MORALS FROM

CILRISTDIAS DAY,

s¢ And tho Old Grave porcoived how wintor
way passing  way ; yot the graves had not set-
tlod which was tho worthivst.  Ho ho spokennd
rid, ** My fiendy, have contrivad o way whore-
by yo shull discover the most svorthy. I will
spoak to the Avchangol who ¢ aes hither this
ave, and ho shull docide for ug; tor, belwid ! is
not this ove Clisistmus Evo, tho ove of all oves,
which angols and men koop together ' 8o the
gravos agroed to what the Old Grave snid, and
sang thus in honour of Chiristmas Fva i—* Snerod
is the Evo of Cliristinus ; sacred to the angels and
v mane  Already hatl the holly beon cut ; the
charch is green with it Wharefore hath tho hol-
Iy beon eut?  Wherefore is the ehurch groon?
Boeaveo it is the ove of Christ’s birth, when tho
world grew grecn again ; for it wns old with years
and erime. B_nt when Christ camo, tho over-
greons apyeng up before him.  Glory to the hol-
ly which grew up on that day ! 1 is the eame
through all sonsons ! its leaves are not sacred
by the winter winds. They are prickly and
bright.  'Tho beasts of’ the field touch them not.
Itgrows in stormy pluces : its berries are sound
and vod.  Thick thoy ‘clustor, that they may do
honour to Christmns.  ‘They ure roverenced by
augels ”* When the graves hod sung thus, they
waited for tho Archangel to come with his host :
nor long did they wait, for presently, in tho eoft
rys of the moon, with low melodies hovering
about them, thore cumo down angels in multi-
tudes infinito, with their Archangel in the midst,
Bright was their proscuce, though men saw it not :
thay filled the church-yard with peaco.”* .

Wao must omsit the figurative dialogue between
the Old Grave und the Archangel, who was call-
cdupon to settle the dispute, by pronouucing
which was the most worthy grave.

“Behold whoro the first snow-drop shall spring
up inthe now year : that is the most worthy
gave.””  For thren days thoy Jooked, and snw
nought 3 but on the fourth day, behold ! there was
aspow-drop on a lowly despised grave which lay
ina corner, and was neglected by the other graves.
No tombstone it had, and no tree by its side.
So-the graves were astonished among themselves,
ud said, “Why is the lowly grave exalted
thovo us oll 2 What hath it done that it should
be vo honored ? Let us speak to it.”” 8o they
ulied of the despised grave ; who answered and
nid,—*¢ My feiends, 1 cannot tell you this thing,
Ask of the Angel of the Sabbath who lives among
usall 1 . . . The Angel of
the Sabbath answered, ¢ Iiave ye forgotten the
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Boggne's Grave which waa erowned by angals
whon man hud not crowned it 2 ‘This is the
Beggne's Grave,  Much worrow was in bis lifo
time, but ho did not complain.  Ho wus deserted
by the frivnds of his young days, but ho romem-
herod that he had o Friond who know no chunge.
His F2ith hold fast in ndvorsity.  Ho knult to sny
his prayars on tho cold atono : sitoat in his afllic-
tion, silont before his Buviour, Thoreforo when
ho died, Lo was tokeon whithor Luzurus wont be-
foro ltim ; and this his grove ix honoured with
a sow-dsop rather than the other graves,”” Thus
spoko the Angol of the Babbath | whom the
other gruves nnswored, and suid, *“ It is a just
judgment. Lot the Beggar's Grave be honoused
from this time. The grave of wealth shall bido his
hend ; tho grave of glory shall bonrst no more.
Our dispute is ondod. Weleoms, thon young
gnow-drop ! White thou art as tho virgin snow.
Thou bringest plonsent tidings of the spring.’’
So the graves gavo honor to tho Beggar’s Gravoe,
and it was exalted ubove all the graves from that
timo. And when the graves had given honour
to tho Beggne's Grave, they spoke to it and snid,
*'Tell us what grave wo must honour next to
thee ; and, for thy suke, we will honour it.”’
And the heggar’s grave answered, ¢ No kin have
§. 1 am a solitary grave. Lot the Mothor's
Gravo—the mother of tho little maiden—be ho-
noured next to me. . . .
Also when the grandfuther and granddaughter die,
lot their graves Lo honoured along with the Mo-
ther’s Grave. What is so pleasunt as a Christian
family joined together in one hope under the snme
turf 2> So the dispute of the graves was ended.
Aud the little 1nuid got well ; uand her brother
came buck from sea ; and Spring came oagain,
with its angels ; aud flowers sprang up anew in
the church-yard. But of all the graves there, no
gmse was so fair as the Beggar’s Grave ; for
with the sweetest of wild-flowers the angels plan-
ted it about. 'They guurded it by day and night,
and moistened it with carly dew.”>

Such is a smull specimen of this sweet little
book. We hail it as an omen that, though the
minds of children are crammed with ¢ Useful
Knowledge,”” the imagination-starving system is
about to give place to one pormitting more gene-
rous nurture. This juvenile volume, we ought to
say, is very prottily embellished.

[The reader will perceive that the tenor of the
Inst remark is not such as to throw a slur upan the
enrly instruction of children in that which is useful

~-but is rather a denouncement of that éystem
which undoubtedly tends to cramnp the tender

mind of infuncy.]



