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. From the Children * Untile.
A CHRISTMAS BALLAD FOR 1864. 
Hark! bank I what voices do I bear? 
What sounds era those that greet my ear I 
List the reverberating strains. 
Which swell o’er Judah's hills and plains. 
Who art thou, leader of the choir ? 
What* makes thee tune thy voice and lyre ; 
And who compose that shining crowd" 
That follow thee in anthem kd^ * 

Gabriel nm I, an angel bright, 
Descending from the world of light! 
They too come from thnt distant coast, 
A squadron of the heavenly host.

but he was wrapped in the story of “Prince I |>ark, but one day it almost killed the over­
Darling.” Ab he finished it, he closed the s""1-’" !»♦♦•«» ..lsli .>nj »i—•- »«»« i....i ;»■>■»»
book and raised his eyes. Mark was not a 
timid boy, but I must confess that.he was 
fairly startled when he saw standing in t^e 
path before him a little girl of about eight 
years. Iler dress was the palest bine and 
white. The light hat fell buck from her 
hend, and her auburn hair so mingled with 
the rays of the selling sun, that each seem­
ed a part of the other. In ono hand she 
held n hoop, and with the other she caress­
ed a fawn that stood beside her.

park, but one day it almost killed the over- 
ster’s little child, and then papa had it shot.

If straightway von to Bethlehem go 
A bnbe. in swmldling clothes coniine 
In ninny er laid, you there shall find.
All glory he to (bid on Iduh 1

•f lVm »- ICR w:., AM ".Sir. 
irV W IW here :

A legate from Ilie Sovereign King, 
Good news to you, to all I bring: 
In David's city, this glad morn. 
A Savior, Uhrist the Lord, is born?

Janus liis temple close once more, 
Jesus forever bur the door.

I must go home now, because mama told me 
I must not stay late. To-morrow is Sunday, 
and we have to go to town to church, but I 
expect that mama will let us come out here 
in the evening to walk, and then you will 
Come and walk with us, won’t you? You- 
know you have to be my Brother.”

Mark readily promised, and the two new 
friends shook hands and parted.

The next evening Mark asked his moth­
er’s permission to walk in the park with Mr.

Rochester's children. After he had rend 
a chapter in the Biblo to her, and hud 
carefully learned his Sabbath school les­
son, she let him go.

Monday morning he met Ida at the 
country school. She sat on the same 
bench beside him. He assisted her in 
her lessons, made grape vine swings for 
her, climbed the trees fur hickory nuts, 
brought her black hawsand persimmons,

were going home, as ho took her lunch-bas­
ket, Mark said to her: .

“I shall never forget you, Ida.”
“O, my standing there was very funny, 

but I think it was a shume for Mr. Jerrold 
to make you stand there with the blood run­
ning down your face.”
■ Mark’s hardest trial was to meet his mo­
thci. , She was shocked at bis appearance, 
and after his wound Was dressed she gave 
him a sad, quiet lecture—a hard thing to 
bear—on the evils of wrangling and fight­
ing-

jfa?-If you forget God when, you arc 
young, God will forget you when you are . 
old.

her. y ■
She, on the other hand, often saved

“MY MOTHER KNOWS DEST.”

M^RK SINGLETON.

>J^ IIE next morning when Mark awoke, 
G^d^thc sun was shining through the ycl- 

low leaves of the sugar tree that 
stood beside his window. The leaves 

Ib^* fluttered like golden wings, and eve­
rything seemed so happy that he 
thought his father must be better.

Uis mother did not corneas usual, but he 
arose and managed to dress without her.— 
Then he went softly to his father's room ; all 
was still. Two of the neighbors sat in the 
room, but neither spoke. His father lay 
quiet, covered with a sheet. lie walked 
up to him and turned down Ilie sheet.— 
The face was terribly still. The breath of 
the child came thick. Fearfully he placed 
his hand upon his father’s brow and a cold 
thrill passed through his hand and arm, and 
seemed to plun<Bi like a spear of ice, into 
his heart. That little heart can never again 
be as glad as it has been. That cold touch 
will be felt again, even in the bright sum­
mer days.

To the excited imagination of the boy it 
seemed thnt the princess of the fairy talc 
was before him—in her own person, and in 
that of the dud also, to which she had been 
transformed. He looked at her wondering. 
She, too, looked into his face with great 
brown, smiling eyes. At length she said to 
him in a clear, merry voice : .

“What is the ii utter with you ? Why do 
you look al me so? Do you take me for a 
booger-boo ?

Ho replied slowly—“No; but I thought, 
maybe, you were a—princess.”

The little girl burst into a laugh. “You 
are a funny boy. What is your name ?”

“My name is Mark.”
“O yes, I know Matthew, Mark, Luke

her orange for him at dinner, took him 
hot-house flowers, and many aline story 
book did she get him from her father's 
library.

Une day 'fink was wading in the 
r.Mrrnh i-^ rii^'■-.A*u -ww«ri m-Os-i-S' Tor 
Ida s party which she was going tolrivc 
on a big slump by the school house.— 
The brunch ran by the bouse of Bill 
Brown’s father, and Bill was the worst 
boy in the neighborhood. When he 
found that Mark was getting water- 
erwscH he tried to drive him away, but 

Mark would not bodrivenaway, because the 
branch ran along the public road and was
not on Mr. Brown’s land, arid besides, 
was resolved to get the creases for Ida.

he

Oh! it w 
to have.

PARTY of little girl- stood talking 
beneath my window. Some nice 
plan was on font; they were going 
into the woods, and meant to make

inning, and pick berries, 
a line time they meant

'• Now,” said they to otic ol their’ num­
ber, “ Elleu. you mn home and ask mother 
if you may gu .Tell her we are all going, 
Qoil^ay >?*ouz'-. KUT’\.whbfVu’ ^''.i^"/:^* 
bonnet slipptl^ across the way, and went 
into the house opposite. She was gone 
some time. The little girls kept looking up 
to the windows very impudently. At length 
thq door opened, and Ellen came, down the 
steps. I

She did not secrti in a join her

■Pout yeira passed away, almost without 
change. Tears had been shed, and wiped 
away; sighs had been breathed, and,bad 
died upon the evening winds; trials had 
come, but every day trials that nobody takes 
account of but God. He helps us out of 
them; nod perhaps in the great day, they 
will be brought up again, and then we shall 
sec what blessed things they were. Mrs.
Singleton’s heart grew a little brighter every 
day ai sho saw her son—her own good son, 
"rowing so tall and handsome. .

One day Murk wandered from his moth-

and John. You are nut Matthew, Murk.! 
Luke or John, though, are you!”’. .

Mark's fuco grew red as he said : “No, 
my name is Murk Singleton.”

The little girl noticed the change and said 
very gently:

“Arc you ‘mud with me ?”
He answered proudly—“I never get mad 

with girls.”
“0 then you will be n nice playmate.— 

You will help mo to hunt bird’s nests, won’t 
you ? Not to rob, you know ; just to watch 
the young ones. Does your mama ever tell 
you and your brothers and sisters Hint pret­
ty verse—

' Birth in their little nests agree, 
And 'tis a shameful sight, 

When children of one family * 
' Fall out, and chide mid fight."

“I have bo brothers and sisters.”
“No brothers and sisters! How dull it 

must be! Would you like to be niy broth­
er?”

“Yes, I would. Who are you?”

companions, and they cried out, “'You got 
leave ! you are going, are you ?" Ellen shook 
her head, and said that her mother could 
not let her go. “ Oh !" cried the children, 
“it is too bad? Not go! it is really un- 

kied in yuurmother. Why I would make 
her let you. 01 1 would go whether or 
no!” •

“My mother knows best,” was Ellen’s 
answer, and it was a beautiful one. Her 
lips quivered a very little, fur I suppose she 
wanted to go, and was much’ disappointed 
not io obtain leave; but she did not look 
angry or pouting, and her voice was very 
gentle but very firm, when she said, “My 
mother knows best.” .

There are a great many limes when 
mothers do nut sec lit to give their children 

r leave to go where and do what they wish, 
and how often they arc rebellious and sulky

After a while, Hill commenced throwing 
stones at him. One of the stones struck him 
on the brow and cut it so that the blood ran 
down his face. This was too much for his 
patience, so gathering up the crc’ses, he car­
ried them to Ida, and without stopping to 
answer her frightened questions about the 
blood, rushed back and gave Bill a reeling 
blow on the side of his head. Bill, ofconne, 
struck buck, and the struggle was a hard 
one, for Bill was the larger. Mork had just 
got him on the ground, when ho heard the 
school-master's voice say behind him,

“For shame!”
He instantly arose and did look very much 

ashamed. -

in consequence of it! But thisisuot the 
true way, fur it is not pleasing to God. 
The true way is a cheerful compliance with 
your mother’s decision. Trust her, and 
smooth dowiL your ruffled feelings by the 
sweet and dutiful thought—“My mother 
knows best.” It will save you many tears 
and much sorrow, ft is the gratitude you 
owe her, who has done and suffered so much 
for you, and the obedience you owe her in 
the Lord.

LITTLE BOY 8 SHOULD PRAY.
A little boy, only four years of age, said

to his mother while, undressing for sleep: 
“ Mother, why can’t I make a prayer for 
myself? 1 think of a great many things I

. want to ask God fur, which is not in the 
The teacher called in the scholars and |jU[c nraycr I always say. There is my lit-

then tdhl^Mnrk that he must stand un hour 
in ill'll presence of the school. M ith a burn­
ing check Mark took his place in the middle

“I am Ida Rochester. My lathes livw 
in that big house across the park ; but it 

----- ., __ ---------- hns been ., h.ng time since we were here.— 
er's cottage into the large park that belonged ^i,cll we left hero I was a little teeny—
to their rich neighbor. Mr. Rochester. Mr.' 
Rochester’s family had never been at home

. since Mrs. Singleton hud lived in the neigh, 
borhood, and Mark hud roamed through the 
park at his pleasure, until he almost felt as 
if it were his own.

This evening he lay at the loot of an oak 
and amused himself with a book of fairy 
tides. The sun was sinking behind the hills,

teeny girl, about as big, 1 reckon, as my lit­
tle finger. But 1 remember the deer and 
the great big buffaloes in the park. Arc y<>u 
afraid of the buffaloes? Cato says they 
won't hurt you, but ugh ! they are so ugly! 
I'll tell you what I think they look like.' 
Mere sho drew near to him mid said in a 
whisper—“I think they look like the old bad 
man. Papa had a l^ck bear once in the

of the flour.
With eyes full of tears, Ida went up to 

the master and said :
“Mr. Jerrold, if Mark got into a tight it 

was because he wiy getting water-crosses for 
me. I think he ought to have whipped that 
great big rowdy, Bill Brown, and ii you do 
not forgive him I will aland there by him.

The teacher thought the fault too great to 
be passed over, so Ida took her place beside 
Mark, und stood there until the hour of 
punishment was over. .

After the school was dismissed and they

lie cousin William, who is too small to pray 
for himself; I want to ask God to make him 
a good boy. There are other things, too, I 
want to say.” What mother would not 
rejoice to hear this ? Parents, however 
curly your childron come to God. teach them 
to ask as early for spiritual blowings.

STEAMNG.
“ Dues Harry Flint steal apples?”
“No! nur anything else. He would as 

soon cut oil his own ri^it hand as to steal. 
When ho was a ehihHiis mother taught 
him this lesson:

“ In God's night >1 is a sin 
To steal a penny or a pin."
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Detail take notice that a BED CROSS 
MARK oiler their name, signifies that their 
time is ont and that they must send more 
money.

“ UNCLE CHARLES.”

«
HILDREN, do any of you kuow 
the name above ? It was the name 
over which that great and good man 
C. D. Mallury wrote a great deal for 
the special benefit of the young. 
Wc have been looking atu little 
book he wrote many years ago, trying 
to find something for your Chilli's Index. 
It is a little Book called ■ Simple. Rhyme* 

and Familiar Conversation:! for Children'. 
It contains many conversations, which “ Un­
cle Charles ” supposes to have happened 
between himself and the children of his 
friends. You sec “ Uncle Charles ” used 
to travel and preach a great deal, and he 
got acquainted with a great many people, 
and bad a great many friends, lie used to 
visit the parents of the Editor of the Child’s 
Index, and in fact lived with thorn a while, 
many years ago, in the town of Milledgeville, 
Georgia.

Woll, one of the conversations in tho 
Book be supposes to have occurod in our 
family. It never really took place, but was 
such as might have happened. Here is the 
conversation.

NCLE Cll A KLH8.—And hJw do 
■ you all do? It is a long time since 

1 have sci'i. you; and children,how 
, you hate grown. Francis, yuu aru !

and
. ... .

- tb'u? I an it by Tboi&i/ Ciopci ? u 
good stout lad Ju be sure. “\ud hs fur these,
whom 1 knew as little chattering girls—is it 
possible 1 they arc now young ladies. Time, 
how it carries us along I But did 1 not 
hear you sinking as I came in :■

Dr. B.—Yes, my children here were try­
ing to make a little mdse, but I do uotthink 
they succeed very well. '

Mlts. B—Well, fur my part, considering 
the atteifliou they have given tj siqghig, I 
think some oi them do pretty Well. ,

Uncle Charles.—It delights me much 
to see young persons cultivating a taste for 
music, particularly sacred music Du nut 
lot my coming in interrupt you. Sing on.

Children.—And what shad we sing? .
Uncle Charles.—Any thing you please. 

’Can you sing for me a Burman hymn?
Dr. B.—I think you would havcto’makc 

Burman English before they could accom­
plish much. . •

Uncle Ciiarles.—Here is a Burman 
hymn, turned-into English—not by .me—for 
I know but little more about Burman than I 
do about the language of tho people who - 
lived before the flood. Yuu have all hoard 
and read much about our brother Judson. 
Aller he had been iu Burntah several years, 
and by bis labors and the lubui ofsom^dwr 
missionaries, several of 'tho heath^-had 
been converted, he composed a hide Bur­
man hymn. For many years it was the only# 
hymn in use among the Burman ^ohvertp. 
Mrs Simmons, tho wife of one of our beloved* 
missionaries, (now dead, and I trust'in a 
better world,) translated the hymn into 
English, and sent it over to some of her 
friends in this country. The following is ' 
the translation; ,

- Heaven is a golden country, seek it.
The happy souls behold the face 
Of Jesus Christ, and forever more 
They speak and slug of grace divine.

Exempt from punishment;
Sickness, death, old ago, , ,
Entirely banished and destroyed, 
They spook and sing of grace divine. ■

Loving with all the heart, . ,
And possessing everlasting bliss,
They drink in and eqjoy it; 
And speak and sing of grace divine. 
They abide iu the divine presence. 
The brilliant rays of the divine glory 

i From Jesus Christ overshadow every one.
\ They speak and sing of grace divine, , 

\ Dr. B'—Now, children, let us hear you 
, w tho Burman hymn.
\ V^'t^SA—We will try—Jot ua seo— 

\tune ? Why, some how or other, I 
\ make any thing out of it.

Emily—Neither can I—it will not suit 
common metre, nor long metro, nor any 
metre that I know of.

Samuel—Do you not see, the lines arc 
very irregular, and look, they do not rhyme.

Francis—But notscc; this is only a 
tran81p»^Q,»it was not intended to be sung in 
its present form.

Dr. B.—I will tell you what to do. Uncle 
Charles hcie, as you cull him, is a kind of 
rhyme-maker; now just get him to clip and 
straigten these lines a little, and then per­
haps you can sing them.

Uncle Charles—That 1 have already 
done. Hero is a little piece, containing1 the 
substance of the Burpiuu hymn, arranged to 
suit any long metre1 tunc : *

0 seek ye heaven, a golden land, 
Where happy souls fvjoicitig stand; 
And over view the Saviour’s Inee, 
And speak and sing of matchless grace.
Exempt horn sin and sorrow’s rngo, 
From sickness, death and wasting ago; 
All suffering banished from the place, 
They speak and sing of matchless grace.
Love fills entire each burning breast ‘ 
Of everlasting bliss jiokiksc, 
They quaff with joy tho immortal spring : 
Of grace divine they speak and sing.

God’s presence is their dwelling place ;
Tho glorious and effulgent rays 
From Jesus' face around them shine; 
They speak nnd-sing of grace divine.

And hero is another arrangement of the 
words, a little different, adapted to the good 
qld tuue, Lenox :

Ihaveii is n golden land, 
0 seek the happy place;

Thera blessed spirits stand, 
And view the Saviour's face.

Forevermore in light they shine, 
And speak and sing.of grace divine.

Exempt from penal wo, 
Sickness and death nudage, 

No peril there they know, 
Nor fierce temptation's rage.

Fi revermore in light they shine, 
Alai speak and sing of grace divine.

And Illi each raptured soul;
The iiooik of ble^>edne.is, f

riirutigh et^y Imm»hi roll.
, F’nvwmvro ip kill iIkj shim-.

Al," Sf?ftk ntt«l unp-rTCRAr.-v atvsuci »

Before tin- Lord they dwell. " 
The pure «Ifnlmit rays

Of their Immanuel

Forevermore in light they shine, 
And spuuk mid sing of grace divine.

Tuomas Cooper—Unde Charted, 
tend to learn those verses, mid when 
large enough I will try and sing them,

l. sol
i, with

mother and Narcissa ami Emily, and my 
brothers, •

Uncle (’uarj.es—(>,shall wd all meet in 
licavcA, and meet those converted Burmans 
in heaven, and sing together forever? if 
we perish at bat, two poor ignorant heathen 
will rise up in judgment against us.

Children, as wo road this conv nation wc 
felt the tears gathering in our eyes. For 
wc remembered that tho good Mr. Mallnry 
had been gathered to his fathers, and was. 
quietly sleeping in his grave near Albany, 
Georgia. But, ah! his soul has gone to 
heaven, where ho has met “ those converted 
Burmans,” where he and they will “sing 

.together forever.”
His long and useful life ended ns a taper 

gradually goes out when it is all burned 
away, lie died gently clapping his hands 
and nurmufing, “ Sweet—sweet hume" 
He had reached bis heavenly home at last.

•And we shed other tears too, children, 
‘“I wo remembered that our father and I 
'mother, called Dr. and Mrs. B. have lung 
since byea laid beneath the earth; but wu 
hope too they are singing in heaven. And 
besides them, “ Francis ” and “ Emjly ” 
have finished chc\r earthly course—both 

■tut down in tho prime of life ; but as they 
wore bpih ehrktains, wc believe they, too 
have met tbejr parents, and “ Uncle 
Charles " and those converted Burmans and 
arc-singing with themjn heaven.
' Thore are six of mjed. “ Samuel ” your 

frieu^ Rud the Editor of two religious pa­
pers, sometimes tries to preach the unaearch 
able riejios of Christ. ^Thomas Cooper” is 
a preacher also; and all tho restore members 
of the church. And perhaps through tho 
prayers of tho good Military, wc will “ all 
meet in heaven and meet those Converted 
Burmans in heavqp and sing together forev- 
e." God grant it I •

^.Quarrels would never last long, if the 
fault were on one sido only.
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„ W'llio A. Collis »2; 0. U Powell SI ;. 
Emily P. Newton $2.

wkittix rvBTUtcittw's luanx.
A CHRISTMAS FLAY :

OR, WHAT WE SMALL WANT..

RY MISS ETHEL. •

MERRY group of boys and girls 
had assembled in a cheerfully light- 

•^WLed parlor to spend an evening of the 
^^^holidays. After a little conversation, 

Annie Balfour, the hostess, proccctl- 
cd to do the honors by getting up 

® some games.
“Suppose, instead of 'magical music’and 

'stage coach,’ we have something a littlq 
different. Let's organize ourselves into a 
now Confederacy, and see what trade or pro­
fession each one will choose.”

“Here’s ono that will Dike a hand in that 
sort of a game'” said big Hal Jones. “I’m 
G. T. Beauregard, -Commander-in-Chief of 
tho Confederate forces,” waving his hand­
kerchief above his head. “We’ll show all 
Lincoindom that we’ve planted a shoot of 
the old tree of Liberty in this Southern 
soil, and that wc arc ready to water it with 
our heart’s blood, sooner than it shall per­
ish. Hurrah for our new Confederacy.-— 
Who'll follow?” .

This patriotic appeal was mot in vain, for 
in a moment an eager band had rallied around 
his standard—each ono calling out the name 
of the hero he represented-—Lee, Johnston, 
Hill, Price, Forrest, Early, Hood, &c.

“Stop, stop,” called out Annie, us soon ns 
sho could make herself heard, “when wc be­
gin to make a thing don’t wc put the head on 
first? In other words, we must have a Pre­
sident I I propose the name of Mr. /Hugh 
L. Sherwood as a suitable candidate for that 
important office. Those in favor of my 
nominee will please signify it by saying aye; 
those opptsod, no.”

There boing no opposition, that gentle­
man was waited m> by a committee of three 

. and conducted tortile Chair of State in the 
centre of the room. The next thing to be 
done was the election or representatives 
from each of the b>yal States, Hui making 
the suggestion that those “on the fence" be 
n^u-i nn;.. ^3'La^.lecliou bayuHi iMMetLofc 
more to the gcneful satisfaction than such 
affairs commonly do, the member from South 
Carolina rose :

“J/r. Syaker: As wc dt n’t intend to be 
endght again with nothing to fight with, I 
propose these gentlemen on my right as a 
suitable committee on gnnboats mid iron­
clads.”

“Agreed I” roared out Sam Adams, much 
complimented by thcappuintment, “andyou 
won’t object cither to a sharp ‘290,’ will 
you, to slip in a little coffee fur the old folks 
at home ? “Yes, we’ll melt the church bells 
and preserving kettles, and turn outn plen­
ty of the big-mouthed cannon. You fellows 
over there will attend to the small arms.”

Tho Georgia member next’ moved that, 
as wo bad a regular Standing Army, point­
ing to the General and his staff, who still 
occupied that position, we new devise ways 
and menus for their support.

Billy Walker got up to say that, as he in- 
tended-to be u farmer any how, nt least un­
til exempts were “played out,” they might 
put. him dpwn for corn and fodder.

Ned Harris said he'd furnish bacon sides.
John Murlin promised flour, if the Gov­

ernment would allow him a little for hume 
consumption.

Henry Stewart thought he could succeed 
best on sorghum; and so on.

The girls then took up tho clothing ques­
tion : .

Julia Thornton and Nancy Harris would 
spin ; Kate J ones and Fanny Walker would 
weave ; two others spoke lor the cutting and 
making of pants and coats ; Anna Church 
and Lucy Adams jumped, nt socks fur their 
snare; and Bessie Sherwood, declaring that 
it would never do for the dear soldiers to 
lack for gloves aud comforters, took that 
contract. Here little Matty Balfour, the 
smallest of tho group, got up in n chair so 
as to bo heard, and said that sho would 
make the big cavalry boots ! .
• The ’President went up before her and 
madp^er a low bow, saying it was a most 
tingly'Suggestion ; ho was surprised that it 
had been overlooked so long, and delighted 
to see that department in such efficient 
hands.

George Weaver, the member from Ala­
ba ma, now took the floor, and ho always 
commanded attention:

"J/r. Speaker: I am proud to seo the 
firomptness with which our national wants 
lave been met, so far; but you will permit 

me to say wo shall hiivo others of a no less 
important nature. As wc are done forever 
with ‘Yankee notions,’ both in and out of

books, wc must have our own professors and 
teachers in our Academic halls aud Semi­
naries of learning. Wo want Southern 
Text-books and Primers, Confederate Music 
teachers, Governesses, and Balhfd-Wtiters 
with as many of the ‘contrabands’ as the 
dear freodom-shriekers will allow us to keep. 
When ‘independence in all things’ has be­
come our motto, I guess wo shall have as 
much ‘intervention’ as wo wish. With these 
brave hearts and loving bands (turning grace­
fully to tho spinners, weavers and knitters) 
we can rear a national fabric compared with 
whjch old Rome in her days of splendor is 
as a twinkling star to tho bright effulgence 
of the meridian sun !”

When the applause succeeding this burst 
of eloquence had nearly subsided, Mrs. Bal­
four, who had come to invite them in to 
supper, and had paused at the door to listen, 
said: ,

“Yes, my dear children, it is-true, if that 
time over comes, wo shall have many wants. 
Tho wise statesman will be needed, the 
learned law-giver, the educated instructor 
of youth, the judicious farmer, and the inge- 
biors median-i. Is that all ? To that great 
structure whWh you have already reared in 
your gluwiug imaginations Religion must 
bo the corner-stone. Yes, we shall want 
mosttif all the faithful Ikrald of the Crow 
and tho self-sacrificing missionary to heath­
en lands. I am happy in believing that 
want will be supplied, for if 1 am riot mis­
taken there is one here who told hw moth­
er not long since he had rather be Robert 
McCheyncHhau tho Duke of Wellington, 
and,” said she, turning to a certain meek 
face near her, “there is another one who 
docs not forget little Jesse the first Sabbath 
in every month, and made what she gives, 
too, selling strawberries out of her own gar­
den. Strange ns it may seem you are now 
forming the future of our struggling coun- 

ftry. God grant that your hands may never 
be ittained with the blued of your fellow- 
may,but that your adult years may be crown, 
cd with all the blessings of peace anil pros­
perity. Come with me. and, in a glass -of 

j sparkling cold water, let us drink a ChrLt- 
!‘kins lunst to the ncWx'uiiitdfhivj .*^ n'f■•~,'-'-’

I Vew7^R.“
I ‘■'h'l'lreD, another year has
>111 l*^ «w«y forever-.-with all its 

sorrows and joys it i, Pihe. MCVer 
more to return. How have you 
employed that year? Fervour 

\£7f advantage? If nit, Oh, what a 
¥ pity I For then you have b.st j^t 

so much, if you had used your time prop­
erly, you might now bo happier, wiser and 
better; you might have given more joy to 
others, and have merited from your heaven­
ly Father the sweet praise, Well dour But 
after till, dear children, (here is not much 
use of lamenting the past-r-it can not be 
recalled; but you can learn a lesson from 
time lost or mi-applied, and you can do 
better in future; you can make better use 
uf the year 1805 than you did of 1861; 
you can study harder and play less, and 
love your father and mother more, and be 
kinder to your brothers and sisters, and 
behave more gently, and say your prayers 
more regularly, and go to Sunday-school 
oftener, and try every way you cun to be 
bettor boys and girls thati you have been. 
1 lieu you will be'happier, and everybody 
will love you more, and you will grow up 
wiser and better th.-m y<m otherwise would, 
and become respected and honored as lung 
as you live, and when you die, you will go 
to heaven.

Now, w6 hope all the young readers of 
the Child’s Index will resolve not to waste 
any time iu 1865, not to disobey father and 
mother, but to study hard, read a "Teat 
deal, bo kind to everybody, and try to be 
good little Christian boys and girls. Now, 
let us seo if you won’t all try.

A PREMIUM.
Wo intend to keep a particular account 

this year, and to the Sunday school that 
takes the largest number of Child’s Indexes, 
over 50 copies during 1865, in proportion 
to its number of scholars, wc will make a 
present d 50 copies for the year 1866. Let 
the Sunday schools take good notice and try 
to gain the premium by taking us many pa­
pers as they can, nnd letting us know the 
average'number of scholars during tho year.

Editor.

. ®$?Th° Jou^1 or (he man who indulges 
in ridiculing the little imperfections of his 
friends, will soon find mankind united to­
gether against him. .

Ho that wouldeaMhe kernel must crack 

tho nut.
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WB COMB WITH SONO TO GREET YOU

wo come with song to greet y^ou; We , come, wo como with song a - gain.wo. come,

i^i^^^^^^fe®
Wo come, wb dome,

n baa passed away 1 Timo swiftly speeds flong; Wo come again to praise and pray, And sing our greeting song.

CHORUS, f. BIPEAT pp. , ’

We come the Saviour’s name to praise, 
To sing tbo wondrous love .

Of Him who guards us all our days, 
And guides to Heaven nbovc.

CHRISTMAS DAY.
While shepherds watched their Hoeks by night, 

All sealed on the ground,
. ’ Tho nngel of tho Lent camo down, 

Aiid glory shouo around.

“J^nr not," said he,—for mighty drend
> Had seized their troubled mind,—*

“Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you mid all mankind.

" Tq you. in David's town, this day
' Is bom, of David’s line,

Tho Saviour, who is Christ the Lord ;
And this shall be the Hign; -

"The heavenly babe you there shall find.
■To human view displayed, •

All meanly wrapt in swathing bonds,

Thus spake lliu seraph, and forthwith
•Appeared a shining throng

Of nntreK praising U r I, who thus 
Addressed their jarful song:

“ All dorr be
•*s»^w**W.-

COKA

^J_i^^cr dear mother died a few years 
Ijk^HUce. Her father is yet a young 

man. Ho felt lonely and sad. Af­
ter mourning a long time he conclu­
ded to get married, (if be could) 
and he was recently married to an 

interesting and pious young lady.
Sometimes the arrival of a step-mother 

in a house produces great dissatisfaction 
agd unhappiness- 1 saw Cora and her new 
mama together, and think they loved each 
other. This is just, as it should be. Now 
dear Cora and all other little girls and boys, 
(and large ones too) who have a step-father 
or mother, I will ask you kindly to remem­
ber that God took your own dear parent nnd 
God has given you. another one. If you’ 
will love that step-father or mother, they 
will love you,, unless their hearts arc as 
hard as steel. I aifr sure this is not the case 
with Corn. And to my other little friends 
let ma say, that if you will only love as you 
should, the hard hearts will melt before your 
tears like wax before a warm fire. Some of 
my little friends may conclude that my 
children have a step-mother, but Cora knows 
that I have but one child, and that his mo­
ther is yet living and as lively as a bird- 
sad now Uuly for this cruef war and the ab- 
sonce of our dear boy who is a member of 
tho Navy, at Mobile, Ala.

My dear little friends must all consider 
me a true friend and try and be good child­
ren. Kindness on your part will drive away 
the unkindness of others.

lesson 2d.
I see nearly all the letters which are sent 

to the Child’s Index.. Some of them have 
mistakes and errors of various kinds. I atu 
book-keeper for tho large Index and for the 
small Index. We have about a peck of dc- 
fcckvc letters sent by old people for the 
‘•Christian Index.” These lettersail had 
money, and yet we cannot send the papers1 
because we cannot learn three facts, all of 
which are necessary to know to insure tho 
paper:

1st—You must give your name.
2d.—You must give tho name of your 

post office.
* 3d—You must give tho name of your 
State. . v

We’ll sing of mercies daily given 
Through every passing year, 

We'H sing the promises of Heaven 
With voices loud and clear.

f
lf you omit cither of tho above three 
things wo will put your letter in a bundle 
[ and not send the paper. One man writes 
every month or so, and frets and scolds be­
cause we do not send him what he wishes. 
He sends money in about half of his letters, 
but wc cannot answer him because ho has 
never given us the name of his post office. 
I hope dear Cora and all of our little friends 

will remember when they write to put on 
tho letter the three things named above.

Your true friend,
F. M. Haygood.

Macon, Ga., Deo 1, ’64.

FROM THE LITTLE ONES.

Lake City, Fla., Nov. 14, *04. 
Dror Mr. Boykin :
1^1 HAVE received four ftuln hers of your 

nice little paper since I wrote to you. 
AWjT Uoikcit oyl two ••Task" In itii <mo- 
/^bur number, and would have sent it to 
fyou, but as it was so near November I 

thought it best to wait awhile.
Mr. Boykin, 1 know you will sym­

pathise deeply with me when 1 tell you how 
lonely it' is here on Sundays. There is nn 
church near us and we cannot got out to 
town conveniently.

Mr. Boykin, 1 ho{ a you will excuse the 
privilege 1 take. 1 have not seen any pieces 
ia the Child’s Index, written by any little 
girls, but 1 have something to tell you about 
my little cousin whom I will call Jimmie, 
and if you think it suitable *to publish you 
can do so. Well, little Jimmie has no mo­
ther ; poor little fellow, he lives with his 
aunt. Ono night his nuut saw him get in 
bed without saying bis prayers. Sho turned 
to him and said :

“What is the matter, Jimmie, that you 
are nut going to say your prayers?”

“Nothing," said Jimmie, “only 1 said 
my proycrs twice last night, and 1 thought 
once would do for to-night.”

I am very glad Mrs. McCrimmon is going 
to write a Christmas Story, and also that 
Burke, Boykin & Co., aro going to publish 
a nice Story Book for the Christmas holi­
days, and 1 wish you would tell us if it is 
going to bo a present or if it is to buy.— 
Please write me and .let me know. But I 
must close this time. 1 hope you will par­
don me for writing such a long letter.

From your little friend,
Lavra H. Sullivan.

Wilkes Co., Ga., Nov. 12, ’04.

Dear Mr. Boykin : _ ^
I expect by this time you have forgotten 

all about “Oak Hill Sunday school," as it 
has been a year since you heard from ns.— 
We nre still in a flourishing condition, nl- 
though it is a private school held at a neigh­
bor's house and has no male superintendent 
or kind pastor such as some of the little 
boys write about. Our school has proved to 
be “an evergreen.’’ Through all the cold 
and pinching'wcather of last winter we did 
not lose a “leaf;’’ not even the smallest “fell 
off,” but were as punctual in attendance as 
the oldest. Wo have had an addition to’ 
pur school, too. It now' numbers thirteen, 
with a prospect of more scholars. Our 
teachers have procured for us quite a lot of 
books—Question books, Library books and 
Testaments. Wo sing from the "Wreath," 
and if you could hear us sing “The An­
chor,” “I want to bd an'ungel,” and others, 
you would believe wo were in earnest.

Oar youthful hearts will gladly raise, 
Out voices sweetly sing, 

A general song of grateful praise, 
To Heaven's eternal King.

The Index is looked for as eagerly as ever. 
Wo missed one or two numbers about the 
time tha Yankee raiders were trying to get- 
get Macon. 1 will close.

Very respectfully, E. T. N.

Charlotte, N. C., Nov. 20, '64;
Dear Mr. Boykin :

Again Fi^kc the privilege of writing to 
your veryAnteresting monthly messenger for 
the purpose of informing its readers how 

; our Sabbath school progresses.
i The last time I wrote (which was about 
three months ago} I believe our school was 
composed of about 95 pupils; we now have 
about 12i>, and have a few^dditious almost 
every Sabbath. .

Wc takeup a collection every week for 
tlfc purpose of procuring books lor the use 
of the school; and also our pope;, which is 
indispensable.
*-* *,*• U«nkt» -!•-;•»» wt .Hill- ^ravxrMs^, 

especially the Young Ladies’.
Two weeks ago the anniversary of our 

school was celebrated on Sabbath afternoon 
at the church, tho exorcises of which were 
opened with prayer by our dear pastor, Kev. 
R. II. Griffith, after which our superinten­
dent, Mr. A. Tabb, stated to the audience 
the object of our mooting, and presented 
each scholar of our school with p copy of 
the Sabbath School Wreath, published in 
Raleigh, N. C. An address was then deliv­
ered by Prof. Winston, of Richmond, Va., 
(who is the teacher of tho Ladies’ Bible 
class) which was instructive to both bld and 
young.

In the afternoon of every Sabbath wo 
meet to siifg; and as this is the only Sun­
day school singing in the place, it is well 
attended by nil denominations. It is con­
ducted by our beloved chorister, Mr. T. 
Davis. 1 guess- it would do the hearts of 
the readers of the Index good if they could 
be present on these occasions.

Fearing you will get tired of such a long 
letter, I will close by wishing you great suc­
cess in your endeavors to please as well as 
profit your readers, and wo all truly hope 
there wyll be no impedimenta to prevent 
your paper from making its regular month­
ly visit*. Yours, truly.

Mollie G.

Green ville, S. C., Nov. 27, *64.

Dear Mr. Boykin :

Wo have a noble Sabbath school, contain­
ing something less than one handled and 
fifty pupils. Our school has been going on 
three years, and has been wpll superinten­
ded during that time. The school him great­
ly increased during the summer, but winter 
is fast advancing, and the school has conse­
quently began to diminish. We have had 
some severe cold weather—most too pinch­
ing for tho children’s feet and fingers, but 
if nothing occurs, when summer comes again 
we will revive od^Sutiduy school, and cause 
it again to flourish and prosper.

• G. L. W.

Anderson, Nov. 12th, 18th.

Dear Mr. Baykin :
I do not think I can write as good a letter 

os some I have seen in the Child’s Index, 
written by boys and girls; but I will try 
and tell you a little about our Sunday school. 
Wo have a good school and a fine man for a 
superintendent, Mr. Hall. All the schol­
ars like him so much. There aro ten class-

es in our school, andfeach is a missionary 
society. (>urs is the largest class; we have 
fifteen boys, all between the ages of ton and 
fourteen, except two little fellows of seven 
and eight; but they are so smart we lot 
them stay. We uro the “Young Warriors." 
If the rest of the Sunday school stopsHhis 
winter, we arq going on, (or our motto is, 
“Press onward~do right and fear, not.*’ It 
is right, to go to Sunday school, and we are 
not afraid of the cold. •

' Every Saturday •fternoon we go to our 
teacher's house to learn to sing, and it would 
do you good to hear us. Wo get up close 
to the melodeon, and just do our best.

Wo think*the paper beautiful, and are al­
ways so glad wharf it conies.

Yours, respectfully,
Johnny Harbison.

TO THE LITTLE ONES.

USAN fl. SMITH, H’m. C. Smith 
and Mary A. Smith.—All Bf ’dur 
letters have bean received and read 

,with great pleasure, and we hope you 
will write again.

IF. Merrill:—Oh, the Yankees and 
t, the war ! They prevent our getting 

printers and paper, sb that we have not been 
able to print the Gift Boot But it was a 
Gift Book in name only-*-it was not to have 
been given away,' but sold just like other 
books. ' .

Malvina P.—Wd arc glad to hear you 
express such noble Christian sentiments and 
hope they will always animate you, and lead' 
you on through this vale qf,tcan to a bright 
and happy home on high. God bless you, 
dear friend.' '

S. J. Reeves —Your letter was very in­
teresting because we know you wrote it 
yourself. See what we say about tho book 
in this paper. t .

IF. T. Horton, Raleigh.**—We tmpC you 
will always like the Sunday school.
# Sallie If. Miter'—Wjut pleasaht letter is 

deceived. We hope thd Yankees will not 
prevent you getting your paper after this. 
But you u«il all tho*littlc children should 
pray that tho Lnrd’will give us.pekoe and 
Yuodde «'"v|£ Jj»aBiy"h the V'uAecR. _

,1 MLSTAKE.
Many oLour little readers think the 

liGift Book'*' tor children, that Burka, 
Boykin & Co , think of publishing, when 
they can, is to be given away. This is a 
mistake. Thu book, if published, will bo 
for sale like any other book. Wc can't tell 
when it will be published.

MENTAL BIBLE PICTURE.
No. 33.

It is Christmas time ! A band of shep­
herds arc watching their flocks by night.— 
All at on.ee the heavens shine bright)y.as if 
I he skies had opened and all the glory of 
God shone forth upon them. A most beau­
tiful angel appears to them and says some­
thing, and all at oncc<u mighty host of most 
glorious angels is seen in the midst of a 
must dazzling blaze of light. They arc clo­
thed in the most beautiful garments- of 
white; in their hands they carry harps of 
gold; and they seem to be singing the 
praises uf God with the most rapturous de­
light. /

The shepherds arc amazed and confound­
ed at tho glorious and wonderful qight; but 
while they gaze in astonishment all tbo an­
gels fade away from sight—itbecomes dark 
again—nnd then they all hastily fisc up 
and proceed together towards a small vil­
lage, as if very anxioui to behold something 
particular.

UCRIPTUIIAL ENIGMA^.

39.
What was set up nt Shiloh? Joshua 18.
Who obtained Hebron by privilege ?— 

Joshua 14. .
Who prophesied tho happiness of Israel? 

Num. 24. ■“ s
Who was the father of Jesse ? Ruth 4: 

17. .
How oftendid the daughters of Israel go 

to lament the'daughter of Jophthah ? Jds.

Where did Sarah die ? Gen. 23.
What was Solomon king over ? 1 Kings 

3. 4.
Who was the first’ monarch ? Gen. 10.
The initials bf\ho above will spell the 

name of our ever kind and faithful super­
intendent, and pastor.

A S. S. Scholar.

tt  ̂Pun ch says that “Timo is money;” 
but it does not follow that a inarms a very 
heavy capitalist who has a great deal of it 
on hand.
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CHRISTMAS AT UNCLE CHARLIE'S

A STORY.

CHAPTER II.

f
,HILE we were Waiting for Aunt 
Mary, Tommy and Willie wentout 
into the yard'aad commenced gath­
ering snow balls. At length Willie 
called out—

“Do, P«P*, come and see.what a 
strange bird this is I” • 

Uncle Charlie readily obeyed the sum­
mons ; but no sooner had he reached the 
yard than he was assailed by both boys with 
showers of snow balls. Seeing two against 
one, Carrie and I ran out and attacked the 
boys, but we soon found that Uncle Charlie 
was more than a match for them both.— 
Sometimes he would have one down and 
then the other, while Carrie and I employed

ourselves in assisting the weaker party. We 
got the worst of it, however, from both sides, 
and were heartily glad, after an hour’s sport, 
to return into the house and sit quietly bv 
the fire. ; J _

As soon as we were warm and comforta­
bly seated I asked Uncle Charlie to explain 
how we might learn a lesson of politeness 
from monkeys.

“I am sure I- jiever saw anything like 
politeness in their demeanor," Willie said, 
laughing.

“Nor 1,” Carrie added, casting a mischie­
vous glance at Tommy.

, “But you have never scon them in inrgc 
droves, as I have,” Uncle Charlie replied. 
“It is only Jn company, you know, that 
monkeys as well as people have opportuni­
ties of exhibiting politeness. There is a 
species of palm free growing in South Ame­
rica which bears an excellent, kind of fruit, 
of which monkeys art) vepy fond, but the 
treeJs so covered over with thorns that no 
animal can climb it, and, as monkeys have 
no means of cutting it down, how do you 
suppose.they get the fru^?” ,

After various incosregt guesses, wc at 
length save up that Wo Could nd. imagine, 
ihfci then'» ■ note Charlie‘proceeded to tell us :

“By a kind provision qf Providence (for 
nothing happens by chanced a very tall tree 
generally grows beside this palm, but too 
tall for any one to reach the fruit from its

“Bridges of themselves 1” we all excl^m- 
ed; "how on earth do they manage it!”

“They select a spot/ he continued, 
“where two tall trees stand opposite to each 
other on the two banks of the river orcreek 
they wish to cross; and this is not hard to 
find, as the trees grow to an immense height 
in those wild countries. Having found a 
suitable place, a party of them climb to one 

, of the topmost limbs, from which they form a 
string as before described. Wheq it is long 
enough to reach across, they swing them­
selves over and catch to the branch of the 
opposite tree. This forms an admirable 
bridge over which the rest can pass in per­
fect safety.”

“Like ambitious men walking into power 
over the heads of common people,” Aunt 
Mary said, smiling. •

"Yes, and they ape us more strikingly 
in their respect for royalty," tfc replied.
. “What do they know of royalty ?” we all 
inquired.

“A great deal,” was the reply, “they have 
their kings and rulers whom they treat with 
the moat profound respect. While the com­
mon monkeys are passing over the bridge 
those who compose it amuse themselves with 
biting and tickling them as they pass.— 
Sometimes these cry out with pain, and the 
rest all laugh at them, which raises'a great 
clatter. But when the king comes along, 
not a sound is uttered—each bows his head 
with reverence as though he was proud to 
have the king walk upon him.” *

“I wish I could see a monkey bridge,” I 
sdid, when Uncle Charlie had ceased speak­
ing*

“As you may never have that pleasure,” 
he replied, going to the table and, taking up 
his sketch book, “I will show yml a picture 
of one which I drew in buiilh Amnlcn.”

Wc all crowded around him, ami there, 
sure enough, was the bridge just as he had 
represented it. The book contained other 
pretty scenes—sumo among the ’ Andes, 
which were grand and imposing, while oth­
ers were simply beautiful. We spent^Aorc 
than an hour in looking at thcm'aiifl asking 
questions about them, tv all of which Uncle 
Charlie very kindly replied, tu that we hud

“But I prefer going myself,” Carrie and 
Willie both replied.

I said nothing, for being away from homo 
and having no money with me, I had noth- 
Mg to give. The thought of thia fact 
brought tears to my eyes, but just us they 
were forcing themselves through my closed 
eyelids a bright idea occurred to my mind. 
I had a nice new shawl, which might keep 
her warm during the cold weather; but I 
was afraid my aunt would object to my giv­
ing it away, as it was all the one I had, and 
njv parents were not so wealthy as Uncle 
Clmrlie and Aunt Mary. I was determined, 
however, to make au effort to carry out my 
benevolent purpose, so I stole quietly behind 
her chair and asked in a whisper if I could 
give my shawl.

“Certainly, dear if yon wish to,” she re­
plied, and with a light heart I bounded 
away to get ready for the trip.

Soon we were equiped with hoods and 
gloves and comforters, together with the 
presents we designed to give, and a basket 
of nice things which' Aunt Mary sent by a 
servant. You ought to have seen how bright 
and joyous we looked as went o«t in the 
pure cold air, where the snow lay like a 
white mantle over-everything. The sun 
was glittering upon the icicles that hung 
from almost every leaf, reflecting back u 
thousand beautiful dyes, and you who haVc 
never seen the earth covered with Snow 
cannot imagine what a lovely scene it was.

Wo danced along as merry as the little 
birds that tripped above the frozen snow, 
and soon reached Mrs. Carey’s house. The 
old lady hobbled to the door on hearing us 
knock, and we were ushered into ft small 
room where she had been hovering over a 
few coals tn keep warm.

“Merry Christmas, Aunt Carey,” Carrie 
said, approaching the little fire.

“Ah, child,” the old lady replied, wiping 
her eyes with her'jlpron, “the days of merry 
Christmas are over with me forever. Once 
my little girl and boy played about my 
knees, and my poor husband gave them and 
me Christmas gifts out of his hard turn­
ings ; then 1 hud merry Christ masses, but

ajMudttfulijguL. __—*____ —V —<-W •— ■
After a while Aunt Mary surprised us all ]

by asking if we remembered what day it

nut now.” Itn^HU

overhanging boughs. The monkey, howev­
er, overcomes this difficulty in the following 
ingenious manner. A party of them climb 
up the tail tree, after which one of them 
goes out on a litfib above the palm and fas­
tens bis tail securely to this limb, and then 
throws bis body downward. Another <hcn 
goes out and fastens his tail around this 

.one’s neck and body, putting it over one 
‘shoulder and under the other any, like a 
sash, and lets his head swing down. Anoth- 

^er attaches himself in the same way to him, 
and so they continue until a string has been 
formed long enough towcach the fruit. Then 
the lowest one pulls it off and throws it 
down to these waiting below.”

“But, father,” Tommy exclaimed, “I 
Would think such a weight would be too 
much for the first one’s tail.”

, .“Your idea.is perfectly natural, niy son j 
but this tribe of mqnkeys is called prehen- 
•Ue, on account of the great strength of their 

' tail*. They can wrap them’around the limbs 
. of trees, throw’‘their, Jodies .off, and sleep

’soundly. Th^ aw die in IK* way, and 
. ibed once dead a’ man’s strength is not suf-- 
ficient to pull them away?’
’ “Button have not yot told us about their 

politeiuu" I said, playfully.
. “I was just coming to that,” be replied. 

“Largedroves of them, assemble under these
. palm trpes, while their string of brethren 

are gathering the fruit from above; but not 
one of them will touch a single nut until the 
last one has demanded from the tree. When 
any one happens to transgress this rule of 
politeness he is beaten by the rest, until ho 
m Riad to make his escape. This denying 
themselves for the convenience of others is

‘ thoeseenee of true politeness.”
■ “How does the string’manage to get down 

again?” Tommy inquired.
“The lowest one runs up the line of mon­

keys and then down the tree, until they arq 
all down,’* be answered. , ‘ «

“I had do idea the little ugly things pos­
sessed so much intelligence,” Carrie at length 
observed. •

^ can tell you a more remarkable evi­
dence of their ingenuity than that,” Uncle 
Charlie replied. “They differ from other 
animals in not being able to swim, and in or­
der to overcome this disadvantage they 
make bridges of themselves.’” ’

was.
“Certainly, wc know it is Christmas,” wo 

all answered at once.
“And do you know what Christmas 

means?” she again inquired.
“The birth-day of Christ/' was the reply.
“What did Christ come into the world 

for ?” . , ..
“To save sinners,” said one.
“To bring peace on earth and good will 

towards men,” answered another.
“Both of you arc correct,” she answered, 

“and now, as wo arc commanded to be fol­
lowers of Christ, whftt should his example 
teach us ?” *

“To do good to others,” was Ae response. 
“Have any of you followed his example to­
day f”

pleasant for you,” Carrie replied. “Here 
arc some things my mother has sent you, 
and sho says you must lot Phillis make you 
a fire and draw you a cup of warm tea. I 
have brought you sonic warm woollen stock­
ings, and my brother and cousin have each

,‘I have tried to be kind aud'poiitcto all 
around mo,” I answered hesitatingly. I ,

"Very good as far as it goes; but w that 
all that you cun' do ?” I

‘“I don’t know—-if I knew of anything 
else I would do it.” ,

“Very well. Suppose, ns .you sjt by a 
warm fire, enjoying all the comfoctsMf ]tfc, 
you know of a poor family who were iuffcr- 
ing for food and clothing, Whak woufP vi-ti 
do?” ’ ' • • | /

“We jvould give .them .some of pur good 
things,” was the pnivci^al response.

“Would you be filling to leave this nice 
fire and pleasant room, and the agreeable 
company here, to go out in (he cold q&d car­
ry* them something to eat and way ?” she 
again inquired. - *

“I could senA Phillis whir it,” Tommy 
said, drawing himself closer to the fire.

“I would go myself,”' Willie spoke up, 
bravely.

"And -so would I,” mid 'Carrie.
“And I would, because Christ came him* 

se^to help us,” I answered timidly,
"The best of reasons,” Aunt Mary mjd, 

smiling pleasantly. “Po6r old Mrs. Oerey* 
is sick and needs many things this cold. 
morning which you all have in abundance; 
what will you do for her ?” .'

“She shall habe all the money jn my sav­
ing’s box I”-Willie answered, promptly.. 
.' "And the warm woollen stockings*which 
I have just finished/ Carrie added, eagerly.

“I will send some apples,” Tqjnmy said, 
drawing nearer to the lip, “there is no use 
in so many of us going. Phillis, I am sure, 
can take all we have to send.”* ' ’

a present for you.”
Willie then gave her big money, after 

which I presented my shawl.
“God bless you, my dear children, and 

bless the mother who taught you to remem­
ber those in distress. I have been in great 
pain all day—80 much pain I have not been 
able to remain in bed, and my old thin shawl 
has not been sufficient to keep mo warm.— 
God will reward you, my dear,” she added, 
placing her hand upon my head. ‘“Ho that 
giveth to the poor fendeth to the Lord,’ and 
He may repay you when you least expect it. 
His promises never fail.”

“You have forgotten to present Tommy’s 
apples,” I whispered to Willie.

“Sure enough,” ho.said, taking them 
from the basket, “here arc some apples 
which my brother sent you.”
. “I am much obliged to him but I cannot 

cat apples; they do not agree with me.— 
Why did not your brother come with you?”

Willie blushed and stammered, and said 
his brothe/diil not feel like coming out in 
the cold; and in order to change the sub- 
joct I commenced telling her about the 
Christmas Tree. • She listened in silence to 
my lively description, until the tears again 
began tojteal down her cheek;. •

“How like you are to my poor Jennie that 
sleeps in the church-yard garden,” sho said, 
wiping her eyes; “I remember when she 
was about your age how sho used to hang up 
.her stocking, though she was too old to bo- 
Keve in Santa Clans, just to see what I would 
put in it. You have her eyes and mouth 
exactly. God will not forget you.”

By this time Phillis had made the ten, 
and after seeing her drink some of it and 
cat soiylTHght rolls and butter, we took our 
departure, a great deal wiser and happier 
than when wc came.

. We arrived at home in fine spirits and 
with appetites whetted by air and exercise, 
Mid found, dinner awaiting us. Tommy was 
silent while we told how wc hud enjoy W our 
walk and the gratitude the poor old lady 
manifested ou receiving our presents, and 
changed the subject as soon as ho could by 
telling that ha had caught Ms monkey try­
ing to shave himself. This made us aft 
laugh, and we had a merry tithe. Uncle 
Charts told some nice stories about what

he had seen in his travels, and the dinner 
hour flew rapidly away. We had more 
games and stories during the afternoon, and 
it was, indeed, a MerRy Christmas.

The next morning when 1 went to start 
homo my aunt put a bundle in my band and 
told me nut to open it till 1 arrived at home. 
I promised her I would not, and although 
my curiosity was greatly excited, I kept.my ■ 
word. As soon, however, as-I entered the 
door I untied my bundle and found a beau­
tiful new shawl, much finer and handsomer 
than the one I had given away. As I held 
it up to the admiring gaze of iny mother a 
small card dropped on the floor. I took it 
up and read these words—“He that giveth 
to the poor lepdeth to the Lord.”

The promise.had been verified sooner than 
I expected, and I was grateful and happy; 
but this was not the last of it. A few weeks 
afterwards Uncle Charlie and .Aunt Mary 
came to spend a day with my mother. They * 
brought the sad intelligence that poor old/ 
Aunt Carey was dead. It was not so wad 
either when we reflected that she Jiad been 
taken from a life of pain and sorrow to one 
of rest and happiness, for in her last mo- 
ment^slic expressed u hope in Christ.

“Sno sent this to yob, dear,” Aunt Mary 
said, handing me a bundle, because you so 
generdiisly gave her your shawl, and (poked 
so much like her Jennie.” >

“What is it?" I asked, finding it heavieh^ 
than I expected.

“Look and see,” njy aunt replied. I ac­
cordingly tqrc off the wrapping piper and 
found the shawl £ had given her. Inside of 
this was an old Bible, much worn by use, 
though not lorn. But there was still some­
thing cho. An old dirty stocking! What 
could to in it! 1 tried to untie the string 
which secured its contents, but it was knot­
ted so hard I could not, so 1 get a knife and 
cut it. Then seizing the old thing at the 
toe 1 turned it upside down, when Io! a 
pile of shining gold pieces fell into my lap! 
Had a ghost suddenly appeared before me 
I could not have been more astonished The 
idea that poor old Aunt Carey had money 
never had occurred to me. much less the 
thought of her giving^t t.

- ••Where df& it come 
could utter.

“From under the head of the poor uld 
creature’s bed,” my aunt replied, “where 
sho has been hoarding it for the last thirty 
or forty years. She had no relation on earth 
to whom she could leave it, and having tak­
en a fancy to you, sho decided to leave it to 
you, and I guess the hand of Providence 
was in it.”

“I hope so.” I answered, with tears of 
gratitude io my eyes ; and I have never 
since forgotten that “He that giveth to the 
poor” leudetb to one who is able to pay a 
hundred fold. ’ ,

Prayer for Christmas Morning. ’ 
Oh, our Father, who art in heaven, let 

me not,, in the joys of Christmas, forget'why 
we rejoice. I thank thee that thou didst 
once send thy Son Jesus into the world to 
live with men, and that ho was ever born at 
Bethlehem. Mako*me like him when he 
was a child—kind, gentle and obedient. 
Bless all little children who have not such 
kind friends, and such a wpim home as I 
have; and pray God lake earc of them, and 
do nor let them want. Make me love my ’ 
Saviour, and hear my prayer, for his dear 
name’s sake! Amon. .
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