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The Advent.
BY W. H. CLARK.

Lo the Saviour comes to-day ;
see Him in the manger lay ;
W1~ men how and homage pay,

To Christ the infant King.
\ngels swell the chorus high s
shouts re-echo through the sky
Lot the tidings swiftly fly,

And all His pruises sing.

: strains,

| \unding over Bethlehem's plains;

Lo th rejoice, for Jesus reigns,

| He reigns the prince of peace.

ki Higher il His star ascend ;

H (11 cater power His name attend,

And His kingdom never end, ™
His glory still increase,

 luk. the wondrous midnight \

heep we now this Christmas time;

Ring the bells with joyous chime,

Praise Him all with faith sublime,
Aud send the chorus round.

Lot the world dismiss its fears :

Sorrowing one dry up your teers;

See your Saviour now appears,
Atid love and peace abound.

(‘ome ye children, shout and sing,
tlory, glory to our King
Honor now to Jesus bring,

Who reigns enthroned above.
Though a child to earth He came,
Y et the world shall hear His name,
And rejoice to learn the fame

«Of Jesus and His love.”
1009t

A 8ad Christmas.

CHRISTMAS is not a merry
time for that poor maiden with
the harp. She is motherless.
Her drunken father, after sel-
ling all his furniture for drink,
gave up his room, and turned
| his little daughter adrift to
| | care for herself. Poor child of
| | the street |

This girl has not been poor
always,  Before her father
learned to love strong drink
he was quite well off, his wife
was happy, and his deughter
knew no great sorrows. 8he
had merry Christmas times
then. But very soon after her
father became the slave of
drink he became poor, broke
his wife's heart, and, as I have
snid, left his only litile girl to
starve or beg.

In her better days she loved
music, and learned to play
upon the harp. This instru-
ment was all she saved from
the household wreck. ~With

A Sap CHRISTNAS.

weary feet and heavy heart . .
she bore it from door to door, playing | but after the October winds began to and on Christmas eve she was seen, by
such tunes as she could, and then beg- | swee through the atreets with sharp, | & kind-beurted man, standing beside

her harp, benumbed with cold, and un-
able to play snother tune. Cold and
\hungor had dons terrible work om

searching breath, she shivered, and
endured much pain. As the sutumn
weeks rolled on her sufferings increased,

ging the inmates for a few centa. While
the weather was warm, she made out
to live without much severe suffering;

her poor worn body. “Poor
thing 1” said the good man to
himself, ¢ your Christmas eve
is anything but s merry one.
I must ses who you are, and
what can be done for you.”

Those were true Christmas
words, because there was love
in them—Ilove like that which
brought Josus from huaven to
Bethlehem.

But the poor child had suf-
fered too much to be made well
and cheerful agsin on earth.
She told her pitiful tale to the

man, and he took her to
is home; but in two weeks
ahe went to s better home in
tbe land where there are no
, no drunken fathers,
no broken-hearted wives, no
forsaken childien, no sorrow,
no death. She loved her dead
mother and Jeaus, and God
called her to the place of their
abode.

Children, happy children,
while you are full of Christmas
jollity and fun, don’s forget
that there are many poor little
motherless maidens still left
on this sinful earth. While
you remember them, pray for
them, and make their Christ-
mas & little glad with some
trifliog gift from your own
abounding love-treasures. By
acting thus, in the true spirit
of Christmas, you will make
your own hearts merry, please
Him who wus born on Christ-
mas day, and he-p on the glad
day in which everyboly will
love Jesus, and all the world
enjoy a happy Christmas.

Tan't this & grand idea t All
the woild hapmdou Christmas
day! Everybody merry at
hoart. Every heart in the
world throbling with love
beats for the once babe of
Bethlehem ! O God, please
husten that happy day !
s

In & recent speech Lord
Coleridge said: “Englend and
Auwerion are one in blood, in
l-ngusge, in law, one in hatred
of oppression and love of liber-
g:,‘Wo are bound together by

Humeelf in golden chains

of mutual affection and mutual
respact, and two nations 8o joined, I am
firmly convisced, man will never put
asunder.” When Lord Coleridge re- |
sumed his seas, *the whole compeny
tose to their feet and chesved him.”
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Christmas Angels.

Tux Christmas angels, s their mizsion cnded ?
They are not seen by mortal cye, as when
O'er Bethlehem’s plain their shining trcops
descended, .
And chanted, * Peace on earth, good will
to men.”

The voices that once joined the heavenly
chorus,
That n:iighty “Gloria” echoing far and
wide
Are floating in the wintry starlight o'er us,
And lingim sweetly every Christmas-tide.

For over snow-clad hills and moorlands

drur{, .
Ts heard the rushing of each silver wing;
Wherever homes are sad, or hearts are

w s
The bm Christmas Angels come and
sing.

In the dim alleys of the crowded city
| They enter, where the sunbeams never

came,
Unbidden guests, yet full of tender pity
For all earth’s bitter misery and shame

And then despairing hearts look up and
wonder
Whence came that sudden hope they feel

within, .
Bidding them rise and break their bonds
asunder,
Those heavy fetters forced by want and sin.

In the vast minster, where the anthemsolden
In glorious waves of music ebb and flow,
Those voices from ** Jerusalem the Golden,”
Are singing ever with the Church below

And in the rastic church that rises slowly
Amid encircling hills or woodlands dim,
The simple song oltgntitude is holy,
For ;ngeh join the poor man’s Christmas
ymnn,

Those humble walls can boast no sculptured
splendour,
Yet is the hallelujah just as sweet ;
For angels and archangels sing, and render
Their feeble notes all perfect and complete.

And we of them their gentle tones may
borrow,
‘While this old world is full of grief and

wrong !
The word of sympathy in time of sorrow
Is pure and precious as an angel's song.

-odipo—
Christmas Eve
Li

at 8kipper Bill's
ght.
BY REV. E. A, BARD,

8kipper Bill trimmed the wick of the
lamp up in the lighthouse tower, care-
fully rubbed and adjusted the glams
chimney, and then paused in his work
to glance across the blue atretch of the
sea to Nvb’s Island, where his brother,
Skipper Bob, reigned as keeper of the
lighthouse there. And why was it
neocssary to say anything more than
Skipper Bill and Skipper Bob when
one spoke of the keepars of the light-
houses, one at the * Harbour ¥ and the
other at “Nub's Inland ¥  All the
world in that part of the country knew
that the men were brothers, and the
last name for over fifty years bad been
Varrell, and of oourse to distinguish
the light-keepers it was simply neoes-
sary to say ¢ Bkipper Bill "and * 8kip-
per Bob.”

* Wonder if Bob has got cleaned up 1
Hope the ile in his lamp iwn't botherin
him, I thought she didn’t burn quite
20 clearlast night. Ho! thereiyBob!
There's his boat; I see it.”

Skippsr Blll was now looking
thr his spy glass, and at the edge
of the white.cspped waves fringing
il:'lb'l Ialand he saw & black boat rock-

g
% Glad Bub's a-comin’,” soliloguined
the gray-haired Bill. “I o his
‘sistant will keep the light for him, and
Frank Abbots ssid be would come and
light up for me, and stay till eleven.
Bob :ﬂd we ought to be back by that

The two brothers every year went to
see their old mother the day before
Christmas, and took her some article of
comfort. She was over eighty, and
they were over fifty, but the white-
haired old mother and her gray-haired
boys would have giieved as badly as
children if anything had prevented that
day-before- Christmas visit.

“ Wonder where Frank s’ asked
Bkipper Bill, anxicusly,

Frank Abbott had been delayed by
a little affuir in the street afier school,

The young people were burrying out
of the academy—the scoond wonderful
institution at Grantham, next to the
lighthouse—aund they were all rejoicing
over the fuct that six inches more of
snow had fallen, costing the roofs,
draping the trees, and under the feet
of the men on the gsidewalks and the
hoofs of the hortes in the streets seemed
to have laid the cleanest, and whitest,
and softest of wool, that kings and their
steeds might walk thereon. Yercy
Wilton was the foremont of the chatter-
ing flock of academy students, a rough,
impulsive, young fellow—not a Gran-
thamite, but a stranger. Ho delighted
in eccentricities, and though it was
winter he still retained the bLoat that
bad fascinated him during the summer,
and for the sake of all possible rowing
in it he boarded on the other side of the
river, not far from the mouth of the
harbour, Frank Abbott, a stout,
manly boy of sixteen, was one of those
in the rear of Percy. Suddenly a boy,
darting from a passage way at the
right, ran in front of Percy. Je was
thinly dreesed, and in his hand was &
piece of wood that he had picked up
and was hoarding for the home fire,
The moment Percy saw the boy heran
up to him, seized him, knocked off his
cap, and holding him by the collar, was
about to pound him with his clenched
fist, when the little fellow, dropping his
piece of wood, screamed loudly, The
academy students hurried forward,
Frank at their head,

 What is the matter 1” asked Frank.

“ Matter ¥ said Percy. ¢ He is a
little thief.”

“ Qb ! I guess not,” said Frank, in
quieting tones. “That is Tommy
Glazsbrook. He lives down by the
harbour. I know him. His mother
washes for us,”

“JT know he is a thief,” shouted
Percy, angry at this interruption,

“] don't know wiat he means,”
blubbered Tommy. *S8ure, I don't.”

“Bure I don’t!” replied Percy,
mocking the boy. “Didn’t you come
across the river in my boat the other
night! Anawer!”

“Yes, I did,” whimpered Tommy.

“Well, I “ad & quarter when I
started in my boat, and when I Jeft the
boat I didn's have it, and I asked you
then if you took it.”

“1 dida't take it,” c’'amored Tommy.

“ But,” taid Percy angrily, “didn't

g | Bill Bluke say he saw you with it after-

wards " L

* 1o lied—liod—hedid. I won'tplay
::.\}.mt with him—and he's mad—he

“Look here, Peroy,” ssid Frank,
¢ that Bill Biake is o boy, and I
shouldn't want to take his word. Are
you sure you didn’v drop the quarter in
your boat or somewhere 1

. Nonsense,” replied Peroy snap-
pishly, who showed in look and tone
that he disliked interference with his

ocourwe.
“ No nonseose sbout it, Percy. See
bere.”

As Frank spoke, he extended hix
arm in his eatnest gesticulntion ani
occasioned the remmk by Fanny
Greeley, who intently watched him,
that * Frank looked as grand as hodid
in school, speaking his piece ulout
‘8partacus.’” .

% Would you like it yourself, if you
wore with any one,” said Frank, “und
they lost a dollar, to have them turn
and charge you with the theft? Say !
Would you like it 1’ )

Percy was not disposed to like any-
thing exoept his own way, and that, at
the present time, was to fuvour Tomwy
with a pounding.

Fiank, though, was resolute, and
insisted that Tommy should not be
punished on sutpicion. The girls, too,
chimed in.

¢ 8top, Percy !”

Reluctantly, Percy relinquished his
hold on the trembling Tummy, and
stllenly moved away.

% Come, Tommy, I am going down
your way to Skipper Bill's light. Only
going to stop at my mother's & moment,
and then I walk down to the light,”
uid Frank.

# He-—he was a mean thing. He
ought—oughter take a—a—{ol-—feller
of his size.”

“ That's 8o, but some people won't.”

“I'll be—~-up with—him—1I'tl—"

% What? Give him a whipping 1"

“ Yes, when—I get-—big as—you
are.”

“ By that time, he will have grown
bigger still, What will you do then ?"

Lommy did not know how to climb
this hiil of difficulty, but he persisted
in saying that he ¢ would give him the
biggest thrashin’ out.”

“ Now don’t you worry, Tommy. He
shan’t touch youn, and he has not
proved you were a thief.”

¢ No, I wasn't,” said Tommy stoutly,

By this time Frank had reached his
home. He equipped himself with half
a minoe pie, in addition to sandwiches,
and, thus prepared for his stay at the
lighthouse, atarted off again with
Toinmy. As Frank was about leaving
Tommy at the door of the latter’s home,
o dark little house, Icoking like & nest
among the ledges that overhung the
river, he mid to Tommy :

“When Christmas oomes, we ought
to give everybody our good wishes, and
in that way we oan make everybody a
Christmas present.”

“Yen,” said Tommy :

“Can't you wish Peroy well 1’

I wish he may be a good boy,” said
Tommy emphatioally.

“8o0 do L1” and Frank laughed and
moved off. A minute’s walk brought
him to the door of the round wooden
tower of white, where Skipper Bill
presided. ‘“ There's the skipper in the
door,” thonght Frank,

“ Ah, Frank, I've been lookin’ for
you. Well, you know what to do when
the sun goes down. Light her up on
the tick of the clcek, you know, and
!:u oan make youraelf comfortable u

my caboose. 1'l]l be baok this aide
of eleven,”
« All right, sir.”

Frank climbed the lighthouse stairs,
and patiently waited in the light-
keeper's room, or “cabcose,” as he
called it, for the going down of the sun,
A stove was in the oaboose, whose

ial heat was aoceptable on & Decsm-

r day, and there were newspapers on
Y '3‘;“’ 1ed, pine table,

v's getting rather dusky,” thought
Fraak, *‘and I'll go upinto the lan
and watoh for uun‘;t.'? tero

p | neas that duy, that he spoke hastily,

The een way stilling down into reg
and the waves that broke on the gl
fel over with a tired sound,

“There goes the sun!1” exclaime]
Frank, The sun had now gone to b,

and red blunkets of cloud were tuckeg
about his aleepy majesty. Frank wag
tn hend and started up the lanten.
light, while Skipper DBol's lighthoue
sent back o responive flash,
vight,” said Frank. * Nothing to q,
now but to wait and see that things go
strait till the ekipper gets back.”

The night was wild and clear, There
were hosts of stars in the Christnas
sky, as if they thought thera might L
another angel song as at DBethiehen,
aud they meant to welcoms it.

Frank sat patiently in the caboote,
now reading and then enjoying the
ngrooable society of his companion, the
mince pie.  Occasionally he visited
the lantern. He heard the wind mur.
mur around the old lighthouse, and
then— was it & voice that came up to
the cuboose-window and tried to get
int *“Of course not,” said Frunk,
But after a while, Fiauk plainly heard
noives made by a human being, und
they were on the stairs, and they then
sounded nearer, Toey came from a
pair of boots such as u boy might wear,

The door opened and there was
Tommy Glazebrook. lle had little
bioath to spare,

* Oh — come — gnick ! Percy Wil-
ton—is in—the river |”

Frank sprang fiom his chair.

“ Qet—your—lantern—-and come !

The luntern, Frank, and Tommy wers
quickly goiny downstairs, then out
iuto the night, Tommy telling his story
oll the while. *You see—I was out
—agettin' wood—and I+ heard —-u
hollerin’—and I ran—to the water—
and somebody out here—said-—* Percy
Wilton is on—Cod Rock '—and I ran
here—quick—for father's—away.”

They were now at the river, untying
a boat. Cod Hock wus not more than
forty feet from the shore, nnd at high
tide lifted & round bald head above the
water,

“Quick! Tide is rising !” shouted
Percy.

“ Coming
agingly.

Over the dark water, Frank pulled
the boat, Tommy standing in the bow
aud holding the lantern over the side
of tiie bout, so that the light was
thrown ahead and not into the eyes of
the outlook,

“‘ There he is~on this side,” called
Tommy.

Frank knew about the rock, and
skilfully rowed bis boat to the side
where Percy could sucorssfully embark.

“Glad to get off that!” said the
shivering T'ercy, springing into the
boat. *Much obliged I”

“You may thank Tommy."

* No, thank Frank,” said Tommy.

Thauk Tommy! Percy began to
stammer out an spology for his rude-

"
.

sang out Frank encour-

that—that—

Qh, let it go,” exclaimed Tommy.
“1 wish you well.” ,

Tommy never told of s splendid
little fight he had made with himself
when he heard Percy’s shriek for help.

“Let him stay aud scak,” ssid 8
voice within,

The next moment, Tommy took that
foeling b{. the throat and choked it to
death. Then he hurried away for help
Fr:nll"o' did you get there ™ asked

“ Qi"n said Percy, “ I oame over t0

—
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o Christmas eve party and thought I
would paddle across, leaving my oars
o home, but—-but—going buck, I was
moving round in the boat and f.ll, and
1ot my paddle, Then I diifted here
and gotout. Then I lost my boat. All
| could do was to sit and holler,”

The hoat had now touched the shore.
As they were landing, Frank saw the
sharp gleam of wn object in a crack of
the flooring laid over the bottom of the

jug in the lantern-light.

“ Ho!" said Percy, * that—that’s
that quarter I missed. 1t has got
cross on it, I must have dropped it
mysclf, I say, Tommy, I—I—guess I
made a mistake. I'm lOl't'y.”

w8 did not begin toexpress his
feclings. 1le almost wished he wason
Cod Rock where no one could see him.

They all went to the *‘caboose” and
warmed themselves after the chilly
adventure, Christmas eve. Tommy,ai
Jenst, had tnude one Christmas present,
aud Frank made another, for they
wished somebody well and proved it.

—a—
Christmas-tide.

BY REV. EDWIN B, RUSSELL.

Dread of the centuries, hope of the waiting
heart,
\iston that never fades, ne’er shall from love
depart,
Born with each Christmas-tide,
For whom the world hath sighed,
Who for man lived and died—
JEsus, our King !

i throne,
Souls hail Thy royalty, Thy crown alone;
Whate'er the earthly thrall,
Thine is the sovereign call,
To Thee all nations tall,
Thy praises mng !

|
i Whether in Bethlehem's stall or on Thy
|

Sce, hy the manger bend angels all glorious,
\nzels of faith and hope, nngels victorions !
They who in mercy wait
Fver on man's estate,
Aad with grief, with joy elate,
Holy and pure !

Sec, in the heavens above the bright star
gleaming !

Star that never fades nor sets to human

| seeming :

i Taght for man ever there,

| Khines in the heavenly air,

I Anpiration, struggle, prayer,

i Conquest secure !

I

t

| 0 how the world doth thrill with joy to-day !
lowly and holpless once, Christ in the
manger lay :
Throngh « life glorified,
Pierced hands and wounded side,
Wrong, error, death defied,
Brother and Friend !

!

|

| Touched by that quenchless love, hearts bow

1 . to I'hee,

| Thou, whose compassion flows boundless

| and free ;

| Brighter than starry sign,

1 Sweeter than songs divine,

| Did the love—only Thine—
Karthward descend !

Kingly crown, princely gift, Art's richest
treasure,
Areat Thy blessed feet laid without measure :
Girandeur and splendour rare,
Costly fane, shrine of prayer,
Holy rite, reverent care,
Maaster, are Thine !

But not the monarch's pride, not rich
. oblation,
Not priceless work nlone tells Thy salvation,
But where some laden breast
Finds in Thy forgiveness rest ;
In Thy peace alone is blest,
aster divine !

Christ Child, Th‘y hands to save seem weak,
Thy mother’s keepi
Holds Thee fast in wuu‘l:ﬁl love whilst Thou
art sleeping.
Those hands the world shall lead,

Christ Child, Thy fair white brow must feui
the thorn's indentuie :
Dark flows the torrent where Thy holy feet
must venture :

Darker yet the final hour

On Thy sacred path shall lower,

Stronger yet Satanic power,

earing Thy moaning !

Christ Child, Thy victory shall wreathe
every trial,
Cross and crown of thorns, betrayal and
denial,

Yes, death itself muat yield,

Thy hands the sceptre wield,

All power to Thee is sealed,

Lord of all glory !

Drealm ~:Pft the centuries, hope of the waiting
heart,
Vision that never fades, ne’er shail from
10\: depart,
ngels sing here again
Earth repeats the glad refrain,
The same Christmas strain—
The old, old atory !

A-o—
Christmas Fare.

Fon a thorough idea of a Christmas
dinner, we must again fall back upon
the old burons and knights of the
eleventh and twelfth centuries. For a
forcnight during the Christmas holi-
duys the doois were thrown open to
ali, and eating and carousing filled the
whole of the interval. Numbeiless
were the delicacies of the times which
the well-stocked lurders contained at
this seaton, and numberless was the
legion of honoured guests, as woll as
“ hangers-on” that thronged the spaci-
ous halls, Charity was one of the
great virtues and redeeming traits of
these otherwisa stern and iron-hearted
old sons of Mars, whose svord was
their oulv strength and means of sup-
port. Without indulging in any further
prefatory 1emarks, we will unceremoni-
ously introduce to our readers some of
the iavowiite dishes which graced the
board of the most distinguished in the
olden time. The first in order of
importanco was the

+ BOAR'S DEAD—

a dish which, up to a recent date,
tigured prominently in many Christmas
feasts,

Brought in by au ancient servitor,
upon a salver of silver or gold, at the
head of a procession of nobles, knights
and ladies blithely einging, it was de-
posited at the head of the table before
the host, or some guest of high
rank. It was then served up in greut
pomp, with various condiments, Next
to the Boar’s Head comes the

SAVOURY PEACOCK.

The bird having been killed, the skin,
with the feathers still on, was carefully
peeled off, and after roasting and when
almost cool, this was akiltully sewed
on sgiin, aud the beak being gilded,
it was declared ready for the table.
Sometimes the bird was placed in s
dish after roasting, and being covered
like & pie, with the exception of the
breast and tail, was served up by
ladies.

Often the pie thus made was
reserved for the close of the tourna-
ment, when the knightly victor was
expected “to shew his dexterity, by
striking all the joints of the bird, with-
out any mistake in oarving.

MINCK-PIES
had their origin to some degree in the
yuls cake and were formerly made ia
the shape of a manger. The collection
of ingredients, that s0 puzzle the

Clasping the scornful reed,
Mont 80 when they shall bleed,
Far sin atoning !

to the Infant in Bethiehem, A custom
long prevailed of having set out on the
table ax many mince-pies as the master
of the house had been married years,
and often was the digestive powers of
those gathered to do honour put to &
rovere test. In England, at present,

1 DAST BEEF ANP PLUM PUDDING

are the articler +hat are always written
in large capitals at Christmas time;
and not even Goose or Turkey, so
popular with Ameticans and Canadiana,
could tempt their appetites when such
cheer as this is on the bill of fare. In
conolusion, let us remember, whilst we
par‘ake of the buunties which Provi-
dence so abundantly bestows, at this
seaxon particularly, that hundreds do
not receive the bare necegaities of life,
and may it cause us to seize every
opportunity of sharing those bounties
by which we are favoured with vur
fellow-men,

Baby's First Christmas in Heaven.

OxE stocking less to fill to-night,

One leas than & year &

And where are the eyes that shone s0 bright,
Beaming ever with new delight?

Sleeping under the snow.

One stocking less of soft, white weel,

And where are the restless foet, .
And the bounding heart? Ah! cold and dull;
Gone is our ** beby beautiful,”

Like » vision passing sweet.

Like a vision bﬂﬂxt, in a robe of white,
Gone a little while before.

1 hear the patter of tiny feet

Dancing along the golden street—

At home on the changeless shore.

What shall I give my angel child

For a Christmas gift? Ah, me!

\Lzly chezub daus}xur with fairy wings,
hat needeth she of earth’s trivial things,

Who plays by the crystal sea?

1 give the joy, my sainted one,

assed from earth’s bitter woe—

Joy when my broken heart I lift ;

And I give thee, aweet, my Christinas gift
To thee Lord who loved thee so.
«Mrs. F. F. Dana.

Christmas Toys.

Yrans ago when the inhabitants of
many iuland German towns and villages
were maintained by the handiwork of
the whole fumily, as it was: exhibited
in wooden carriages and toys, the ap-
plication of machinery to their manu-
facture was considered most dirastrous,
and sure to result in the 1uin of whole
communities, The principle as de-
veloped by the introduction of the
sewing machiné, viz., that of incressed
demand in proportion to the cheapness
and excellence of the supply, was found
to hold good in toys, as well as sewing ;
and the number now sent to us from
France, as well as Germany and
Switzerland, is almost fabulous.

In the States, the toys made are
mainly of s mechanical and expensive
charscter, Some wooden and metal
furniture is made, it is true, tin
kitchens and dolls’ houses, but they go
principally-into the buildin of boats,
the construction of games, the making
of locomotives, the creation of elegant
brown-stone dolls’ houses, and the in-
vention of new, light, and stylish dolls’
carriages. Wﬁatover jts mistress has
the doll must have—its barouche, it
landau, or its phacton—and the style
in which they are finished, at least the
most expensive of them, would do
credit to Brewster.

The chesptr toys all come from

abroad, principally from Germany, an
though they are now turned out insuch

ness unknown hefore ainery was
introduced, we cannot heip sometimes
regretting the grotesque animals, the
quaint and irregnlar hand-carved
tigures, which formerly delighted the
little ones, and which had an individu-
ality quite absent from the stook turned
out by the dozens like cheap modern
furniture.

Fiance has always been the source
from which we have d~rived the chief
toys for girls, namely, the doll. But
the doll of to-day is & work of art,
almost equal tn its counterpart in
nature, sud greatly superior in its
pretensions. The French doll, par ex-
cellence, is not s thing to play with.
It is » fine creation to exhibit, and
though sll little girls desire ome, yet
we doubt if they take as much eomdm
out of its poasession, as they do out of
the rag-baby, which they can drug by
the heels or one arm, and about which
they are never scolded.

There is & time and an when
toys reem particularly sppropriate. It
is at Christmas and duriug the years of

childbood. Nothing that is useful or
sensible cun ever give half the pleasure
to & child's mind, that thess miniature
{orms of natural oljects impart; for
they osn be made to understand them,
and through them the things which
they represent. Thus, they not only
give pleasure, but they serve a purpose,
and even if their lifo is shoit, are in-
finitely less costly to us than many of
those pleasures which only give us pain
in after yoars.

toor
0ld Christmas Traditions.

TaERE is an old tradition that Christ

was born about midnight. From this

bells are rung at midnight in England

and on the Continent, In Roman

Catholic countries it has long been

customary to inaugurate Christmas

with the celebration of & midnight

mass, which is followed by one at dawn

and another in the morning, It was
an old English superstition that on
Christmas eve the oxen were always to
be found on their knees at midnight;
that the cocks oraw ; that the cabbage
seeded, etc. The devotion of the oxen
was derived from an old story that an
ox and ass, which were in the stable
at the Lirth of Chuist, fell on their
knees in a suppliant position, and that
a cock crow. The custom of singing
carols at Christmas, which has passed
into oblivion, is said to have sprung
from the songs of the shephurds and
others at the birth of Christ. The
custom of firing guns and burning of
fire-crackers, which prevails in muny
parts of our Southern Statee, but is
happily going out of date, probably was
suggeated by our national manner of
c-lebrating Independence. No day in
the year should be farther removed
from all suggestions of martial glory
or carnal strife. The common custom
of decorating houses and churches with
evergreens at Christmas is derived
from & common belief that sylvan
spirits would flock t~ those evergreens
and remain there until the coming in
of & milder season.

A RE10 of the past, in the shape of
the following * proof,” which explaina
itself, was recently exhumed from the
waste basket in this office : * 'y chanSe
| gas reCenjallL beou maDe* anD 1u the

&wt\xl{e ac wijl sit ¢ r own tipe foa

4| om thinK our tydoS sre 3 quarlsome

and are

"
o —

Song to glam theg

imagination of some in these days, was
supposed to represent the gifts brought

ju mense quantities, and with & smooth-

Tllins.
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Hark ! Angels Sing.

O’ER the hills night shadows steal ;
Scarce a light breeze stirs ;
See the Virgin mild
Clasps her new-born child !
Round the manger shepherds kneel—
Humble worshippers.
Hark ! angels sing
Round their heavenly King!
"T'is for man, and not for them,
Sleeps the Babe in Bethlehem.

Thou whose head to earth is lowly
Bowed in woe and shame,
When no help seems nigh
To thy piteous cry,
Think ! it was not for the holy
The Redeemer came.
Hark ! angely sing
Round their heavenly King!
For eurth’s sinful and defiled
Comes to-night the Saviour Child.

. He who to the cradle brings
One pure, generous thought,
To the infant there
Brings a gift mcre rare
Than the gold and myrrh the kings
Of the Orient Yrought.
Hark ! angels sing
Round their heavenly King !
*T'is for man, and not for them,
Sleeps the Babe in Bethlehem.
—Harper's Magazine.
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Christmas in History.
BY REV. J. L. BJRLBUT, A.M.

TrE observance of Christmas, appro
priate as it is, and now so world-wider
does not rest either upon a divine com-
wand or un apestolic precedent. There
i8 no allusion "2 the New Testament to
any aunual Church festivals, and the
early history of the Church does not
mention the celebration of any day in
commemoration of Christ’s birth until
ahout 180 A.D, There was for & long
time no uniformity in the date of the
festival, which was held varioualy from
January to May. It is remarkable
that one of the earlieat references to
this day, st which all the world now
rejoices, should be a sad story of the
sge of persecution. When Diocletian
was emporor of the Roman world, be-
tween 284 and 805 A.D., on one occa-
sion, while holding his court at Ni-
comedia, he that the Christians
of the neighbourhood, with their chil.
drer, had assembled in their church to
ocelebrate the birth of Christ He
ordered the doors to be cloned, and the
church to be set on fire. His soldiers
stood eround to keep the sufferers

e,

within the burning building, until
church and Christians fell in the flames
togetlcr.
arhaps some reasons why Christmaa
Day was not observed emlier in the
history of the Church were, among
others, that the Gospels do not assign
any day in the year for the birth of
Christ; that the death and resurrection
of Jesus as fixed by the calendar,
were more important in the plan of
redemption than His birth, and hence
more generally observed by the early
Church ; and that there was no Jewish
feast at the time of Christmas to be
transferred into & Christian festival.
But the observance of a day in
honour of Christ’s birth grew more and
more genera] in the Church, and about
880 A.D., in the times of Theodosius
the Great the twenty-fifth of December
was finally fixed on by the Europesn

Churches, and was accepted by those in
the Eust. Why that particular date
was taken cannot be known with cer-
tainty. There is the best of evidence
that the birth of Jesus took place, not
in the winter, but at a time in the
year when shepherds and their flocks
may be found together in the fields at
night in Judea.

The festival of Christmas grew up at
Rome, whers it took the place and
time of the old Saturnalia, or winter
holidayx of the heathen city. Indeed,
many of the Christmas customs, wnd
some of those the most beautiful, are
ssid to have a heuthen origin, and were
simply trznsferred from the false wor-
ship to the true. Thus, hanging the
houses with n was & heathen rite
in Northern Europe from the earliest
ages, and the lighting of tapers and
giving of presents, which seem to us
to recall the midnight wanger and the
gifts of the magi, are yet as old as Rome
itaelf. The holly-berries and the mistle-
toe take us back to the Druid worship
of the ancient Britons, and the yule-
log rolled in state into many a baronial
hall, is a reminiscence of the German
yule-feast in commemorationof the sun’'s
return at the winter solstice. Thus,
as the waterjars at them arriage-ferst
were laden with wine at the Saviour's
look, so the harmless elements of the
primeval faiths took on a new meaning
and benuty when touched by the Gospel
of Christ.—Sunday School Jourral.

-

WE beg to call the apecial attention
of all Sunday-schou]l teachers to the
Announcement of our 8, 8. Periodicals

for 1884 in this number ot the Banner, -

and the Announcement of the Metho
dist Magazine in the Plsasant Hours
for Deoember 1—the best we have ever
made. Several achools have for several
years taker Magarines for circulation
instead of Tibraries, being much cheaper,
fresher, and more attractive, Special
rates to achools given on application.
Hoxe anp 8croon will contain many
8, 8, items, hints on teaching, ete., of
special interest to 8. 8. workers—everv
one of whom should have it, Only 30
oents & year.

InTERNATIONAL SBUNDAY-8CHOOL Lixs-
sons ron 1884.—It will be of interest
to Sabbath-school workers to learn that
the aubjects for the International Sun.
day-aschool Lessons for the first six
months of 1884 will be in the Acts and
the Epistlos. Three months will then
be spent with * David and the Psalus.”
The last three months will be spent
dw:th ”“t.shdﬁ::ﬁ and the Books of .$il-

m,” the ons being from Kings
Proverbs, and Ecolesistes. ’

Wt have been much pleased to read

the admirable sermon on Luther,

preached in the Methodist church, !
Orillia, by the Rev. 8. P, Rose. More

than fifty years ago the Rev. Dr. Rose

was the pioneer preacher of the gospel

in this place, where his son iz now

labouring with such success.

So may the bright succession run
With the laat courses of the sun.

4 Child's Life of Luther. 48 pagen,

fitting and appropriate memento to
give to the girls and the boys of the
Sunday-schools. Price 10 cents a copy;
75 cents a dozen; and in lots of 25
or more copies, at the rate of 5 cents
each. Henry 8. Boner, 42 North
Ninth Street, Philadelphis.

The Youths' Companion is one of
the most remarkable papers of the
times. For 1884 it antounces contri-
butions from Tennyson, Hugo, Lord
Lytton, Whittier, Dr. McKay, and
many of the foromost writers of the
world. It can only command this
array of talent by virtue 6f its immense
cicculation of 820,000 a week. Its
articles on current’ topics are written
by the most qualified pens, and present,
in a clear, vivid, direct way, the fun-
damental facts of home and foreign
politics and all public questions. Its
original aunecdotes of public men are
invaluable in their influence in stimu-
lating right ambition and a high pur-
pose in life. Every household needs
tho b al hy amusement and high moral
training of such a journal. It is pub-
lished by Perry Mason & Co., of Bos on,
who will send specimen oopies upon
application. The price is $1.75 a
year, but it will be clubbed to new
suhacribers, with the Canadian Metho-
dist Magazine, at $1.50—the two for
£3.50 a year.

Axp lo! there was heard at once
the ringing of many bells,—rising at
first far off in single notes of praise,
then taken up hither and thither in
harmonious concord—chime answering
to chime and tower to tower—all in
pleasant unison of joy, ringing down
vheir sweet salutation to mankind be-
low. To all of every name and nature,
and to whom want, or inquietude, or
s0rrow were not unknown ; that they,
also, might lift up their voioes in sweet
scolaim, and rejoioe alike for the bless.
ings of peace and comfort now brought
to them by tho gladdening spirit of the

Tug CHILD-DIKE.

24mo, in sige, illustrated.  This is a

The Child-Dike.

HoLLaND is a beautiful country, full
of green fields, with cattle and sheep
graeing in the pastures; but there arc
few trees, and no hills to be seen.
The ground is so flat and low, that
two or three times the sea has rushed

|in over parts of it, and destroyed
| whole towns.

In one of these floods, about two
hundred years ago, more than twenty
thousand people were drowned. In
some of the towns that were flooded
not & creature of any kind was left
alive,

A large part of the water that came
in at the time of that flood still remains.
It is known as *The Maas,” and in
one part of 1 there is a little green
island,~-a part of an old dike or dam,—-
which is called the * kinder-dike,” or
child-dike, and it got its hame in this
way.

The water rushed in over one of the
little Friesland villages, and no one
had any warning. In ome of the
houses there lay a child asleep in its
cradle,—an old-fashioned cradle, made
tight and strong of good stout wood.

By the side of the cradle lay the old
cat, baby’s friend, probably purring
away as comfortably as possible. In
came the waters with a fearful roar.
The old cat, in her fright, jumped into
the cvadle with the baby, who slept
through all the turmoil as quiet'v s
ever. The people were drow . 1
their beds. The house was torn irou
its foundations and broken in pieces.
But the little cradle floated out on the
angry sea on that dark night, bearing
safely its precious burden.

When morning came there was noth-
ing to be seen of the villages and green
meadows, All was water. Hundreds
of people were out in boats trying t0
save as many people as pomsible, and
on this little bit of an island that
have spoken of, what do you think
they found? Why, that same old |
cradle, with the baby asleep in it, and
the old cat curled up at her feet, all
safe and sound.

Where the little voyagera came frou,
and to whom they belonged, no onc
could tell. But, in memory of them,
this little island was called “Ikinder-
dike,”—the child-dike,—and it goes by
that name to this day; and this story
is told to thousands of little people all
over Holland as & remarkable instance
of God's providenoce.

SUNDAY religion is good as far as it
goes, but suppowe a man dies on?®

bright Christmas festival. — Leonard
Kip.

week-day !
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The Christ-Child.

Tue return of Christmas always
brings to our memory thoughts of the
infancy of the world’s Redeemer. Many
are the beautiful legends and truaitions
that are recounted of the babehood of
the Christ-child—of His beauty, His
strange wisdom, His power over nature
even as an infant. For a thousand years
and more, the Virgin Mother and the
Divine Child have been the central fig-
ures of Christian art; and from altar

¥ | and cloister walls, in grand cathedral

and humble chapel,have smiled downon
generations of lowly worshippers these
faces of beauty and kindness, of mother-
love and holy childhood, ennobling,
elevating and purifying home life in
dark days of bloodshed and war. The
picture-galleries of Europe have hun-
dreds of paintings of the Mother and
Child which haunt the memory with
1 spell of power. The above is one of
these examples of winsome loveliness
which, for three hundred years and
more with Raphael’s Mother and Child,

|| has ranked as one of the most beautiful

pictures in the world.
e e Gl O
Bells Across the Suow.

On, Christmas, merry Christmas,
In it really come again?

With its memories and graetings,
With its joy, and with its pain.

There's & minor in the carol,
And a shadow in the light,

And  spray of Jypress twining
With the holly wreath to-night.

And the hush is never broken
By langhter 1'ght and low,

As we listen in the starlight

» To the ¢ bells scross the anow.”

 Oh, Chrisimas, merry Christmas,
. "Tis not so very long
~ Since other voices blended
With the carol and the song !
1f we could but hear them singing
As they are singing now,
1f we but sce the radiance
Of the - rown on onch dear brow,

CHr1sT-CHILD.

There would be no sigh to smother,
No hidden tear to fiow,

As we listen in the starlight
To the ** bells across the snow.”

Oh, Christmas, merry Christmas,
'This ncver more can be ;

We cannot bring again the days
Of our unshadowed glee ;

But Christmas, happy Christmas,
Sweet herald of will,

With Loly songs of glory
Brings holy iladness still.

For peace and hope may brighten,
And patient love may glow,

As we listen in the starlight
To the ** bells across the snow.”

e
A Christmas Eve at Bethiehem.
BY REV. THADDEUS A, BNIVELY.

W reached Bethlehem early in the
afternoon of the day before Christmas.
What a flood of thoughts come over
us as we entet this place ! Though so
small, *little among the thousands of
Judah,” yet it is second only to Jeru.
salem in sacred interest to-day. In
itaelf, however, it is a charming spot.
It is situsted on an elevatiun, quite
natrow, running down in terraces to
the valley beneath, These slopes are
covered with rich fruits and vegetation.
And above all the maass of buildings
known as the Ohurch of the Nativity
stands isolated, looking down upon the
valley. Here is the scene of the sacred
story of the Saviour’s birth. Here
was enscted the Idyl of Rauth, and
David's sbepherd life carried him every-
where over these hills and dales.

But thoughts of other shepherds
come to us, and we hasten throogh the

to the plain where shepherds
watched their flocks by night.” Tra-
dition leads us to a little grotto which
is guarded by the Greek Ohristians,
md'upohblytho-iuof&homgel
visitants, Nothing is these so mark
the whory. Itisa dut, anoared-for
eastern yot

this cave the shepherds are
supposed to have been
watching, and near it in the
village in which they are
supposed to have lived.
The plain as we maw it
again in the moonlight
harmonized sweetly with
our dreams of that won-
drous night.

It seems a fitting thought
that the Lamb of God, who
was to be the Good Shep-
herd of souls, should have
first been anmnounced to
humble watchers in the
valley guarding their help-
less charge. When we
passed over this same plain
before, we had seen a pic-
ture of Eastern life that
gave new meaning to this
touching metaphor. In the
distance, twice had flocks
and shepherds been seen;
but in each case the shep-
herds had come first, care-
fully bearing the little
lambs or the wearied ewes
in their bosoms. Behind
them came the flocks, so
gently led, following their
master’s alightest word or
look. They wsre made up,
also, both of sheep and
goata, easily separated and
sometimes necemarily di-
vided the one from the
other.

From the plain we hur-
ried back to see the place
of our Saviour's nativity
| before darkness came on, with the
| celebration of Christmas eve. The cave,
| wkich is supposed to have been the
{ atable of the old caravansary or khan,
| in now hidden from sight by the mas-
' sive church. One can see nothing of
1 the manger even, a8 it is covered with
' cloth and marble and lamps. Chris-
' tian supersition has concesled the first
| great ‘thought under degrading and
| lowering associations. Just beside the
ghrine is shown the place where stood
the manger cradie, at whose side eastern
wise men once knelt in homage. Its
place is mow supplied by a marble
trough, and tradition points to the real
manger as being in Rome, a belief
which may well be questioned. The
whole grouud and all the surroundings
are carefully measured off, each sect
coming in for a separate portion. The
grotto iteelf is common to all, though
the Greeks seem to have the best of it,
as the apse (the chancel) of the old
Basilica which covers the cave is theirs.
This church was srected by Helen, the
mother of Coustantine the Great, in
A.D. 327, and is therefore the oldeat
Christian church in the world, It is
divided among the Greek, American
and Latin (Roman) Oatholics, each
jealously watohing for any encroach-
imentof the other and ready to resist
evea unto blood. The whole visi: is
saddened by the pressnce of the Turk-
ish guard, who are there to keep the
Christian fanatios from tearing each
other to picces. Each of the three
bodies have a portion of the church
above, and have their own w0
the shrine, which is beneath. It is suid
that many bitter contests have been
wqdfottfowhchuofwdl,ndthu
the question of the opeaing and shut-
ting of the doors hes well-nigh involved
Europe in war.

Bet, in spite of all thess drawbacks,
one cannot but absorb the spirit and

enthusiasm of 8t. Jerome, whose study
is one of the precious spots under the
Latin control. Here that illustrious
saint and student lived and worked and
diod, showing in his consecrated life
the power and influence that came to
men in that Divine Birth which con-
secrates the whole place. °

The memorios, the history, the sacred
amociations, lead one to forget the sad
exhibition [of human nature and reli-
gious bitterneas which are entrenched
over the sscred spot. Such thoughts
are needed indeed. We attended the
midnight service at the Latin Church,
which was a mere travesty of Christian
worship, utterly unworthy of the
church whose ceremonials can be made
0 d and impressive. It seemed
so unfitting to hear a cracked-voiced
organ playing sirs from Offenbach
operas during the servioe in celebration
ot the Saviour's birth ; but all else was
likewise sadly unsuited sud inbarmon-
jous. Yet it was indeed an impressive
moment—a privildge to be there in
Bethlehem, and to kneel on the eve of
Christmas at the shrine mede sacred
by that Marvellous Gift. '

It gave intense reality to the Gospel
story in all its humility, as well as its
grandeur, The new-born Babe lay
there in its weskness upon that first
Christmas eve, but now s world ie
moved by that power, and untold and
measureless millions bave knelt in
homage and obedience at His feet.

We went back to our camp singing
carols and hymns of Christmas joy,
making the little village ring with
words 80 strange to them, yet praising
God for the great fact that gave that
little town an everlasting fame.

The tents were pitched by the Well
of David, for whose sweet waters his
devoted followers had risked their lives;
but here in the house of David a greater
fountain had been opened for sin and
uncleanness. All was brilliant in that
brightness of an eastern night. Below
us lay the plain of the sfepherds in full
light, silent and peaceful as of yore.
Above, the heavens were studded with
numberless stars, that each seemed to
stand over where the young Child lay.
And out of the clear sky we oould
almost hesr the voices of the angelic
hosta as they chanted the good tidings
of great joy for all people,  Glory to
God in the highest, and on earth peace,
good-will toward men.”

¢ Such music (as ‘tis said)
Before was never made,
But when of old the sons of morning sung,
While the Creator great
His constellations set,
And the well-balanced

hung ;
And w‘t“&e dark foundations dee
And bid the weltering waves
channel keep.

world on hinges

eir oory

s ng out, ye crystal spheres,
Once bless our humsn ears,

If yo have power to touch our senses 80 ;
And{-t your silvery chime
Movs in melodious time ;

Andbl‘et the bass of Heaven's deep-organ

ow 3
And with your nine-fold harmony,
Make up full consort to the angelic sym-
p y‘ »

——————r ——

A Lowpox tourist met a young
Scotch woman going to the kirk, and,
a3 was mot unusual, she was
her boots in her hsud sud trudging
along barefoot. « My girl,” said he,
“hitmfordlthomloh
thess to go barefoos I * Pairtly

they do,” waid the girl, “and painly
theynindsheirownbndm-.”

.
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Blind Agnes’ Christmas.
BY E. L. T.

AND 18 to-morrow Christmas, the day I've
longed for so?

The year, so strange and pleasant,
seemed loth to go ;

The fragrance of the May bloom is faint
and far away,

The scented-rose of summer I scarce recall
to-day.

has yet

I hearl the spring birds chatter and chirp
in guleless glee,

I knew when honeysuckle gave nectar to
the bes,

1 felt the first stray leaflets get tangled in
my hair,

My heated brow was
air,

fanned by cocl October

Yet, constantly I've prayed for this season
of the year,

For 1 think that Jesus must now, indeed,
draw near,

Remembering the morning when He became
a child,

And lay within o manger, in winter cold
and wild.

Although I cannot see Him tvhen He comes
from above

With myrrh of trustful waiting and frankin-
cense of love,

I'll humbly kneel before Him and touch His
garments white,

And He will smile and answer, ** My child,
receive thy sight.”

1 cannot be mistaken ; it must be He will
come ;

And though, for awe and gladuess, perhaps
I shall be dumb,

Yet He will take the worship and gratitude

bring,
And He will hear the anthem my lips refuse
to sing. *

The Christmas dawn is lifting the world
from night and gloom,
The Christinas gleam is ruddy within an

upper room ;

A 1it£e shout of triumph, * Mamma!” a
child’s tones ring,

] gee Him in His beauty, my Lord, the
Christ, the King ! ”

The happy words grow softer, grow softer
and then cease ;

Upon the pallid features sleeps an eternal
peace ;

The sweet young mouth serenely is smiling,
but is dumle;

The long years' wish is granted, the tender
Christ has come.

Among the priestaand prophets and martyrs
grave and rand,

Among the shining seraphs of heaven's
holy land, |

To-day a child ‘is kneeling, her sight no
longer dim,

Beholding what God keepeth for those who
 wait for Him.”

—eae
Jack's Merry Christmas.
BY SARAIl ORNE JEWETT.

Jack and ali the rest of the boys
were very fond of their Sanday-school
teacher. Miss Duncan was somehow
very good c>mpany on Sunday, and she
continued to tind things to say sbout
the lesson which the boys liked to hear,
and ahe had a fashion of making that
hour on Sunday a good deal to do with
the rest of the week, I think it was
» very pleasant olass myself; one or two
of the boys were not good boys by any
means, but every one of them (ik Miss
Duncan and would do & great deal to
please ber. They had liked her from
the beginning (she had had the class
for two yearr), und I believe that was
the secret of her succesw.

One Sunday in the middle of Decem-
ber, while the rest of the Sunday-school
wero singing, these boys who were
not ss & clam gifted with musical
powers, were ulkhl:g tognther, and Miss
Duncan who oould not herssif,
found that the whispering was all about
Christmas,and that they were planning

her ; she always was very good to him,
for he was a lonely boy who seemed to
have nobody to care for him. There was
something very pleasant in his smile,
and he had the most honest, cheerful
blue eyes which looked straight in avery-
body's face. His father hud been a
soldier and had died moon after the
war when Jack was a baby, und his
mother had been dead for several years
too. Jack lived at old Mr. Josish
Patten's, some distance out of the
village, and worked for his board und
clothes and schooling. 1t was & good
bome for him ; but Mr. Patten and his
wife, and her sister, Aunt Susan, who
was lame, were all elderly people, and
the house was not very near any other
houses, so sometimes after supper our
friend felt & listle bit sad and wished
for some of his cronies to keep him
company. They were very kind to him
and he had plenty to eat, and old
Mr., Patten always spoke of him as &
good steady boy; but, to tell the
truth, Jack felt restless and tired of
things tometimes, and wondered if
it wouldn't have been splendid if his
mother were ulive and they had kept
house in the village somewhere. The
Pattens didn't like to huve him go
down to the village in the evening; they
did not think it was a good plan for a
boy to be out aiter dark, and at any
rute it was over two miles. But once
a fortnight the class was alwaya in-
vited to Miss Duncan's to #pend the
evening, and Jack never missed going.
They never came away until nine
o'clock, for most the boys lived close
by. 8o the Pattens went to bed be-
tween eight and nine, as ususl, and put
the key of the end door outside the win-
dow. It was a great sacrifice for Jack’s
comfort, though he was quite uncon-
sciqus of it. They said at firat that he
bud better leave before the rest did, but
he looked so disappointed that Mrs.
Patten, who was very kind-hearted,
put in & word for him. But old Mr.
Patten always kept awake and listened
antil he heard Jack come in, and
then atole into the cold side-entry
fiom his bedroom to be sure that the
door was locked.

Jack’s own room was up-stairs, and
he used to go up softly and throw cff
bis olotbes, and tumble into bed as
quick as he could. The window faced
north-east, and all winter there was &
great bright star that used to lcok in,
On these nights when Jack was awake
later than usual, the star was almostat
the top of the window, and it seemed
to have been waiting, to be sure that
he was safe in bed, before it climbed
higher in the sky, and went out of
sight. Somehow that atar was a great
deal of company for Jack.

But I must go back to the Sunday
morning when they were talking about
Christmas. Miss Duncan suddenly
moved closer to them along the seat,
and looked very good-natured. “It
seems to me we are all thinking about
what we are likely to get,” said she.
«] was wondering what somebody
would be likely to give me myseif. I'il
teli what we will all do. Supposs we
try to see how many people we can
surprise on OChristmus day, by doing
something to make them have & good
time, and we will make it & rule, as far
a8 we oan, to give things without ask-
ing anybody for the money. Of course
thas won’s be a striot rule, bat I think

will be astonished to find how
many little pleasures, and great onee

what they should do, Jack sat next

about our fathers and mothers—whom
I hope we shall give to anyway—as
about outside people, whom we never
thought ot before at Christmas time. I
always find myself thinking about what
I am going to have,” said Miss Duncan,
laughing ; ““and this year I'm going to
try to give my whole mind to what I
can do for my friends. I believe it
would be the best Christmas we ever
spent in our lives.”

Somehow the way Miss Duncan said
this nade & great impression on the
boys. And Jack more than anybody
else, perhaps because he wished to
pleass Miss Dunocan, felt a warm little
flush come into his cheeks as he thought
he would do ever so many things that
people would like. He had not been
loocking forward to OChristmas very
eagerly, except on account of the pre-
sent that Miss Duncan herself might
give him, as she had the year bafore.
The day was never noticed at the
Pattens ; they were old-fashioned peo-
ple, they always spoke sedately of its
being Christmas day, and then turned
their minds at once to other more im-
portant subjects At New Year's Mr.
Patton always gava Jack a dollar, and
last year Aunt Susan had added fifty
cents, because she maid he was very
obliging about bringing in wood for
her. She could haidly stir out of her
chair, she was so stffened with rheu-
matism. ¢ 1 don't know there was
any good of it,” she smid, by the
way of apology to Mrs. Patten. ¢ It
aint everybody would do so well by
him as we do, but I thought I'd en-
courage the boy, and he would be full
as likely to keep stiddy.”

Jack did not know a great many
people, and he was a shy boy. He
dil not dare to offer anything to
strangers, and as he walked home
after meeting along the rough frozen
road, he felt a little discouraged, for
there seemed to be nobody to do any-
thing for. Then he said to himself
that there were the folks at homs;
they weren't his father and mother,
go he could put tnem on the list.
And he remembered that ho hud a
good stock of walnuts, and he made
up his mind tha. he would carry a
taj of them to each of the boys in
the olass, Walnuts had been very
scarce that year, and he had been
lucky in finding some trees a good
way out of town, Then there wus
Miss Duncan ; he must find something
for her. He thought everything of
her,and she had lent him ever so many
books, and had been very kind to him.
He never felt afraid of Miss Duucan.

When he was nearly home he caught
sight of an old black houvse over in the
field. An old woman livedthere all alone
whom nobody liked. She was thought
to have considerable money laid up,
but she was very atingy. She was an
untidy, eross-looking old creature, who
seemed in.the course of a long life
never to have made afriend. She was
growing very feeble now, everybody
knew, but she was so disagreeable and
insolant when any of the farmers’ wives,
who were her neighbours, undertook to
do anything for her, that they seldom
offered their services. She would call to
Jack, as he went by and ask him to do
errands for her, but one day she accused
bim of stealing from her some of the
change, and he had never been huiled
szince. Poor old Becky Nash !

Juck looked at the house (there Jid
not seem to be any smoke coming out

too, We can give people without buying
them. And.i we won't think 0 much

of the chimney), and wonderod if she
had grown o stingy that she could not

afford herself a fire, Perhaps she might
be sick or even dead. S>metimes it
would be many days that nobody
would see her. He wondered if gho
had ever heard of Christmas, and tlien
he laughed as he thought how angry
she would be if he tried to do anything
to make her have a good time, But
s>mething kept the thonght of duing
it still in his mind. No matter if
she were angry ho meant to try ; there
wera so few peopla who belonged to
him in any way. The door opened as
he watched ii, and old Becky cama out
slowly, as if she moved with great pain,
and gathered up a few aticks of wood.
She bad a little wood lot, not far away,
but Jack noticed thit her wood-pile
had quits disappeared.

« T guess she's sick,” he mid to him-
gelf, and after hesitating & minute he
ran up the lane,

“What do you want1” the old
woman growled when she saw him;
she had been stooping over the
ground to fill her apron with chips,
and she could hardly straighten herself
up again.

« Il take in some wood for you if
you want me to,” said the boy.

« I w'poss you'll want to be paid all
outdoors for it,” she growled again.
«1 oan't afford to hire ye.”

Juck laughed and said he was hired
out already, he would tuke it in for her
and welcome. * You're most out o’
wood, aren’t yout” maid he,

« There's plenty over in my wood lo
that was cut last winter, but [ can’
get nobody to haul it,” said the old
woman.

Jack gathered up what wood he
could find, and tock it into the house,
which was foulorn 1 ad cold »s & house
could be. Somehow he pitied hor more
than he ever had before, and hoe mads
up his mind that he woull g t hor
some wood, if Mr, Patten would lend
him the old horze to haul it, and he
could saw it and split it, and have a
load ready for Curistnuas day. The
thought of doing this gave him great
pleasure. He was sure that Miws
Duncan would say it was a kind thing
to do, und beside that, he knew it
wan right, Jack wastrying to be good,
and sowetimos it wus very hard wok,
for he was quick tempered, and wus
always getting angy beture he knew it.
When he reached home the Pattens
were wondering wky he had been s0
long. He took hia seat at the dinner
table, and began to eat his Sunday
dinner of buked beans, for he was &
growing boy, and as hungry as they
ave apt to be. “I stepped up to
old Becky Nash’s,” he said; “ she's
sick, and she was trying to lug in some
wood."

« You have gone and got pitch sl
over your best clothes,” said Mrs. Pat-
ten, who did not seem to be in a very
good humour, ¢ 8he's got money 10
hire help if she wants it,” and Jack
flushed a little, and feit obilled and
discouraged. * Well, he ought to think
of his clothes, but it was right of the
boy to do her & kind turn,seeing sheowis
sick,” said Mr. Patten, and Jack felt
very grateful to him for taking his

rt.

It was two or threo days before he
ventured to tell Mr. Patten of his
plan for getting Bocky a load of wood,
and he was very pleased becsuse the
old man was willing, and guve & most
cheorful consent., It was to be &
secret, and Jack hurried through with

his woik, 8o that he could have time to
saw or split for & little while every

.
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| jay. The duy before Christmas it was
Al piled, 1e dy for the old white horse
w0 haul, e had been to Becky's once
i the meantime, and +he bad sent Lhim
(o Ining 1 some broken boards from
(e fonce, They wererotten old thinge,
aud be wondered how she could keep
herself from freczing with such u fire
ae they could make He spl.t themup
| (or her, und he left them, and she was
ho cross that day that he almost re-
Hn‘llt(‘d of his generosily, and yet he
| wondered what she would say if shs
| knew how hard he had been working
jor her. 1 might die in my bed, for
all any of my neghbows would lift a
tnger to help me,” she said, and he
Jad halt a mind to tell her it was no-
body's fault but her own,

1t was very haid to know what to do
for the rest of the people whose Christ-
mas Jack wished to meke pleasant.
ile tnd to spend money for two
jcople, Mra. Patten and Aunt Susanp,
and he fortunately had two dollars,
wiich he bad made by driving cows
that summer for their next neighbour,
He bad meant to save this toward
buying some books which he wanted
very much—for Jack’s had a great
wish to be a good scholar, and he had
a geat hking for books. But he
bought Mis. Patten & spectacle case,
for she was always mourning over
heis, which she had somehow lost. And
one day he saw & blue and black silk
handkeichief hanging in on« of thestore
windows, and with much fear and
tiembling he went in to ask the price.
It was seventy-five cents, and he
thought it would te beautiful for Aunt
Susan to tie round her neck. She
always wore a hanekerchief, for she was
apt to feel a draught. He could pay
for it easily, and he felt as if he were
spending a great deal of money, and
put the little bundle deep in his pocket,
and felt very grand as he carried it
home,

Then there was Miss Duncan, whom
e cared miost to please, but he re-
mem‘ered that the year before she had
said that she found it very hard to get
enough of a certain kind of evergreea
which she liked. She always made
wreaths to put in her windows, and
tiimmed the rooms for Christrus,
and he found one or two places where a
great deal of that evergreen grew. 8o
a day or two befors OChristmas day
iteelf hie knocked at her door with two
big Laskets full. She was aot ab home,
but the next day he met her in the
village, she was on horseback, and
stopped when she saw him, and you do
not know how pleased she was T was
going to drive out to Mr. Patten's to
s¢0 you and thank you, Jack,” said
she.” «T don't believe you know what
s kindness you have deune we in bring-
ing that evergreen. I never can make
sny other kind serve me half so well,
and only knew one place where I could
find much of it, and yesterdsy I went
to pick some and fonnd that all that
| piece of woodland had been cleared
und burned over. I was cold and dis-
| #ppointed when I came home, and the
G s thicgs I saw were thcse great
| backets, I couldn’t imagine who had

been so thoughtful and kind.”

Jack looked up at her and smi'ed,
and tried to say something in return,
but se could mot tLink of anything.
“D’ll take the baskets as I go back,” said
he. # Mr, Patten and 1 oame down
with the team,” and he added shyly,
“T've been trying to make somebody

| bave a good Christmas. T brought
down some walnuts I bed for the

|
i
!

fellown in the class—they’re acarce this
year, end 1've got a pile of wood +p'it
for thut old Becky Nath—it was her
wood, Lut the's 5o ugly—she wouldn’t
get anybody to haul it. And Iam
going to lhaul it for her eatly in the
morning, I bought some thizge for
Aunt Susan and Mis. Patten over at
our house, it sin’t much, but then they
won't be looking for anything. I don't
have arybody belonging to me like the
rest of the Loys.” '

Miss Duncan's eyes filled with tears,
but Juck did not notice it, and in a
few minutes she said good-bye, and rode
away, and John went up the street to
do an errand for Mrs, Paiten. Mr.
Patten was very apt to forget such
little things as sewing cotton or a darn-
ing needle. Mies Duncan saw him
stunding on the post cflice steps, louk-
ing very much puzsled as he read a
letter. * Hore's my sister down in
Maine says she wishes I would take
one of her sons that wants to live out.
They've had a hard sciatch to get
along. I've always had to help them
gome, I declare I don’t know what
to do about John, I suppcse you
don't know of anybody that wants a
boy 1"

“ [ can’t think of any one just now,”
paid Miss Duncan. “He's a good
boy; I hope he will find a ocom-
fortable home.” She thought about
him a good deal as she rode elowly
away down the road, and suddenly she
said to herself, « Thut's & cupital plan.
I wish that father would comne home to-
pight.”

Jack came up the street presently,
hiding something behind kLim, which
he put out of wight under the oart,
and fustened there with some string.
It was a new ox-goad, which be had
happily remembeied that Mr. Patten
waated, and he hud promised the shop-
keeper to pay for it in walouts the next
day.

Oliristmas day dawned bright and
clear, and Jack was ready to get up as
soon a8 he waked and thought what day
it was. It was very cold, and the
kitchen was like an ice-house, but he
started the fire as soon as he could.
«That ain't you, is it, Jobn? How
came you up so early this cold morn-
ing?” said Mr. Patten, for Jack liked
to lie in bed as late as he could.

«Merry Chiistmas,” said Juck. “Did
you know it was Chiistmas Day 1” and
Mis. Patten, who jest then made her
appearsnce, said : * Why, so iti= | but
then I never heard anything about
Chiistmas in my day.”

«1 thought I'd get you some pre-
gents,” said Jack, feeling very much
embarrassed and doubtful if be were
doing the right thing. ¢ All the boys
were going Lo get them for their folks,”
and he brought the ox-goad. and the
spectacle cuse, and Mr. and Mra. Pat-
ten looked at each other and thanked
him, at first without much enthusiasm,
tbut Mrs. Patten recovered herself
firat, )

« T declareit was very pretty of him,
I'm sure. I wish we had something to
give you, Joho, but you see it wa'n'v
the custom when we were young folks.
We're much obliged to you. I bave
been ia & great strait for & speotacle
ocane, t00,”

« This is as good a goad as 1 eculd
have picked out myself,” said Mr. Pat-
tep. * We shall remember it of you,
my boy ;" and he went out to feed !.ho
cattle, and Jobn followed, after giving

the handkerchief 0 Mrs. Patten for
Aant Susar,

They were as p'essed as children, but
Jack could not help noticing that thers
was somthing stiange about the old
people.  Mr. Patten was unusually
silent,and when they came in from the
barn the boy noticed they lovked at
each other in & queer way, He won-
dered if it could be about him or his
presents. Aunt Susan had dressed
herself and come down into the
kitchen much earlier than usual, and
she had put on her new handkerchief,
which seemed to give great pleasure,
thongh she suid she should keep it after
that for company. Somehow they ail
seemed very fcnd of Juck thut morn-
ing ; they tilled bis plate with the best
that was on the table; they couldn’t
have tieated him better if he had been
the minister.

“ It ceems pleasant to have some-
bedy remember us, seeing we haven't
got any young folks of our own. 1
shall tell everybody coming out of
meeting to morvow that we had Christ-
mas presents as well as anybody,” said
Mis, Patten. .

Me. Patten was sitting by the stove
warming his hands, and John went
in and out filling the great wood-boz-——
it was Saturday and Mra, Patter was
going to do the baking, and the wood
must be selected with care, '

T declare T don't know what to sy
to the boy,” sasid Mr. Patten, while
our friend was out of the room. It
seems as if we ought to keep him ; he's
& clever boy as ever was, though he is
heedlerss sometimes. But then we have
got & duty to our own folks. T suppose
Jane thinks likely I'll give the farm to
Simuel when T got through—she always
had au eys to the windward, Janehad ;
but I don’t know but what she’s right,
and perhaps 8sm will work in first
rate. He was a good strong fellow
when I sa# him and could do as gxd
as 2 man's work then. I ain't near
as smart as I used to be. John
means well, but he’s nothing but s
boy and small of his age anyway, but
I do hate to turn him off right in the
winter weather. I guess I'll keep him
over till spring anyway. He don't
seem to have anybody to lookto. But
then, he may get a place where he can
get better achooling—he takes to his
book.”

Mrs. Patten was in the pantry, and
neither of them notioed that Jack was
standing inside the door. He heart
enough of what Mr. Patten said to
meke him certain that he had lost his
home, and for a little while his heard
was heavy. He had tried so hard to
do uncommonly well on that Christmas
day that he had been gure that some-
thing he wculd like very much must bs
going to bappen to him. In & minute
Mr. Patten turned round and saw him,
and looked confused and worried. He
was a little deaf.

« Well, I may’s well teil you, John,"
said he, “ my sister’s son’s coming to
live with me, I suppose, and X do’
knows we shall want ye both. You
needn’t be no ways afraid. I shan't
let you go until you've got a good
place.”

And poor Jack said “ All right,” bat
he felt as if the world had suddenly
turned upside down, and went back to
the woodshed fo: another armful of
pie stiocks. He was afraid for a fow
moments that he was going to ery. but
he d to keep back the tears.
When he went into the kitchen again
Mr. Patten had disappeared and Mre.
Patten bebaved aa if uothing had bep-

pened.

She had been knitting some mittens
for Jack, and she said she should hurry
to finish them that day and put some
bright coloured taps on them ; and
when rbe showed them to him,she said
she wished she had a better present.
And Aunt Busan said she would give
him & new hat if he would pick out
such a one as he liked at the atore,
which pleased him very much.

Ansoon as he could he hurried away
with the old horse aod staited for
Becky Nash's with the load of wood,
and it was not long before he wus
taking it up the Jane. Bhe did not up-
pear until he had begun to throw it
off, and then she suddenly opened the
door,

« What are you a-doing of1” said
she, as if she had caught him stealing,”
and she stood there scowling av him.

“ It is your own wood,” said Juck,
laughing. “1 thought I'd bring s>me
of it over for you, you seemed to be
shout out. I thought I'd get it here for
& Christmss present. It's Christmus
day.”

“ My sakes alive!” said old Becky,
# What kind of a boy be ye? Didn’t
nobody send ye 1 But I suppose you're
expucting great pay.”

«1 don't want any pay,”’ said Juck,
angrily. Anybody would think I did
it to spite you. I thought you'd be
pleased and—well it was Christmas
Day and T wanted to make folks have
a good time " —and he went on throw-
ing down the wood.

# Well, T believe ye,” said old Becky,
presently,in a different tone al together,
“and you're the best boy I ever ses,
and I'm going to make it up to ye
sometime or other.  You are the first
one that's done me a kindoess in many
a long year, and I daresay it's as much
my fault as anytody's, too. T didn’t
know where to turn to get anybody to
baul that wood, and I have been burn-
jng them rotten fences.” ‘I've got
another load ready to bring,” and that's
all there is.

« T ain’t going to starve und freeze
wyself any longer,” said Becky. * I
guess you kind of thawed me out a-
thinking of me with your Christmas
presents. I cin’t stop herein the door
no longer. I'm dreadful bad in my
joints to-day, but I shan’t forget ye.”

Toward noon when our friend had
Gnished his last load, he took a big
armful and knockea at the door and
went in. The old woman was wrapped
in shawls and blankets and looked
forlorn. Jack thought she had been
orying, but he did not dare to look at
her again, and went over to the wood
box.

« Here's something for you,” mid
she, reaching out her hand, “and I
should take it kind if you'd split me
a few kindlings before you go away.
It won't take you but a few minute,
and I aifi’s able to touch an axe my-
self, and it it’s so that the Pattens can
spare ye this afternoon, I wished you'd

o over to my nieoe, Sophia Turner,
«nd tell her to come and see me, and
if she oan I wish ske would atop fora
spell until I get better, and I want her
to go to Jhe store and bring up scme

rovisions. I'm abont ous of every-
thing. Il treat her as well aa 1 oan,”
said Bocky, smiling grimly. *We
ain't spoke these twelve years. 1 guess
you thawed me out,” she said agsin to
Jack.

And what was our friend's surprise
% find when he was out of the door
that she bad given bim a five-dollar
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When he went home, much amazed
at the effect and success of his Christ-
mas plans, he saw Miss Duncan’s horse
tastened at the fence, She was just
coming out of the house,

have been waiting to see you.
brought you some books, and I wanted
to wish you & merry Christmas my-
gelf, I am going to propose a
plan to you, too, that I have just
been talking to Mr. Patten. He told
me yesterday that his nephew would
like to come and live with him and
help carry on the farm, and that he
thinks he shall not need you both.
My father came home lsst night from
town, and I told him that I thought
it would be a very good thing for
you to come and live with us. Henry,
who has lived with us so long, is not
#o young as he was once, and 1 think
you could do & great many little things
to help him, You will have a botter
school than you have here, and we will
try and do as well for you as I am
sure you will for us, I told my father
that T should be responsible for you,”
said Miss Duncan with her pleasantest
smile. -

Jack did not know what to say ; it
seemed to him as if he were going
home. He liked the Pattens, but he
had always been lonely there, and he
made up his mind that Miss Duncan
should not be sorry that she had
urged her father to let him come.

¢ And I mean to be somebody,” said
Jack to himself.

There never had been such a happy
Christmas or such a merry one in
Jack’s life. The five boys who had
found the newspaper bundles of wal-
nuts that he had tied up and marked
for them and taken in on the
team the day before all came out to-
gether to him, dnd they skylarked
her all the afternoon, for Mr.
Patten himself had first gone to sxee
old Becky Nash after hearing Jack’s
story,and then had carried her message
to her niece. * It was a real Christian
thing for that boy to do,” said Mrs.
Patten that night. “ I'm sorry to part
with him, I declare I am, but I know
it'll be for his good.”

Jack felt very sleepy and happy just
then, in his bed in the attic north-east
room, and he opened his eyes once or
twice to mee the great bright star
watching him through the window.
He wondered if it might not have been
the same star that it told about in the
Bible—the one that the shepherds saw
over Bethlehem, and he hoped that
he should see it as he fell asleep after
he went to live at Miss Duncan's.
Ho had never been so happy in his
lifoe as he had been that Christmas
Day.

> >—

Fanny Crosby's Obristmas Letter
t0 the Children.
Harry children, S\mdly scholars,
In our favored Christian land,
How I wish, for just a moment,
1 could clasp each tiny land ;
But that pleasnre is denied me,
* For you live too far away,
8o I send my yearly gmﬁnﬁ
On this merry Christmas day.

I have prayed that heavenly blessin
On your heads, like dew, might fall ;
0, 1 have a heart, dear children,
Targe enough to hold you all.
And its wealth of love divided
Gives to each & goodly share;
1 will call my hoart a casket,
You the gems that sparkle there.

I am thinking of a story,
That you 1 remember well,
How a little helpless baby,
Jesus came on earth to dwell ;

« (4ood morning, Jack,” said she, “I

How ar angel told the shepherds,
W hile & chorus n the =ky,
Sanyg good will to man forever,
. L.‘lfm‘y be to God on high "

With these fostive hours returning,
Let us lift our souls above

Let us thank our kind Redeemer
For his rich and boundless love,

I am sure you all ave grateful,
And I hope, my children dear,

You will have a merry Christuas,
And a cloudless, bright New Year,

LESSON NOTES.
FOURTH QUARTER.
FOURTH QUARTERLY RE\IEW—DEC. 30.
LESSON XIIL

Norg.—After a general view of the Time
covered by the events of this Quarter, and
tracing on the map the Places where they
occurred, the main incidents and teachings
of the Quarter may be profitably gathered
around the following

SUBJECT :
THREF. GREAT HISTORICAL CHARACTERS,
QUESTIONS.

1. SaMukL.—Where was he born? What
were his parents’ name ? To what tribe did
he belong? Give an account of his early
life. What lessons can you learn from it?
Where did Samuel live? What offices did
he fill? What were the leading events of
his life? When and where did le die?
What were che chief characteristics of
Samuel? Wha! are the lessons you can
learn from his life ?

2, SavL.—Of what family and tribe was
Saul? What was his persunal appenarance?
Would this be n help to him as king ! What
were the circumstances of his early life?
What op‘}mrtunitiea did he have to make a
t and good man? How did God fit him
or his work? How was he made king?!
How long did he reign? What two great
trials of his obedience? Why did he fail ?
What was his end? What was his char-
acter? What lessons do you learn from his
life ?
8. Daviv.--When and where was David
born? The name of his &srentl? Y here
did he spend his youth ? hat accomplish-
menrts did he acquire? How was he first
introduced at court? His first t deed?
How he was prepured for it? Its effect on
his future career? How did David spend

his early manhood ? How would this help
him to be a better king‘.’ What lessons do
you learn from his early life?

FIRST QUARTEI—1884.
STUDIES IN THE ACTS AND EPISTLES.
A.D. 50.) LESSON L [Jan. 8
THE CONFERENCE AT JERUBALEM.

Acts 15, 1-11, Commit to mem, vs, S-11,
£ ]

GoLpex TEXT.

" We believe that through the grace of the
Lord Jesus Christ we shall be saved, even
as they.—Acts 15. 11. :

OUTLIKRE.

1. A Difference, v. 1.
2. A Discussion, v. 2-6.
3. A Decision, v. 7-11.

Trmr.—A.D. 50, while Claudius was em-

ror of Rome; Quadratus, prefect or

man governor of Syria; Cumanuws, pro-
curator of Judea; Ananias, son of Nehe-
dweus, high-priest of the Jews.

PrLaoks.—Antioch, in Syria, and Jeru-
salem, the capital of Judea.

ExprLANATIONS, —Clertain men—These were
narrow-minded Jews. Came down—From
Jerusalem to Antioch. See the map. The
brethren—The Gentiles, converted to Christ
from the wership of idols. Circumcised—
Made members of the Jewish Church.
Dissension—The apostles would not admit
that Gentiles must become Jews, for God
had not commanded it. Go up to Jerusalem
~-As this was the mother %phuroh. This

uestion—Whether Gentiles must become

ews in order to be Chriatians. Brought on
their way—The Church sent them as mes-
sengers. thmee and Samaria—Countries
esn Antioch and Jerusalam. Received

the Church—In s public meeting. God

‘and Gentile raved ?

Gentiles, Pharizecs Men who were very
strict in obeying Moses' law. Disputing -
Not quarreling, but difference ol views.
God made choee among us - Wien Cotnchius
the centurion was converted. Gentdr
People who were uot Jews,  Buar them
it nesn— Showiny that their salvation was
real and true,  Greog thew the Holy tikost
“With power to speak with new tongues.
No dyffirence— God sases all wen mn the same
way, Tempt ye tod Ask more than God
asks, and so set up higher authority ‘tluu\
God's A yoke- The burden of obedience
to all the law of Moses. Grace of the Lord
_(tod’s mercy in sending salvation. Suved
- Ry behieving in Jesus.

QUESTIONS FOR HoME STUDY.

1. A Dirrereuce, v, 1. What vipitors
became teachers? Who had sent them ?
Cal. 2. 12, What did they teach? What
had Jesus taught about this? Mark 16. 14.

2. A Discussioy, v. 26. Who disputed
this teaching? To what city were they

sent? Who were to settle the dispute?
Through what cities did they pass® What
tidings made the brethren glad?  Who

received the delegates at Jerusalem ? What
roport was made? Who were offended ?
What did they insist upon? Who were
called together to settle the question ?

3. A DEecisioN, v. 7-11.  Who was the
firat speaker ? To whom had he preached ?
What had followed their believing? Chap.
10. 44. From whom was this n gift? What
was Peter’s conclusion? How alone can
any be saved? Acts 16. 31.

TEACHINGS OF THE LEssoN.
Where in this lesson do we find -

1. That good men sometimes differ m
regard to duty ?

. That the Holy Spirit is given to all
helievers?
3. That salvation is alike free to all?

Tur LEssoN CarecHIsM,—(For the entire
Nchool)

1. Of what two classes of people was the
ear‘lla Church composed ? Jews and Gentiles.
2. What did some Jewish Christians demand ?
That the Gentiles should become Jews. 3.
To whomn was the subject submitted? To
the Apostles and Church at Jerusalem. 4.
By what did Peter declare the Gentiles were
purified * By faith. 5. How are bath Jew
Through grace.

DoCTRINAL SUGGESTION.
Freedomn from ceremonial law.

Christmas Bells.

Ou ! the merry Christmas bells,

How they ring out on the air ;

And my heart with memory swells,
At the sound

Of the days of loug ago,

And the loved ones, now no more,

Who with us by fireside’s glow

Gathered round.

And the songs that then we sang,

And the tales that then we told,

Till our happy laughter rang
Through the halls.

And the sports that then we led,

And the friendships formed anew,

And the feasts that then were spread
In those walls,

Oh ! those happy, ha) days

Of the olden 8 ¥intmlz§;imai

As I fondly backward gaze
Througb my tears; °

Rise again those scenes of bliss,

And I think I almost see

Faces gleaming through the mist
Of the years.

And I clasp the hands once more,

And 1 hear sweet voices call,

And I sing the songs of yore
Once again.

And I tread the halls along,

And T join in careless glee

With the merry-making throng,
Happy then.

Oh, dear Jesas, Saviour mine,

Draw me neaver, nearer Thee,

Make me wholly, wholly Thine,
Qive me peace.

In the hour when solemn knells

Sognd for me, and life ix o'er,

Bring me where the Christinas bells

done with them—The salvation of the

Never cease.

The Dope’ Omn
Pavaurdle Sene

Complete and [l strated, 12mo, Clot

$1.00 EACH.

Manco, By W. H. G. Kingston.

Chums. By Harleigh Severne,

The African Wanderers. By Mrs, Lee.

Tales of the White Cockade. By Barbuin
Hutton.

The Three Admirals. By W, H. G. Kingston,

The Missing Ship. " "

Will Weatherhelm. " "

The Fiery Cross. By Rarbara Hutton.

Travel, War, and Shipwreck. By Colonel
Parker Gillmove,

True Blue. By W. H. i, Kingston,

The North Pole.

John Deane. By W. H. G. Kingston,

College Days at Oxford. By the Rev. H. (.

Adams.
Mark Seaworth. By W. H. Gi, Kingston
Hurricane Hurry. " "
Salt Water. " "
Out on the Pampas. By (i. A, Henty.
Early Start in Life. By K. Marryat Novoe
Peter the Whaler. By W. H. G, Kingston
Fred Markham in Russia. "
"The Three Midshipmen. " "
The Three Commanders. " "
The Three Lieutenants. " "
The Young Franc-Tireurs. By. G. A. Heaty,

Mo Bl O

Pavouribe Samas

Complete and Illustrated, 12mo, Cloth.
$1.00 EACH.

Shiloh. By W. M. L. Jay.
Holden with the Cords. By W. M. L. Ju).
Rosamond Fane. By M. & C. Lee.
Simplicity and Fascination. By Anne Beule.
Isabel's Difficulties. By M. R. Carey.
Millicent and her Cousins. By the Hon
Augusta Bethell.
Aunt Hetty's Will. By M. M. Pollard.
Silver Linings. By Mrs. Bray.
Theodora. By E. Marryat Norris.
Alda Grakam, By E. Marryat Norris.
The Court and the Cottage. By Kpme
Mnrshall.
Michaelmas Daisy. By
Sarah Doudney.
The New Girl. By Mrs. Gellie.
The Oak Staircase, By M. & C. Lee.
For o Dream's Sake. By Mrs. A. H. Martin.
Giiadys the Reaper. By Anne Beale.
Stephen the Schoolmaster. By Mrs. Gielhe
(M. E. B,)
My Sister’s Keeper. By Laura M. Laue.
“Bonnie Lesley.” By Mrs. Herbert Martin
Left Alone; or, The Fortunes of Philly
Maitland. By Francis Carr.
Very Genteel. By Author of **Mrs. Je
ningham's Journal.”
My Mother's Diamonds. By Maria J. Cree!
Kind Hearts. By Mm. J. F. B. Fh:th.

A New Story.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

78 & 80 Kixa Str.xxr Easr, ToroNTo.

C. W. Coarns, 8. F. HuxzsTis,

Montreal, Que. Halitax,




