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Christmas,

BY PHILLIPS DROOKS.

The earth has growa old with its burden
of care,
But at Christmaes it always i3 young.
“Tho heart of the Jawel burns lustrous and

air,
A.ud itssoul full of music breaks forth on
tho afr,
When the song ol the angels 1s sung.

It is coming, 011 Earth, it is coming to-
night !
On the snowflakes which cover the sod
The fcot of the Christ-child fall gentle
and white,
Ard the volce of the Christ-child tells
out with delight,
That mankind are the children of God.

On the sad and the lonely, the wretched
and poor,

That volce of the Christ-child shell fall,

And to every blind wanderer opens the

door
Of a hope that he dared aot to uream of
before,
With a sunshine of welcome for all.

Ths feet of the humblest may walk in
the field,
Where the feet of the hollest have ‘trod,
Thig, -this is the marvel to morlals re-
veated
When the silvery trumpets of Christmas
have pealed,
That mankind are the children of God.

CHRISTMAS STORIES.
~ “A Merry Christmas, and a Happy
Now Year ! roung folks,” said the cheery
volca of Ar., Splonner. “Surely it is
wise to commemorate the coming of the
Carist-child with rejolclngs. In the
Middle Ages many legends were belleved
about his appearing to men in the form

of-a child. The story of St Caristopher ;

is one of these. Let me tell it to you:
« Christopher, the legend sa¥s, was a

glant of great bhelght and strength
and of terrible aspect He was
proud of his power, and deter-

mined to serve no one but the great-
est King on earth. So, selecting the
monarchk with .he widest dominfons, he
went to him and offered bis services.
"The Xiog, delighted witb Ckristopher's
‘statare and strength, Zladly found a
pises .for him.
" * Before long a minstrel came to the
éourt, .and sang & ballad i3 which was
frequent meption of the pname of Satan
Christopher, who stood beside the Kiag.
saw with wonder that every time this
name fecurred' the moparch crossed him-
self. He asked the meamng of this
gesture, but the King would not answer.
The glant thenm threatened to leave the
court, and the King, thus constrained,
_sald he made the -sign of the cross to
avert the power of Satan, who otherwise
-would slay him. ‘Then, *sald Chris-
topher, ‘T go to serve this Satan; for if
.gh;gm fear him, he is greater than thon
“So the giant departed, and travelled
great distances in every direction, search-
ing for the Evil Oae. After & long time

he came uponr & band of armed men,’

whosa leader bhad a horrible visage
“Whom seckest thou ? said he. ‘I look
for Satan, the greatest prince on earth,”
returned Thristopher. *Join my band,’
gald the 3eader, ‘Tor I am that prince’
But scon Christopher found that the
- FPrince. o Darkmess, for all hie boasted
“valour,” twembled violently «shen he
nédred a cros3.by the waysid', and took
a-long circult to avold it. “Why"dost
twou dv 30T sald Christopher in great
surprise. At first the giant could get
ao answer, but when tho threal was
maZe to Jeave s service, Satan replied :
“Upon’the cross dled Christ Jesus, and
when I'behold:3t I must tremblo and fiy,
for ‘I fear him’ ‘There Is, then, a
‘grezter prince than thou ! exclaimed the
astomiished: Christopher. ‘Him will I
and 5o. cther ¥

© T4Cgp the-giant agait. travelled far and
¥ide, in bis gearch for-a master. After
many days-he came .upok the cell of 8
koly hermit.” To- him-Christopher sald:
‘Shew me-the “way-to sgcve Christ Jesus.
¥ho.1s:thg.gresitest Princo of

) A -

heaven'snd.

.again the cry came.

oarth. ‘Thou must fast and pray,’ said
the hermit. ‘*No, no,’” replied Chris-
topher, ‘ for by fasting I would loge my
strength, and I know nothing of prayers.’

“ Then, after much thought, tho hormit
s7oke again: ‘' Yonder rolls a river so
turbulent and strong that every year
many who strive to cross it are overcome
and Jost beneath its waves. Go thou to
fts banks, and stand ready twith thy
mighty sotrength 20 help the feoble pas-
sengers acrogs. Thy efforts may prove
acceptable to Christ, whom thou desirest
to serve.” *‘This work pleaseth me well,’

said Christopher, who immediately re-.

without success. A third timo tho cry,
a child’s wall, reached the sleeping
giant. He seclzed his staff, and this time
found a little child on the river bank,
who stretched out his arms and sald,
* Christopher, carry me over this nigbt.’
Now, it was a terrible night, the winds
bowlod and the waves roared and lashed
fn fury on the beach; but Christophar
took the child on his shoulder and
plungad boldly in. The violenco of the
storm Increased, waves mountains high
dashed against the brave glant, and the
woight of the child became so enormous
that time and agaln he nearly fell, to be

CHRISTMAS MORNING AT THE MANOR HOUSE, ENGLASD,

In the 8now.

B3y LGCY

I heard & dird chirp in the sun ;
He flutters and hops to and fro;
His tiny light tracks, or< by oue,
Be prints on the new-fallen snow.
Littlo bird, sing!
Sun, give his wing
A fiicker of gold as ycu go!
Make a smoota path for him, Saow !

I sece o child out there at play ;

His footfall is light oa the snow ;
His curls catch 2 swift, golden ray

Of the sun, while the merry winds blow,

LARCOM.

LAttle child, run !

Shine on him, Sun'!
Blow him, fair weather, Wind, blow !
hfake a white path for him, Snow!

The iittle bird’s home {s the sky,
Or the ground, or a nest in the tree,
The little zhild some day will iy
From his doorstep, new reglons to see.
Birdlike and free
May his sunny flight be!
And wherever on 2arth he may go
May his footsteps be whiter than snow *

paired to the river-bank, only stopping
on the way to pull vp a8 palm-tree by
tho roots—so great war his strength—
for a staff. He bailt a hut of btoughs
on the bank, and was ever ready, by
day or night, to help those who desired
to cross over. The sirong ho sGp-
ported by his cnormous steength, and
he carried the fecdble on his shoulders.

_ “One night, while slceping in tho hut,
a plaintive cry of “Christopher, carty
me over,’ reached hlm. Christopher ran
to the river edge, but could see no one.
Yet no sooner did he fall asleep than
: ol Christopher once
more started up and scarched, but agaln

St oy - KU

swallowed up 'y the waves. But he
looked up with wonder at the beaming
faco of the child, revealed by flashes fn
the sky, and struggled on, supporting
himself when almost sinking, on his
palm-staff.

“ At length the opposite bank was
reached, where he gently placed bis
charge. ‘Who art thou.’ said he, ‘that
hath almost borno me down? Hud I
carried the whole world it had not been
heavier” Then the child said: * Won-
der not, Christopher; me wonldst thon
serve, and I have accopted thy service.
Thou hast not only borne the world, but
him that made the world, upon tby

shouldor. For proof of tants strike thy
palm-staff into the earth.” This Chris-
topher ¢id. and to his amatement the
dried stick shot out branches, flowers,
and leaves, and becamo a flounishing
palm-tree.  Then Christopher ackunow-
lodged his Mester, and falling oz hia
knces, worshipped Christ.”

ORIGIN OF THE OHRISTMAS TREE
BY ELIZADETE FERGUSON SEA.

Tho first dwellern of the Rhino and
the north of Europe were heathen poo
ples.  Thy bolieved thore were gods up
in Walhalla, and that thoy must find
somo mediator in order to communicate
with them. So thoy chose trees, prob-
ably because tho roots touched the dark
earth upon which they lived, and the
branches extended upward toward tho
supposed dwelling-place of theso gods.

Every person had hls own tree, under
whose boughs he dwelt continually.
Whenover a child was born a trce was
planted for him, to be his companion
and counsellor, and he was taught to
keep it frce from insects, parasites, and
other cnemies both of the trunk and
roots. When the wind moaned through
the branches, he believed it to be a mes-
sage from the gods, and listened atten-
tively. When a number of treos were
planted near together, the group repre-
sented a family. The pruning and other
care lavished upon the treo coastituted
its worship. On feast days gifts of food
and flowers were hung upon its branches.
1t a child’s tree dled, it was considered a
sad omen, and his own life was belleved
to be near fts close. 1 the chlld dled
first he was buried under bhis tree.
Sometimes when & man died, his tree
was cut down and the trunk hollowed
out to admit his corpse. and then, {a this
strange coffin, he was set afloat on the
waters of ‘be Rhino to sail down te the
gcean,

How fearfu} must have seemed this
sllent passenger passing out alope to the
8ca’

io 1560 sor e liaboursrs cxamining o
part of the ~ .yder Zec found at a great
depth some of these tree trunks weil-
preserved and nearlv petrified bearing
still the bopes of their former occupants

Far up in Seand:o via the wild Novae
men loved bast of ail the evergreen ash
about which th.§ bad suange fapcics

Thes tatked about 8 world tree
pnemed  Yewedrast. «choge  braprhes
stretrhed  through ‘he wbole oarbd
G bose route went dowd very decp
+0 fhell and whass topmos® bragches
~t'epled oup v Wslhatia Up o
the braspcbes ©2aa perebed an  eagle

mh.le among its Mols was a eerpent
goawing away at the life of tho tree.
A squirre] ran about in its branches, try-
ing to make peace between the eagle
and the serpent, which wero always at
strife.

The German sacred tice was a pine,
about whick they bad a soag beginning :

“ O pine tree green, O pine tree green,
Thy follage fadeth never
Green in the sammer heat, and scen
As green in snowy wcather.”

By-and-bye these hcathen people be-
came Christian{zed, and learn~d of th»
cross, which Is sometimes called “a
tree.” They brought thelr lcved troes
into thelr new religion, and instead of
an eagle placed apon its topmost boughs
an image of the Christ, or a dove, end
hung lights upon {ts branches. because
he was the “Light of the World,” and
%0 it became a * Christmas tree.”

But insteat of banging gifts for the
Christ, whose birtbday they kept. upon
the tree, they hung gifts for each other,
a fasbior we follow now evea in our
Sunday-schools and homes.

How may we hang gifts for Christ up-
on the brauches of our Christmas trees ?
By placing them thero for &is poor,
aeglected, and sorrowing ones, for he
gays such gifts are given to him.

“ And 59, not only for Christmass,
Bat all the loag yenr tarough,
Tho joy that you give to others,
1s the joy that comes back o you.”
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When Ohristmas Oomes,
BY MAULGARBT £ BANOUTER,

When Christmas comes,
‘Thg aby glrl who scorce can speak,
The youth with bronzed and bearded
cheek,
The aged, Lont with weight of years,
The sorrow-stricken spent with tears,
‘Ihe poor, the rich, the grave, tho gay,
Who fare along lito’'s rugged way,
Aro glad of heart when, in the sky,
The wondrous geraph wings swoep by,
When (Christmas comes.

When Christtnas comes,
The sallor on the seas afloat,
The traveller in laids remote,
Tho warrior by the camp-fire's light,
‘The courtfer in the pulace bright,
Tho student by the midnight lamp,
The miaor deep in dust and damp,
Allko uplift, through riven skles,
The wondering look of glad surprise,
When Christmas comes.

Whon Christmas comes,
In flold and street, in mart and farm,
‘The world takes on a loveller charm ;
Sweet-scented boughs of pine and fir
Are Dbrought, likxe frankincense and
mwyrrb,

To make our haliowed places meot

For hands that clasp and tones that greet,
While hearts, worth mcre than gold or

&em,
Go forth to find their Bethlehem,
When Christmas comes.
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JUNIOR EPWORTH LBAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.

DECEMBER 26, i897.
Tho songs of heaven.—Rev. 7. 9-17,

TILE BOCK.

The Bosk of Revelation is & most wen-
derful portion of Sceripture. In it are
many things which are rard to bo un-
deratood. The descriptions which it
contains of heaven are truly elevating,
and calculated to inspire its readers with
great encouragement and hope. What-
over may bo the employment of heaven,
there can be no doubt respectirs one por-
ton, viz, singing. Our lesson bears
the title, “ The Songs of Heaven.”

A VISION.

Verse 9. Jobn had many remarkabdle
vislors. This, which {s the themo of
our lesson, is more cheering than the
one previously described. The number
of heaven's happy Inhabitents is much
greater than could be inferred from what
is sald in the first vision. There twwere
some thousands from each tribe, but here
the multitude is so great that no man
¢an crumerate thein. In the former all
came from one natlon, but here they be-
long to every uation and kindred and
people and tongue.

TILR 8ONG

Verse 10. “Salvation to our God.”
Salvation means deliverance from dan-
gev This great multitude bdefore thoe
throne have escaped &l danger and aro
forever safe bBeyond the power of evil.
Howecer sln way pa'n and affiict us on !

carth, it can never {n heaven.
adverse our circumstances may be In this
world, there will be unceasing calm and
unjnterrupted peace in heaven.

The “ Lamb® {s mentioned, that
the Lamb of God, through whoee bLlood
all stuing of gullt are purged away. No

However

is, .

baby out undor the chestnut-treo and
amuse him a while; he i8 very frotful
to~dny, and 1 am so tired I can hardly
hold my head up.”

*Why, mother " gald Lucy, stopping
short tn the middie of the room, with

. dismay on hor face. "1l I8 time for me

8pot of sln remalns on any of heaven's ,

happy fnbabitants. They are clothed 1o
white robes, emblematical of thelr purity,
and the palms in their hands siguify that
they are conquerors.

THEIR EARNFSTNESS

Verse 10.
votoe."
heard. Thoy fecl intensoly happy, and
from the fulness of their hearts they
“ery aloud.” It is worthy of remark
that all the mention made in Scripture of
worship, contains the featuro of earnest-
ness.  “ Praise the Lord with a joud
voice, all yo natlons, pralse him, all ye
people,” 18 & passage that like many
others 18 often found In the Bcok of
Psalms,

THE CHORUS.

Verso 11. The angels do not join in
the first part of tho song. They were
not redeemed, because they never sinned,
hence they have no need of cleansing, as
they were clean already. But what a
Joyful song of praise will be mnde when
the ungels and the elders all join with
the hosts of the redeemed in ascribing
“ blessing aund glory and wisdom . , .
unto God forever and ever.”

APPLIOATION.
Will all our readers be there? You
must be fit for the holy place. None

but holy ones can enter b.aven. It isa
prepared place (John is. 2), and those
who go there must be @ prepared people.
No purgatorial fires can givs you the
preparation.

LUOY MARKHAMN'S CALL.

She was standing at tire gate, leaning
on®it, indeed, looking wistfully ©p and
down the long, pleasant street. It was
a beautiful September day, and Lucy
felt a restless longing to go somewhero
or do something, or have something hap-
pen quito different from the usual Sat-
urday routine. In the distance she saw
Miss Hollicter,-and waited for a greeting
from her. How pretty she looked!
dressed in white, with a gracetul Japan-
ese sunshade in one hand a2nd a bouqaet
of bright-coloured flowers in the other.

‘“She 15 golng to the children’'s ward
with those flowers, I suppose,” said Lucy.
“Wtat a nice, pretty life she has. I
would like to dress up in white, and
wear soft Suede gloves, and carry flow-
ers to sick children. I think it would
be just splendid to have mothing to do
but good things like that. I don't sup-
pose Miss Hollister ever had to wasb the
bi-. ktast dishes in her iife, or pick up
the sitting-room, or get the potatoes
ready for dinner, or do 2 hundred other
disagreeable things.” And here Lucy
sighed.

“ Good-morning,” sald Miss Hollister,
with her brightest smile ; *“ you are the
very ohe I am looking for, I belleve.
Don't you want to do 2 little missionary

xork "

“1 would like. nothing better it 1
could,” said Lucy eagerly. “I wa3 just
thinking about it.”

“That tg fortunate; I was {n search of
g helper. 7You know my afterncon cless
down at the Mission 2

Lucy nodded.

“ Well, it has grown very large, and I
find I have not time enough for all the
thizgs I need to do. I have decided to
take in a young girl, who can pass the
cards, and papers, and tie on the hats
of the wee ones, and do a dozen little
things wuich are alwuys needing to be
done. I had tuought of one of the vlder
girls, but I don’t know but you will ao
quite &s well, perhaps better; and yecu
will be learning, meantime, how to man-
age the class.” Lucy’'s face was radiant.
What an opportunity for a girl not yet
twelve years 0ld ! What would the girls
83y ? And she was one of the youngest
in Miss Hollister's morning class.

“ 1 should like it of all things, if you
think I can do it.” This was the reply
which she made fa words, and the
sparkle in her eyes sald the rest.

* Very well, then,” sald Migs Hollister,
smiling, I thirk you will do alcely; you
are rather yourng, to be sure, but I have
noticed that you were quite womanly,
and bave u fashion of ‘ mothering’ little
people, which §s just what I need.”

For two Sabdaths following, Lucy
Markham was overflowleg ‘with satisfac-
tion. The girls in thelr class aill envied
her, a5 she knew they would, and she
got along beautifully with the children,
Migs Hollister said so.

On the third Sabbath, as she came to
the sitting-room in search of har papers,
der mother sald, “ Lucey. chlié, do take

“ They cried with a ioud .
They are mot atrald of being

|

to go. Mias Hollister satd 1 rnust bo
sure to be there ten minutes before the
hour for opening, to help seat the chil-
dren.”

“Is it so near three as that 7" the
mother asked, and drew a weary sigh as
ghe spoke. “0Oh, well! go on. It
dves seem as though Miss Hollister
might have selected somebody who had
not a lttle sister and a baby brother at
home; but I suppose you must go.”

And Lucy went, but she carrled a
grave face with her, Neither did it
brighten under the lisping volce of little
Effie Stauts, who had her verse perfectly,
and repeated it to her young teacher
with evident pride: “ And the theeD
follow Him, for they know Hith voith.”

“That {s very nice,” she sald to Effe,
but the smlile w"ich accompanied the
words flitted tnstantly, leaving her face
graver than before. 7Tn truth she was
startled. Was it his volce speaking to
her heart that day ? Was she one of
4118 sheep 2 She wanted to be; and if so,
she must understand his volce and follow
him, however hard the path might be.
It was hard; she could not keep the tears
from her eyes as sho passed the cards,
and tied on the little cap«s, or helped or
the tiny sacks, and thought thet it was
probably for the last tfme. But her
decision had been made. She began to
feel very sure that kis voice had spoken
to her. It seemed very strange that
ghe had not heard it before.  * Miss
Hollister,” sho sai?, lingering, and help-
ing about setting the desk in order after
the children were gone, “I am afrafd I
will have to give up my place to some
one else; any of the girls would be glad
to help. I know they all want to."”

Miss Hollister looked surprised and
disappointed. ‘' Are ou tired of it al-
ready ?” she asked, *“1I1 am very sor:y
to hear it; I thought vou were dolng so
nicely. I quite Jooked forward to train-
ing yoa for . teacher.”

Then a great tear did roll down Lucy's
cheek, and she turned her head quickly,
8o Miss Holllster should not see. “1It
is not that,” she said, after a minute,
her volce quivering a little; “ I love to do
it; 1 can't tell you how much. But
mother, you kpow, has baby all day
Subpday with nobedy to help her; and he
is large and heavy, and is getting his
teeth, and has ‘o be amused every minute
when he Is awake; and motber looked so
tired when I came away, that I thought
perhaps 1 ought not to come, and after-
wards, when little Effie recited her verse
ab~ut his sheep hearing his veoice ana
fol:nwing, I began to be sure that he was
caliing me to take care of baby, and let
mother rest.”

There was sllence for a minute in the
Mission schoolroom, then Miss Hollister
put an arm around the little assistant
and kissed her.

“You are quite right,” she said; “I am
so glad you keep your heart open, ready
to hear his czll. It was selfish in me
not to think of you being the oldest
daughter at home. Take good care of
baby, and as soon as he is large cnough
to bring with you we will make a place
for him; then you shall be my secretary.
Some people do ot know that tne very
sweetest, most important mission fleld is
the home. I am very glad you have
thought of it."—Pansy.

THE SILKWORM.
BY ELIZABETH DAVIS FIELDER.

Their real names wore not Jack and
Jill, but mamma catied them that be-
cause of their likeness to the pair famous
in nursery history for * tumbling down.”

In their “tumblings” Jack apd Jill
found many queer things which they di@
not understand, and were always {n-
terrupting mamma with questions. So a
baske: wos placed in the back hall, and
the things which Jack and Jili wanted
to know about were put into that basket.
After supper it wes brought into the
sitting-room, and they had a lesson in
littie things before going to bed.

This ovening mamina selected a bit of
ribbon frum thae basket. It was evident-
1y Jil's property. Whn made it ? and
how ? were the quest’~ms. They had
learned about cotton—how it grew aad
tho process by which it was made into
cloth—but this was not cotton.

Mamma took down 2 big book and
turned the leaves until she came to a
page on which were the pictures of s
great ;nany bugs and worms and flies.

* That,” sajd mamma, pointing to txe
picture of a very cor.mon-looking ugly
worm. " is what makes ribbon. or, rather,
tho silk from which ribbon and other
beautiful things are prade.

1 saw tho-

silk-worms at woik once. A woung lady
who wag very anxious to go to college,
but whoso father was not able to givo her
the monecy, determined to earn it her-
" gelf., 8he llved in the country, and
i thero twere not many oppurtunities for
l ner to muke money, but at last she de-
| termined to try silk-raising. 8ihe went
| to Washington City and procured the
eggs, which hatched out hundreds of
WOTrmA. When 1 saw them she had
shelvag around three sides of a large,
sunny room, and on these shelves wero
scores of trays fllled with the worms.
They were feeding on leaves from the
mulberry and Osage orange, which the
young lady gathered for them in great
basketfuls. They seemed to me to ve
very idle, ugly little creatures, with ap-
petites altogether cut of proportion to
thelr gize, for they .te all the time.
But after & while they stop eating and go
to spinning, and at the end of five days
we have a small ball, or cocoon, with,the
silk-worm inside. It ser s too bad that
the little spinner must dle when the
work is only begun; but if left {tn the
cocoon, it will eat its way out, and so
fnjure the silk that it {8 almost useless.
The cocoons are dropped into bolling
water. This kills the worm. and also
gsoftens and prepares the silk for reel-
ing. It would take too long to tell of
the meny processes through which it is
taken before it is ready to go to the loom
and be woven into silks and velvets and
other beautiful things. The greater part
of the sllk which we use {8 made in far-
off countrics across the seas, where the
lttle silk-worm is8 at home, living and
working out of doors on the trees which
furnish it food, and thus requiring little
help from any one.”

“Just a worm!” Jill sald as she
thoughtfully folded the ribbton rway.
“Who woulu have thought that a worm
could do all that ?”

“Did the young lady go to college 2™
Jack asked, with an eye to all points in
the story.

*“Yes; I am glad to say that she did.
Sometimes the worms would sicken and
dfe, sometimes the sill. they made was
'lnterior; but she kept faithfully to the
|

work, and I felt very aappy when I saw
her stand up to r_:elve her diploma,
knowing how it was earned.”

“HOW OLD MUBT I BE?"

“ Mother,” a little child once said, *“ how
old must I be before I can become a
Christian ?” .

Ang the wise mother answered : “Hew
old will you have to be, darling, before
you can love m=s ?"

“ YWhy, mother, I always loved you. I
do now, and always shall.” And she
kissed her mother. ‘“ B»t you have not
tcld me yet how old I skall have to be.”

The mother made answer with another
question : “ How old must you be before
you can trust vourself wholly to me and
my care ?”

1 always did,” she answersd, and
kissed her mother again. * But tell me
what 1 want to know.” And she climbed
{nto her mother’s lap snd put her arms
about her neck.

The mother asked again: *“ How old
will you have to be before you car do
what I want you to do ?”

Then the child whispered, half guess-
ing what her mother meant: “I can
now, without growing any older.”

Then the mother said: “ You can be &
Christian now, my darliug, without wait-
ing to be older. AR you have to do is
to love, and trust, and try to please the
one who says ° ‘ Let the little ones come
unto me.” Don’t you want to begin
now ?

The child whispered, * Yes.”

Then they both koelt down, and the
mother prayed, ard in her prayer gut
gave to Christ her little one who wanted
to be his.—Revivalist.

TH® LITTLE WAIP,

A poor, little shivering girl crept into
a church &nd <warmed her hands, orte
Sunday, by the stove. Nobody turned
her out, for those wbo love God love his
poor lkewise, and want tc comfort and
help them. The preacher was telling
of the prodigal son, and how he came
home to his father, and his father for-
gavo him and kissed him; and the little
Jaesle began to sob sloud, and tbe people
heard her cry, I wish my father would
kiss me !  TWhat a tale the chlld's
words told! A cold, negiectful father
was hers; perhaps some poor drunkard,
who cared nothing about her. 1 hope
she heard of her Father in heaven, and
of his great lovo and pity for her; but,
oh, dear children, you who have good
fathers and mothers, thank God for them
every day. and be loving and obedient
to them, while thoy are spared:to.you.. .
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COhrigtmas Land, ‘
Y WILLIAM LYLE.

Who has the key of Christmas Land,
Whore tho bonfire shines,
And the holly twines,
Carollors stng~a merry band—
And stars are bright oer that fair
strand—
Who has the key of Christmas Land ?

Light are the hiearts in Christmas Land ;
In cach group you meet
Thero are faces sweet ;

Bosoms young and gutleless are there,
Aad brows not yet wrinkled with care—
Who bas tho key of Christmas Land ?

Dear baby heairts in Christmas Land,
We want to be near,
And join in your cheer,
YWhea the itree with its strange fruit
bends,
And you wait for what Santa sends—
Who has the key of Christmas Land ?

Love has the key of Christmas Lawud !
Obh, come, Cherub Love,
With wings like the dove,

Spread over hearts thy light of peace,
Sow for a harvest full of increase—
Open the gates of Christmas Land !

Open the gates of Christmas Land !
There is much to do.
And the days are few ;
Bid 1l mon set Charfty free
By thy grace, let us sce there be
None of God's poor in Christmas Land.

TWO SIDES OF CHRISTMAS.

BY KATE W. HAMILTON.

‘ Pshaw {"

Jack said it so explosively that Miss
Milmon, in the room above, looked out
the window. Miss Milmon did not often
look out the window, elther literally or
figuratively. Her world was & very nar-
row oane, bounded on all sides by her-
self. Her little dally round, her monthly
savings, her faded but carefully cher-
ished disappointments, her jerlous —vatch-
fulness that nobody sbould {rear i upon
Ler rights— these made up he' inper
world. And as she cared nothing for
her neighUours, she had no need to be-
stow many glances upon the outer world.
There were & good many neighbours in
the plafn, ratker poor, but very respect-
able court, but she viewed them chlefly
as nuisances to b2 avoided.

It annoyed ber to think these two
children should stand just under her
window to talk over their Christmas—
or rather thelr want of it—but she could
not well complain, sfnce the lower flooy
was their home, and they were fairly on
their own ground. She cared nothing
for Christmas. She had no one to keep
it with any more, and did not want to
hear anything about it, she said to her-
solf, but she did want a little Iresh air
in at that window, and why must that
boy talk so loud that she could not help
hearing him ? He talked right on with-
out ever thinking of her. :

“It's bad cnough not to have any
Christmas ourgelves—oh ! yes, I know
what you're going to say. I know_sll
abput how tlmes are so hard, and father
out of work so much that we just can’t
I'm not blaming anybody. But fit's
exough to just let it go by and forget
it without making it harder. And try-
ing to make the day seem ‘Christmas’
as vou ca'l it, by giving things to some-
body elase, 12 all stuff. It's a regular
goody-goody notion, just Hke a girL
There wouldn‘t be one dit of fun {n that.”

“There would be fun for the poor
1ittlo Smith children,” urged XLaurie’s
gentle volce.

* And, desides, we haven't anything to
glve ’em,” interrupted Jack.

“Oht I meant oaly little things. One
of your jumping-jacks, that you can
whittle out so nicely, would make that
little Smith boy think he 222 & fortune
it ne found {t in his stocking.”

“Or dapgling from 2 tree.
suppose tho3s YOuRg ORes €ver saw a
Christmas tree,” said Jack, growing a
1ittle interested in spite of himseif.

Hia gruffness was wostly on the ount-
side, as wise little Liuric well kunaw,
and in a few minutes ae was planning
quite g8 eagerly as she, ana mmuch more
elgborately. for Jack wes sgkilfal at such
work.

« Well, we'll do it it you want to. Axnd
I say, Laurie, let's iz up 2 llttle tree
and do the thing up right while we're
about it. . Tl whittle out some dolls for
you tu dress up.”

“Then I'm sure we will have a gnod
deal of Christmas ourselves,” said Laurie,
delightedly. ** You see, Jack, dear, it
has two sides to it—the geiting aide and
the giving slde. And I do belleve the
giving side is the happlest, because™—
the solt cheek flaghed and the gentlo
-, », olce, hesitatéd—"1's. God’s. slde,”

I don't |

Misg Milmon moved awny from the
window, but many times during the
lonely dny those words came dback to
her . “ The giving side s the happlest;
It’s God's side.” She did not know why
she could not forget them, but they
hauni~d hor all that day, and she said
i them oser to hersel! while she snt in the

twllight, when it was too dark to work
&nd too carly to light ber lamp.

“1 suppose 1 might have had that side
of it all these years if I'd only thougat
80,” she owned. “ Maybe it would have
been a happler way., I don’t know.”
And thon came the echo of that soft
volca : “It's God's side.”
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* Well,” she declded, a8 zhe arose to
light her lamp, * if those roungsters can
do it, I can. Yve nobody to save for,
50 I mneedn’t mind the expense, dear
knows. I'll keep a little watch over
those two downstafrs, .nd if they build
one -ide of a Christ.nas toward the
Smitus, I'1l bufld another side toward
them., Maybe"—with & grim little
laugh—" we'll get up a whole one be-
tween us.  Most likely thoy'll forget all
about it, though."

It was wonderful how interesting that
downstairs family grew when once she
began to notice them. She had caly
meant to sec that the children did not
forget, but she saw many things beside~
what a sweat, sensible woman the mother
was; how Icdustrious and intelligent the
father, and what a pleasant little hcme-
circle altogether. Scelng so mach of
them, she could scercely help speaking
when she met them, and so an acqualnt-
ance began. She often caught & glimpse
of Jack or Laurie busy with some bit of
work that made her surs they were
carrying out their plan, and so on Christ-
mas Eve she was not tarprised at the

‘ g

home-magde toys, and Laurie was lght-
ing the candles, “ just for a minute, to
gee how it looked.”

Miss Miitmor slipped upstairs again,
put on hor wmi-p38, angd took tho pockelr-
book which she kad made quite plump
for the occasfon and set forth on her

| joyed it, too.
torned with her arms full of bundles.
“Yd lko to have given them 3 tree,

B

-

¢ne without thelr knowing where it came
from,” ske srld, regretfully, as sahs
s'ipped the bundles, carefully markea
*From Santa Ciaus,” just inslde tholr
door,

After all, they did know, for they could
think of no other pernonswho coutld and
wauld have made such gitts. A ! 8o
sho was overwhelmed with thanks, and
nothing would anawer but raat sho must
come downstalrs and eat hor Christmas
dinner with them.

* Hasn’'t {t been o lovely day ? sald
Laurle, late in tho ovening. “I'm suro
now that the giving side {s tho happlest
one.”

OHRISTMAS WITH THE POOR.-L
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“IWhy, we haven't bad any chancs to
find out,” corrected practicel Jack; “for,
you see, we've had the getting side, too—
such a big getting. Miss Milmon 1s the
only one who had just the one aide.”

“And I uidn't,” angwered the visitor,
promptly. “ You bave had me down
hero to dinner, and have given me the
pleasantest Christmas I bave had for
yvears. Yes, it reaily has been the very
Pleasantest.”

“1 thipk {t all means a little bit out
of the Bible,” sald wise, swest Laurle,

“<Give, and it shall be given unto
you, good measure, pressed dowz and
shaken together, and running over, shall
men give {nto your bosom.'”

BOY INVENTORS.

A boy's e'ders are guilty of a fosllsh
act when they snub him because he says
or does something which they don't un-
derstand. A boy's personality is entitled
to as much respect as a man's so long as
be behaves himself

Some of the most important {nventions
bave been the work of boys. ‘The In-

UHRISTHMAS WITH THE FOOR.-IL
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picture she saw through the winduw. , ventlon of the valve motiox to the stesm
An old pall, caretully ipainted, held the , engine was made by a mere boy.
tiny trce, on which had been placed the -

New-
come’'s engine was in a very incomplete
condition from the fact that there was no
way to open or close th valves, except
by means of levers operated by the
hand.

Newceome set up & large cugine at one
of the mines, and & boy, Huxphrey Pot-
ter, was hired to work these valve jovers;

unwonted excursion. She found, ¢ her , aithough thfs was not hard work, yet it
j awn astonisbment, that she grestly en- | required his constant attention.
it was late when abe re-

As he was working the levers ke saw

; thet parts of the epgine moved in tre

right direction, and at the gsamo timo that

%00, but I couldn’t maaage & geod-gized ‘ho had to open or close the valves.

Ho procured . stroag cont and made
one end fast to the proper pait of the
ongine and the other ond to the valve
lovar; aud then he had tho eatisfuction of
scoing the engine mova with perfect
regularity of motlon.

A short time after, the foromap came
around and eaw the boy playing marbles
at the door  Looking at tho engluo ho
saw tho fogonolty of ithe boy, and also
the advantago of <o great an Invention,

The 1don suggosted by the boy's ine
ventive gonlus was put into a pract'cal
form, and made the xeam engino an
automatio working machine.

The power loom iz the invention of a
farmer's boy who had novey seen or
heard of such 5 thing. He tad whittled
one out with his jack-knifo, and afior ho
had got it all dono ho, with groat on-
thusiasm, showed ft to his father, who
at onco kickpd it to pleces, saying that
ho would havoe no boy about him who
would spend his time on such foollsh
thingsa

The boy was sont to a blacksmith siop
to learn a trade, and his mzaster took a
lively Intercst in him. He made a loom
of what waa loft of the onc his father
bad broken up, apd showed It to his
masator.

Tho blacksmith saw that he had no
common 3ad sa an apprentice, apd the
invention was a valuablo one. Ho had
& loom constructed under the supervision
of the boy. It worked to thelr periect
satisfaction, apd the blackswnlth turnished
the means to manufacture the looms, and
the boy recelved nhalf the profits. 1In
about a year tho blacksmith wrote to the
boy's father that he should visit him,
and would bring with bhim a woalthy
gentieman, who was the inventor of a
calebrated power loom.

You may be able to judge of tho as-
tonishment at the old homo when his son
was presented to him as the ipventor,
whe told him that the loom was the
wme as the model that he had kicked
to pleces but a year before.

WEAT A LITTLE GIRL SAID TO
QUEEN VIOTORIA.

An amusing story is told by a mald
of honour in the sorvice of Queen Vie-
toria, says The Youth's Companlon. A
1ittle niece of hers visited her one day
at the coutt. The Quecn caught sight
of the child, and asked tho lady in walt-
fng to have the Httle vizitor come to
lonch at the palace. The child was
takon op 8n appolnted day to the royal
table, While quite unconsclous of the
honour conferred upon her, sho was Qulet
and woll-bghaved. During the luncheon
chicken was served. The child ate her
portion with kean rellsh, and was care-
ful !n the use of knife and fork. Sud-
denly sbe stared at the Queen; them,
pointing her small finger at har Majesty,
sl exclaimed, with & tone of reproof:
“ O plggle, piggle "

The Queen had taken one of the
chicken bones in her fingers; but the
carefully tralned child, who had baen
warned in the nursery that this was a
breach ot propriety in youung peoplo,
could not knep from repeating an ex-
pression that she had ofica heard hor
governess use.

Every one at the table was startied;
but the Queen, who led in the laughter,
enjoyed quite keenly the joke at her owsn
expense.

HARDY NOVA SCUOTIAN FISHER-
MEN.

The great “ Yankeo” fishermen are
mostly Nova Scelians, but the capiains
of our fishing-vessels are, 23 2 rule, Am-
cricans—hardy, self-reliant, quick to
think and to act, and ready for any
emergency. Whilo the doriea arc out
the captain, with the ald of the cook,
handies tho ship and xeeps bis weather
eyo on the horizzn. I he sees danger in
sky or sea, he sots a signal—usually a
basket bhoisted in the forestaysafl hal-
yards—to recall the dories, Only too
often, though, the gale cumes up with
such suddenness that the dorles to lee-
ward cannot get back. A dory with the
bodies of two fSshermen in it, or, more
frequent)y, eapty or tossdd bdottom up
by the waves, tells he story. Yet in
spite of the danger of starvation, u jug
ot water usually constitutes ail the pro-
vigion aboard a dory. and a compass {8
a rare bird.—* On the Grand Banks and
£lsewhere,” by Gustav Kobbe, In August
St. Nicholas,

All ¢hnlk 18 composed of fossils. It
sou take tho tinlest bit asd place 2
gnder a powertul microscope, you will sce
jan lagnils patder o1 extremely éiminu-
(uvo shells, aod no spectacle oo a large
{ scale i3 more bezutifo: than the varfod
) forms of theso tiny homes oY anlimal Hfe,
; Which are disclosed by powerful gluzzes,
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PLEASANT HOURS.

A Ohild Sceptic.
BY PHILLITS THOMBON,

Bright and early Christmns morning,
Littje Jessio roso to aco

What tho contents of her atocking,
Brought by Santa Claus, might be.

tavish gifts the saint had brought hor,
8paring from his amplo load

Candties, dollies, books, and plctures,
Till both steckings ovorflowed.

How her laughing blue oyes sparkled
As sho drew her treasures out !

How gho danced with clildish ploasure
When her toys lay spread about.

But a shado of disappointment
Btole across hor chubby face,
And hor merriment had vanished,

To roflection giviug place.

What's the mattor 7 I {nguired,

Prompt to ascertain the caugo ;
Then sghe said, with serfous aspect,

**Pa, thore ain‘'t no Sania Clavs!

" 8'pose bo dld come down the chimney,
With the things upon his back,

How could he get in tho stovepipe ?
How could he pu!l tbrough his sack ?

Ang bestdes, T lay ard listened,
Jnst to hear it he would come ;
‘Vhep 't wasc™ fp- ‘rymm m'doight
Bome vbe walked into the rovm

Cane into the room like you would,
But 1 didn’'t darz to peep,

L.ay down quiet kind of frightened -
Made believe I was asleep.

' So they came and filled the stockings,
And I'm sure that there were two,

For they whispered to ¢ach other—
Sounded just 1lke me 2nd you.

* Though the thi.gs are nice and pretty,
Stil I'm awful sorry —'cause

'Tien’t Santa Claus that brings them—
You and m2a are Santa Claus.”

Thus through life the old 1lluslons
Fade out slowly one by one;

Are we happler or better
When the last of them are gone ?

LESSON NOTES.

FCURTH QUARTER.
S8TUDIER IN THE ACTS AND EPISTLES.

How may wo havo Gud dwalling in ug ?

How may we know this ?  Versv 13.

For what purposs dld God send his
Son ?

How Is this declared fn John §. 1/ 7

May this Saviour of the world be our
Saviour also ?

What confessfon is spoken of fin
vorse 15 7

What do we need besides this con-
fesslon ? Rom. 10. 8.

What may every Christian be ? Eph.
2 22.

What personal knowledge i{s mentioned
in verse 16 ?

How may we possess ft ?
PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Whero In this lesson do we learn—

1. That God loves us ?

2. That God has redeemed us ?

3. That we should love each other ?

“INDIAN NO BREAK PROMISE.”

Mrs. Casweii, a Iady who spent iaany
years among the indians as n missionary
of tho Gospel, tells this splendid story
of Indlan fortitude :

~After much personal work and months

“The Indian shook his head. Mo

no break promiso, said he.

*Then tho men pushed him away from
the edge of the raft. I'e wans getting
exhausted, and sank; but rising, he
clutehed tho raft convulsively.

“« ¢l you drink It 7’ came the last
command.

“«No break promise,’ gaspud tho In-
dian. *Me cannot.’

“Then the brutes
fingers for the last time.
sank, and rose no more.
convert was a martyr to the truth.
was faithful unto death.”

unloosed his
The indlan
The young
He¢

A NEW INVENTION.

A Germar. inventor has discovored
that ¢ largoe window glass may be lightly
coated with silver in such a way that it
is trangparent to the person within a
room while at the samme time it Is opaque
to tho passer-by in the streot. The
obllque rays are reflected while the
direct rays pass through the glass. The
effoct depends upon the proportian of
light before and behind the glass,
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ILLUSTRATED ARTIOLES.

The Huart_of tho Empirs, or Walks
About London. W.ih 34 Engmvm%n,
Highwnyg& and Byways of Travel in

(ana
Making the Empire.
The Dfrdanelles and the Golden Horn
Oanada's Norway on the Pacifie. |
Snagirsr}ztgrts in Jamsaica. By a Canadian

Nowfoundland and Its New Rallway
Rev. (. J. 8oxp, B

LA

The Biege of Paris, and the Madness of
the Commune.

Recent Bx&l_glr:tton in Nineveh

Oapr, an ¢t 5 Paradise.

The ‘“ Holy Fields” of Italy.

0ld and New Japan.

With the Fisher Foik.

In tha Adriatic.

The Streots of Paris.

Round About Ireland.

The Land of Burns.

Wonders of the Yosemite.

Bar yoon Court and Its Memories.

¥ 'ery-dzy L(iifg_in galestine.

Denmark and tne Lanes. )

A Lady's Adventuras in West Africa.

SOCIAL AND RELIGIOUS TOPICS

Canada and the Empire. Rev. Prix-
CIPAL GRRANT.

Chiristian Telﬁ:at;\y. Iax Macrarey,

That Other Man's Uonscience. Rev

C S‘P"nogf'r?iulnsurance

onnexion: e :

The Parchments of the Faith, Rev
Da. ANTLIFF. .

The Plebiscite and Prohibition. Rev.
Dr. RRoss and F. 8. SPENCE.

Schools of the 20th Century. Jas L.

Huognes.
The Future of the British Empire.
Woman in Ancient Bgypt. Dz 2'RaAD-
ENBURG.
CHARAOTER STUDIES AND
SKETCHES,

of prayer and patience, a group of young
Indians, who had been especially up-
rearious aud wild, came into the church
and signed the pledge to give up tobacco

NO ROOM POR THEM IN THE INN.

The crowded Eastern inn, shown in our
cut, 18 a type of the common caravan-
sarles in the East. At times of such

John lgesley. T, P ~uAx STEVENSOX,

LL.D.
Elizabeth of Hungai 7. Pror. WaLracz.
George Fox and the Quakers. Rrv.

LESSON XIII.—DECEMBER 26.
GOD'S LOVE IN THE GIFT OF HIS

SON. snd flre-water. To them the taking of
. general travel as that described in the ROF. PAIBLET.
1 John 4. 9-16. Memorv v , 9-11. | the pledge meant the abandonment of all The Last of the Stuarts, or the Fate
hn v verses, 9-11 vice and living a clean life. second chapter of Luke, it can easily be o%%ie Pretender. }

imagined how crowded tlhie inn of Beth-
lehem would be. Joseph and Mary
would, therefore, gladly seek refuge in
the sumterranean grotto in which the
beasts of burden of the travellers were
sheltered.

GOLDEN TEXT.

God so loved the world, that he gave
tiis only begotten Son, that whosoever
believeth in him should not perish, but
have everlasting life.—John 3. 16.

OUTLINE.
1. The Gitt of Love, v. 9-11,
2. The Indwelling Spirit, v. 12-16.
Time and Place.~Same as last lesson.

HOME READINGS

God's love tn the gift of his Son.—
1 John 4. 9-16.

Tu. The prophecy.—~Isa. 9. 1-7.

\V. Visit of the magi.—Matt, 2, 1-10,
Th. Herod folled.—Matt. 2. 11-23.

Waoeirtz, the Mad Painter of Brussels.
The ‘golllx. A.‘il:)seph Chamberlain. Rev.

« He. JV.1i4
Kaiser William IT. Rzv. J. C. Ssx20Uun.
Pastor Arnauld and Voltaire and
Viesley. The late De. Aner S7BVENS
8t- Patrick, the Apostle of Ireland.
Horatio Nelson, En d’s Naval Hero.
Peater the Great,znd the Rise of Russia.

SERIAL AND SHORT STORIES.

In Hig Steps. Coarires M. Szeroox. .

A Princess in Oalico. Ebirs F. Brack.

Rheds Robertss HAaReY Lixpsar.

Stories of the Undergronnd Railway.
Mig8 M. MURRAY. .

Legends of the Wandering Jev.

The Temper of a Saint. or the Ylgg a%’d

“One of these young converts was In-
duced to join a company of white men
to go ‘rafting’® on the Alleghany River.
The raftsmen were freely saddicted to

liquor, and soon noticed that the Indian
1 never tasted it.

‘*Why not ?’ they asked him.

“‘Me belong to temperance soclety,’
was the laconic reply. ‘Me promire not
drink. Me keep promise.’

**The raftsmen laughed him to scorn.
* We'll soon teach you, you miserable red-
skln, how much such a jvomise 18
worth ¥

“These brutal fellows tempted the
poor man day and night in vain. They
held liquor under his nose; they threw it

“Trerr was No Roox ror THEM IN
THE INN.”

No room in the inn for Jesus,
No room for the Holy Chiig :
His shelter a stable, a-manger his bed,
No silken couch for his sacred hcad—
No room, no room for Jesus !

M.

No room for the Royal Jesus,
No room for the King of kings,

F. The word.—John 1. 1-14. in his face. He would not yleld. They | No open door for ihe Saviour of men, Humor of Jokn Weasley. \
S. Message to the shepherds.—Luke 2., then resolved to conquer his will. So | In a'l the homes of Bethlehem— Morg'cnmmﬂwland Sketches. Rev.J.V.

one day they handed him a glass of { No room, no room for Jesus !
whiskey, and when he declined it they
pushed him into the river. The Indian
svam to the edge of the raft, and begged

his tormenturs to 1ot him come aboard.

8-20.
Su. Simeon’s prophecy.—Luke 2. 25-35.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
1. Tho Gift of Love, v. 9-11,

SNITH.
More Sailor Yarns. Rev. J. G. Axowms.
Some Frontier Sketches. Rev. Dz
MACLEAN.

%1ISSIONARY ARTICLES.

No room for the Blessed Jesus,
No home for Israel's King ;
The foxes tave holes, and the birds have

How did God show his love for us ? “‘Yes,' was the reply, ‘if you will nests, .

How is this stated in John 8. 16 ?| drink the whiskey.’ But the Son of Man had not where to I“";légd’? the Eash and %ﬁ“{fﬁ‘;
Golden Text. rest— crmz, B 1

What were we when God loved us? No homo for the Elessed Jesus! Weglgﬁ}ptwhe %es. Rzv. A. Browsnio.
Rom. 5. 8. Missions at Home and Abroad. Bismor

McC
Bishop Hannington. REv. A.W.KicoLsox

SCIENTIFIC PAPERS,

Volcanoes and Their Origin.
The New Astronomy. W. Huccins,

LI.D.
Recent Progress in Medical Sclence.
The Moon's Story. Smr RoperT Bavr.
Prof. Proctor's Theory of Coniets.
Dr. Dallinger on Nebulz.

The silver and gold are his,
The cattle on every hill ;
Yet be was rich, for our sakes
he became poor,
That we by his grace might bs
rich evermore—
O was ever a friend like Jesus ?

What were we made by Christ’s love ?
Rom. 5. 10.

‘Whose love came first, God's or ours?

What does Christ say in John 13. 16 ?

For what purpose did God send his
Son ?

\WWhat 18 *“a prop:tiation ” ?
rifice which obtairs favour,

How was Christ our propiti.tion ?

How may wo receive the benefit of his

A sac-

And is there no room for Yesus
in these hearts so full of sin *

sal‘:',x;xtloa ?h 1d love? A He Is 1;lnockinz;! O Iet us open :N’oi‘,ersn ggbgsmAY omical Research.
om should we lovo nd why ? the door, ‘T 3 %
What Is Ch-ist's commandwment ? And drink and feast till we hun- Agzassiz and His Work.

Tho dopartments of World's Progress, Cur
ront Thought. Rocont Scion Bcn%ous Intel-
l_lzax:oo al;% Book Reviows °c${u bs kept up to
Al
Reglster tetter and tend to

WILLIAM BRIGGS
Wesley Buildings, TORONTO, ONT, .
0. W. COATES, mox;:reg;;_vorﬁ .

.

John 15. 12, 13,
What (s said fn Eph. 4. 32?
2. The Indwolling Spi-it, v. 12-16.
Has anyone ever seen God ¢
What did God say to Moses? Exza,
33, 20.
In whom may weses God ? John14.9.
What privilege may we possess?
verso 12,

ger no more,
A feast of love with Jesus?

O yes, there s room for Jesus,
In this sin-sick soul of mine ;
Come in, blessed Saviour, and

with me abida,
And whate’er befalls me, O let
meo hide
In the clefted Rock, 1n Jesus !

AXGER AND CATTIX IN BASTERN HOUSR.
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