
    

  

   

    

   
   
   

   
     

       
     

        

        
   

     
    

    
    
    
   
    

       
   
   

    

    
   

   
    

      

   

  

       
   
   
   

    

   

      

      

  

   
       

  

   

  

   
    
   

    

      

    

   

      

   

   
   

  

       

    

   

       
   
    

  

    

  

       
   
    

  

    

WHAT TO TELL THE CHILDREN. 

BY MRS. S. C. COLLIER. 

Talk not alone of Kris Kringle; 
Of Santa Claus, grizzly and grim; 

Tell them the story of Jesus, 
‘The Christ-child, so charming to them. 

Truth .is more thrilling than fable, 

Love more refining than fear; 
The birth of a Child in a stable— 
A story they all love to-hear. 

Tell of a chorus of angels, 
Encircled in rainbaws of light, 

. Proclaiming the birth, in a manger; 
Of Jesus that wonderful night. 

~ Beaatiful, angelic faces 

| The heavens aglow with their radiance, 
oo | The atmosphere thrilled with their 
yan theme. 

5 Thiele: voices sang glad hallelujahs, 
Hosannas to Jesus, the King, 

“Peace and good will to all nations”— 
67 spat wonderful tidings to bring! 

to save us from evil, wh? 

7 Gy presents and music and cheer; 
Mem’ ries of Bethlehem render - 
a This day, the best day of the year, 

7 —C hristion Adyocate. 
- 

Sours of rg 

emped by. the warmer air, ai 
“odors of fruits and flowers 

t, his. shaide. of 1AgY; crept. in 

1 g so “delightfal a as a saunter through 
Sh Ao Hniegion _— 

€ “on actos stands; then 
3% nthemums, the roses, the vio- 

1y, it almost turned his head to 
at them! not to mention the Christ- 

eaths of running pine and holly, 

eric and paper or “everlasting” 

Two Hd to Christmas Eve night,” 
h Hong “an’ not a crumb this 
s I'm down on my luck, shore! 
y ain't no use thinkin’ ’bout 

stms as comin’ to pore niggers. Sah?” 
ast, 6 with «cap in hand, in reply to a 

1 3 who called “Rags!” aod con- 

    

pret you needed a few.” 
d “that ¥+do, sah,” he quickly 

k cist a. rueful glance at 
coat, . 

        
          

  

    
     
        
       
     

  

    

      
; © iy house, No. «se, Four- 

i. Steet; Notth West, arid mind, 
away with you, Here's 
buy a sandwich with 

angry ; and: here,” s¢rib- 
i ot +: card, “is a a C0. 

   

   

    

    

‘he’s served me before. 

Peering through shimmer and sheen; 

‘Market, forgetting, for the 

here and there by shining 

THE RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCER. 

“Yes sah, they'll pay me the rest’ when 

I git there.” 
“Just so; now travel.” 

“Say, Dave, are you a fool to start 

that ragamuffin off with your goods? I'll 

bet a dollar your folks never see that 

bird,” said a friend standing near. 
“Oh yes, they will,” was the positive 

answer; “Rags 1s a responsible boy— 
I like his face 

—it’s so intelligent, and * his manly 

bearing. © I only hope my family will 
not feel themselves insulted by his ap- 

pearance, for 1 wanted to help the poor 

little pickaninny.” 

It happened that the cook, at the other 
end of the. route, was good-natured, 

and kindly invited Rags to the range 

to get, “a bit warm,” and while she was ie roast it for me) and a new. suit, and 
something for. his mother and sister, 
‘too, and oh, I wonder if after while he 
“couldn’t go t6 be a door-boy for Mrs. 

vainly - trying to read the words on the 

card which he handed her, the twelve- 
year-old daughter of the house stepped 

into the kitchen, 

~ “Maggie, mamma says come to her. 

immediately; she wants to see you.” 
“Yes, miss; an’ will you be so kind as to 
watch the things in the oven,” with a 
meaning glance in Rags’ direction, 

“while 1 ask the madam the answer to 
this the boy ‘brought ! 

“Certainly,” and to Edith’s delight she 
was left alone, face to face, with a rag- 

ged little darkey. Her mother belonged 

to a charitable association, and ever 

since she could remember Edith had 
longed to do jomething. ‘herself for 

somebody, without any “red tape” JAWS, 

the way. But her’ ‘mother had pees 
laughed at her zeal, telling her she 

would have more opportunity than she 
cared for when she grew older. Now. 
fate had thrown a subject (or was it an 

object?) in her way, and with a beam- 
- ing smile she spoke to Rags, and by way 

of ‘pfelude, seeing his gaze resting on 
"the burden hie had just. delivered; she 
asked him if he liked turkey. 

“Dunno, miss, never tasted any.” 
“Never tasted turkey! Who ever 

heafd of such a thing? She was almost 
tire of turkey, though to be sure the 
‘Christmas turkey is always nicer with’ 
its oyster and chestnut dressing than 
the ordinary ones—and she should just 
see that the poor chap had a chance ‘to 
taste turkey once in his life, anyhow. 

No X-rays revealing these thoughts 
to Rags he sat soberly awaiting for his 

. change, thinking it was nice to be warm, 

but he might be losing: money by ab- 
sence from market. i ' 

“What's that on your coat?” sudieis 
asked Edith, who. had been slyly look-. 
ing him over. 

“Why, miss, that’ s—er—miss—my— 
toe, ” 

The girl laughed. “I suppose you ‘mean 
mistletoe, but do tell me how you came 
to wear it—it's awful dear, brother says, 

‘and your coat is so shabby it forks 
strange.” 

“lI was comi’ ont Rew NER and the 
gamman gave me a nickel for a sand- 
wich, but I run acrost some fine drest 
white fellers that was a talkin’ to ol’ 
Aunt Sally, Or Aunt Sally, you know, 

she had holly and pine an’ yerbs to sell, 
an’ a bunch ©’ this yere, One feller says 
‘I-want a piece o’ that to send to my best 
girl, 1 kow how she'll smile, an’ jes’ 
where she'll hang it, an’ I'll kiss her un- 
der it, you bet; it'll be the first time 
though, for she’s as shy as a paw- 
tridge;” an’ then 1 told her I wanted a 
nickel’s worth, You see maw is my 
“best gitl, an’ she's been po'ly a long 
time (that's why I'm Rags, on'y my 
right name is Henry Hamilton Paifie), 
an’ 1 sayed to myself it might cheer her 
right sia wi te kiss her wider the— 
mistletoe,” x hg 

  

  

  

‘—he’s so black. .O, here’s Maggie,” as 

‘tell you all about w 

but demand the teal thing: 

“Bub, you know you could kiss your 
own mother anywhere or any time.” 

“Yes, miss, I know, but Aunt -Sally 

sayed it was bound to bring me good 
luck, and the Lord knows I need it, for 

with. maw an’ my little sister on my 
hands”— 

“A little sister!” how the interest 
deepened. 

“If 1 could git stiddy work,” he went 

on, “I'd git along.” 
“Dear me, yes,” said Edith, ber mind 

flying upstairs to ‘a certain box wherein 

lay ten dollars ‘all her own for Christ- 
mas, to use as she pleased; “and I shall 

rss to be fairy, just like in the stor- 

es,” she thought, “and Rags shall have 
a turkey, (I know I can coax Maggie 

Blank, on Connecticut Avenue, She 
was . looking for one I heard her say, 
and how cute Rags would look in the 
beautiful livery suit they put on them 

she returned. “Henry, could you come 
up here on Christmas "day, about 12 
o'clock? I might find some work for you.” ” 

“Certainly, miss)” with joyful eyes, - 
“Very well; here's your money.” 
“Thank. you, miss, ‘My hand ad bi 

eachin’ this mornin’, an’ 1 spit on it Tp 
put it in my pocket; ‘was. hopin’. 
meant money.” . ol 
“Did you wash- your hands, wor | 

hastily asked Edith. = 
“No, miss; char ud be ‘brok. then.” 
“Oh. “Wait a minute,” 

a coat and a.cake of soap, ; 
“Here's an overcoat brother Segre 

and she ABLE | 
‘appeared, soon returning, however, with 

  

  —and some—soap; when you come next vg 

$m a pl 

rags.” 
He understood. “All right, miss, and * 

thank: ye, too.” 1 mi 
“And here is a sandwich ; dont tors 

  

Good-bye then” 

time . come. as, Seat as you, ‘can, Jonge the |. 

‘Rags walked back Fen the. ptt rt gratific one GLEN 
Lait (it seemed to him); indeed he nar- 
Towly missed “running under an e 

  

car, but a miss proved “as good | as a 1 

alle; in his casey Ni ; 

- Edith found a willing aid i er 

  

huge. Christmas ‘basket Shot ei Ria 
and his sister dance and shout 
light’ when he reache 

  

Bogaert hs. Dagar Grud : 
_eried door-boy, he is an Evening Star 
‘boy, and is able to attendschool part of - A 
the tinte, and Edith’s hopes are 

i : a Sr oe Mind at A 

for ‘a brilliant * fature for him, Pn 
pcs oe SAT 

FY 
The good oun oo 7 

iP: by vo epi soy B. £h pp AY mits ce : 
recommend Lax: Live Pills to 0 5 

3 suffering from 1S : : 

ed 

behalf of their.    
    
a” ” Pe | 

Our flsende for he iGngrnt man ¥ 
grows .in. strength aswwe grow in grace, 
and is shang. is ost 1x Silent: J 
etine S. Woods. 

: a “ « “RA 

There is Only. Dis edogtls Oil. 
‘When an article, be it medicine or any- 
thing else, becomes 
invariably 

tages from the original, which’, they. 
themselves sod never Sool ‘on: their 

  

  

     

never su HF a £, 
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vit ic | ed 

  

    

  

     
      

Trelvem, 

’ fis ere 

  

AR Skea WE sin, Te 
gona he Bom op nn 
tu, Se N. fin CoE 

      

the tind bax.” A ro 

es popular, imitations | an 
sprig ap. to derive advan- |   

WA. 

Srl pa every wih Es w 
| apostle Sie it, “Ye are Ao your if aa 

get Christmas, and when you come I'll | own, ye ar with a price.” Since 
ia birthday tds. | this is so, 

   

        

  

   


