And pcﬁontlyhkillﬂ me
The burdén of woman’s care,

Comforting childish sorrows:
And charmiog the childish heart
With the simple song and story,
- "%rold with a mother’s art;
* Setting the dear home table,
And clesring the meal away,
And going on little errands
In the twilight of the dsy.

One day is just uhunotheﬂ
Sewing and piecing well
Little jackets snd trounsers,
So neatly that mone can tell
Where are the seams and joinings-
- Ah! the seamy side of life
Is kept out of sight by the magic
Of many a mother and wife!

And oft, when I’'m ready to murmur
- That time is flitting away

With the self-same round of duties
Filling each busy day,

It eomes to my spirit sweetly, ,
With the grace of a thought divine:

<‘You are living, toiling for love’s sake,
And the loving sheuld never repine.”

“You are guiding the little footsteps
Tn the way they ought to walk,
You are dropping a word for Jesus
In the midst ef your household talk;
Living your life for love's sake,
Till the homely cares grow sweeo-
And sacred the self-denial
That is laid at the Master’s feet.”’

Servial.
ONTHEBORDER-LAND

CEAP. XIV.—*THE GREEN PASTURES AND
THE STILL WATERS.””

“Life is very sweet now, for mamma

is quite bright; the children are improv-
ing: little Harry is the sunbeam of the
family ; and the dear boys are very prom-
ising.
“It is a season of refreshing under Dr.
Courtney’s ministery, and a number of
young persons have recently set out upon
the Christian pilgrim’s path.

“Last Sunday, Mr. Barry gave us one
of his heart-stirring addresses in the Sun-
day-school from the words, ‘Jesus of
N eth passeth by.’ I saw that deep
im¥Pressions were made upon many young
hearts, especially upon dear brother
George, who seemed deeply impressed
when we sang the hymn.

«Come to the Saviour; make no delay;

Here in his word he’s shown us the way;

Here in our midst he’s standing to-day,

Tenderly saying, ¢“Come!”’

‘ Brother is a manly boy, and makes
no concealment of his) sentiments on all
subjects; therefore 1/ wasmnot *surprised
when mamma told me of his visit to the
gitting room at the twilight iour, when
be poured out the feelings of his warm
young heart and told her how deeply he
felt the solemn appeal both in the Sun-
day school and in the church.

¢ T know that the call was to me,” he
said, “and with God’s help I have chosen
the Lord Jesus for my Saviour and Mas-
w »

Manma talked long and earnestly with
her son, and says that she has no doubt
that George is thoroughly sincere. They
knelt together before the mercy-seat and
prayed for grace to know and love the
Lord more fully; and mamma rejoiced
the heart of our dear fathes when she
told of that blessed interview. The dear
old sittifig-room has witnessed many
sweetly solemn scenes when mamma has
knelt there alone with her children.

““When we retired to our roems on that
Sunday night Helen had her story to tell
of the deep impressions made in the Sun-
day school room on that solemn day.
She has always been a serious conscien-
tious child, and I‘have no doubt is under
the teaching of God’s Spirit. It would
seem strange if she were not, surrounded
as we are by an atmosphere of cheerful,
practical piety.

“ It was a blessed day when, in com-
pany with many others, dear brother
George was baptized on confession of his
faith in Christ}and took his stand on the
Lord’s side .

“It is a source of heartfelt joy to feel
assured that George isled by the Spirit
and is under the controlling power of the
true Christian principle, for we know
that he has such an honest soul that he
would never take a step like this with-
out deep and earnest jconviction. ,Thus
one by one we are gathered into the fold
of Jesus, and I trust that through aboun-
ding grace we shall be a family in hea-
yen.

Mrs. Carson is quite well and cousin

has obtained a situationim a
store for her. Itis a small support for
threeé, but- better tham nothing; she is
truly grateful to Cousin Margaret. I
kuow that she will never see them want,
for the widow is one of the Lord’s own
people.”
CHAP. XV, ~~A TRULY BLESSED CHRIST-
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“ My Disry.—~There’s a stir. in the
h.qbﬂh-ut-mﬂhdlﬂth
days is drawing uear.
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M her basket, and she is quiokly
admitted to the secret room, where she
puts the finishing-touches to the beauti-
ful tree, There is the bell, mnd Dick:
heads the preocession, fwith a paper cap
'cnhithdslmm in his hand, call-
ing out: ‘Porm in line!” and now, ‘For-{

ward P and with shitiibg faces we|
enter the sitting:room. There is a burst
of rapture at the sight of the Christmas
tree, for Cousin Margsaret has lent a help-
ing hand ; and, with its colored candles
and glituring ornaments, it is truly &
superb tree.
‘“ At a signal from mamma I took my
seat at the piano, and we all joined hearti-
ly in singing one of our charming Christ
mas hymns. ‘
““ We had been feeling much disap-
pointed when we entered the room, for 1
had invited Hatty, and she was not with]
us; but just as we sang the last line of
our hyma the door opened, admitting
Hetty and Robert, the latter at home for
the holidays.

“ Mamma was very happy when she
recei picture of the family from
the dear children, Cousin Margaret re-
membered Sophy’s sacrifice in the gift of
the gold-piece saved so long, but ghe did
not think it wise to supply the bedstead,
and thus defeat the real self -denial of the
little girl. The London dolls were array®
ed in beautiful new dresses, but Miss
Victeria had to wait a little longer for
her bedstead. There were some small
boxes from Dick to the three youngest;
and Sophy laughed till the came
when, on opéming her box, an little
monley sprafig out, shaking his fist at
her. Bessi¢’#animal boxed her ears, and
Fred made a faces at him, which raised
a loud shout among the you folk.
None seemed more happy than good old.
Nancy, whe'reoeived several useful gifts
frem different members of the family.

¢‘ In the midst of our merrymaking we
missed Dick from the room. But while
we were talking about him, and were
wondering where he had gone, we heard
the sound of a Christmas-horn; the door
opened, and in walked Kris-Kringle, ar-
rayed in fur, with a belt of bells around
his neck, a satchel of good things swung
across his back, and a horn in his hand.
He wore a mask with long, snow-white
beard, and Bessie and Fred looked on
with wandering=%eyes. Kris scampered
around among them, the three trying to
keep/out of his way, while he threw out
his/bonbons, penny trumpets, red apples,
and doughnuts; and it was jolly fun to
se¢ the children scramble for these gifts.
But when he took off his mask and re-
vealéd Dick’s merry face, the two young
omes looked a iittle disappointed at the
vanishing of their Christntas illusions.

‘ ‘There i# no Kris-Kringle, after all,’
md little Fred; ‘and I’m so sorry!

‘But thexr’s a real Christ,” said mam-
ma; ‘and we can always welcome him.’

‘‘ Next morning we were awakened by
the early chimes playing sweetly, ‘Hither,
ye faithful,” with the chorus that we all
love, ‘Oh come¢. and let us worship,’ I
soon heard the children’s voices singing
the besutiful chorus, and in a few min-
utes they were scampering about frem
room to room, calling out:

‘‘ ‘Happy Christmas to all?

‘““ We had a very happy day, but I
think that the afternoon was the best of
all, when we each took our gifts to some
of the poor around us. Mamma remem-
bered the children of those who came to
the, mothers’ meeting; and it did our
hearts good to see the joy with which the
little ones each received a bag of candy
and a slice of cake, the mothers receiving
some groceries which Cousin Margaret
hiad sent. ‘'We left a basket with old Mrs.
Eﬂl , Who is entirely confined to the
house, and another with Mrs. Kelsey, who
is a cripple and helpless, Mrs. Carson
and her children were not forgotten, and
we were all glad to bring some brightness
and Christmas joy into those households.
“ There was a merry gathering at the
Sunday-School room. Tt was tastefully
dressed with evergreéns, and the motto,

‘On earth peace, good-will toward men,’

was placed in large letters over the door.
But instesd of the Christmas tree and
bag of candies, we had a donation-party,

1

bogkohhchme!tbochildm we were
quite sure that there wonld be enough to
fill the three large dothe-m that
stood on the platform,

, | books, with more solid comforts, 1t was

| mortifieation of having ao gift to offer:

and as we looked around at the bags and | bably

mombm of thh Snldqy-nchopl now md

“ mdw *‘rdm

““r

and&n
from many young voices, the |
Am sure, dloﬂn.M as
ont, ‘Happy . Christmas. hm Mr.
Barry!

‘ He answered the good 'ilhlmmng-
ly, and then the children were called up

spectacle as they. passed up to the plat-

good things, depositing them with smil-
ing fages on the platform and handiag an
renvelope to Mr. Barry: - Class alter class
passed on; some of their baskets were
heavenly Jaden, and in some cases they
brought bags of flour or baskets of pota-
toes or apples, each carried by two boys, |,
who regarded that as grand sport. There
were coffee, tea, sugar, rice, starch, flour
s0ap, beais, peas,-salt, chocolate, dried
apples, dried peaches, orders for coal,
'packages of eloﬂﬂng and money in en-
velepes.

““The children of the infant school re-
membered hew happy a doll made them
and 80 we had dolls, tops, balls, and toy-

rather an undertaking for some of the
little ones to toddle up the aisles with
their - heavily-laden baskets. But I
thopght it was very sweet in the darlings
to remember the common child-nature of
their little brothers and sisters with their
gifts of childish toys.

‘“ Some dvy+goods men had semt whole
pieces of muslins and cotton flannels;
iothers, a qaantity of warm stockings for
little feet. One large basket was filled
with clothes, two with groceries, and Mr.
Barry had charge of a small one filled
with envelopes.

“Ihad faken care that my class of lit-
tle'gicls should not be subjected to the

and appealing to Blanche, she was ready
to help, and sent a generous donation of
groceries and money for my eight little
girls: and'I was glad to see each one with
a shining faee leaving her package on the
platform.

“ When the envelopes were opened
they were found to contain fifty dollars,
and Mr. Barry, looking around at the
bright faces, asked:

‘“ ‘Which is better, children—the Christ-
mas tree or the donation-party ?*

‘“‘The donation-party,” was their
prompt and loud response.

‘“ “The articles will be given to the
Ladies’ Aid,” he continued, ‘and you
shall hear some good news about your |
Christmas gifts.’

*‘ Each scholar received a slice of oako,
and then we sang the last hymn,

‘1 had observed s middle aged gentle-
man sitting on the platform who seemed
deeply affected by the exercises, and just
as we were about to be dismissed he
arose, and, asking penniuion ‘rom Mr.

Barry, he spoke :

] sm lookintor some dear little
ones, the children of & long-lost sister,
whom I have notseen for twelve years.
Thinking that they might be in some of
the Sunday-sehools, 'I have been visiting
a large number, and also the public
schools, but without success. 1 heard of
your party to-night, and hope that I may
obtaiu some tidings of the lost omes
among you. If there are two little girls
named Nellie and Jemnie Carson here,
they will please eome forward to the
platform.’

‘ ‘“Go, children; it may be your uncle,’
I whispered to them.

‘ Hand in hand, trembling and excited,

they walked up the #isle, the sehool
watching the scene in breathless silence.

‘When they reached the platform the gen-
tleman ask ed Nellie:

 ‘Can you tell me your mother's name
before her marriage, my child ?

‘‘ Annie Gilbert,’ was the Jow zeply.

‘ Is your mother living, my dear ?

“ ‘Yes, %ir; we live on Twenty-third
Street.’ . :

“ Clasping the children in his arms, he
said, with deep emotion:

“ “Thank God, I have found my sister!
and looking fondly upon Nellie, he con-
tinwed, ‘You are very like your mother,
daﬂing.

“‘Then he kissed them again and again,
while tears stood in the eyes of many of
the speciators: and I thought that pro-
the dear children had lodld a
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{in classes, It wasa pleasing and exciting | a0
form, each carrying.a basket filled with | Charley
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had 8 basket of good things and |
an, armful of children’s toys, with the
cheering words, ‘It jsn’t too late for
Christmas yet, Annie.’

“ He had heard the story of our at-
tempts to aid her in the depth of her
poverty, .Qdo turning to me, said: .

#¢ ‘I cannot express all 1 feel, Miss
Rosgoe,  for ;onrkindn bnt Apyie is
my care now, and Ihelmnou a very
rich man with a dear sister and two such
darlings to cheer my home,’ . (+. .

“ It was a pretty romance, and’ 1 hur-
ried off to tell: the story to Cgusin Mar
garet, who was very, happy. 1o hear the
good news; :and Sophy too was glad and
thankful now that she had given her
gold-piece “to help .the widow. Uncie
Charlie’s heart was full of love to all who
had been kind to Annie amd her children,
and not long after he sent a beautiful
baby-house, nicely furnished, to Sophy
and Bessie, just becsuse they hiad been
good to his little nieces.”

( 70 be continued.)
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“PLL PAY YOU FOR THATY”

A hen trod on a duck’s foot. She did
not mean to do it, and it did not hurt
much. But the duck said, “ I’ll pay yon
for that.”

8o the duck flew at the hen; but asshe
did so;/her wing struck an old goose who
“I’ll pay you for that!” crigd the goose,
and she flew at the duck, but as she did
80, her fost tore the fur of a cat whe wu
thonm the yard,

“ Il pay you for that ?”’ csled the cat,
and she flow at the goose, butnnho-did
so, hier tail brashed the eyesof &1

that was near.

‘1l pay you forthat!”’ cried the sheep
and hexan at the cat, but as he did so,
his feet hit the foot of a dog who lay in
the sun.

“TH p.yyou#crthut!"me‘ he, and he
ran af the sheep, but as he did so, his | and
legs struck an old .cow who stood by the | OB
gate. o e, ®

“ 'l pay you for that!’ cried she, and
she ran at the dog, but as she didso her
hompiuﬂtho&otahomwhlw
by a tree.

“ I'll pay. you for that!’ cried he, and
he ran at the cow.

What'a run there was! The hiorse, ‘ov
at the cow, and the dog at the sheep, and | They
the cat at'the goose, and the goosé at the | *oP™-
duck, and the duck at the hen. m-
noise they made, to be sure.

*“Hi, hi! What is all this ?’ eried the
man who had the care of them. ‘*‘1can

he said to.,the hen. . ',

- But he drove the ducktothopond md
thegooutotho field, and the cat to the
bun,&ndthonhoeptohor fold, and the
dog to the house, mdthocowtoth
yard, and the horse to his stall,

‘“ I’ll pay you for that!'’ said the man,

EN OOUBAGHEN L.

thers, whose
them up 0 be brave
eouldn’s do much, but what he could do,
he did vitb;llhhmlght.

had brought

of the
were in the habit of hearing —at such
txmu—thehqrty

was particularly enjoyable.
One cold Sabbath day these children |
were left at home, with many cautions to
be careful, . _

Hardly had the parents left ere the
woodwork near the stovepipe was dis-
cevered to be onfire and out of the child-

ren’s reash; but, with wonderfnl activity
and energy, the eldest climbed upon the|
table and put out the-flames.

nhhdwho will be a father to t
“ After the school was ,Wj&q-

bim “W ‘, '.6:

s doll; ..a“&“ .

.not have this noise! You may my hon;" :

An amusing story is toid of a Jittle |, < Allth
fellow named Artie, one of three bro-|im

#w."“n‘ x. ':". :’
And as thqirmhm Methodists
old fashioned kind, the boys| pn

‘Amen” break forth | everyyp
from their father’s lips when the sermon | *y,

..... "

Gm-&idmp nowll llﬁ z
.hrtsjmlklhop.

um." -nadt is how ¢

e to keep uvm
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‘ﬂ.w:owr comes uhorl." lb‘

.Mim hot water,” vl oW §
- A CYNICALman says his wife is ouly half

he ean’t balf shut her up.
A St 'Pravncisce Chinanidn is amed
Too Too. He does the most msthetic
waghing dny&hﬂﬂiﬁtﬁhcﬂ,
““yomy,” said his_teacher, ‘T m
sorry to haye to’ -ygu.”
(ﬂwﬁ,” Johur, "cause it«

m’“a MMVQ

t‘”
. When'an Austin muuwod-l
‘his temple of learning a few

1ing legend, | Our'teasher is w donkey.”
The pupils ¢ ‘thére would be com-
bined cyclone and earthquake, but the
philosophic pedagogue contented himself

legend, mwmm:wmm
er as usnal. .

A cockney inquired at the
the other day for a letter for
den.” He was told there was none.
“ you’ve hexamined a hood letter for my
_name. It don’t begin with a haiteh, it

has got the ho’s,”’
“ What timeis itmy M' ubd a

of being drunk, but who was

best to Jook sobér. - ** ‘Well, my

I can’t tell, “cause” you see there ar
hands on 'my witch, and each poiﬁtﬂo
diftérent figure, and I don’t ‘kuow whﬁn
to believe,” A

A successful dabotor The homt a}-
ways carries his point.
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their dear ones had been exposed, and
dona-{ with mummmm lor
their courage,

738 reach the fire?”

“How did you annp,‘r-qn
“Why,” said Touiy. '

When the father lﬁmﬂ\tm orpson
they shuddered to see the danger to which |
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mouhhmu. ‘withous great: risk of | *

like a telescope ; he can draw her cmt,.v!mt1

ago, he read on mwm

with ‘adding the word ‘‘driver” to the |’

“ Look, ere, ’ he replied & little- angrily |
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