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CHRISTMAS EVE.

The children dreamed the whole night through
Of stockings hung the hearth beside ;

And bound to make eiach dream come true,
Weut Santa Cluus at Christmas-tide.

Black stoekings, red, brown, whiteand gray—
T,ong, little, warm, or patched and thin—,
The kindly saint found on his way,

And, smiling, popped his preseuts in.!

But as he felt his hoard grow light,

A tear-drop glistened in ' his eye ;

‘ More children on this enrth 10-night,
Thau stars are Lwinkling in the sky.”

Upon the white and frozen snow

I1e knelt, his emply bag beside—

“ Soine lit1)e socks pust empry go,
Alas =said he~* this Christmas-tide.

*“ Though I thelr stocklvgs may not heap
With gifts and toys and Christmar cheer,
These little ones (rom sorrow keep;

For cach, dear Lovd, to Theo is dear !

“Thou wert a little child like them?’ — 9
Prayed he—* For whom [ would provide; 1
Long years ago in Bethlehem, :

That first and blessed Christinns-tide!

¢ As saothe Thee then T'hiy mother's Kiss,
And all her comtorts, sweet and kind,

8o give them love lest they inight miss
The gifts I know 1ot whero Lo find!

On 2l the ehitdren far and wide;
Aund give them hearts as pure as snow"—
Prayed Santa Claus—** at Christmas-tide !

MARGUERITE MERINGTON, ?f‘
7
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CHRISTMAS HOLLY.

ECEMBER, bleak and hoary,Jis
here, robed in her mantle of}
snow with her necklace and
jewels of ey erystal. Yel De-

cember touches the human heart more
kindly than May for it  Inings us
Christmas, the very source of eternal
hope and love. December is nature’s
sadness, and nature’s gladness,  Light
appears in  the darkness, joy comes
from thesorrow, Mankind’s sin brings
the Redeemer whose light is to be man’s
light, whese life is to e may’s life.
Rejaice then that Christnias is near,
for Christmas brivgs us tidings of greay
joy that Christ is born for us, in Judea.
Jasten and you can still hear those
Angels whose “Gloria,” on the moun-
tains, was the sweelest hymn that
muure ever heard.  How well 1he
Holly symbolizes i)l that Christinas
mcans,  Lis circle of briars, its white
blossoms, its green leaves and iis rod
herries made it o welcome decoration
in Honte and Church, for men thought
it brought good Iuck.

“Holly Briars!” You tell of B.
lehem and its  Manger, with the F
beginning, amid the briars of sufla’. ,
a Jife which is to end only when the
Innce of Calvary shall pieree His
Heart.

“Holly White Blossom!” You tell
of the Hower hlossoming on Aaron’s
rod! You reeall the Child of Beth-
lehem whose hand fashioned earth and
heaven ; the white blessom of God’s
power, His very word whuse fragrance
18 to atone for man’s ingratitude and
heanl the ills of mankind.

“ Holly Green Leaves!” Human grat-
itude, a8 an cvergreen, is to spring from
the crib which is Lo all asource of man’s
undying love for God. Years may pass,
Summer may 2o and Winter may chill,
but never shali the buman heart be

“ That sweetest. gift, dear Lord, bestow 2 o

without hape, for Christ is born in Be&hlehem.' ‘Thorn-Shod, Red Berried, Evergreen Holly,

“0, Red Berries of the Holly!” You tell of | you belong to Christmas! and your hranch
blood ! Christians, can you not see the red ber- | carries good luck to the faithful goul. Gather,
ries around the brow of the Infant Saviour, that | then, the Holly; wreathe it round and r1ound.
tell of that blenk Christmas night and its suffer- I Fitling emblem for our Infant God as he lies
ing, that tell of Calvary, whose Cross may be |in the Crib of Bethlehem, A Happy Chrisimas
seen hovering over the Manger! I to all.j

CHRISTMAS NIGHT. v

THEJLHERMITS VISION.




THE SUNBEAM.

CHIRISTMAS,

CHIME ont, O joyful bells!
Al wordly discords drown !
Yield up yourgreen, O trees,
To make a Christmas crown!
Give of your best, O earth!
Make room, O human heart,
That He who came thisiday
May never more depart!

—Mrs. M. I?, Bulls,

VIC’S AKMORY.

@ ELDOM was such a multitude seen in this
N\ Hallasat 3 P.M.on the 10thult. The

7 & concert was held under the auspices of
v - St. Patrick’s Catechism. It revived all the
glories of the past, and came nigh eclipsing them.
Rev. M. Callaghan introduced in the happiest of
styles all who figured on the stage, and well
might be afford to be proud of his talent, pro-
gramme and sur cess. His entertainments are the

ravest {reats and unigne in a diversity of ways.
Elliec Lynch and Katie Prevost played on the
pianp »  duet which reflected
credit upon themselves and their
distinguished  teacher, Miss M.
Reid. M. Brown, alad of eight
swmmers, was admired for his
song. Adelaide Hunter made her
debut as a pianist and was ap-
planded. “Nellie’s Blue Eyes”
was sung by Maggic McElligott,
who is seven yemrs old, and by her
sister Agnes, who is only five.
Nothing could be done more clev-
erly or give grealer satisfaction.
W. Burgess was mest amusing as
a  ventriloquist. The pupils of
Mount St. Louis Cullege appenred
to great advariage in their calis-
thenic drill.  W. Kennedy, who is
reputed the favorite vocalist of the
East End, has not his match in
thecity. He is not (yev in; his
teens. Miss Hone executed on
the violin “St. Patrick’s Day ”
by Vicuxtemgps. She is only
twelve. Mer proficiency is some-
thing marvellous.  Bverything
pointsto the near futnre when she
will be a star in the waorld of art-
ists. 1ler father is Jules Hone—
the eminent violinist, composer
and professor. He studied music
in the Conscrvatory of Licge, be-
longs to a European sociely of
musicnl composers, and is now
preparing for the violin varialions
on the most celebrated Jrish airs,
America is vich in possessing him.
Frank Kelly and Huarry Daoust
canicd the audience by storm in
a comical song which they had to
repeat severnl times,  Joseph
Wall and Flarry Lawrence were
inimitable in their sketch. The
stage was decornted by A, Martin,
the forist, and the piano losned
by Willis & Co. Evervbody was
pleased Lo see Prof. Fowler taking
part in the programme. Miss
Maggic McAnnlly and Miss I\
MeDonald rendered greab service
as accompanists, FEarly in 1893
the next concert will come off. Tt wiil be of
a diflerent kind, but none the less interesting or
fascinating.

AN BARTHLY PARADISE,

HAT aun earthly paradise is a refined
g @ Catholic home! The parents belong to

some of the church societies and the

older children are members of the so-
dality. The sacraments keep them iunocent,
and the Sucrament of suncraments gives themn
the inefluble peace of Christ.  Quiet, order,
gentleness and kindness are the guardian angels
of the household, and education brings in its
accomplishments to add their charms to the or-
dinary monotony of life. The souls of ali the
members of the family are growing in grace;
their minds are open to what is most choice in
science and art; and in their material surround-
ings they enjoy all the comforts and some of the
luxuries of nineteenth century existence.
Troubles may come and troubles may go, but

PERCY’S CHRISTMAS,

£ % Y SOD‘T’; what would you like for Christ-
; mas?
g “ Me! well, let me see. May I have
whatever I want ?”

“ Yes, if I can give it.

“ Well, papa, dear, I should like to have five
hundred dollars 1” -

“Pive hundred dollaxs! why, my dear boy"
what in the world would you do with it ?”

“Oh! I could use it; L should first love to
have that much to do as I pleased with ??

“ Well, my son, yon surprise me, but if it will
make you happy, you shall have it !”

“ Yes, papa, [shall feel that I can do some-
thing nice if I really have the money, and can I
do just as I please with it ?”

Yes, I think I can trust to your good sense
that you will put it to good use.”

Pcor Percy was a cripple; his limbs were
nlmost powerless. A severe attack of scarlet
fever, in his childhood, had left him in that piti-
able condition, He was now auout twelve yenrs
old, and wns confined to his chair most of his
davs. It seemed hard for him to sit by the

{THE TWO LITTLE SISTERS.

window and see boys of his own age having lots
of fun as they ran to ov from school. He was
surrounded by every comfort, and dearly loved
by father and mother, brothers and sisters, but
sometimes he felt as though his heart would
break, and he slmost wished he were dend ; but
generally he bore his afiliction pretty cheerfully.
He wag a good-natured boy, and took great plea-
sure in mnking others happy. He liked to sit
by his pretty sitting-room window and watch
the children passing, and be often thonght he
would give all the world if he could run about
as these children did. It was while watching
the children pass his windows that be formed
the wish to possess so much money. for he
thought how delighted he would be if he could
give some of them a nice present.

It was now drawing near Christmas, and he
feared he must give up the idea, but his father's
question that morning had settled all.

S0 Percy had the money, and now how to
spend it properly ? He wondered how he should
find out what each one would like. At last a
bright idea struck him® Nearly opposite his
window stood the Catholic Church. Percy knew

the hearts in such a home are tranquil.

the good priest, and liked his appearance very

Y

much. He knew a great many of the children
whom he wished to benefit went to the school
over the way, and he thought he would ask good
Father Dean to send him a list of those he
thought would be glad to gei a Christmas pre-
sent, and also to ask him what would be best to
ive,

¢ S0 he sent the gaod priest word and Father
Dean wrote this answer :

My DEear Bov: I am glad you possess the
kind heart which dictated the sentiments con-
tained in your note, and I gladly comply with
your wishes regarding the names of the children,
but really, my boy, as to what would be suitable
—there I am at sea—yon might give a child the
most suitable present, and stil} it might not be
what the child would choose. How would it do
if Ishould send some of the children to you,
and let you get some ideas from them ; do you
wish to give to boys only, or to boys and girls?
I shall be happy to assisb you in any way I can,
and I pray our dear Lord to bless you and pay
you tenfold for the bappiness you are trying to
give our poor children. I am, my dear boy,
yours sincerely,

Jos. DEax.

. Percy thought Falher Dean’s
. suggestion a good one, and acted
onit. Father Dean sent some of
the little folks to {Percy, of course
one at a time. And for some days
before Christmas o servant was
kept pretty busy ushering in Mas-
ter Percy’s callers, IIow happy
it made Persy feel to see the faces
flosh and eyes brighten at the
prospect of a nice present.

And Percy thought them a
pretty wise Iot of children. Many
of them had nice new suits for
Christmas, others would rather
have playthings; among the last
to come to Percy was a little girl
who did not appear to be more
than eight or nine years of age,
and he thought she was the nicest
child who had yet called.  She
was not very well dressed, but
what she bad on was nice and
clean ; her face was very pretiy,
her eyes were large and dark, and
what he cunld see of her bair, as
it peeped from under her hood,
wans solt and curly, and of & pale,
golden shade. She seemed very
timid as the servant showed her
into Perey’s room, He wasalone,
as he did not want 1o let the differ-
ent members of his family know
Just what he wag doing until
Christinag day ; then he intended
to tell them all that he had done.

The child pansed and Jooked
rather Irightened as the door
clased behind the servant.  Perey
saw that the was confused ; so he
.lwukc cheerfully and kindly to

1er.

“Come little givl, lake that
chair, and sit down, I should like
to band it to you; but am sorey
to say I am not able.” Shestepped
cloger to him and held out ber
hand toward bim, her eyes nemly
ovrflowing ab the snme time.”

“Poor boy, I am. so sorry for
oun.”

“1 Lelieve you,” he said, and thank you for
your sympaihy. Now sit down aud tell me
what you would like for a Christmas present. 1
suppose good Father Dean told you [ wanted to
give some presents to his children.”

“Yes, Father Dean did tell me, and told me
to ask my mamma if I could take a present.”

“ And she said you might?”

“ Yes, she snid I might, though she said she
did not like to let me out to take a present, but
as Father Dean did not object I might come,
pﬂlrt,icularly ag she could not buy me any her-
self.”

“ I am glad she Jet you come, and now may [
ask your name - .

“Qh yes; my name ig Nellie Linden.”

“ Well Nellie, what would you like?”

She Jooked earnestly at bhim, her eyes expand-
ed and shone brilliantly. her cheeks flushed and
her little hands trembled, so she said: “Can I
have whatever I like?”

“Yes, if T can give it to you”; remembering
his question and his father's answer. * Come,
little Nellie, speak out.”

“ QOh!- Ishould like—Oh'! I don’t think I can
tell you.” -
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“Ts it n pretly doll 7” gaid he.

“ Na,” said the child, “ it is not that,” but hex
face showed that she would dearly love to have
that very thing.

“ Well,” snid Percy, “I cannot guess, bub tell
me, Nellie.” .

“ Well, T will tell you; first, I should like to
giwl: mamma enough money to buy flour and
coal—

“ Flour and coal!” exclaimed Percy, * Good-

4 21 Y m
ness! what a strange thing to wish for! .

“Yes, but we cannot live without them,” said
Nellie.

“ Now,” said Percy, “I want you to have
something for yourself.”

“If I can have it, 1 shonld like a little doll.”

“A litlle one! would you not like a big
one? ”

“ Qh, yes; but you are too kind.”

“ Not at all ! Ishould like Lo make you real
happy.”

*You have made me real Lappy already ; you
are a good boy ! .

Perey felt o Jittle embarrassed at the little
girl’s praise. “ 1 don't think I am very good.”

“Yes you are, and I wish I could do some-
thing to make you happy ; but,”
quickly, “you must be perfectly
happy now,” as she spoke she
glanced around bis prelty room.

He knew she relerred to his
pleasant surroundings, and he
said ¢

“ Ycs, I think 1 ought to be! ”

His tone attracted her notice,
and she looked closely at him.
Then she thought of his cripp-
led condition, and her little heart
ached for him.  She did not know
how to comfort him, hut young
a8 she was, she had tmplicit faith
in God.

So she said

“ 1 wi:l ask thedear Infant'Jesus
to cure your limbs, sobt hat you
i walk.”

“Oh ! Nellie, will you ask
Him ™  The boy’s very heart
seemed Lo be in the question.

“Yes, I will; hut you must ask
Him too.”

“Me! Oh! 1 do not'kuow how
to talk to Jesns, Will you tell
me what to say 77

“Say: ‘Oh! Sweel Child Jesus,
through Thy Incarnation and
Birth, 1 beseech Thee to restore
strength to my limbs, so that |
can walk)”

He repeated the words over
and over, and as he did so he felu
his heaet fifted up to regions un-
known bofore.  The poor boy
trembled with a new-born hope.
He wondered why he had never
thought of asking God to care
bim, but poor boy it was not
alwgether his fanly; his parents
were worldly people, and did not
helong to any church, so that Nel,
lie's words were a revelation to
him.

Percy wished his mamma to

“I wish you ahappy Christmas, Percy, come
Iere and wish me the same.”

‘The boy’s face turned deathly white for a
momerd, then Nushed red, he looked at Nellig as
though he did not understand her, but her look
was not to be mistaken, Her hands were still
held toward him, and every feature of her face
scemed to say come.

Percy laid hig hands on the arms of his chair;
his feet touched the floor; he tried to raise him-
self up by the strength of his hand, but ~OQh
God!is it possible? the next instant he finds
himself standing on his feet. He almast loges
his senses for the very joy. But Nellie’s voice
recalls him,

“Oh! Percy, thank God! come here.”

In a moment Percy is by her side, his bands
c¢lasped in hers.

“0Oh, I knew the dear, sweet Jesus would not
refuse my prayer; how shall we ever thank
Him?”

They were on their knees the next moment,
and [ think the most pleasing homage the New
Born King received that day, went up {rom the
hearts of those two children. The two mothers
were also on their knees, and they both felt that

DANGEROUS FICTION.

ARENTS should generally understand that
the general output of novels embraces
many hooks of tendencies so immoral that
it 1s quite worth their while to supervise

current literature that may fall ivto the hands
of their children. Many young people go to
book stores and buy novels innocently, because
of the titles, which contain suggestions of the
most unwholesome character, while in others
may be found the bold advocacy of the most
vicious doctrines und theories. The time is ripe
for such public protest as will make the pub-
lishers of these books feel some sense of shame.
A deplorable feature of the business is that
some publishers who enjoi)' a high reputation for
the excellence of their litexature in the past
boldly aflix their imprint to the most degrading
stuff. We repeat that it will not do for parents
10 permit their children to pick and choose of
current fiction for themselves. A boy or girl,
on purchasing a novel, should be required tosub-
mit it Lo the inspection of his fauther or mother,
and the bookseller should be made to feel the
weight of paternal displeasure.if
the book be unfit for the young
to read. .

There i3 a law against selling
liguor to minors, and there should
be a law against selling novels of
the kind to which we reler to

. children.  And such a law will
sure!y be enacted if these anthors
and publisheis are not curbed very
soun.  ‘These books make a mock-
ery of marriage and a jest of the
must holy relations between the
sexes. They instil o doctrine as
absolutely fatal 1o the welfare of
gociety as it is disss 1ous to the
youthful mind.

Scarcely a day passes that the
New York papers do not contain
tidings of young boys arrested for
stealing considerable money from
parents or employers, with which
to “go Wesgt” in search of sang-
uinary adventure. In every in-
stance the youungsters confess Lo
having vheir imaginations lired by
sensational story papers. A still
sadder aspect of the sume evil is
the number of young girls who are
led to New York and to ruin by
similar influences. The “flagh”
literature of the day leads them
to think that they will neet
wealth and admiration in the city.
The carcers of such misguided
girls in nine cases out Jof Len Jead
to degradation and death, Keep
these unwholesome papers ot of
your hands and make use of pure,
enterlaining literature.

¢
AM I DOUING MY WORI,

It niny be sweeping rooms or
washing dishes ; it may be corry-
ing a hod or a sceplre, it may be

see his new friend, so be called
Ler and introduced them.

* Mamma, this is Nellie Lind-
er, she lias told me something
beautiful.  Oh! mamma, if i wo qid only come
Lrue.”

“IWhy, my love, what is it

Oh, 1L seems 80, Vory slrange, yet Nellie
thinks it will happen. She g gning Lo ask the
dear Infant Jesus to cure my limbs; and she
says He hears and answers children’s prayers.”

Mrs. Gray started  thongh she had received
ablow. She looked at the litile girl, who stood
with her little hauds clasped before her, her
her cheeks flushed and her eyes shining like
stars.  Mus. Gray fell as though she would give
all she possessed to stand as pure and free Irom
sin In God’s sight as that little child.

So Christmas moring came, clear and cold.
Percy was up early and taken to his window,
where he conll wateh the children go to church
opposite.  He very slowly dropped into an
easy sleep, from which he, was awakened
hy his mother's voice, and another voice
which  he did not know. His door
opened and_his mother entered; close by
her side was Nellie. The child seemed terribly
moved, but she tried to control hersell, and
paused about the middle of the room and held
out her hands towards him, saying :

MARIE CAMILLE HONE]

God was very near them that blessed [ hristmas
morning, . .

Twelve years have passed and il is Christmas
once more. Good Father Dean is still pastor
where we first met him, His years are begin-
ning to lean rather heavily apon him; so much
so that he is to have an assistant; his curate is
to be with him for Christmas. The Grays still
live opposite and are good faithful members of
his congregation.

Nellie Linden is one of the brightest orna-
ments of the town, loved (or her goodness and
her beauty. Her futher hasbeen fortunate, and
the family are quite comfortable. They are all
busy getlivg rendy for Mass, 'They expect (o
hear the new priesl. so they start in good time.
After they have said some prayers, they begin
to look toward the sacristy ; they were anxious
tosee their future pastor, because Father Dean
has toll them that the priest who is coming is
to succeed him. ‘FThe candles are lighted, the
orgun swells out the glad strains, Glorie in Ex
celsis Deo, and the altarboys appear at the
sacristy door ; all eyes are turned in that direc-
tion, and there is the young priest. It is Father
Percy Gray.—Mrs.J. A. E.

. tending a haby or writing a book
+ —the question is just as appli-

cable. ** Am 1 doing my work
 not criticising somebody else, not
longing for . betier chance, not waiting for
gomething to 1 up; but doing my_ work as
well as T know Bow lo do it ?”

If one can an*er in the aflirmative, he has
answered one of {he greatest questions that he is
ever called upon to fice. To bein one's place
and doing one's Work is 0-\'“’0"?0?' salisfying ;
to he out of one’s proper place will be agony, be-
eange it will take r'ne «wiy from God. If a man
who is meant to be a physician 18 migerable as
a lawyer; if a usefni and prosperous farmer is
sometinies spoiled to make an unhappy and
second rate professional man, what will be the
agony of living for an eternity out of one’s ele-
ment, or in other wrds, away from one’s God?
T'o be something may be the high ambition of
every humble child of Gad, and he may be sure
that at last he will certainly reach the very sum-
mit of his ambition.

————er O P e

Said a teacher to one] of his girl pupils: “If
your father gave you a basket,containing forty
plums to divide between yourself and your;litt)
brother, alter you had taken your share what
would be left 2 “ My little brother.”




4

THE SUNBEAM,

A LIFE’S SACRIFICE,

—

T sunset in the mon' h of October, a young:
man, with o wan face and ragged boots,
/3 with clothes covered with the dust of the
road and uiterly empty pockets, paused
at a Jone stone gate and looked across a green
awn towards the porch of a pretty cottage. In
Jthis porch sat a dady in ercamy white. At her
side stood a boy of four years or more, dressed
in a grey costume with crimaon stockinge and
prlo cap. Near them iny ngreat bull dog chain-
ed to a post near the door. The man looked,
hesitated, opened the gate and entered.

“Madaum, I only wanted to ask you if you
would be kind enough to give me something to
eat. I am really very hungry. T am travel-
ling to Sheffield to get work and Ihave used
every farthing I had. It would be a great kind-
ness if you could Iet me have a little food.” -

The Indy rose. “ Go away!” she cried briskly.
*“We allow no tramps here. The dog is danger-
ous. Come one step turther and I shall unfasien
him. Go away!”

Such n pretty fairy-like little woman; had
she no charity in her soul? It was strange to
hear her.

The little boy, too, in his artistic dvess, ran
down the sleps, picked & pebble from the path,
and threw it with all his baby might toward the
man at the gate. And the great bull-dog grow!:
ed and strained his e¢hain in a way to prove that
he deserved the characler given tohim. The
lady bad advanced Lo the dog, and stood ready
to unfusten the chain.

“Igive you two minutes!” she said, in her
high, sweet, young voice. “\Ve make shori
work with tramps here.”

The man answered nothing. He merely turn-
ed and hurried out of the gate, and as he went
he muttered cries. not loud, but deep. ft was
under his breath th t he said:

“ May you nced help and get none,” he said,
with an oath. “May you need it as I do ths
night; but he meant it, every word, Then he
sat down and buried his face in bis hands, “ A
tramp,” he repeated. “ Heaven knows I told
her the truth, and she called me a tramp.  And
this is & Christian country, and that woman calls
herself a Christian lady, no doubt.”

From the kitchen ot the house the wind blew
the appetizing smwell of colfee to the hungry
man; and the odor of sume dainty bot cake
came with it.

A cup of thal coffee and n erust of dry breap
wonld have helped him on his way with a lighter
heart.

He had never in his life begged before. He
swore he never would again if he starved on the
rond. He had worked for good wages since he
learned his trade. He liked to read, and had
the poetical justice of many a good novel trea-
sure(] in his heart. He had always been to
church amud beeu re=pectable ; and he had never
felt it his duty to refuse n beggar when he had
it Lo give.

He had not saved, for excellent reasons—he
spent all he had in keeping o plain Jittle home
comfortable for parents who depended only on
him.

Both were now dead. Then eame tie hard
times—the shutting down of furnacesand closing
of mills.

He bhad heard of work in Sheflield, and was on
his wn.{v there on foot. Iis clothes were gond
when he started, now they were covered with
dust, and his shoes had worn out,

He bhad siept often in burns, eaten up his
small capital, sold his portmantean in one town
where a lodging under a roof was necessary, and
parted with all its contents in an old clothes
shop.

He had done everything to keep from asking
for help, and hc was sull the respectable man
he had always considered himself.

The lady went back to her parlor shuddering

She was quite alone in the house, save for a
little maid-servant, who shricked and ran away
in the lace ol any danger. such as a mouse in
the pantry, or mysterious noises in the cellar ;
an ¢ there had been one or two tragedies in the
neighborbood, in which the (ramp proper had
figured most ferociously.,

“If it really was an honest poor person,” she
thought, “how cruel I have been !”

Then she reculled the fact that the man who
murdered the two old Indies in the next village

haud said he way o ghoemaker out of work ; and
while Miss Letty was dishing him some sotip,
and Miss Belty crossing the rovm with a bowl
of tea for him, he had struck thom down with a
hatchet, und gone off with their three little
silver watches, some money and poor Miss

Letty’s engagement ring, never taken from her
finger since her lover died upon his bridal eve,
Besides, she had promised her husband not to
let any iden of being good to the poor put her
into danger of death, or worse, at a tramp’s
hands.

With all these excuses, Mrs. Howard, having
a Christian soul under_ her fashionable bodice
was still uneasy, Thelittle maid wns busy in
the cottage kitchen, It was all bright and com-
fortable, and now she must drive to the.station
for her husband.

Away they went, gay tray, frisky pony, pretty

child and beautiful woman, making snch a pretty
picture in the twilight that Mys. Stone, the arl-
istic lady in the next house, called out Lo her
busband :
Auother pair of eyes saw the picture also.
The man who had begged for bread and received
a stone. He was making his way wearily along
toward the railway. - He might make his desti-
nation : he might not.

No one should call him {ramp again.

He was weak with hunger already, but he
took his oath to that, And as he swore this
Mrs. Howard’s carriage rolled past him, cover-
ing bim with dust from its red wheels.

Pucadise on the Hill has a long carriage drive
to the railway station, ‘Thereis one spot which
is very picturesque and beautiful. It is where
the carriage rond crossed a cut throngh which
the railway runs between natural stone walls.
The trains cannot be seen by drivers because
of the tall rocks and great trees, until they are
just across the aperture.

Everyone is cautious here. Mrs. Howrrd
particularly so. She drove so slowly down the
hili that the mau shecalled o tramp outwalked
her.

The shriek of the coming train was a fearful
one—a warning not desirable in a regiou where
old residents ouietly drove their slow teams be-
fore rushing express trains every day, and where
an accident to our “esteemed neighbor So-and-
S0"” was one of the regular items of the news-
paper in consequence. .

But Mis. Howard’s horse bethought himself
to be tertibly alarmed ac the sound, and with a
plungle and » cry as alarming in itself as that
uttered by the iron monster in the cut, the
animal started off' at full speed.

The man who watched him knew that he
would reach thetrack just in lime to drag the
wagon before the engine. He saw the woman
holding her child fast and elinging to the light
rail which surrounded the seat.

They nceded help, and suddenly the demon
in his soul fled from it. The angel of pity took
its place, and he stood fit for Heaven. They
needed nelp, and he would give it—what help
he ecould. [t might be ol no avail.

“Heaven grant it may!” he prayed; and he
sprang forward.

XIe was in time. He seized the mad horse'’s
bridie. He beld it, feeling most sorely that he
had not hig usual strength.

“Jump while you can!” he shouted.  “I
cannot hold the creature long!”

Mrs. Howard obeyed. Her fout was light, her
action swilt, or she had not succeeded. As it
was, she tottered and fell as she touched the
ground, and got to her feet giddy and faint, but
holding her child’s warm little hand safe in
her’s.

But where was the carriage, where was the
horse, where was the man who had save tieir
lives—the man she would reward with full heap-
od hands as well as with thanks and blessings—
the man she had turned hangry from her door,
and had paid ber ill-doing with such a deed as
this—where was he ? The whistle shrieked, the
cars hacked, slowed, stopped; passengors
alighted; her husband was there. Hi: arms
werc about her, his pale lnee was covered with
tears, as hesobbed :

‘You are not hurt, darling ? 1t is & miracle?

But still her eyes strained themselves Lo see
that shabby figure, dusty and mud-stained, but
such a hero to her now—only to say to him—

“1 know you are not a tramp. Forgive me.
Let me help you ; let me pay u little of my
great deby Lo you.”

She would never be happy in this world un-
less (his was given her. 8o she stood, her head
on her husband's shoulder, waiting until he
should come. But the others gathered slowly,
gilently, toward one spot, where up from the
c]m, come two men, bearing something between
them. ‘
“He is dead !’ they said. ““The horse threw
bhim before the engine.”

ey

Universal step-futher—The dancing-master.

WIHERE THE APOSTLES ARE BUR-
IED.

ﬁN exchange gives the following as the

burial places on the apostles : Seven are

sleeping the sleep of the just in Rome,

viz., Peter, Phillip, James, the Lesser,
Jude,Bartholomew, Mutthias and Simon. The re-
mains of three lie in the kingdom ol Naples—Mai-
thew at Salerno,Andrew at Amalfi and Thowas at
Ortona, James the Greater, was buried in
Spain, at St. Jago de Compostella. Of the exact
whereabouts of the remains of St. John the Evan-
gelist there is much dispute.

Mark and Luke are buried in Italy;, the former
in Venice and the Jatter at Padua,  St. Paul’s
remains are also believed to be in Italy, Peter
is buried in Rome, in the church ‘which bears
his name : so, (0o, are Simon and Jude. James
and Lesseris buried in the church of the Holy
Apostles. Bartholomew in the church on that
island in the Tiber which bears hig nnme. The
“Legends of the Apostles” places the remains of
lMat.thias under the altar of the renowned Basi-

ica.

Who will be the luncky winners of the first
grand prizes, is the question troubling the little
readers of Tue SUNBEAM to-day,

g

DRUG STORE NAMES.

Milk of lime has no milk.

Oil of vitriol 1s not an oil.

Quicksilver is pure mercury.

Soda water contains no soda.

Sulphuric ether contaiins no sulphur,

Wormseed is unexpanded flower buds.

Copperas is an iron suit and contains no cop-
per.

German silver containg no silver, and black
lead contains no lead.

Sugar o’ lead has nothing to do with sugar, nor
bas cream of tartar anything to do with eream.

Salt of lemon has nothing to do with a lemon,
bu.t] is a salt of the extremely poisonous oxalic
acid.

Al

. Little Charley 0'B., St. Famille street, handed
in a good lot of new names, Weli dong,
Charley.

Answers to the Puzzles in October

Number.

SQUARE.—

CLASS

LADEN

ADORE

SERGE

SNEERER
MUDDLE.—

Saint Avgustine! well hast thou said,
That ol our vices we can frame

A ladder, it we will bul tread
Bencath ourfect each deed of shame!

CROSSWORD.—Columbus.

HOUR-GLASS.—
NUMERICALLY
OVERMATCH
DISP
MR

GUN

D

wWED
RANCH
PASTSR
AMIBU LAY
PARALYTI

ENIGMA.~A Walch,

SQUARE.—
PADPAN
ARADB
FATL
ABLE

Photographs of the boys and girls winning the
grand prizes will be published in THE SUNBEAM.

ot

_Molly : My little sister has got the menasles.
Jimmie: Ho! Sohas mine. Molly : Well, il
bet you my little sister’s gob more measles than

your’s has.
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THE CHESTNUT,

@ OW dear Lo the heart are the jokes of
our childhood,
When smll recollection presents them to
view
The_musty old jokes that we learned in the
cradle,
And every grim joke, that our infancy knew ;
The fanuly jokes and the jukes in the paper,
The ju}cles, that the men at the shop used to
tell,

The almanae jokes, and the jokes of the circus,
And all the jokes that we all knew so well,
Those hoary old chesnuts—those grizzly old

chesnuis—
Those moss-covered chestnutd that people
still tell

There’s that joke on the feet of the girls of Glas-
gow;
And those multiform jokes on the mother-in-

aw.
There's the joke prebistoric and antediluvian,

On the spnds that delight the Hibernian maw,
There’s the joke on the man that ealls up for

the keyhole ;

The joke on the plumber’s unlimited cash;
The annual joke on the coy Easter honnet;
;;-__The1 jull<e pre-primeval on boarding house

1ash.
Those moldy old chestnuts—thoge worm-eaten
chesthuts—

That best are described by a vigorous—

with the others as I always do.”
She was wrapped up in her children, this pale

| fnced delicate Indy,and Chariie’s looking ill was

already beginning to trouble her.

“ Well, perbaps, dear, if [ tie a handkerchief
ronnd your thront and you walk quickly you
will take no harm.”

It was done, and the three boys clattered
down the steps together bound for the churcn
they always attended. Somehow Charlie felt ns
he walked along in the misty, oppressive morn-
ing, he could not run or talk like his two bro-
thers. :

His legs felt heavy, now he was out in the
open, and his throat felt full and hot ; his head,
too, ached ever so little, but he pulled himsell
together. Mother looked sosad when he was ill,
he would not tell her,and so he went on his way
to chureh,

Mass began; he felt better now. The solo
boy’s voice was never so beautiful vrso clear, s
when he began the first notes of the “ Kyrie
Eleison.” Charlie listened atlentively, his dark
eyes wide open and bis little nervous face shone
with delight, ns the lovely musi¢ filled the
church.

‘The other two boys read their prayer books,
and Charlie Jancied they paid far more attention
to Mass than he did. But his head was 8o heavy
and his throat so dry, reading made his eyes
tired—he would just sit and look at the high
aluar,  Jesns wonld know, he thought, how ill
he felt and would help him.

A new statue of the Sacred Heart, had just
been placed near where he sat, a particularly

and the two boys were enger to go. Charlie,
however, turned to the statue again and whis-
pered to his brothers how beautiful he thought
it was, “Snch a kind face, Willie,” he said.

There was an alms-box attached Lo the pedes-
tal, with alittle Muminated card over it, “Offer-
ings for the Sacred Heart,”

The church was not a rich one, and it had
only been with great difliculty Father had
been able to pay a parl of the money before
bringing it into church. Charlie fumbled in
his pocket for a second or two.

“I'Il put my penny in the box.” he said in a
whisper to his brothers who were kaceling in
front of the statue heside him.

“Ob, don’t,” said the younger of the lwo;
we ean buy some sweets as we go home.”

“No,” said Charlie, “I think [ would rather
put it here,” and so saying he dropped his penny
into the oaken box.

He was very brave all day, but his mother felt
uneasy ; he ate little, but seemed thirsty and
swallowed glass after glhss of water,

Next morning he was worse, but got up and
even went for n walk. By cvening hig cough
wasg troublesome, and the following day the
doctor was sent for.

‘There is noneed to dwell upon the infervening
days.  Diphtheria had seized the poor little boy,
an:l he rapidly sank under it. e was very
weak, bat patient and gentle, A priest came to
see him—ane known to the writer—the kindest
and most aflctionate man to children.  And the
dying boy’s eyes lit up with joy whenever he
cume to see him.

A Trustsp OLp MESSENGER.—Sunle Claus—Wake up! THE Suxseans are waiting for you.

And those other old jokes—all too many to

mention, .
That were heard on earbh ere the coming of
man ; . .
Those toothless, decrepit and shrivelled old
chestbuis—

All centuries old ere creation began.
Those iiolkes coetaneous with old man Methuse-
ab,
Which Noah at night in the ark used to tell;
Those grimy oll grinds that way back in Eden,
O’er Adam and Eve threw their magical spell,
Those grave scented chestnuis—those petrified
chestnuts—
Thoseﬁorpsy old chestnuts that people still
tell.

o

HIS LAST PENNY,
i2E was far from well, poor litlle boy ; his
cheek was flushed, his eyes bright with
; the glow of o coming fever and his
ﬁosgh was troublesome, though not as yet very
ad.

It was Sunday morning, and he had never
missed mass. iy - '

“ Darling, you'do not look well,”” his mother
snid, as when the bells began to ring Charlie
came down stairs with his brothers and an-
nounced his intention of gning to Mass,

“ Oh, I'm all right, mother,” was his cheery
reply. *“Tdon’t liketo miss EMass ; let me go

beautiful one, and as Charlic sat quietly, while
the “Glona in Excelsis” was being sung, his
eyes wundered round to the plaintive face of the
statue.

Our Loxd’s pityin%, tender eyes seemed fixed
on his, as he pointed to his heart with one hand
and the other seemed to bless him. The soprano
boy’s voice was flooding the church with his
glurious notes, the other voices chiming in with
hisin the ** Tu solus altissimus, Jesu Christe,”
whereat Charlie bowed his pretty dark head
reverently.

“Do the angels really sing as sweetly,” he
murmured to himself,

But theservice was long, the sermon had yet to
come, Charlie felt tired and drowsy and to the
consternation and awe of his two brothers, for
they sat very close to the pulpit, he dropped oft
asleep.

Then, if one had been by him, could the mis-
chief that was at work in that frail little body
have been seen.

The flushed checks, heavy eyelids, and parch-
ed lips told n tale of some dunger, but he only
looked prettier, his dark curly hair dropped on
his forehead and encircled iv like a dusky halo,
and his dark eyelashes rested on his crimson
cheeks like a solt fringe.

The “Credo,” “ however, woke him; le
straightened himself and stood up manfully,
and vever again during the rest of Mass had
another disteaction.

The congregation one by one left the church

His mother told me, with pale, calm face—
she was dazed with gricf, but appeared tobe
quiet and resigned—ol her bay’s last hours,
‘I'he Mather was hourly expected from India, only
to arrive to find his boy lying in his little coflin,

The *“ Kyrie Eleison ” next Sunday moring
was sung as beantifully as it was a week ago, but
the tired little boy is not in his acenstomed seat ;
he is listening to the same words perhaps, bul
sung by the white-robed choir of heaven, where
littie boys and other little ones are garnered and
where “T'he little ones always helinld the face of
ther Father in heaven.—Chimes.

o
<o i

Willie 8, Port Henry, N.Y,, his a mortaage
on boys first prize. He is n clever little can-
vasser. Let ug hear from you soon again.

ol
o

The disciples froms the moment of their call
to follow Jesusg, learned to know, reverence and
love His mother. She was the mother of their
Master—of Him Who had spoken to them as
never had any man spoken before. His words
penetrated and fascinated their hearts with a
thrill of awe and love such as no human voice
had ever caused till then. He had manifested
in their presence alone an honour to His mother
such as He showed Lo no other.

o

Young Charley McK., Cule des Neiges, is
working hard for the time piece. Line your
pockels, Charley, the watch is a heavy one.
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TABLIE MANNERS FOR CHILDREN.

In silence [ must take my seat,

And give God thanks before T cat ;
Must for my food in patience wait,
Till L am asked to hand my plate;

T must not scold, nor whine nor pout,
Nor move my chair or plate about,
With knife or fork or napkin-ring

1 must not play, nor must I ging.

I must nnt speak o useless word ;

Tor children must be seen not heard,
I must not talk abont my food,

Nor fret if I don’t think 1t good ;

My mouth with food I must not erowd,
Nor while I'm eating speak aloud ;
Must turn my head to cough or sneeze,
And when I ask, say “If yon please.”
The table-cloth I must nat spoil,

Nur with my food my fingers sml;
Must keep my seat when I have done,
Nor round the table sport or ran:
When told to rise then [ must put
My chair away with quiet foot,

And lift my heart to God abuve

In praise for all His wondrous love.

goP-

JOANNA’S CHISTMAS TREE.

By Mary L. Mannix.

@ ITTLIE Margaret called from the bed
where she sat, propped up with pillows.
“Jonnna, don't forget my Christmas
tree. Yast year you said we were ton
poor, but that you would surely heve one for
me this Christnmas.”

“Yes, dear, I have been thinking about it all
the morning.” Then in a low voice to herself,
as she went on making button-hules, she suid :
“ But where and how toget it, that’s the ques-
Lion, and nothiag to put on it it, by some chance
or another, it be Jound.”

“ Jonnna,” continued the sick child, in the

querulous tone which indicated a new accession
of pain, *1t mukes me tired to see you always
sewing like that, Your needle ilies in and out,
and it chicks, chcks with sueh a fnuny noise.
Sometimes 1 like it, but to-day I don’t.”
.Y Dear ehild,” snid the patient sister, “I know
1t istircsote 1o watch any one doing the same
thing uver and over, especially when one is
sick.  But I get two cents fur every bntton-hole
I make, and L must work hard from morning
till night o put bread in our mouths,”

“Counie, give me a kiss, Joaum,” cried the
pale child, bolding out her arms. “You are so
patient, and [ 80 cross. But my back hurts so
to-day.”

“Yes, darling, I know, I know,” was the re-
ply, as Joanna hastened to the bedside, where
the sisters embraced each other, the little one
smiling in the fuce of her dear sister, who had
been everything to her for years.

‘They were orphans, the children of a Swiss
artisan who had come to this country, hoping
to better hix condition.  But sickuess had over-
taken him and his wife, and they died, lenving
little Margaret as n precious gift to her sirong,
elder sister.  Jounan lenrned to make buitun-
holes trom & neghbor, and soon surpassed her
tencher in gkill and speed. But toit as she
would, she conid never earn more than a dollar
a dny, and when Margaret was very ill not even
that.  But she had a brave heart, and managed
to keep the wolf lrom the dour,

It was snowing the next evening, when Joanna
started out with » pile of work she had com-
pleted. As she left the room, Margaret, who
was now well enough to be seated in a chair,
near the fire, smd, wistfully :

“ Maybe, will you buy my Christmas trec to-
night ?”

"Maybe,” replied her sister, with a hright
smile. The smile fuded as she passed down the
stairs, for she had priced a very small one at
the gracer’s yesterday, and he had ssked forty
cents fur it. But she had trust in God and, say.
ing a little prayer in her hendt, she went briskly
into the streeb.  Returning with two dollars in
her pocket, she thought of going to the market-
house for » small piece of meav—they had had
none that day.

In order to do this, she was obliged to pass
the old eathedral, where they were making pre-
parations for Christmas. The chureh was bril-
liantly lighted. ’

“I will run in and make nn act of adoration,”
she thonght, and at once followed the inspira-
tion,

The sanctuary was filled with cedar boughs;
ladies were weaving festoons for the chandeliers,

and two great trees stood at either side of the
altar, As Joanna arose from her kuees, the
sexton was carrying out an armful of broken
branchea. When she reached the sidewalk, he
wag about to put them into an ash barrel that
stood on the curb, when a sadden thought in-
apired her.

“Oh, sir,” she said, timidly as a child, for al
lier sixteen years, “might | tanke a few of these
branches for my little sister 2’

“ Of conrse, my girl,” snid the good-natured
sexton, “yon may have them all, if they’re not
too much for you to ¢ury.

“0 thanks!” said Joannn, eagerly clasping
her arms about the huge pile of boughs. “Now
I can make n Christmas tree,” she thought, as
she huiried along with her trensure, which, on
reaching home, she hid in the little entry closet.
Then, running down to the green grocer’s on the
first floor, she bought a slice ol ham for supper
Fortunately Margaret did not ask the cause of
ber delay,

When the child was asleep that night, Joanna
went out into the hatl, brought forth” the cedar
boughs and, by lopping off a broken end here
and there and placing them together, made
quite a respectubls looking, miniature tree.
Filling a fluwer-pot with earth, she planted her
Chbristmas tree, pressing it down firmly and
covering the top of the pot with a quantity of
shells which Iay on the shelf in the closct.

“Lo-morrow,” she said, softly, “I will buy a
fow sheets of tissuc paper and fold it in plaits
for the outside. Then Margaret will have her
Christmns tree. But the next thing will be,
how to fill it. God will help me, I feel sure;
I would not have found this if 1t had not been
for that livtle prayer.” Replacing the flower-
pot and its tree in the closet, she said her pray-
ers fervently and crept into bed.

She was up betimes in the morning, and had
break{ast quite ready when Margaret awoke.

“Sister,” said the cluld, “I have been thinking
that [ coukd very well do without a Christius
tree after all.  Let us have sausage and pota-
toes for diuner, with a cranberry tart, and that
will be enough. Don’s bother about the tree,
Joanna.”

But Joannn only kissed her pale cheek and
locked very wise. Aflier breaktfast, she went
down to the shop 10 buy a bucket of coal, and
while waiting for the man to bring it, she took
up the morning paper and saw therein the fol-
lowing advertisement : .
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coring. Che finder wili be liberaly rewarded by
leaving it av No. 186 Jefterson avenue,

“That is whero Mrs. Taylor lives,” thought
Joanna; “I have often seen her go in there.
She is so kind and good to the poor, it is a pity
she should have lost her ring.  Very likely she
was helping to decorate the altar.”,

Thus Jonnna was reminded of her Christmas
treo, and she pecped into the closet Lo see how
it looked in the dayhght. It made a very
creditable appenrance. As she way abont to
close the dour, she saw sonething glisten
among the green brauches, Taking the flower-
pot in her hand, she parted the fotiage, nwd
there, canght between the branches, was ¢
beautiful diamond ring.

“Q, bow glad I am,” she exclaimed. “It must

be Mrs. Taylor’s ring which dropped from her
linger into the rubbish and the sexton eanicd
it away. I will take it to her nt once”” Making
some excuse to her little sister, she hurried away
and soon found herself at No. 98¢ Jeflersun
avenue, where Mrs. LUaylor, attired for the
street, opened the door.

“0, ma'am,” explain ed Joanna, “Lhave [onnd
yourring, Lsaw the noticein the paper, and I
ran upstairs and found it on my little Christmas
uree.”

“This is my ring, certainly.” said the Iady,
taking it from the giel’s hand, “I am very much
obliged to you. But come in out of the cold
and tell me how you could have found it on
your Christmas tree.”

In a few moments the kind lady was in pos-
session of the facts. Question followed question,
and with great tact and delicacy she Jearned
the story of the two children, being illed with
admiration for Joannn’s courage and industry,
as well as her affection for her little invalid
sister, .

“And now,” she said, finally, “for the reward.
I hind thought of twenty-five dollars, but in this

case I shall make it fifvy and never lose sight of

you again, it [ can help it, for it all seems to me
like & special providence.”

o her surprise, Joanna replied : “No, ma’am®
I can not take anything, Dut if you will only
give me a few little things to trinmy up Margaret's
Christmas tree,—~you know all about those
things—I shall always be gratelul.”

No amonnt of persnasion could induce the
young girl to accept the monev, but she gave
Mrs. Taylor her aadress, and that lady promised
Lo enll sometime during the day. She did so,
followed by =« grocer’s boy besring a great
hamper filled with provisions of cvery kind. A
separntely packnge, privately conveyed to
Juanna, contained ornaments [or the Christmas
tree.

Night had failen before the good ludy took ner
leave. She was surprised and pleased at the
neatness of the rvom, comfortavle and pleasant
in the midst of the most bitter poverty.

“Wa have lived on crackers and tea, with once
in a while a bit of meat, but 1 always managed
to keep a good lire and & clear hearth for the
little one,” said the brave cheerful girl.

We shall not astempt to describe Margaret’s
joy on awaking Christinas morning to find the
wree beautifully trimmed and filled with eandles
by her bedside, not to speak of the gifts which
lay on the table beside it. Jonnna had already
stolen ont in the starlight to the five o’clock
Mugs, Nor can we do justice to the surprise and
pleasure of the sisters when, just as they were
about to sit down to their breaklast, a colored
man entered from o neighboring restaurant
with guail, or toast, and chocolate in a shining
pot, Lo say nothing of the plate of hot cakes, the
like of which the poor children had never seen
befure,

“ Wil Mrs. Taylor's compliments, and she
wishes you'se a Menry Christmas, an’ ['ll eall
for de dishes.”

Nor to the happy morning hours,—which the
delighted Margaret spent in louking over sundry
books full of pleasant stories and bright pictares,
while Joanna went {rom room to room in the
house wishing her neighbors a Happy Christ-
mas, and leaving sugar plums in ¢very one,
© Nor to the afternoon,—when mindful of them
still, Mrs. Taylor ecame in on her way from
Vespers to terl them that she had found a bed
lfor Margaret ot tne Children's Hospital, where
she muyt get well, while Juanna could go to her
and assist with sewing, as her sewmstress had
been taken ilt, and she was badly needed.

Nur 1o the tearful thanks of the c¢hildren, as
they clasped the hands of their kind benefact-
ress when she rose to take her leave, promising
to send for them carly the ensuivg week,

Nur Lo the glory of the Christmas tree, in all
its bravery of tinsel, silver stars and golden
balls, outshone by the lovely candles, green
and  blue, and red and white and yellow,
rleaming like twinkling stars from  every
wugh.

Nor to the fervent prayers of gratitude, in
the midst of which they (ell asleep, their arms
aronnd each other, on this the happiest Christ-
mas Day their chequered lives bad cver known.

And so my little story ends.

“If there were more Mrs, Taylors!” exclaims
the moralist heside me.

“There would be more Joanna's,”
wise child at my feet.

And [ can net say her nay.

—The Messenger.

says the

<o

A judge joking a young lawyer, sald : “If you
and 1 were Lo Le turned into » horse or an ass,
which would you prefer to be”  *I'ho ass Lo be
sure,” reolied the lawyer.  “ I’'ve heard of an
ass as being made a judge, but a horse—never.”

-l

A little fellow, three years old, visited the
Zoological Gardens, where he saw n monkey,
with whose antics he was greatly pleased. Upon
his return home he was asked what he saw, and
his prompt reply was, “A littie boy with a tail.”

Ex-Governor Fnrnass tells o story of Judge
Browly which, coming from anvone else, might
demand some coreoborative evidence. Governor
Farnas’ story is that on one occasion Judge
Broady left his office and on the outer door he
posted a card with the words: “Back again in
ten minutes. Take n seat and wait.” At the
foot of the staizs,” says Governor Furnas, “Judge
Broady happeued to remember he had forgotien
something.  Slowly he climbed the steps and
once more he became submerged in his own
thoughts. At the door of bis own office he
paused and read the card on the door. Then the
Judge deliberately sat down and waited fur him.
self to come back.”
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THE STORY THE JASMINE TOLD.

(WRITTEN FOR THE SUNBEAM.)

@O AVOID the noise caused by baby Fred, 1

strolled into the conservatory one even-

ing a short time ago, and there under the

branches of & Night-Blooming-Jasmine I
settled myself snugly in & cosy old arm-chair to
read the contents of the last number of THE
SuxpeaM, which the postman had just handed
in,

There is always a scram-
ble when that welcome
Jittle messenger arrives Lo
see who shall be the first to
view its contents, It fre-
quently happens, L am sor-
ry to sny, that I am obliged
to separate its pages, and
distribute them to satisfy
the eager desires of Willie,
Mary and Kate, who cling
around my neck, or perch
on the back of my chair, in
order to get a glimpse at
the pietures,

Having read “Ted’a Hard
Lesson ” about Hygiene,
and marvelled at the little
Holmann and his wonder-
ful talent for music, 1 tnrn-
ed to the “ Letter Box” to
get acgnainted with the
Iatest admirers of THE Sux-
BEAM, who, from North,
South, Eust and West, are
continually gending in trib-
utes of praise for our thrice
welecome monthly visitor.

Alter reading their inter-
esting letters, I turned to
the Puzzle Column, won-
dering what “ Uncle Ned”
had given us for dessert.
Just like him, said 1 to my-
self, us I glanced hastily
down the long list, he has
given us a variety of nuis
to erack, and among them
some hickories.

If Uncle Ned knew how
hard some of his nephews
and nicces work to solve
hig conundrums, I think he
would miake them a little
onsier  However, finding
that scratching my beud
would not unravel the knot-
ty riddles, [ determined to
go earnestly to work and
soon solved all but the Met-
aphorical one. How long
1 worked 1 cannot tell, but
the place seemed to grow
suddenly dark, the wind to
blow, and above its moan-
ing [ heard a gentle voice
near my ear that in asceent
gweel und low began thus
to speak :—* Many a time
I bavo beard you remnrk
how tenderry you loved the
Night - Blooming - Jasmine.
That the praise comes from
nsincere and loving heart 1
doubt not, becausethy
nctions, more than thy
words, betray the feelings
of thy noble mind; for
never do I remember hav-
ing been thirsty, that yon
did not give me to drink;
nor the buming rays of
summer sun that threaten
to destroy, that you .
did not move me to o e
shady corner. You have
often said that your aflection”was caused by
what you are pleased to eall my huniility ; for
when the last rays of the seiting sun have dis-
appeared behind the western hills, and other
plants fold up their flowers and begin to nod, I
throw open my almost invisible little buds and
soon the conservatory and dining-room beyond
are penetrated and filled with a fragrance so
sweet that many, attracted by the delicate odor,
have requested to be shown to the room, and
these express their surprise when shown my
wax-like but almost colorless flowers, Many
come and go, and I am never even noticed ; the
perfume-laden air has no pleasures for them, for

their hearts are engrossed with worldly cares,
and all love for the beautiful has long since
been extinguished. It is not surprising that
many pass me thus, for long ago in the Orient
was plunted a flower whose fragrance pene-
trated the whole world, add yet thousands, yea,
millions, passed it by unseen. That fragrance
sarrounds us still, although the plant has long
sinco disappeared. Many wovz ignorant of its
existence even to-day; and strange to relate,
that the people in whose midst it was planted,
under whose very eyes it grew, in whaose temple
it thrived and reached maturity, regarded it
not; and stranger still, there are many among

THE CHRISTMAS TREE.

your school mates, although they well know
the benutiful qualities of this charming flower,
are still neglecting it.” But, said 1 with no
little amazement, surely I do not know it!
Will you tell me its name? ‘““You know it,
and, moreover, you are trying to cultivate in
the garden of your soul many of the beautiful
ualities of this rare flower, for it is no ather
than the Lily of lsrael, the Immaculate Mother
of God. Born in the land of Judea, she was the
flower of the Jewish race; but like the Redeemer
whom she gave to the world, she is disowned
by them. Under the crimson tree of the cross
she became the mother of the human race, but

how many have spurned her maternal care and
cansed her to weep over their transgressions.
This is n sad picture to contemplnte, but sadder
still it is, to see Catholic boys and girls, who in
a special manner are children of Mury, forgetful
of the innumerable favors which vhey daily re-
ceive through the intercession of go powerful
and so tender a mother, Strive, therefore, to
imitate her virtues, especially her humility and
putity of beart, .

“ Bidgy, tum to thupper. Bidgy, papa ith
home and dot a nithe book for ov,” shouted
Laby Fred ns he rudely tore the paper from my
hand, thus snddenly awaking me from a gniet

. nap into which I had uncon-
sciously fallen.

It is needless to add that
Yie was arbitmary in his de-
mands, or that i hastened
to gev the book —* Gews
frem The Poets ” — which
papa had promised me, and
in which 1 found the follow-
ing beasudiful couplet, which
can be well applied to our
Immaculate Queen, and to
the barren hearts of those
who know her not:
¢ Maoy a flower is born to biush

upscen

And wasteltsfragranceon the

desert alr.”

Ranmivs Sonrs

C

IN MEMORIAM.

BROTUFR MAURICE, DIED,
OCTOLER 21st., 1892,

it

; gloomy pall

Qver our College scene,
The face of one so
loved by ali

Shall never more be seen,

A trecof most delicious fruit
Jnst ripe to aerve the lord,
Such was the soul in Gud’s
repute,
Just called to its rewand.”

His golden heart of lrish
mould,
He heard the ealldivine,
And thence hie lived but to

unlold

The young, the truths
subilune,

His noble mind, so well end
cwed

With,gifts both rich and

rare;
His talents all to God he
. vaowed
; And  lived
“ Frere.”

an  humble

His life was spent in terch-
ing youth—
The “little” of
fold,
And now he's gone to reap
the fruit,—
The promised hundred fold

Christ'’s

He’s dead, but still Be'll live
foraye
In lkimlrt:d hearts enshrin-
ed,
» Where love will never cease
‘ a day,
111l in hieaven entwined,
Grant him, O Lord,now with
Thy blessed,
While endless ages run;
In Thy abode, eternal rest,
Through Thy Beloved Son.
—R.I P
His GraTerun Purin.

Mount St. Louis College.

Said a teacher™lo one of his givl pupils : ““ If
yonr father gave you a baskel containing forty
plums to divide between yonrself and your litle
brother, after yon had taken yonr share what
would be left 2 My little brother.” ”

o
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S Christmas Day, 1892, will be a thing of
ﬁ the past before tho next appearance of
77 Tur Suspeanm, the Editor, profiting by
the present occnsion, wishes all his friends, the
Sunbeams in particalar, both big and small,
A MEerry, MErRRY CnistmMas. May the Divine
Infant of Bethiehem give you all joy and happi-
ness, peace and tranquillity, and all the other
gifts and blessings that He bas in store for all
His little [riends. Once more~A Merry Christ-
mas to you all.

g oP-

I AM THE IMMA(ULATE CONCEP-
TLON,

HE feast of the Immaculate Couception of
our ever Blessed Mother occurs, as you all
know, on the 8th of December. Itisa

Holyday of Obligation. The Immaculate Con-
ception, dear children, was the cloudless dawn
that heralued the most beautiful of days which
Jesus, the true Sun of Justice, was to illumine.
It was the source of the many privileges which
the ever Blessed Trinity hestowed on Mary with
80 lavish a hand. What is the meaning of the
Immaculate Conception? What do you under-
stand by this consoling doctrine? * Our tainted
nature’s solitsry boast!”  Iollow me atten-
tively. Our first parents committed the sin of
disobedience. We, their descendants, con-
tracted their guilt, and on our arvival in this
world, our sounls were stamped with a mark of
reprobation and malediction. This mark is
usunly sty led original sin, or the sin of our firal
parents. From that stain every child of Adam
must be purilied in order to become an adopted
child of God. You are well aware that onginal
sin is the eause of all these ills to which human
flesh i3 heir. Ouar passions, evil inclinations,
deep ignorance which is partly conquered only
alter o long, tedious straggle, suflering and
death, are o few of the dire effects of original
sin, Mury, and she alone, ‘was preserved from
that taint or stain, and, consequently, from its
consequences. It was a specinl grace on the
part of God. It was given 10 her in view of the
merits of the Passion and Death of her dear
Son Jesus, who died for her as well as (or us all,
It is in this exemption from original sin that
the true object of the feast which we celebrate
on the Sth inst. consists. Yes, from the first
moment of her existence, Mnary’s soul was
adorned with the most unspeakable grace and

beanty, “ Hail, full of grace.” It was most ac-
ceptable in the sight of Almighty God. His
angels were enraptured and admired this mastex-
piece of the object of their adoration and love.
From the beginning, her mind was not ob-
structed with those clouds of ignorance and
folly to which we are subject. She understood
and admired the most sublime truths and mys-
teries of our holy Religion, which we too shall
fully understand and admire if we enter one day
the portals of our heavenly home. Nothing in
the shape of temptations troubled her pure
heart. It was like a silvery lake unruflled and
at rest,—a mirror which no breath ever sullied.
But you may ask: Did not Mary suffer; did
she not pay the debt of nature? ‘True,dear
children; still she had no personal fanlt to
atone for. She suffered and died solely to imi-
tate her Divine Son Jesus, who, thongh God,
suffered and died, and to be our model, that we
too should suffer, undergo the trinls and miser-
ies of this life with patience and resignation to
the adorable will of God. All hail, then, to our
Queen! All hail, most incomparable of erea-
tures!

Yes, dear Sunbeams, let us worthily celebrate
this glorious privilege of Mary. She is that
flower without thorns spoken of in the Gospel.
Let us all then rejoice, but what would it avail
to believe in (he spotless purity of Mary if we
were not careful to preserve our own hearts in
the grace of God ?

O spotless Mald! whose virlues shine
With brightest purlty,

Each actton of our lives reflue,
And makous pure like theo,

e pr

MASS.

= HE Third Commandment of the Church

) reads thus: “To keep the Sundays and
Holydays of Obligation holy, by hearing

Mass and resting from servile works, Today 1
shall say a few words about the first part of the
precept, viz., about hearing Mass on Sundays
and Holydays of Obligation. Are you hound Lo
ubey the Charch? You are as much bound to
obey the Church as you are to obey Almighty
God Himself. The commandments or precepts
of the Church are the commandments and pre-
eepts of God, though He gives them to us by
His Chureh, which He has appointed to guide
and direct us in all that regards His Divine
Service. Hence our Blessed Lord plainly tells
us that to obey the Pastors of the Church is just
the same thing as to obey Himself, and, on the
other hand, that He will look upon any dis-
obedience to the laws of the Church a8 an act of
disobedience and contempt offered to His own
Divine Person. ““Ho that heareth you,” said
He to the Apostles, who were the first Pastors
of the Church, “heareth me; and he that
despiseth you despiseth me.” (Luke x. 16.)
And again He says—** If any man will not hear
the Church, let him be to thee as the heathen
and the publican” (Matt. xviii. 17); that is,
look upon him in the light of an unbeliever and
a public sinner, and, as such, avoid his company
and friendship. Many seem to be ignorant, at
least in practice, of the above precept. No
doubt sickness, necessity, or some good, reason-
able excuse justifies the absence of .a Catholic
from hearing Mass on the days commanded.
But what is to be thought of those boys or girls
who miss Mass probably because i was raining
or it was a liltle cold—or they were foo tired—
perhaps they fell asleep with a novel in their
hand—or on account of some other wretched
excuse. Their faith is very weak. They are on
the wrong path. They are contracting, in their
young days, & habit that will cling to them, that
they will find very dificalt to shake off as they
grow up to be men and women. Our Blessed

Saviour was pleased, for love of them, to hang

during three long houra on the Cross in agony.
and they refuse to spend thirty minutes or an
hour at the foot of the altar and that but once
in seven days. Dear children, promise the
Infant Jesus never Lo miss Mass on these days
throngh your own fault. In 1eturn you will be
prosperons, and God will bless and protect you.
Remember this, dear children, *that a dark
cloud hangs over the Catholic family that neg-
lects Mass on the Lord’s day.”

ST. MARTIN’S DAY,
@N the 11th ult. Rev. M. Callaghan was made

the recipient of o sel of Breviaries in four

volumes richly bound. NMNothing could
have been inspired more happily or appreciated
more highly. The generous donors were the
pupils of St. Patrick’s School. The day which
the young ladies selected for their magnificent
donation was the feast of his Patron Sunint. It
i3 evident they know how to excel in the noblest
sentiments of the hearl not less than in the
various studies which they pursne with uncom-
mon success. We trust the Rev. Gentleman
will have many retuins of his anniversary.

ot

@ ANTA CLAUS! What sweet memories
§ does not that dear old name awaken in
the minds and hearts of those who have
preceded you, denr Sunbeams, in the different
walks of life. That magic word reminds us of
the chimney corner, stockings, the biggest we
could find in the house, feverish expectations,
sly glances and furtive visits at midnight, and
oh! wonderful to relate, toys of every descrip-
tion, dolls, jumping-jacks, skates, Noah's arks,
candy, &e., &c., &c., too numerous to mention.
You are all, no doubt, looking forward with im-
patience to that day of days for the child’s
heart, Dear old Santa Clauns will put in an ap-
pearance about midnight. He is very busy at
present rubbing down his reindeers. What a
liat the dear old man has to make out. Woe to
him if he forgets our Sunbeams. There is no
reagon why he should forget them. On whom
will e lavish his favors and gitis? Not on the

disobedient boy or girl; not on the child whose
first thoughts in the morning are for breakfust
night, tumbles into bed without first begging
Gud’s blessing on his rest, and who forgets to
bid good-night to papa and mamma. Iis espe-
children. And what are our Sunbeams? Be-
ware, Santa Claus. You will make a host of
enemies if you do not come to time.
UR readers are requested to study enrefully

the geographical puzzle which Uncle Ned -
will make the httle puzzlers dive deep into their
geographies, If properly worked out it makes a
most interesting story. [t was sent in by a de-
sweet story which appeats in this month’s num-
ber, His nom de plume is Radivs Solis, which
is the Latin for a Sunbeam.
@ERALD McSHANE dofted ihe lay dress for

the clerical on the Feast of the Presenta-
would seem he has not proved an unworthy can-
didate for this honor. The _Church has a predi-
lection for all such Geralds.” Before entering the
study in the Academy of the Christian Brothers.

will be glad to learn that Maggie Drumm
and Charlotte Lane have just passed before the
Government Board an examination which entitles
to these talented young ladies, and rejoice in
seeing them swell the ranks of, the Legion of
Honor which is being formed, by the ex-pupils

and disgust for school ; not on the child who, at
cial favourites are the docile, pious and studions
gives them for dessert this month. It
voted friend of THE SuxBEAM, together with the
tion and looked clegant in his cassock., It
Montreal College he made a brilliant courae of
LL the patrons and friends of education
them to diplomas. We offer our congratulations
of St. Patrick’s School.
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(WRITTEN FOL THE SUNBEAM.)
THE LAND OF THE GOLDEN
STRAND,

% HEY tell of a ship that sailed the sea
@) . Lill she sighted a distant shore,
Wherobiihe mountain’s hue was of wondrous
ue,

And the winds sweet perfumes bore;

And o eity stood in a mighty wood,
With towers and domes sublime

"Twas the long sought Land of the Golden Strand,
A land of the olden time.

Soon a pilot rowed from the shining shore
That ship in port to place,

But the eaptain langhed, and a bumper quaffed,
As he sneered in the pilot's face:

-+ “Think’st thou L” said he, * who sailed the sea
“In hours of peril and (ear,

‘“Cannot steer my way, thro® yon playful spray,
“To an anchorage safe aml near?”

Reluctant the pilot left the ship,
Aud the captain Innghed, ho! ho!
And turned her prow towards the sun that now
O'er the city tnir sank low,
Toll livtle thonght he, he ne’er might see
That bright sun set again,
Yet be soon, alack! wished the pilot baek,
And repented his vauatings vain!

Too late! too Inte! nor helm ner sail
Would the shuldering ship obey ;

Hearts chilled with fear, for grim and near
A yawning whirlpool luy.

In vain! in vain! to straggle or strain
Mid the waters' deadiy fold,

Engulphed ere long, in the vortex strong,
The mad wave o’er her rolled.

And such was the fearful doomr they teil
Of these men in the duys of ol ;

Swift denth they died, at that hour of pride,
In their arrogance over-bold.

On Life’s great sea, not so should we
Disdain meet help and eare,

For our goul, so yrand, is the Eleavenly Land,
And the piloy’s name is “ Prayer.”

SLIEVR-NA-MON..

THRISTMAS IN ROMI,

WRITTEN FOR TTE SUNBEAM.

NRISTMAS is coming! The flowers are
dead, the leaves have fallen ; cold breezes
are blowing, and tie ground is while with
snow. [ know that you love the snow,

dear Sunbeams, and the sleigh-bells and the
Canadian Christmas: but come away with me
to the land of sunbeams, where there is no
snow, no winter: to beautiful Italy and dear
Rome. Everything that is grand and precious
is there to vejoice the Christian, and especially
the Catholic heart. And Christimas there, as
everywhere that the Catholic Church has set
her blessed, motherly steps, is the feast of the
children.

In your own churches, what do you see? A
grolto and the Manger and the Infant Jesus
within it. A sweet and touching picture !—but
come with me wnd we will knecl together, not
before a picture, but betore the real Manger
itself, in which our Lord was laid by Mary, His
Virgin Mother, that first Christmas night, lovg
ago.

gNow, it is Christmas Eve in Rome. Would
you think so? ‘I'he sky is bright and clear, and
oh, so blue—without one trace of cloud. The
sunshine is strenming and (looding over all the
city, from St. Peter's Doine and St..Onofrio to
the Pincio and Palatine bills—the warm, cheer-
ing sunshine. Everyone is happy. A muiti-
tude of people, Romans and strangers, pass
along the streets. Let us follow. We are in
the Via St. Sistina, and in the distance, straight
before us, rises an immense edilice with domes
and towers: it i8 the church of Santa Maria
Maggiore—St. Mary Major-—for it is the greatest
church in Rome, dedicated to the Mother of
God. An immense throng is winding its way
towards it. There are voung and old, Romnns
and foreigners; every foreigner must be there.
The Roman lives in Rome, but the stranger
may never tread its streets again., Especially
remarkable are the: young seminarists in their
various costumes. This growp in blue is the
Greek College; that one In scarlet is German,
These in violet are from the Roman Seminary ;
ghose in violet and black are Scotch. Some
pove red cinctures and they ace Propagandists ;
ome have cinctinres of bluck and purple, and

they are Belgians; each college is recognized.
So on we go, past the [ountain where Bernini’s
Triton blows the sparkling waters high in the
air from & massive horn; past the church of
Sun Carlo, which is exactly the size of one of
the pillars of St. Peter’s, and down into the
piazza, across which is Santa Maria Mageiore,
called also St. Mary of the Snows and St. Mary
of the Manger. .

This church is very old. It dates from the
early part of the fourth century. A bholy man,
the patrician John, and his spouse, had a vision
one night in which they were told to build &
church on the spot of Rome found covered with
snow in the morning, When the sun rose on
the 5th of Augnst—the senson of the most in-
tense and continued heat—his part of the
Esquiline was as deep-hidden in snow as are the
slopes of Mount Roval in January. Pope
Liberius had received a similar miessage from
beaven. Surrounded by his clergy and the
people of Rome, who had assembled on the spot
of the miracle, the Holy Ponti{l himself traced
in the snow the site of a church called St. Mary
of the Snows, and in the year 352 he consecrated
it. Each year, on the 5th of August, this
miracle is commemorated, and during the cere-
monies shower after shower of white rose leaves
and other beauntitul white blossoms is thrown
from the domes until the pavement is covered,

We cross the piazza and are at the foot of the
flight of stone steps that encircle the entrance.
Little children flock around, with brown faces
and black eurly hair,—litile boys in comts of
blue and vests of red; little girls in frocks
of red and blue, and shawls about their shoul-
ders, each one wearing the sandals of the
crocciari peasant, each one clamouring for a few
pennies {rom the “gentle stranger,” Signora,
Signora, Qualche cosw per amore del Bambino—
“Something for the suke of the Infant.” We
satisly them, and dropping a penny in the hand
of the old woman at the door, we enter one of
the grandest churches in Christendom. We
cannot stay to examine it; we must repair to
the sacristy, whither all are hurrying. At last
our turn ¢comes; we are in and moving towards
an altar blazing with candles. Here, in its rich
reliquary, is the Manger of Bethlehem! Ah!
traly, truly, this is Christmas Eve. Wbat mat-
ters it that we are far from home!—we forget
that we are alone on this Christmas Eve: we
hasten to kneel in reverence betore the Crib in
which Iny the infant form of Qur Saviour, Our
Gotl. We kneel as the shepherds knelt, as the
angels knelt, as St. Juseph, 28 Mary knelt: we
pray from the depths of onr neart, and our eyes
fill with tears. .

It is the true Manger. You may easily under-
stand how sacred to the early Christians of
Judea were all the places and things sanctified
by the touch or the presence of Qur Lord. As
soon as the Gospel sprend to other countries,
the 1new Christians would visit Palestine and
pay reverence to the Holy Places. The Empress
St. Helena, mother of Constantine the Great, vi-
sited Bethlehem and had the manger eiclosed
in silver and the grotto covered with the richest
marble. When the Mohammetans invaded
Pulestine, the manger was carried into the
West, in the year 642. Pope Theodore placed
it in the church of St. Mary of the Snows,—
hence its other title of St. Mary of the Manger,—
and near it the body of St. Jerome, that he who
in life had guarded it, might still repose by its
side in death. The reliquary, or case, is the gift
of a princess. In finely chiselled silver are re-
presented Our Lord in the manger of Bethle:
hem, the shepherds keeling around Him, and
the wise men who have come to adore the King
of the Jews. Above these bas-reliafs is the crys-
tal case enclosing the wood of the manger. The
five pieces that formed the manger have heen
'separated and are hung one above the other :
they can be seen distinetly throngh the clear
crystal, The larger pieces are about two-and-a-
half feet in length and four or five inches in
breadth. The wood is dwrk and blackened by
time—but all the jewels of the world would not
equal its worth! After the arms of Mary, it
was the first resting place of our dear Lord upon
esrth, It was the first throne of the King of
kings, and it saw the first homage paid to Him.
The angels of heaven stood around it—and since
then how many christians, how many saints
bave knelt by it during 19 centuries? About
it to-day kneels a vast assemblage ; people from
all quarters of the globe ; old and young ; men,
women, children ; nuns and their pupils ; priests
and semibarists-of every nation, olpe\'erv reli-
gious order, are here ; all the world owes honor
and veneration to it, for the Saviour of the world
lay in it, n babe, little, humble, poor as the

peorest babe on earth.

The manger is exposed but once in the year.
It is kept ina chapel of the church, and on
Christmas Eve is brought into the sacristy,
where we sec it.  Then the great church 1s
ilominated. Vespers are begun. A Cardinal
presides. The organs peal ont trinmphal tones;
the glorious voices of the choir’s famous singers
begin the Psalms. A great hush falls upon the
crowded Basilicn as a Leavenly voice hegins the
bymn Jesu, Redemptor omnium, “Jesns, Re-
deemer of mankind: ” and nolhing is so sweeb
a8 the stanza Memento reruwm Condilor. A pro-
cession then forms and the sncred relic is earried
back to its own chapel. On Christmas morning
it is again brought forth and piaced on the high
altar.  Pontilicnl Mass follows with the most
splendid musie and imposing ceremonies. It
remaing in that place until” after Vespers of
Christmas Day, when the four youngest Canons
of the church, preceded by all the ¢lergy, and
followed by the Cardinal, carry it back to the
chapel. Thousands upon thousands are crowded
into the church—a dense mass fills the aisle
down which the procession will advance. The
sacristans and ¢hoir boys earrying torches eome
first ; a passage is made ; still each one strives
to cateh o last glimpse of the manger as it passes,
and the children are told to lonk closely and sce
the manger of the Bambino, the Sweet Infant.
Slowly passes the procession into the chapel.
There writings are drawn up, stating that the
relic wag taken out and put back in the presence
of the clergy and giving the detnils of the cere-
mony. It isthen enclosed and remains unseen
:It‘nd untouched for a year, until next Christmas
ive.

We turn to go, our hearts rejoiced and con-
soled. But before we leave, look np Ltowards the
ceiling. Ibis gilded. Well, that gold is uhe first
gold bronght from Americn to Europe. You are
celebrating the fourth centenary of America's
discovery. Do not forget the ceiling of Saata
Maria Maggiore. The first offerings of Americ’s
riches were dedicaled to God. None but the
Catholic Church can point to such facts. She
does not seek riches, possessions, power—no ;
she sought and secks the glory of God. America
is Catholic in its origin, and soon must be so in
every respect. ‘The Church will continue to de-
vote to God her every step onward in the Laud
of the West, as she gave to Him the first gold
that came from its generous bosom.

One moment more, Euter with me into this
magnificent chapel, the Borghese chapel- do you
see Lthat rather dim painting above the alvar ?
It is the portrait of the Blessed Virgin, painted
by St. Luke. It was placed here when the
church was built, At its feet the Popes, Saints
Symmacus, Gregory, Adrien, Leo, Pased,
pagsed nights in prayer. Innnmerable miracles
have been wrought here through it. Let us
kneel and pray. And now we leave Santa Maria
Maggiore ; the night is coming on, and so, dear
Sunbeams, good bye.—Lto.

———————c oo

A DEAR LITTLE SCHEMER.

f@['ll*]RE wag o little daughter once, whose
feet were,~oh, so small!

That when the Christmas Eve came round, they
wouldn't do at all.

At least she said' they wouldn’t do, and so she
tried another's,

And folding her wee stocking up, she siyly took
her mother’s,

“I'Nl pin this big one here,” she said,~then sat
before the fire,

She never knew the tumuli rare that came upon
the roof!

She neverfhenrd the patler ot a single reindecr
hool ;

She never knew how someone came and looked
hig shrewd surprise

At the wee foot and stocking—so diflerent in
gize !

She only knew when morning dawned, that she
was safe in bed,

“I’s Christmas! Ho!” and merrily she raised
her pretty head ;

Then wild with glee, she saw what dear old
Santa Clans hal done,

And ran to tell the joyful news, to each and
every oue:

“Mamma! Papa! Please come and look! a
lovely doll, and all!”

And “ See how full the stocking is! Mine woull
hnve been too small! -

[ horrowed this for Santa Claus.
you know,

To make him wait forever for o little girl to
grow.”

Tt isn’t fair
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A CHRISTMAS STOKY,

BY MARGARET E, JORDAN,

1 ELL wstory, do!” pleads Millie,
Upward climbing to my knee,
Dimpled hands my face caressing,
Eyes uplifted coaxingly ;
“ "Bout sone really traly children,”
And [ sought through memory’s store,
For,some happy tale of Christmas,
Millie had not heard betore.

“ Yes, ['1l tell astory, datling,

'Bout two little givls [ knew ;

One had dark hair, one had golden,
One had black eyes, one had blue.

Both lived in a great, great city,
Eva in a happy home,

While the little orphan Mabel,
Through_the busy streets did ronm.

“Twas one piereing day in winter ;

Mabel shivered with the eold,

Chill winds nunibed her fuce and fingers,
Tangled il her curls of gold, ilite

She had trod the ecrowded pavements,
Begging all the wintry day;

Peopleonly cast upon her
Scornful looks, and wrned away.

“ Tears her deep blue eyes were (illing,

"Though *twas merry Christmas cve ;

When life seenied so drear before her,
Do yon wonder she did grieve!

But a childish form approaching,
Mabel in the dusk did see,

‘Maybe «he’ll not be so scornful,
To a beggar-child iike me.

“ +Please, Miss, help me just a little,
Oh, I am so cold and weak !”
Like great pearls the tears were clingiong
- To the poor child’s purpling cheek.
Cold sand weak; poor httle creature,’
Eva cried, her sloe black eyes
Shining with a strange sweet pity
And a look of sad surprise,

“+ Why, poor cluld ! you're almost frozen,’

Taking off her mufller warm,

Eva wrapped it, oh! so gently,
Round the little shivering form.

¢No home! and your dear mother
One long week to-day is dead!

Come to my home and my mamma ;
Come dear,’ little Bvasaid,

“ How the pretty blue eyes sparkled
[n the fire-glow warnt and bright!
HHow the child-heart, bind like, Quttered
In its newly found delight.
Eva told her story simply,
With her sweet face all aglow,
¢ Jsn’t she like May,’ she gnestioned,
“Whom Gud took one year ago?
“ ¢ Yeg, dear ehild,” the mother answered,
With fond mein and nceent mild,
As she hent to kiss her danghter
And the little beggar-child,
¢ We shall keep her Eva darling ;
Shone her eyes with misty light,—
‘Surely 'bwas the Christ-Child sent her,
To our hearls this holy night.'”

BEFORE AND AFLER.

Dot vas leedle Jakey’s shtomack
Ven de Krismas day begun;

Und dol vas Jakey's shtomack
Ven dot Krisnns day was done:

| a——

G-

When Ins‘icuted.

he institulion of Christmas as a regulat

festival of the Church is attributed, by decret-
al letters, to Pope Telesphorus, who died A. D,
138. In the beginning 1t was the most movable
of fensts, being confunded and celebrated with
the Epiphany until the yenr 825. About this
time, St Crril of Jerasalem hecame convinced of
the importance of finding the exact date of our
Saviour’s birth,and at the instance of Johu, Arch-
bishop of Nice, induced Pope Justin I to mnke
inguiry into the maitter. After an extended
and careful investigation, the theologians of the
Enast and West, relying chiefly upon the tables
of the censors in the archives of Rome, agreed
upon the 25th of December, The Greek Church,
however, observes it on the 6th of January.

UNINVITED.

Good enough for a King’s Dinner.
SANTA CLAUS AND TIIE MOUSE,

NE Christmas-eve when Santa Claus,

Came to a certain house,
To i1l the ehildren'sstocking there,
He found a little mouse.

“ A merry Xmas, little friend 1
Said Santa Ciaus good and kind;
“The same 0 you, sir,” said the mouse,
“T thought you wouldn’t mind,

“ If I should stay awake to-night
And watch yoa lor awhile.”

“Yow're very welcome, little friend.”
And Santa Claus he smiled.

And then 1o ¥ill the stockings up,
Before the mouse could wink,
From top to Loe, from Lo Lo top,

There wasn’t left a chink.

“Now they won’t hold another thing!”
Said Santa Clans with pride.

A twinkle came in mouse’s cyes
But. humbly shie replicd :

“IV's not polite to contradict ;
Your purdon I implore;

But in the tu:lest stocking there,
I conld put one thing more.”

“QOh, ho!” langhed Santa Claus,

“Silly mounse! don't [ know how topack ?
By filling stockings all these years,

I shouid have learned the knack.”

And then he took the stocking down
from where it hung so high ;

And said : * Now put in one thing more,
T give you leave to try.”

The mouse chuckiced to himself,
And then he softly stole

Right in the stocking’s crowded toe
And gnawed a little hole.

“ Now, il you please, good Santa Claus,
I've put in one thing more,

For you will own that hittle hole
Was uot iu there hefore.”

How Santa Claus did Jaugh and langh'!
Aund then he gaily spoke :

“Well, youshall have a Chrispmas cheese
For that nice little joke.,’

AGNES.

<ol

An advertisement reads—* Wanted, a young
man to be partly out of doors and partly behind
the counter.” What will be the result when the
door slams ?

Mrs. Snooper : “‘ Men make me tired.”  Mrs-
Swayback :  “ What's the matter now 2’ Murs.
Snaoper : “* My husband saw Mrs. Keedick yes-

terday, and I asked him what she had on, and.

he replied, “ Oh, clothes.”

HID IN THE CHRISTMAS MIST.

T WAS a narrow yard with rows of holly
“f  hocks down cach side of a grass plot and
) al the foot a little sand pile with a toy
spade and bucket beside it. The holly-
hacks had erumbly little brown buttons where
the gorgeous erimson rosettes had ance been, and
the grass was dull and faded ; the only bright
spot in the garden was baby’s ved cloak.

Baby had stopped digging a well in the sand
and thrown down her spade to wateh something
which was crawling about in the grass. It was
only an ugly brown eterpillar, and it was wigg-
ling its way awkwardly along, bot to baby 1t
was a bhing of interest, She poked it with her
fat fingers, and it rolled itself into,a gueer,
round ball, and baby lwnghed. She pushed it a
litde, and the furry ball rolled away qnite out of
gight between two boards.  The baby cried.

Why two great big tears on o baby’s face and
a sobbing “ Gone!” should mean that a cater-
pillar had just fallen down acrack Lcannot tell :
yet baby’s mother led her in—all smiles now;
carrying the enterpillar on 4 green (wig.

When baby's papa came home he was shown
thenew treasure.  Baby’s papa disliked ereeping
things, they made o shiver; bat baby loved
them ; that was enongh; o he let the caterpillar
crawl over his hands,

Soon & wonderinl thing bappened. Mr, Cater-
pillarspun a nest about the twig and hid himeell'
away from baby. Maumma explained how some
day he would come. all beautiful and gay, out
of the dark shell into the bright sunshine, and
baby laughed and clapped her hands. Tuen
mamma stuck the twig over a picture frame
and forgot all about it.
% *® ¥* ¥ * ¥ * * * *

It was Christmias,  The yard was covered with
snow and it looked narrower tnan ever, and the
sandpile ab the foot wag o little white mound.
The hollyhock stalks were quite bare, and there
was no bright  spot in the garden now—baby
was dead,

A tiny easket stood in the parlor, and in that
mist baby wag hidden away. Her father and
mother kneeled while friends whispered of hope
and comflort, but their words fell npon dull enrs.
~ Then there fluttered from somewhere above o
“great golden butterlly with sunshine in his
wings, Slowly he circled duwn and scttled upon
the coflin—haby’s callin,

The father sobbed and hid his face in his
hands, but the mother’s countenance was bright
svith hepe, and she murmared, “Thy will he
done.”

D

When Christmas falls on a Sunday.,

The following is from Marleial MS. in the
British Musenm :
Lovdlings, all of you I warn:
If the day that Christ was born
Fall upon a Sanday,
The winter shall be good { say,
But great winds alott shall be;
The summer shall be laie and dry,
By kind skl and withount Toss,
Through all lands shere shall be peace,
Good times for all things to be done,
But he that stealeth shall be found soon ;
What ¢hild that they born may be.
A great lond he shall live to be,
Christmas this year falls upan a Sunday.
so that the predictions may be taken for what
they are worth.—

O OUR CORRESPONDENTS.

WinLie Suerwoon.—T did not receive your lirst
latter, There must have been a mistake,
Thic copies will be lorwarded at once. Dow’t
Jet the diptheria got a hold of onr dear little
friend.

WiLnie CurniNy.—Yonr request will be granted
atonce. I hope you will succeed.

Ruopa.—Your contribution is too Iang, and I
am afraid it would not be properly unler-
stond by the majority of the readers. Try
again.

—god>

A gentleman, in apologizing for language used,
said ¢ *“ [ did not mean to say what I did, but
the fact is taab, as you see, I have had the mis-
fortune to lose some of my front teeth, and the
words slip out of my mouth now and then with-
out my knowing it.
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THE STORY EVER NEW.

NLY an old, old story
Of intinite love and grace;
Only a beam of glory
Lighting a baby face.
But through tne rolling ages,
No story half so dear;
Of all earth’s sunshine glory,
No beams so bright and clear,

Only a manger lowly,

Wherein the sweet Child lay,
Ooly » mother holy,

Watching the hours awny.
Only a sweet song stealing

Down through the quiet skies ;
Only & sty soft beaming,

Points where the Baby lies.

Only some shepherds kneeling,
Paying their homage sweet,
Pouring their richest treasures
Down at those Baby-feet.
Straing of that far-off anthem
Float through the world since then,
Breathing of * Joy in Heaven
On earth peace to guod men.”

Hark! to the joyons chorus—
“To you a King is born ”;
Star of the East nuw lead us,
Lead us this Christmas morn.
Till, like the faithful shepherds,
Wo kneel in homage sweet,
And pourour heart's best treanres
Down at those sacred feet.

Thus reads the sweet old story,
Old, but still ever new ;
Know we the wealth of glory
[t brings Lo me and you ?
Know we those tiny fingers
Opened Heaven'’s portals wide?
But for the helpless Baby
All the whole world had died ?
—ZLlorene M. York.

Dok
et

ONLY A LITTLE BOY.

O WANT to tell you something about » litlle
boy, his hopes and his troubles, and how
he came to spend & very happy Chiristinas
—such a one as I wish you all. He lived

a long way ofl, and spoke a differcnt language

from yours, but he belonged to the same holy

fuith, and had the same love of the dear Christ

Child, and the things both hallowed and happy

which He brings with Him when He comes. So

I think you may like to hear from this Jittle boy.

His name was [Konrad, and he lived i a small
village in the Tyrol, with the great snow crown-
ed mountains around him, on which the blue
gentians aud pretty alpine roges grew. He had
never seen any other countty in higlile; he did
not know what a town or railway or steamship
were like, but he felt quite sure that God never
made anything so  beautiful as the “ funthal,”
and he loved it with all his heart and soul. And
in the sammer, when he was out on the sunny
mountain-side minding the cattle, or in the win-
ter when he ran (o Massthrough the pine-wood.
all while and golemn with the hoar frost, he
would say 1o himsell:

“1 will be & painter some day, when lam n
man, and put all this in a picture; and then
people a long way ofl will see it and they will
sny ¢ How beautiful the Innthal must be,’ and
then they will come and see it for themselves,
and be happy.”

The wood of which I have spoken was just be-
hind the covtage in which he lived, and the wind,
a3 it sighed among the pine trees, told Konrad
wondrous things. He did not know much, and
the waving of tree tops could not realy tell hum
anything he did not know already ; but it filied
his mind with those vague and great longings
for what is beautiful which, in the soul of the
young painter are not unlike the growing pains
some cLildren feel in their little bodics.

And then, too, he would lie awake in hissmall
bed at night weaving stories for himself of brave
knights and fair Indies, of fairies and of angels,
such as Aunt Minna would sometimes tell abous,
when all sat round the tire listening.

Aunt Minna eame but seldom, for she lives a
good way ofl'; but Konrad, with the help of the
snow, and the trees, and the sturg, and the wind,
could not add to those stories and weave them
one into anotner, till he fell asleep, and dream-
ed. Then when his mother came and said:
“Konrad, it is time to get up,” he would awake
(0 dream by day as well as by night, till—for he

was but a little fellow after all—his brothers
would go and slide on the frost-bound water
hard by, or build up a huge snow man, or go for
somie [rolic in the woods in spring, and then he
would leave his dreams, and be a merry, laugh-
ing child,

“But,” you will say, “if he had never seen
anything but his tather’s cottage, and the smal,
church and village, how could he even pictured
knll[gg:ts and queens, and fairy palaces to him-
se

. Well, he once had -what to the little boy was
litkle short of a vision. It was on a hot July
evening, when the shadows of the hills were be-
ginning to grow long, and the Angelus bell had
dome ringing.  Konrad stood, bareheaded, beside
his father, finishing his Aves, when a coach drew
upon the the bridge over the Inn, just under
the statue of St. Joun of Nepomuck ; and a Luly,
all in white, a8 spotless as the snow on the
mountains, with eyes as blue as the gentians
and hajr as gollen as the sunset, called to Kon-
rad’s father,

Something must have got wrong with the
conch, for the beantiful young lady atighted and
cume into their cottage. Konrad did not quite
know how it all happened,—but there was sil-
ting in the kitchen with Anna, the only little
girl and baby, on her knec. Then shenoticed
the other boys, and a4 Inst she called Konrad to
her side, saying :

“ And what are you going to be, dear child,
when you arc a big many”

The boy look up into her fnir face, with its
wondrous crown of golden hair, and something
in those eyes made him tell bis secret, all shy
and trembling as he was, and he said :

“1am going to be a puinter, Indy, because I
love the Innthal, and when it is winter and the
pine-trees are white, I say it is prettiest so, anil
L wish God would never let it change. But then
thaw comes and the spring with the euckoo, and
the Howers and the waters scem to laugh for
joy as they run quickly down in the mountains
and then I think, ‘so it is better afeer all?; but
yet it seems a pity that one pretty thing should
push away another. But I know there are such
men as painters who do better things than the
picture of St. Florinn in charch; and if I were
ane of tham I would paing the pretty things as
they come, amid then, when they went I should
not mind, but [ should feel God had let me make
them live in the picture, asthey could not go on
for ever, really.”

The lady looked nt the child and smiled ; but
it was a kind smile, and her voice was kinder
stitl ng she said

“Then, Konrad, you wish to be something
very great indeed. You ave guite a livtle hoy
vet, but when yon are bigger, if you are still of
the same mind, I will help you.”

Aund then Konrad kuelt down and kissed the
beautiful Lady's hand and wondered, perhaps, if
she were not an angel after all,

But all life ought not to be lived in a dream,
and Konrad, always a dreamcr, grew worse as he
grew older. His mother was & good, kind wo-
man, and loved him dearly ; but 1t was trouble-
some if she sent him errands to find he forgot
them, that when she bid bim wateh the fire, it
generally went out, and that more than once he
angered his father by lewting the cattle stray.

One day in the beginning of November, when
the deep snow was already keeping the slumber-
ing earth warm, Konrad’s mother called bim,
und bid him mind littie Anuna, as she had busi-
ness in the village. His father was at Bruneek,
where he bad gone to buy a new cow, and the
other boys had gone to the monastery to aay
their catechism to Father Francis ; but Konrad
was glad euough to pluy alone with baby Anna,
whom he loved almost better tuan anyone else,
and bis mother trusted him. O how she would
have hurried home if she had known what was
happening !

After playing for a while Konrad got into
dreamland—u land so fair and bewitching. He
saw the gracious Indy once more, but 3t was
not there—it was in a fairy place with silver-
winged angels ali around, and then........he
came to himself with a start, his mother was in
the doorway aml was uttering a great scream ;
and there was Auna by the fire, laughing at the
bubbling of the soup in the great black pot.
Konrad saw his mother run towards her but it
100 late~—she had pushed the pot over and the
scalding stufl’ was pouring all down her frock.

It was getting Jate—baby Anna.was crying
Flteouply,—-\\'hile Konrad stood near white and

1eartsick,

Presently the poor mother, who was walking
up and down trying to soothe the little thing’s
wailling, turned ronnd and noticed him. Poor

sonl! she was much tried, and in her grief gnid
words for which she wag very, very sorry after
wards, :

“You arc a bad, wicked boy,” she ¢xclaimed.
“Dear htele Anna! she is 30 badly burned I
think she will die, and it is all your fault. O, if
only father were here!—he could have walked
over to Lavant and fetched the doctor—he
might have saved her, but O! we can do nothing
now, Gud help us,” and she burst into tears.

Konrad’s face grew whiter and whiter, but he
was too miserable to cry ! Little Anna going to
die! and he had killed her by his carelessness!

Saddenly his face brightened—the doctor
should come, be would know how Lo cure her—
he would go and feich him at once! Lt is true
Lavient was seven miles off, and it was getting
Inte and the snow was deep—but what of that ?
If he could but save his livtle sister, it would not
much mater if he died in the snow on his way
back. Noboly could ever love such a wicked
boy again; “and yet,” he thought with a great
80b, “if Ido die, I think God will know I was
not really 8o very wicked.”

So he sidpped out of the warm cusy kitchen
out into into the cold stilt air. The moon was
rising—at least he would have light for his jour-
ney. He prayed to his goud angel to guide hun
aright, and I am sure he did so, for the boy did
not miss his road, but his poor little feet grew
so numb with cold he could no longer run or
walk tast as on starting—and he had at least
three miles to go.

Poor litile child ! the friendly moon began to
be aver-clouded—but for the shimmer of the
pure snow it would have been dark indeed, and
presently the snow began to tall, not in unkindly
gusty dnifts, but softly, softly, making him feel
strangely drowsy as he crawled along.

He could just see faint distant hghts and hie
knew the village of Lavant coald be so very far
oft now, but he felt he conld never reach it—
he and doneailhe could! Hesauk to the ground
prayiug :

“ Oh, holy Mother Mary ! send the doctor to
little Auna —tuke care of us, we are your
children.”

Then he fe!l asleep, and the snow went on
fuilling geutly, gently—umnking a st white
quilt over the weary child.

IL.

1t was Christmas Eve. [n a fine castle not
many miles from Lavant a tall fair lady and her
busband were arranging o Christimas-tree with
gold and silver nuts, nnd rosy apples, and waxen
tapers, and underneath they piled gifts for their
children—story bouks and many toys—but on
an ensel near at hand they placed a large and
Leautilul picture of e Christ Child and His
Mother. And then the lady smiled and said :

“ I think they will be all pleased and happy to-
night.”

At six o'clock the tapers were lit and the lady
cailed in her children, while her husband earried
in a pale, wistful-eyed little boy, who, indeed,
was no other than onr Konm(f, and Jaid him
gently on 2 couch in front of the picture.

“Scee,” said the Luly's eldest danghter, Marie,
running towards  him, “that is your Christmas
preseni—there are toys and suits of clothes like
yours for you to take home to your brothers,
and « big doll for Auna, but the picture is for
you, because mamma siys you want to bea
painter and that you will like it better than any-
thing else.”

Konrad’s pale face flushed, and he clasped his
little hands reverently as he gozed with ali his
soul in hig large eyes at the Blessed Mother and
her desrr Christ Cluld, and the holy angels and
the happy shepherds. The cinld looked and look-
ed, bue he seid nothing, and Marie was a litile
disnppointed. Perbaps mamma had made a
mistake, and thavdenr little Konrad, whom they
had fetched to their Christmas tree this morning
to give him pleusure, would have had more it
they had given him some nice toys—if so he
should have hers, the kind livtle girl resolved.
But Marie’s maunm, who was standing a little
way off, knew better, and beckoned the children
MYRYy.

“Let me talk to Konrad for a few minutes,
dears,” she said. Aud then she went to the boy
and laid to her fair white hand on his little dark
hlead. “ You like your present, I know,” said
she,

“ 0, kind Indy, is it really all my own to keep ?”
he asked.

“ Yes, Konrad,” she replied, “ and when you
are o man, you too will paint the Blessed
Mother as well a3 our dear Innthail, and then
you will give me a picture in return for this
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one,” mul she stooped down and kissed the child
while he murmured his thanks.

“How beauntiful they are all! but I want
you not only to think them beautiful but to
learn something from them. Yon see, dear
child, God has beer very kind to you—he has
given you what is called genius.  The little
drawings your mother showeld me when you
were ill are very well done indeed for so young
a boy who has tnught himself~that is a thing to
thauk God very much for. Then he saved your
lile su wonderfully! it was no simple chance
which made the doctor go out on such a night
and stumble againgt you nearly dead in the
rond. God must have putit into that good gentle-
man’s heart Lo carry you home thal same night
to your mother, so that he s1w poor little Anna
and made ber get well sooner than you, poor
child. And now you will soon be well again,
and when the spring comes you will be able to
run about upon the hiils once moare. T think
you ought to be very grateful to God.”

“T am, Iam,” he cried, “and for my picture
too.”

*Well then, Konrad, il you wish toshow Him
you are gratelul, lenrn a lesson from this picture
—and chiefly from the holy shepherds. They
cun never have seen anything so beautiful as
Jesus and Mary, in all their lives—but what
do you suppese they
did when they went back
to their rooms? Do you
think they went about
dreaming all the) day
long, letting their poor
sheep stray, and forget-
ting their little common
duvies ?”’

Konrad hung his head,
but the lady smiled.

“1 don’sv quareel with
a little day  dreaming,”
she gaid, * you could net
do without ir; but [
wiant you tosee bow vory
beantiful real cveryday
life is, or ought w be.
You c¢abnoe make your
drcani-life one half o
beautiful, try as you may,
as you can make this
olher real one by simply
doing Gol’s  will--beiny
bhumble, piuns, gentle,
and obedient. fhe Christ
Child had just the same
sort of things as yon to
do when He was your age
—He did not furget to do
them  beeause He was
thinking about heaven——
no, He did them, and
dild them well, And #0
your, Konrad, mu-<t do a!l
your fitthe Juties with all
your heart, and yonr life
will  he ag heautiful as
any story, amd your sond
like some sweet pictute
for Gud tolock upen with
pleasure  and  delight.,
Just think of all a litle
boy ¢an be!”

Aud then Konrad said :

“ 0, will be good ! And 1 will paint pictures
all for you, dear lady, when [ am a big man;
and uow and always [ will try o make my soul
bexutiful for the dear God to look duwa upon
and smile.”

THE SUNBEAM s a great paper, writes Perey
McG., St Paul, Minn, Everybody delighted
with the stories. Send me sample and blank
forms, You will hear Ntom me later.

>

The devotion, or worship, as we say in our old
English speech, to the Blessed Virgin which the
Cathiolic Church teaches to her children, may
be Lest defined in these words: it is the love
and veneration which was paid to ber by her
Divine Son and His disciples, and such as we
should have borne to her if we had been one
with them ; and it is also the love and vencra-
tion we shall bear to ber next after her Divine
Son, when through grace we see Him in His
kingdom.

ey

“What's the malter with L’Assomption Col-
lege?” *It's all right.,” Fifty new paid up sub-
scribers received from Master A. C. He prom-
jses another round list in a few days. Come
again, L’ Assomption.

HOW DOLLY IS MADE.

T is an open secret that gSanta Claus brings
the greater part of hus vast stack of Christ-
mas toys from Europe, Germany being his
favorite collecting grounds. But he en-

courages American industry in a few directions,

notably in cheap mechavical toys. The tin rail-
way trains and tin horses and steambowmrs thab
ran when wound up with a key are made in
great quantities in Brooklyn by machinery, and
the cast irun toys of the same description are
made principally in New York., When be de-
sires an inexpensive mechanical toy, however,
he goes to France for it; to Saxony fur his

Noah’s arks and all the other carved wnoden

toys; to Nuremburg for his toys, tin irumpets,

and magic lanterns, and to Thuringia for his
toy china tea-sets.

Far more important than all other toys are
the dolls, and nine dolls out of ten are little
German girls. In whole districts of Germany
the people spend the winter in making dolls,
tilling their fields in sammer. The cheap wax
dolls, commercially known as ‘‘ composition
wax,” such as may be bought at retail in this
country for 25 cents, furnishes perhaps the best
iden of how dolls are made. A “madeller,”

£

%)

who has nothing further to do with the making

IN QUEST OF THE CHRISTMAS TREE

THIS CAUSE OF MUCH JoYy.

of dolls, makes plaster of paris mode’s of the
styles of heads and !imbs most in demand, and
sells them singly or in sels, to the peasants who
make the dolle. There are all sorts of faces

among the models--pretty girls, smiling
boys, okl women, wbegroes and  crying
babies.  Throughout the winter, (father,

mother, and all the larger children unite in
makiong papier mache casts from these models,
each cast being, of course, an exact counterpart
of the models, but thin aod light, and gray in
color.

The legs and arms are dipped ia tesh-colored
paint, and the painted shoes are put on with
brushes. These various parts, together witl the
head, are fastened to a cloth body stuffed with
sawdust, and dolly goes ofl' to the factory, where
the more artistic work is done. Her limbs have
the proper tint, her body is as true to nature as
necessary, but her head is still bare, her cheeks
nre gray, and her colorless eyes express no in-
telligence.

An _expert workman in the factory, holding
dolly by the feet, dips her head and “shoulders
for a moment in melted wax, and she emerges
from the bath (he composition wax doll of com-
merce. When she is sufficiently dry she passes
into the hands of a girl operator, who quickly
paints the pink tinge upon lher cheeks. An-

other girl adds the blue eyes, still another the

eyebrows and eyelashes, and s0 she goes throngh
the hands of a row of girls, one girl for each tint,
the whole process taking about six hours, for
there are delays while the paints are drying.
In six hours the girls are expected to paini ten
grosy, or nearly)1,600 dolis complete. This re-
quires rapid work, and the girls receive about
$1.75 a_week each. Ilowing locks of mohair
fastened to the head, and dolly is ready to emi-
grate to Ametica. :

For the real wax doll, « more expensive arti-
cle, the moulds for the head are made in three
parts—one back and two fronts. The moull is
filled with melted wax, which is allowed to re-
main for & minute or two, and then all that is
not hardened is poured out. This leaves a hol-
low wax head about & quarter of an inch thick,
which is afterward strengthened by *backing”
with a quarter of an inch of papier mache.
Some patent “washable” dolls are made of hard-
ened papier mache, and when these have cloth
feet, which wiil not break, they are a valuable
addition to the nursery.

‘The most desirable doll in the market, how-
ever, according to an expert German toy manu-
factorer now 1 this country,is the “ kid body
doll.” The kid bodies are stuffed with hair;
and with bisque heads,*flowing wigs, moving
eyes, and shoes and stockings, they are sold at
retuil in any of our large
cities for from 23 cents
t0 $10. Oceasionally snw-
dust, is substituted for
the hair stuffing,

There are several styles
of jointed dolls ; the com-
mou ones, to setl from 5
to 50 cents; a bhelter
grade, “full jointed,” to
sell at from 95 cents Lo
33, and especially tine
ones which are used Lo
show pieces in store win-
dows.

But if we do nol make

dolls to any extenl in
this country, we repuir
them ab o great mte.
Abouty Chyistmas  time
“doll hogpitals” are cs-
ablished in alf the big
stores,in New York where
tovs are sold, and dolls
with eyes that  shoald
move but are lixed, with
legs  that  insist  upon
being kneck-kneed, with
arms that should swing,
hut don’t, are repairald,

———()

HAT an  earthy

AN BARTHLY
piradise is i re-
fined Cuholie

PARADISE.

: home! The par-
ents belong to some of
the chureh societies and
the older children are
members of the sodality.

The sacraments keep
them innocent, and that
Sacranients of sacraments gives them the in-
effable pence of Christ. Quiet, order, gentle-
ness and kindness are the guardian angels of
the housebold, nnd education brings in its
accomplishments Lo add their charms to the or-
dinary monotony oflife. ‘The souls of all the
members of the family are growing in grace ;
their minds ave open to whatis most choice in
science and art ; and in their material surronnd-
ings they enjoy all the comforts and some of
the Inxnries of nincteenth century existence.

Troubles may comeand troubles may go, but
the hearts in such a homs are tranquil.

ST, ANN'S 70 THE PRONT.—Miss M. McA. is so
far ahead in the competition for the girl's first
prize.

ok

“Billy, [ believe I'm inlove!”  “What makes
you think so, Tommy 2 * *Cause I washes my
neck and comes my hair without being tokl.”

Miss Mary D., St. Mary’s parish, is a goad
second in the race for the girls first. prize. May
success crown your efforts, Mary.

A work of fiction—The weather prophet’s al-
manac.

é

©
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THE SUNBEAM.

NEW PUZZLES.

» G1.—Di1AMOND.
A consonant; & texture of rushes or yarn; a
girl’s name ; o white metal; & vowel.
MARrY AGXNES GOLDEN,
Maynooth, Ont,

62.—Cross.
(«)
000 The name of a tree; a
000 liquor; the day befare ; pros-
000 pered ; a Jarge city in Eng-

000000000 land; denoting a low priee;
00000000 0(e¢) ayouth;abed;unwell.
000000000 Ceptrals {a) & European

000 port.

000 PuzzLER,

000 Montreal.
63.—SQUARE. .

To oppose lawful authority ; flushed with suc-
cess; to wash; a certain thing given to those
who are about to undergo a surgical operation ;
to look with sly humor.

Fravk THorN1ON,
Brockville, Ont.

64.—CROSSWORD. :

Whole I'm composed of S lelters, a famous city.
In gobble not in duck;
In fencing not in puck;
In festive nob in sad ;
In hearty not in glad;
In illness not in sick ;
In kivtens not in lick ;
In heaven not in loss ;
In tumble not in Loss ;
In master not in boss. Mamir CooGax,

Sarnia, Ont.,

60.—THIANGLE,

A guard on the way ; deficient ; o
book of the civil law; 1s {rom what
mebal is exeracted ; the last two
letters of the first ; u cunsunant,

L O'Doxanve,
® New York.
66.—A Grocraricsn Hexr,

A royal dinner was given by an islad north
of North America, an island west of Britich Co-
lumbie, and three sons, an island east of New
Brunswick, a Cape of Alaska, and a ol north
of British America.

Brerything was o order. A group of islands
west of Africa, made sweet music for the select
group of tshunds in the Pacifie, ad the aroma o
the tshauds sowth of Asia, mngling with the -
grance of « city in China steals upon the senses
s¢ deliciousty that they were a eounlry in Fu-
rope, aml they soon demonstrated that their ap-
petites were a cily in Vermont,

The table was elegant y laid with « couniry in
Asicand w eity in Idaho and hountitully sappricd
with goud thiugs such as ¢ counlry in Iurope, o
Cape of Massachusetts and an island in the Medi-
terranean, a harbor in New Jersey, awd « yroup
of islandsy in the Pucific, « river in Vermont, and
other vegetables seasoned with « like in the Uni-
ted States, nud « city in Sowth America.

They were avtended by o réver in South dme-
rice, whose muane was o nowdain in Massuchu
sells, and an aged matron whao wore « peak of the
Rocky Mountaing on her hewd bevanse she was
80 monntain in Maing. A Lively discussion suon
ensued between a eape of Virginia and « lake of
Austrie, concerning the velative merits of @ ety
in the District of Columbia, U.S. and « ity in Ne-
braska; others soon joined in the coutest,—a Har-
bary State and a cily of Maine on one side, while ¢
larein New York and a Southern Stale sustained
the oppasite. Menuwhite, e ity of Naly was taik-
ingLoariverin British A merica,amd was engrossed
that she dud nob petceive o river in. New Bruns-
wick passing her acdish containing ixlands in the
Mediterranean Sew and a river in Africa.  In his
attempt to attract hier attention, he spilled o
country in Kurope on her dress. 8he exclaimed
a river in Englund, to which he replicl o cape in
Central Americe. The gentleman said he was
not an isle in the Irish Sew, or he would not be
such « luke in Novth America. to any one.

Alter this the eity in New Ilanpshire was
broken aup, and the ladies, to conceal their cope
west of North America, immediately withdrew to
tho patlor. As soon as the gentlemen finished
their city in Cube and disland awest of Afrvica, the
company broke up and hid the royal party «
eape in Greenlund.

Rapics Sowss, Montreal.

N. B.—In answering the above puzzle, the

words in italics must be supplied with the

proper geographical terms, sometimes changing

the singular for the pleurnl and the plural for
the singular, lor the sake ol harmony.

An example—a royal dinner party was given
by an island north of North Americq. If you look
for that island you will find King William.
Thus : A royal dinner party was given by King
William, &e.

—— e

The following answered Novewmber’s puzzles :
Mary Dobby, Mary Harty, John McNally, Katie
Heagerty, Katie Murphy, Annie Howard, Sarah
Orton, John O’Neill, Mary Chambers, Annie
Hussey, Weasel, Rhoda Mclntyre, John McGillis,
Percy Ashton, Jennie P vice, Eveline Murphy,
Thomas Jackson, Ruth Kiely, Jane O'Connor;
George Cutler Dwand, Montreal; Parkenham,
Ont., Mary E. Leacy, Lanark, Ont. ; Mary Agnes
Golden, Maynooth, Ont.; John A. Chisholm and
Roderick MclIntosh, of St. Andrews, N.S.; Annie
Purcell, Mulgrave, Ont. ; Charlie Ladouceur, St.
Andrews East, P, Q. ; Clara Kelly, Kinkora,Out. ;
W. Curtin, Goderich, Ont.; Thomas Phelan,
Surnia, Ont. ; James Pierce, Boston, Mass.; Annie
McGrath, Baltimore, Md.

o

'LETTERS FROM OUR LITILE READERS

QUEBXC, Nov. 8,1802.
DEAR SIR,~I am ashamed of mysell for not having
written to you for so long a time, but I was so taken up
with my studies that I conld notfind time to do so, You
arked metogivemy little friends ofthie SUNBEAD an ne.
count of some of the happy incidents of my holidays. 1
will be very glad if I can give them any pleasure by so
doing, But 1 scarcely know how 1o begin, the whole lime
passed so gquickly and 'pleasantly, When the days were
fine, with my sun-bonnetl and basket I would go off in
seareh of berries, and rettrn home scarcely ableto walk
with heat and fatlgee. However, this would not pre-
vent me from going agan, and often would' I come
back, in a rain-storn, wet through. This only excited
e more, and no sooner would the rain be over, than ]
would be out again, racing through the wel grass, as
fast as I conld, but when 6 o’clock came, I would come
home, with an appetite well sharpened by the exercise.
Whean the apples began to ripen, I bad plenty of fup,
shaking them off the trees and bringing them in, in
baskels, and even in my apron in 1he house, Mother
Lo0, enjoyed 1L very much, as she was not in very good
healih™ when we went out to the country, but aftera
few weeks i Lthe bracing alr sho was gquite well, I con-
gratulate the SUNBEAM on having past Its first year,
und [ hope 1L will pass many years (o come. [ will be
thirteen next IFriday, so I and the SUTNBEAM will celo
britte our birthdays in the s:upe month. 1 am
Your loving * Sanbeam,”
ANNIE DROLET,
What a glorfous time you mest have had, dear Annie,
Many of the Sunbeams who have to remain, winter and
swmmer, cooped up liked chickens in the dusty, warm
cities, would bave liked to sliwre in your lunoceut pas-
times. Sueh §s not thelr lot. You ought to be very
grateful to God whe provides you, '\n preference (o
many others, with such grand advantages,—romping
in the fields, picking flowers, berries, and last but not
least, vipe, juley apples. ‘The thought ahmost makes
my tecth water. Weare all glad to hear that mam-
m's henth is improved and thav our littlo Annioe s ju
her sweet teens, Do not torget. that Aunt May is very
anxious Lo hear from you soon again,.—En.
MANCHESTER, N, H,, Nov, 10, 1802.
Eorror,—1 am a new subseriber to the
sunpeaM. Iiltke tt very much ns do my two livle
brothers, J read the srovies to them and they enjoy
them as muchasl do, [ am 12 yearsold, and  attend
schiood al Mount St Mary’s Day Academy, which s
undar the direction of the Sisters ol Merey, My teach-
er's nane 1s St Mary Baplist,  She has tanght me for
three yeara, 1 sindy all the Grammar grade, Eoglish
branches aud rudlmentary I'rench, and { expect Lo en-
1er the high sehool _next September, and L am in the
graduating ¢) for July, 180, My letier is getting too
Tong for a firet begtnner, 50 1 will conclude with best
wishies 10 the SuNpEas and its litcle folks.
BIRDIE MCQUILLAN.
Birdie is welcome to shine among the Sunbeams,
Jev letter is very interesting. She must not have much
e to play, she his 50 many things to learn. IHer
motto 1s < Duly before plensure. Wo are alt dejighted
to form her negnaivtance s well as her tittle brothers’,
Be sure and write again.—Eo,

DEAR M1t

Sairae's FaLLs, Ont.
Diar Sig,—knclosed please find a subseription for
the SUNBEAM  J am told that it Is a real sunbeam, [
amoaliiegirl. [ will be nino next birthday, which
will be on the 19th of March. I am going Lo tey and gob
a ot of girls to take your paper.  We have no Catholic
school here nor no Catholie paners, but we hiwve a very

fine priest, Father Stanton,  Yours very respectinlly,

MARY ADELE McDONALD.
Y es, dear Mary, the more you read the SUNBEAM the
more you will realize tts importance. You wero born
on a beautiful day, the feast of $t. Joseph. Youare
oue of his privieged children, Saiut Theresa tells us
that St. Joseph never refused to obtlaio for her any re-
quest she solicited on his feast day. You are really to
be pitied, dear Sunbeam, without a Catholic school.
Pray to St, Joseph and he will see that you get one

very soou.~[p.

Deanr Sir,~—I was qulle satisfied dQuring the past
twelve mouths with the ever true, ever welcome SON-
BEAM. What pleased me greatly wero the letters from
your little correspondents, The greater the interost
they take in your monthly, the greater Its success will
be. I trust thnt the circulution of the SUNBEAM will
bo trobled during thoe comivng year, aud that the boys
and girls who read its tnteresting pages, will profit by
the lessons it is intended to Inculcate.  Wishing you
every success, I remoin

ONE OF YOU Lt SUDSCBIRERS.

deeply indebted to tbe holy priest who penned the
above lines, and hopes that he will inthe future as in
the past, promote the Interests of the SUNBEAM.—ED.

Ma thinks It a very chiarming paper. And there are fo
many storles in it that it suways nakes me feel bappy
to read them. I hope I will receive another copy soun.
‘his 18 the st time I wrote to the SUNBEANM, and now
1 wiil close my letter by saying good-bye.

Not bad at all for your first effort. It 1s a consolation
to learn that our little monthly is the cause of s0 much
happiness Lo our litile Sunbeams. This flattering Lesti-
monial will serve as an encouragement to make Tig
SUNDEAM 6ti)l more jnteresting.~ED,

SUNBEAXN, but I did not forget it.,
I paid a visiL Lo Alexandria. There I meu a fittle Sune
bfnlm by the name of M. McCrag, & very good, pious

rl.

her the grace Lo be always as good as she 1s now, I did
not belong Lo the League of the Sacred Hear!, but I do
now. Onreturning home I #ol to work to prepare for
my first communion, which 1 received on the 23rd of
Septumber,
how well Falher Chatelain prepared us for that greut
action. We all jolned the Leagus, 100k the pledge, and
were enrolled In the scapular. Jb was I*'ather Chatelain
who baptized me~acting at the same as_ my godtather
—and prepared me for the sacraments.
godfather In the world.
close, hO{)h}g that all the little Sunbenms will pray for
me that

first communion.

You speak liko a little ntu. Who knows but that some
day or other you will be Sister Mary.
dear Mary, wiil be doubly juleresting to the Sunbeams,
1t will give them an idea of what they muny send us.
aud niso wake them up—they have been sleeping Loo
long.
=L,

The above letter speaks for itself. The Bditor is

MONTREAL, Nov, 14, 1802,
DEAR EpIToR,—I received a few copies of your papor.

TItoMAS MORRISSEY,

Tinuonso, P.Q

DEAR EpiToR,~181s o Jong time since I wrote Lo the
Sinee my last letter

She gave me a beautlful book oh the Sacred
eart. 1hope God will biess and prolect her, and glve

1 wigsh some of the Sunbeams could see

I have the best
I wilt bring my letierton

may be faithfual to the promises { took at my
WishinZ you every succoss,
1 remain your failthl friend,
MArYJANE McDOUGALL,

You could not have sent us a move interesting letter,

Your letter,

God bless you, Nitle one, and all the Sunbeams.

[Qur readers are requested te comply with the regula-

tions of the Mail Bag. Weinsert only the letlors bearing
address and name. In the futwre, please address your
letlers not Lo the Editor or to Uncle Ned—they have loo
wuch work on hand—but to Aunt Moy, @ most estimable
tady, who has voluntcered tolook after the interests of the
Mail Bag.)

 POBSONS AR RESTORER

‘MO _MORE GRAY HAIR-_

Why allow yous
gray hairtomage
you lovk promes
turely old, when
by ajudicious nee
of ROBSON'S
RESTORER you
¢\ may eusily rese
R tore tho primitive
£ colour of ¥Foue
) hair and banish
I, untimely signaof
old age 2
! Not only doos

' 'ORER  restoro
[ the original go-
lour of tho hair,
- but {t furthor
i posecanos tho in.
i\ valunble prope-ty
RV of coftening o,
y giving ¥ en in-
X comparable lus.
tre, promoting its
ks growih, at the
sameg time pres
venting ity falls
22 itp out and pre-
serving ote vitne
lity, qual.ts~
whichats s &

peLiezt i -
Trade Mark.
o¢ found in ordinary haig dyes.

Tho most flattering teatimonials from SEVER.
AL PHYSIOIANS and many other eminen
cltl&e 8 tostify to the marvelloua eflicac.
of ROBSON'S HAIR RESTORER,

For sale cvcrywﬁ?e at 50 eto per bottle.

6. ROBITAILLE, Chemist,
8ota ProPRIETOR

JOLIETTE, P. Q., Cavada,

(Es1ABLISHED 1859

HENRY R GRAY,

Pharmaceutical Chemist,
Wholesale and. Relail,

129 St. Lawrence Main Street, Montreal.

eSO e
Physicians' Prescriptions carefully prepared.

Only Pure Drugs and Chemicals kept in stock. .
Physicians, Hospitals, Convents, Colle!:-:.s and Veterinary
Surgeons supplied at lowest whol prices .
N.B.—A large stock of best English Refined Camphor just

received, May'o2..G
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LUBY'S

FOR THE HAIR

Restores the color, strength,
beauty and softness to Gray
Hair and is not a dye.

r—

Keeps the Head clean, cool and free from
Dandruff; Cures Ivritation and Itching of
the Scalp; gives a beautiful Gloss and Per-
fume to the Halr; will STOP 1TS FALLING
oUT in a few days; it will not soll the skin or
most delicate bend dress; 1t glves entiresatls-
raction to those who uso1t. ; A trial wlll coun-
vineeyou.

At all Chemists. 50 cts. a Bot.

JONIN MURPRY & OO'S

-—® .
Advertisement.

00000000000000000000

REMEMBER THE CHILDREN

@ U 0O 00O 000 VOOO0OCOO0O009d O

soumte one who had the courage lo say good things,
onc%(:'c"lnurkcd that God Himself appeared to have g
special care for tbe children in this ago from the way
in whiclh men of genins arose whose ministering mission
seemed entirely to the little ones, It is corlainly a
beautiful and hopefl trait of the century. Inevery
lineof indusiry, and in many and varied directions,
this benign-influence of making the young lives of the
race more comiortable and happy is visibly at work.
Asa Cloihing House, we have always tried to do onr
pest 10 keep ibreast of the higher endenvors in his re-
spect, AL present we commend to the atltentlon of
motbers our iimmense stock of

BOY'S SUITS AND CHILDREN'S DRESSES,

all of fivst class workmauship and material, and reduced
o bargrn prices, as an evidence of the fact.

JOHN MURPHY & CO.

BOYS SUITS.

Boys' Galatea SUIS + voreerrvrsstriittttiarinsiennes 85¢
Boys’ Navy Serge Sailor Suits..,...... 65¢, 70c, 75¢
Boys® Tweed SUits...cooovivronerrrvnrrenieen $1.02

Boys’ Velvet Sailor Suits, in Black, Navy,
Seal. and Greu, at Pricesfrom..........83,75

Boys’ Shirt Wastes in Print ....60¢, 65¢, 70c¢, 75¢

Boys’ Garibaldi Blouses. -.-..-..60¢, 65¢c, 70¢, 78¢

Children’s Dresses.

Print Dresses al 43¢ e 53¢ 5%¢ t0c up. R

Children's Navy Sergo ICHt Dresses, at $2.25,

Children's Cream Serge Dresses, in all sizes,

Chhdren's Galaten Kilt Dresses 1o preuy patterns at
cheap prices.

Children's Caps and Hats.

White Lawn Caps.coevvveivnee o tesasesaeitieenen 25¢
White Silk Caps......... peesrsssieotrtesiarsanan 65¢
L Colored Lawn LS. .. oocviviriiniesinrisensns. 40c

White Lawn Hats. . oee coveiiiieriiiiceniioonans 45(_:
Colored SHK HALS, ... cvervesieiisrieisiereean $l _2.3
White Silk Hats......... U1 B -]

JOHN MURPHY

1781 & 1783 NOTRE DAME STREET,

(Corner of St. Peler.)

Terms CASH and only one Price,
TELEPHONE 2193,

"THE SUNBEAM”

FIRST ANNUAL PRIZE OFFER OPEN FOR COM-
PETITION TO BOYS AND GIRLS.

e

Being desirous of placing “ THE SunpeEam” during the next three months, in every
Catholic Home, we would request the assistance of our readers and friends in aidirg us in our
undertaking. Every little boy and girl can be an agent for Tne Sunneam, and canvass their
friends, and induce them to subscribe af once to the

Only Illustrated Catholic Children’s Paper Published in Canada.

It is acknowledged the best paper of its kind on the Continent. I'me SUNBEAM is now
in the second year of its existance, and has made rapid strides in circulation. Commencing with
November number THE SunpEaM will be enlarged to 16 pages, making an interesting paper
for young readers. Every Catholic Family in the Dominion should subscribe to

THE SUNBEAM a0 GENTS A YEAR.

In order to interest our little readers and friends in circulating and securing subscrip-
tions for 1893, we make the following prize announcement, which will be open to all from now
until the first of February next, when the awards will be made and the successful competitors
announced, Remember the competition is open to all, Every boy and girl can compete for
the prizes mentioned.

SUNBEAM FREE FOR THE BAXLXNCE OF 1892,

) Little agents competing for the prizes can send in subscribers names and money accord-
ing as they receive them, so that the new subscribers will receive the paper FREE for the
balance of this year. go cents will pay new subscribers 10 January 18¢94. We would like all
new subscribers to receive the CHrIsTMAS NUMBER, which will be particularly interesting this -
year. When sending in subscribers, mark your list ¢ Competing,” so that all names may be
placed to the credit of the sender and duly acknowledged. Sample copies and blank forms
will be mailed on application

Prizes for Boys, # # % ¥

1st Prize a Gold Watch—Will be awarded to the boy sending the largest number
of new subscribers for one year, between now and February next.

2nd Prize a Silver Watch—Will be awarded (o the boy sending the second largest
number of new subscribers, between now and Tebruary next.

3rd Prize a Pair of Silver-Plated Skates—-Will be awarded to the boy sending
us the third largest number of new subscribers for one year, between now and February next,

Priges for Qirls, # % #* % #*

1st Prize a Lady’s Gold Watch—Will be awarded to the girl sending us the
largest number of new subscribers for one year, between now and 1st February next.
2nd Prize a Lady's Silver Watch—Will be awarded to the girl sending us the
second Jargest number of new subscribers for one year, between now and sst Febyuary next.
_3rd Prize a Handsome Work Box—Will be awarded to the giil sending us the
third largest number of new subscribers for onc year, between now and the 1st February next,
A useful present will be mailed 10 cach of those sending 25 subscribers and upwards com-
peting for the above prizes, and not successful in winning either of the three prizes mentioned.
Agents not competing for the three grand prizes above mentioned, sending us five paid
up subscribers for one vear at 50 cents each, may choose a book from the following catalogue
of interesting Tales and Stories, handsomely bound, many of them illustrated and commoply
sold at $1.00 and $1.50 each. In sending your club, name the book you have chosen.

The Cross and The Shamrock. Catholic Reward Library. Bertha; or, The
Consequence of a Fault, cloth. Pickwick Papers, cloth. Oliver
Twisty cloth. Irving’'s Sketch Book, cloth. What Might Have Been,
cloth. The Littie Wanderers, cloth. Father Oswald, cloth, From
Killarney to New York. Lorenzo, cloth. Eliza Despriz, cloth.
Grace O’Halloran, cloth. The Miser’s Concience, cloth. The
Hamiltons; or, Sunshine, etc. Stephani, cloth. Handy
Andy, cloth. Scottish Chiefs, cloth. The Little 8og
Trotters, cloth. The Stolen Child, etc., cloth, My
Zouave, cloth. Tales and Stories of Irish Peas-
antry. The Mishaps of a Lily.

Cash must be sent with cach order. We will send sample copies to any whose names
and addresses you may send us. Blank forms and sample copies on application. Write the

subscriber’s namne, street address, post-office and province or state very plainly, so as to avoid
mistakes. Address all communications,

EDITOR “ SUNBEAM,”
76! Craig Street. MONTREAL.

at the low rate of subscription, mailed
o o to their address o o
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THE SUNBEAM.

WILLIAM SNOW,

MANUFACIURER OF

R

Ostrich = Feather

St o e

1913 NOTRE DAME STREET,

{Next Door to R. Hemsley, Jeweller.)

MONTREAL.

ii

i

#zr Feathers Cleaned, Curled and Dyed to Sample a
Speciality.

ROYAL STEA

OofMces: 710 Craiw Streot and 1672 St. Cathorine

stroet, Works: Corner Shaw and Logan
Street, Montreal,
JOIN L. JIENSEN, ¥Froprletor.
e ¥ (¢

Ladles Dresses, Gentls’ Suils, Cloths and other Jackets
DPyed or Clenned without belng taken apart. Gents’
Sults Clenned and  Steam  Pressed on &hort notlce.
Damask and Rep. Curtains, Table and Piano Covers,
&e., Dyed or Cleaned and Beautifully Pressed. Cloth,
Kilks, Woolleus, &c.. Dyed in tirst elass style.  Speeinl
rates to the trade, Bn{!l 'll'clu}’l;‘?ne's: Head oflice, 732,
Waorks, 7322,

1840-1893,
MRS. WINSLOW'S SOOTHING
SYRUP

has heen used by Millious of Mothers
for their children whilo Teething for over
PIFTY YEA RS, It sootlies the child, soft-
7 vh the sums, tays all pain, cures wind colle,
anil is the bes vedy Tor dlarrheea,
TWENTY-FIVE CENTS A BOTTLE.

BYS Roamn Seenire

THJ. GREAT FRENCH REMEDY

FoR
¥ Astb}x;na. hitd
I ronchitis,
s G Catarrh,
Teade Mark. crou'p, &c.

Tho micereful experience of many years with
aene tans azients entities D, NEY'S ASTIINA
KELCTEFLG tothe publie confidance.

Nipmetaus t-itimoninds highly extol the morits
of this raarkahle preparation, but lack HHf ¥pace
vomnpa 13 us 1o pablish only i few lines ot two of
these teclimoniaie,

! v Sester AL Vaire, of the St. Doniface
Manitola ) Generad Hospital, eayes

A requds Dr. Jey's Astlona Specifle,
I el cve b value has not been overrated. If é¢
doe s not niways eoe, 11 NEVER FAILS
70 GIPE RELILN

€1, Boniface, June 8th 1890 Siares A. Boins,

r. . Desrosiers writes Nov. 12th 1890.

< Phavaused Dr. NEY'S ASTHXA SPE-
CIFIU 0 several cases of Asthma with very
g sueces. Jhad « prerticdarty bad case of
asthma ~ecently,  Anald mun of 72 years of
age ko been an invelerale asthmatic for the
Last V2 o U years.  His sufferings were 8o se-
verd that heapprehended suffocution. Imads
Yim indale the fumes of Dr. NEY'S ASTH-
MA SPRECIFIC and he immediately breathed
freeiy. A6 is several weeks since this occured
and from swchat 1 knot he hus enjoyed an exzcel~
ient health from that day. Icannot but coms
gratulate myself upon having iried this most
excellent prepuration.”

st-Folix de Valois.  G. Drsrosisas, M. D\

ulé by al) Druggists at s0cts. & $1.00 pyrben
#.27* Fyoe by mail on receipt of prioe.
L. ROSBITAILLE, CHEMIST,

SULY PROPELATOL
JOLIELYH, P. Q. Canade,

THE CANADA PLATING GO,

763 Craig Street,

MONTREAL.

Proprictors anu Snnufacturexs of the celebrated

Patent Soup Spoon, 'so of * Gray’s 7 Gold and

Silver Cleaner. '
Samples of :nBU\'c sent on application at

MeGALE'S

BUTTERNUT

PILLS

25 cents per box.
BY WMAIL ON RECEIPT OF PRICE.
B. ¥l. McG- ALREB,
CHEMIST, Ete.

2123 Notre Dame St., MONTREAL,

j

For SICK EADACHE]

FOUL STOMACH,

BILIOUSNESS,

HABITUAL : CONSTIPATION.

For Sale bv Druggists "everwhere.

TOOTHACHE
The Wonderful Remedy, ‘ N ERVO L_”

ONE ATPLICATION ON THE CHEEK QUTSIDE IS SUFFICIENT.
GURES ALSO HEADACGHE: AND NEURALGIA
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS, 25 CEXTS A BOTTLE.

John T. Lvons, Corner Craig and:Bleury Streets. Montreal
B SENT BY MAILZON RIECEIPT O PRICE.~gn

Positivery Cured in
two minutes, by

-

A5 SELE-RAINIHG HLOD

AMERICAN

PREPARED WITH

PROF. HORSFORD'S

Phosphale of Lime or Cream ol
Tartar Substitute,

This substitute was Patented in the United Siates several years ago, by Profl. Horsford ; it is a simple acid, Phorphate of Lime,
and restores to the flour the healthful and nutritious Phosphates that are Jost with the bran in the process of buliing.

M. HICKEY, 108! St, James Street, Montreal.

JAMES ¢+ COLEMAN + & + €O.,

MANUFACTURERS OF PRIZE

2036 NOTRE DAME STREET,

Highest Price Pald for Raw Furs.
2-¢

MONTREAL.

P. McCORMACK & CO.
CHEMISTS & DRUGGISTS,

CORNER

McGILL AND ROTRE DAME STS,

Prescriptions Accuralely Dispensed.

Pertumes and Fancy Geods
2-G

HOW THBEY ENJOYXY I1IT.

JOHINSTON'S

game rates as per dozen.

“ FLESH,”

FLUID BEEF
1s a good food for children, supplying as it does the material that forms
' MUSCLE,”

“* BONE.”




