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| THE SNOW-BALL.

* WHAT fun these
youngsters are having
in the snow. The ball
is almost more than
they can move, but
they sre getting more
help. If that chap
who is waving his hat
would put it on and
shove, he would be
doing more good, But
soon the ball will be
too big for the whole
of them to move,
What a grand winter
climate is ours, where
the young folk can
havesuch hearty, heal-
thy out-of-door fun,

e () o

God have nothing to
do with me unless 1
am good ?"

“My boy. Josus
Christ came nto_the
world to save sinners
He receives the bad,
not the good, else none
would be saved. It
is your badness, not
your goodness, that
you are to bring to
him.”

“Well{that is good
news,” said the little
fellow. “Ohhow
cruel to tell me that
God would have noth-
ing to do with me un-
leas I was good.”

“Yes it was. You
cau't be good till you
have come a4 given
your badness to Jesus.”

GOOD NEWS.

THE conversation
that follows between
. a mother and child
gives the very keart of
the Gospel, “Jesus
came to seek and to
save the loat,” and the
poople who are good
enovgh already, do

e Uy et

ROB'S PLAN.

Ros never has any
troutle with the boys.
Every one likes him;
80 it i3 not very strange
that he gets along so

not need him, of course well,
got! This idea that, * Rob, how is it you

before Jesus will have
anything to do with
us we must do some-

never get into any
scrapes?” said Will
Law to him one day

thing to win him over “All the other boys

% our side, is & mis. , - : = dot”

take from beginning to THE SNOW.BALL, “Oh, it's my plan

end. not to talk back
«How am I to be 8aved, mother?” said | I was once told that I must be good or_else | When a boy says hard things to me, I just

a little boy. God would have nothing to do with me." keep still.”

« By taking God at his word, and believ-| “My child, Jesus bhas done what was| Not a bad plan, isit? If all the boys
ing what he hes said concerning his Son.” | needed, and you are saved by knowing that | would try it, what good times there would

“ But have I nothing to do?” said the | all is done.” be in the school-room, on the playground—
boy. X thought I must do something; for | “But I am not good,” said the boy; “ will | everywhere. Who will try Rob’s plan?
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HAPPY DAYS.

DECEMBER.

Soux follows go blowing for Springtimo,
Aud somo will hurrah for the Full;
Some think thore’s nothing ke marbles,
And somo that there's nothiug like bull;
But if you want regular rackets,
With moro fun than ever was guessed,
With coasting and skating and sliding,
And everything just at its best—
The jolly old month of December
Is worth any two of the rest,

For then there is ice on the river,
Ard then thera is snow on the hill,
Aund the days aro so short and so shining
And the nights are so white and so still;
And then at the end there is Christmas,
Of which I've no cause for complaint,
When your stockings get filled by your
mother,
Or some other sort of a saint;
Nowf there is anything better,
I'd just like to know-—but there ain't.

Stm———n

QUL SUNDAY-SCIIQOOL PAPERS,
PER TRAR—IOSTAGE FRAR,
Tha bost, the cheapest, the most entertalning, the moat popular,

Christlan Quanlian, Woekly. .. coio. . iieieersrerescsscscs
Methohist Magazine, 96 pp., monthly, lustratod
Mothodist Magazine and Guandlan together..
Tho Weslesan, Halitax, wocklye,.uuaeonns v
Sunday-Schoul Banuce, 82 pp 8vo, monthly
Uerean Leat Quartesly, 16 PP, 810... 000 00ne
Quarterly Iteriow Servica. 15 tho year, 2(c. & dozen; §2
1er 100 § per quarter, 6 adozen s 50c. per 100,
Home and Schol, 8 rp. 4to, fortnishtly, slngle copics....
Lora than @) COPIes.s veereeienerionncennnscosessvane
" Ove‘rﬁo copled . PRI ey contens
earant licura, 8 P 4to, fortnightly, single coples......
Least, 2 les . ?" B “ee

oouuuﬁ

greksnrenre 288888

Sunbeam, fortnight'y, less than 20 copdes.
20 copied and UpNVANIS. L cieneniiiae
napp‘ Dy w, tortnig -y, lead than 20 copl
20 coples and UPWANS. ..o iiiiiriirearennes ces
Rercan Leat, monthly, 100 00ples Por moatB.ceeeees connes

Address: WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book & Publishing House,
18 & 8) King St. East, Toronto.

s F#Lt;lmm* Room,
eyan
! Halifax, K. 8

.
L J-1-1-3-2-2-7-J-2-7.3

C. W. Coatxs,
3 Bleury Street,
Aoutreal

HAPPY DAYS.
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“ONLY LET THEM BE CLEAN.”

“ONLY let them be clean,” said a lady,
when a mother expressed anxiety about get-
ting her children to Sabhath-school. The
question of clotiies often comes up in such
connections, and natuvally, for the “take
no thought” of the Saviour embodiesa coun-
sel that it is difficult to follow. It i3 alsoa
worthy feeling at bottom which causes a
wother to wish that her children, appearing
in Sabbath-school and the church, shall look
well and feel comfortable slong with other
children, Itisonly when it is carried too fax
that it becomesa difficulty —that it runs inte
a ain. Many parents do let it influence
them unduly, the result Leing that their
children are deprived of advantages that axe

open to thow, they themaselves, aleo, suffer-
g from o consciousness of beieg in a false
situntion, There is much talk about the rich
uut caring for tho poor, and of churches that
aro kept up as luxuries by the wealthy, aud
in which plain people are not wanted ; but,
for tho most part, it is & misrepresentation.
On tho other haund, they who put ther
money into places of worship do so with the
wish that all shall avail themselves of the
benefit of it, and have a pleasure in feeling
that they can help to supply those who might
not be able to do it for themselves. It is
right, however, to insist that tho line shell
bo drawn at personal cleanliness, for that is
something that is possible with all It is
also one of the means of helping to obtain the
moral and religious results which it is the
object of the churches to farnish,

DOING THE FATHER'S WILL,

JOSEPHA was not in a very good humour
tha, Sunday, though it was her birthday—her
terth birthday.

In the first place, a Sunday birthday was a
dull sort of a thing, she thought; and then
baby Fritz had been so sick that mamma
had not had a chance to get any little present
ready for her. It was true that was only
put off—the present was to come—but still
Josepha felt out of sorts; and when mamma
called ber to get her Bible verses she broke
out into a regular pout, and grambled out that
it wasa hard case she couldn’t have any fun
at all on her birthday, not even a holiday
from Bible verses,

Mamtns at once shut the Bible and laid
it on the table.

“J can’t let you learn your verses while
you are in a bad humour, deughter,” she
said, “so I will preach you a little sermon
instead: ‘Once there was a little boy who
used to beg his father every morning to keep
him awey from the bees; butinstead of help-
ing his father to keep him, he went straight
out and played with their hives, and of course

they stang him again.’ ”

“Well, what's next?” asked the littles

listener.

“That's all,” said mamma.

“All? Why,I don'tcall that ¢, sermon.”

“Yes, it's a sermon,” answered mamma,
“but it is a short one, and it has my
Aaughter for a text.”

“ Now, marams, you know I never do any-
thing like that!” exclaimed Josepha.

“I thiok I can show you that you do
somethiog very much like that every morn-
ing. Whea you are xepeating the Lord's
Pruyer what do you say after * Thy kiegdom

comel’” .
“*Thy will be done on earth as it isin

heaven,’” sepeated tha little girl briskly,

“ That 1s, you ask God to make you du
his will just as the angels do it. How do
you suppose the angels do God's will?*

“I don't know,” said the listener, slowly,

“ Of course wo don't know exactly, but of
gomo things we mny feol confident; I am
suro they do it proweptly ; I am suro they
do it cheerfully, 1 am sure they do it per-
fectly.”

“The avgels kuow just what God's will
is, but I don’%,” answered Josepha, who felt
as if sbho needed somehow to defend her-
self.

Her mother pointed to an illuminated
text on the nursery wall: “Children, oboy
your parents.”

Thero was a long, quiet time then, in
which mamma drew her little girl to her
knee, aud kissed her tenderly.

“I won't give you any verses to get to-
day,” she snid, gently, “but I'll give you
this little sermon to ‘ learn by heait.” Every
time you say, ‘Thy will be done on earth as
it is in heaven,” romember that you are ask-
ing QGod to make you dc¢ what you are told
promptly, cheerfully, perfectly. And then
you maust help the Lord to answer this
prayer.”

STREICH IT A LITTLE.

A LTLE girl and her brother were on
their way to the ragged school on a cold
winter morning. The roofs of the houses
and She grass on the common were white
wit.» frost; the wind very sharp. They
were botii poorly dressed, but the little girl
had a sort of ccat over her which she seemced
to have out-grown,

As they walked brickly along, she drew
her little compauion up to her, saying:

“Come under my coat, Johnuy,”

“It isn't big enough for both,” he replied.

“Ob, but I can stretch it a li‘tle” and
they were soon as close together and as warm
as two birds in the same uest.

How many shivering bodies and heavy
hearts and weeping eyes there are in the
world just because pevple do not stratch
their comfarts beyond themselves.,

KEEP NAUGHTY WORDS OUT,

“1»0 not want to hear naughty words,”
said little Charley to one of nis school-fel-
lows.”

“It does not siguify,” said the other boy ;
they go in at one ear and out at the other.”

* No," replied Charley, “the worst of it is
when naughty words get in, they stick; so
I mean to do my best to kecp them out,”

That is right. Keep them out; for it is
sometimes hard work to $urn them out, when
they once get in.
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THE WONDERFUL ARTIST.
WaaT « wondeiful artust 13 sly Juck Irost,
And what & pity his wor.s are lus: !
1s morning wy windows in teauty shiue,
As though I had found a si.ver mine,

Here is mountain scenery, high and graud,
Sparkliug with beauty beneath his hand,
While delicato tracings thrown in between
Soften the picture with silvery sheen.

Here are graceful ferns mid forest-trees,

Beuding before the passivg Lreeae;

And up from the valley in silence comes

A pracession with banners aud flute and
drums.

But while I write the advancing day
Has frightened my artist quite away;
He slipped his picture from off the pane,
And J'll never see the same again.

Mid silence aud darkuess he cowes to keep
His pictures fresh while others sleep;

He touches them here and there with skill,
Aund varies their beauties, it scoms, at will.

We call it frost’s invisible hand,

But its beauty shows a God has planned;
Aud I love to think he sends at night
His artist to make my windows bright.

JENNIE'S PETS.

JERNIE came a long way in the cars to
sea ber auntie. She brought one of her dolls
in her mamma’s trank ; but her dearest doll,
whose name was Bride, had to stay at home,

Jennie nawed this dear wax doll after
Bridget, becanse Bridget wasso kind toher.
She made cuuning litlecakes for her when
she baked. She did nct mind if there were
doll's clothes in the wash every week.

So the doll was named Bridget; but as
Jennie did not like to call her “Biddy,”
mamuwa said she might call her < Bride”

“Aund you know, auntie,” said Jennie,
“she will be a hrids some day, when she
grows up.”

You see Jennis had to tell her auat about
Bride, because tke poor little thing could not
come:

<Awud ¥ left my turkle at home, too,” said
Jennte,

*A tuskle: What is that, my dear ?°

*My mud turkle,” said the hLttle girl—
she meant to say turtle, you knmow. “B:un
caught it in the pond. instead of a fisby, and
he gave it to me."

“ And, auntie, L uld hiw not to sus away,
and he didu't. Once I Lkad a hitde grecn
frop—so pretey ¢ ¥ put bhimsinaylas botile,
and told him not togo oat, but he did. Be
did. not wind Lke wy yood twkle., Ilft
my turkle to gra.luste take caze of,and

|

)

’u.l e la 1 to sce e when I gohomot”

When Jennie went home, Brido lay with
Lier eyes shut, aud Jennie had to give hera '
The turtle had got out !

shako to rou-e her
of his pen and goue off to tind some mud,

pet, that Jennie did not mind o out the
rest.

A LOVELY MAMMA,

“Wox'T you come and se¢ wy mamma ?
I's got a lovely mammal”

The speaker was a fair littlo maiden,
and <he lady so chariningly invited was her
new Sund y-school teacher, whomn sho had
Jjust overtaken on the street.

“A lovely memma’”
lingered.

Wo had never scen the mamma so sweotly
praised; weo did not know whether or not
the would seem beautiful to the eyes of
strangers; but we did hoow that she was
gentle and lady-like in maoner; that she
wore pretty house-dresses and dainty ruflles
and laces, and sometimes a tluwer in her
hair ; that she had a never-failing supply of
sweet old stories and quaint old nursery-
songs; and had a gift for dressing dollies,
and tying sashes and shoulder kuots.

1We were certain she bad a merry, tender
way of coaxirg the tangles oul of flaxen
ringlets, and of kissing the hurt out of
bruised little fingers; and because of all
thig she reigned the undispufed queen of
her child’s loving heart.

Happy and blessed are the children who
can say, “1've got o lovely mantmat”

Tho thought

UNDER THE SNOW.

MaMaA was cleaning the birdies’ cage one
morning.

«] wish T had some gravel for them,”
said she; “but I used the last a week ago.
I didu't save quite so nnich as I ought last
fall.”

#There's a whole lot in the sand-bank,”
said Nate.

“The sand-bank 13 nuder the srrow a long
way, laughed mawma. “I guess they'll
get along.”

She ..eant the caunaries, Queenis and
Chup, who really did seem to miss the spsink~
hog of fresh gravel they were used to have
ing in the botiom of their cages At least,
that was what Nate and Neddy thought,
and they stood by and whisded to the bids
and phaed shem, waud wawmma haoyg the
cage up iu tus sunny bay-winduw amouy thy
geramsums.  Toen they phic o theis rubbes
| buuts aud ras out to piay in tho snow.

Thy swyed vl sivug Wise, aud wamms

! Biide wi'l ke care of Lersll. Wor't they |

the door lew cpeqanlin roshied 1ath Le lo
boys. Thelr oyes spasuled and their ks
glowed, anl they cartded o pal ‘otween
thom strai ht to mamma,
* Lovk, mamma 2" they cried.
“Whyec-e 1" exolaimed matnma, in sur.

But grandma was 80 very glad to swo her'pxiso. “How did you gt it 1"

“Wo tuok our shovels and dug down
through the snow—" began Nate.

* Aud then wo chopped up tho it with
the dullest hatchiet,” finished Neddy. “ Aud
wo can get lots more, Oh, mwamma, dou't
you s’posys they'll like it 7

-—mr g

GIFTS FUR THE KING.

Tin wise may bring their leatning,

The rich mey bring thelr wealth,
And somo may bring their greatness,

And some bring strengthand healtl,
We, too, would bring our treasures

To offer to the Kiny:
Wo have no wealth or leatning,

What shall we children bring 2

We'll bring him hearts that love him,
We'll bring him thankful praise,
And yocuug souls meekly striving
To walk in holy ways.
And these shall Lo the treasures
We offer to the Iing;
And these are gifts that even
The poorest child may bring.

Wo'll bring the little duties
We bave to do each day,
We'll try our best tu please him,
At home, at school, at play ;
And better ate these treasures
To offer to our King
Than richest gifts without them;
Yot these a child may bring.

OULk UWN.
" OxcE there was an old mother-sheep that
took & dislike to one of her baby lambe.
She would not let the lamb como uear her,
or feed it, or be kind toivatall. Wo thought
that was unkind.

Once there was a brothet and sister. Tho
sister lielped the Lrother o great deal when
he was young, for she was older thau he,
and their father and mother tvors dead,
After a while, he got to be o great rmaa;
Lut she was siuk, Lecause she hud wanked
so hard, Mo was Los uwn Liotuetr, and she
had dune a great Jdeal fur hin, but now he
would Lot Lelp hor,

Jesus vaws v Lis own peoplesthe onesd
whow G.2 Liad a'ways guided und heiped,
but tiey woald wot recsive b, We tuink
that was very e, But wo are his ows,
twu, aud we ate a9 bad as they 3f we do not
Itwors e 3080 Ous husls, and bve sad

was jusb thinking of goug to call them when | serve Liw.
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WARM WITHIN AND COLD
WITHOUT.

Tug pampuced wee doggle inside the win-
dow seems somewhat astonished at the
<heerfulness of the wee bird without in the
culd.  But God clothes and warms and feeds
the Lirds, and not e¢ven a sparrow falls to
the ground, says the Savivur, without our
Fatlr, und he gues oo tw usk, Are ye not
of moru value than many sparrows? Yes,
of su much valuc that he gave hLis only Sun
to die for us.

LONG AGO THE LORD OF GLORY.

LoXG ago the Lord of Glory
Lived on earth a little child;
He was gentle, he was holy,
He was always kind and mild,

He was cradled in a manger,
Poor and humble washis bed ; *
Jesus when on earth a atranger,
Had not where to lay his head.

When he came, the angels, singing,
Told the shcpherds of his birth,

“ Christ,” they said, “ is come and bringing
Joy and peace to you on earth !”

Let us love him, let us fear him,
Let us learn of him below;

Then in heaven we shall see him,
More of him we then shall know,

STAND BY YOUR FRIBNDS,

“Wuy are you «iway . roady to own that
youare a Chri.uan 7" asked ons boy of an-
other,

“Because Jesus is my best friend, and I
believe in standing by my friends,” was the
answer. “‘Stand by your friends if you
would have them stand by you, and stand
Ly your friends because they have stood by
you,’ is my motto,”

It is a good motto for avery boy and gir),
man and woman, in the world ; only be sure
that yours are real and true friends. A
false friend is never a safe one to stand by,
nor yet to have any friendship with; but
Jesus you know to be a true friend, so stand
by him,

!

BIRDIE'S RESOLVE,

“I po wonder what there is in books,” said
Birdie one day, when he found a book on
the lawn where a school-girl had dropped it.
“T see people sit down with books, and they
turn over the leaves, and look at them for
hours. One day I peeped in through a gentle-
man’s window,and I saw great sielves full
of books. I do so much want to know what
there is in books that people so often read
them. There is one thing I have made up
| oy mind to do. I am going to learn to
read. Then I shell know what books say to
people. I am sure it must be nice to learn
about many things that X do not know now,

BRIGHTEST AND BEST.
BRriuHTEST and best of the sons of the morn-
ing,
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine
aid !
Star of the East, tho borizon adorning,
QGuids where our infant Redeemer i3 laid.

Cold on his cradlo the dewdrops are shining ;
Low lies his head with tho bessts in the
stall ;
Angels adore him in slumber reclining,
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all!

Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion;
Odours of Edom, and offerings divine?
Gems of the mountain and pearls of the

ocean,
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the
mine ?

Vainly we offer each ample oblation,
Vainly with gold would his favour secure; .

Richer, by far, is the heart’s adoration; .
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor,

IS MY NAME WRITTEN THERE?

A reEw days ago I was conversing with a .
friend. We were talking of a friend, and 1
thoughtlessly made the remark: “I wish
some one would wiite her life; it would be
beautiful.”

The friend looked at me for a8 momant,
then said: “Hourly, Lena’s life is being
written. We wmay not know how beautiful
her life really is until we aear it up there,”
said she, pointing heavenward. “The record-
ing angel,” she continued, “is not only writ-
ing Lena's life, but he is writing yours and
mine,”

Children, do you think, when you are
tempted to do wrong, that the recording
ange. sees all, and js keaping record of all
you do orsay? '

“ Daily are two angels writing
What we do for good or ill;

One with smiles, the good inditing,
One, theevil, sad and still.”

Yes, children, every evil deed is rucorded
in heaven, and he who knoweth &ll things,
zees every bad deed, knows every wicked
thought that passes through the ,mind;
but the same Father sees and knows every
good deed and thought.

“And yet with him who marks the sapds
And holds the water in his hands,
I'know a lasting record stands
Inscribed against my name,
Of all this thinking soul hath thought,
Of all this mortal part hes wrought,
Angd from these fleeting moments caught
For glory or for shame.”




