a happler past;

" He never can catch us hers,” she saldq,
“ The trair s going too fast.”

* Oh, mamma, yes, he'll come, 1 zay,
So swift are his lttle deer,

They runs all over the world to-day—
¥ll hang my stocking up here!

She pinnued her stocking to tho seat,
And closod her tired cyes,

And soon she saw each longed-for sweet
In dreamland’'s paradise.

On a seat behind the little mald

A rough man sat upart,

But a soft light o'er his features played
And stole into his heart.

Asg tho cars drew up at a busy town,

The rough man left tho train,

But scarce had from the steps jumiped
dowp

Ere he wag back again,

And a groat big bundle of Christmas joya

Bulged“out from his pocket wido;

Ho glled the stocking with sweets, and
toys

He lald by the dreamor’s side,

At dawn the Ifitle one woke with a
shout,

‘Twas swest to hear ber gleo:

“I knowed that Santa would find ms out;

He caught the train, you geo.””

Though some from smwiling may scarce
refrain,

The child was surely right,

The good Saint Nicholas caught the train,

And came ghoard that night.

For the eaint I8 fond of masquerade,
And may fool the old and wiss,
And so he cams to the little maid,
In an emigrants’ disguige.

And he dresses in many ways because
He wishes no one to know him,

For he never says, I am Santa Claus,”
But his good deeds always show him.
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| Favourite Books
for the Youn
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" CHILDREN'S
Favourite Classics

Printed from new plates on
fino paper. Fully illustrated, in-
oluding coloured frontispiece and
vignette title in each volume.
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18M0, CLOTH, RLGULAR PRicE, TEC.
OUR PRICE, &0¢., postpaid.

[RIRBRIHG)

: , @0 .
Alice’s Adve . K
s mys &tg%elf in Wonderland

Black Beauty. By Anna Sewall
Oarrots. By Alrs. Molesworth.
QOuckoo Olock. By Mra, Molegworth.
Pesp of Daﬁ. 2
Tanglowood Tales. By Nathanie!
wthorne, :
Through the Locking Glass. By &
Lewis Carroll. 5
§ Water Babjes. By Charles Kingsley [
Woxéger'Books. y Nathaniel Haw- &
urne. :
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| Iotber Goose Series

i Handsome Cloth Binding. Illam-
d inated Covers. Size 6fx8f inches.
i A geries of Profusely Ilustrated

Books for the Young.

¢ Pustisnenr’s Price, 80c.
2 Oun PriCK, KACH, Moy 3Bc., PoBTRALD.

Mother Hubbard's Melodies.
Mother Goose’s as.
Puss in Boots, ana Other Stories.
The_Sleeping Beauty, and Other
Stories.
Little Bed Riding Hood, and Other
Storias.
Jack the Giant Killer, and Other
Stories.
Jacks a?rciie?e Beanstslk, and Other
Cindarella; or, The Little Glass
8lipper. £,
Bomslttg a;z;-d the Beast, and Other &
Alsddin and the Wonderful Lamp,
Postage Paid.
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WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Mcthodist BookT:t;:gn&bunM’ng House, 5
C. W. COATES, S. F. HUES X8
Moantreal. ! Haﬁfax.m -
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