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.not much to give-you; .but whatever we

:nours; before Mary awoke and softly.

. whispered to. har . Srother, * Valentine, .

. -dear. wake, and -lstea. .
t

.covered him over, and said to each other,

VoL XVIIL]

TORONTO, DECEMBER 17, 1898.

[No bl

Glory to God in the Highest.

At Bethlehem the night Jay stiil.
The shepherds kept their flocks from fil,
When round about tuem shone that
lght,—
When burst that chorus on the night,
“Glory to God in the highest I”

And, " Peace on earth, good will to men,”

The angel choir goft chanted then:

But on the wondering souls there fell,

At that first word, a mighty spell,
“Glory to Qod in the highest !”

Straightway they left their flocks alone;
They found the babe, as it was shown;
They ‘knelt upon the gtable floor,
And came ropeating o’sr and o'er,

“ Giory t0°'God {n the highest '

This was the first glad Christmastide,
Which now we herald far and wide,
The angels taught the song to men,

T

Then Valentine rubbed his oyes and|

listened. It was sweet music indeed, and
sounded like beautiful volces singing to
the tones of a harp:

“ 0, Holy Child, we greet thee ! bringing
Sweo’at strains of Larp to aid our sing-
ng.”

The children lstened, while a solemn
joy fllled their hearts; then they stepped
softly to the window to see who might bo
without.

In the east was a streak of rosy dawn,
and in its light they eaw a group of
children standing before the bouse,clothed
in silver garments, holding golden harps
in their houds. Amazed at this sight,

the children were gazing still out of the
window, when a light tap caused them
to turn round. There stood the stranger-
child before them clad in & golden dress,
with a gleaming radiance round hts curl-
“1 am the little Christ-child,”

ing halr,

And men took up the straln again,
“@lory to God in the highest !

But now with much of pomp and show,
v th hollv and with mistletoe.
With glitter oft instead of gold,
We keep the feast without the Jid
" Glory to God. in the highest '’

The peace on earth we ne'er forget;
Good will to men I3 potent yet;
From earthly grapes we press the wine,
But miss the flavour go divine,

“ Glory to God in the highest !”

Forgive us, Lord, that we should dare
To reap the harvest of thy care,
The joy and peace we have not sown,
Yet fail with grateful hearts to owm,
“@lory to God in the highest !”

And while so warm our pulses beat,
Aud gifts and greet'ngs seem 5o gweet,
a3y Jdeep within our hearts this song,
In undertone, be flowing strong.

“ Glory to God in the higheit!”

A 8TORY FOR CHRISTMAS EVE.

Most children bave seen & Christmas
‘tree, and many know that the preity and
nleasant custom of hanging gifts on its
boughs comes from Germany, obut per-
haps few have heard or read the story
that is told to little German children re-
specting the origin of this custom. The
story is-called “ The Little Stranger.”

In 8 small cottage on the borders of a
forest lived a poor labourer. He bhad a
wife and two children. The boy’s name
was Valentine, and the girl was called
Mary, they were obedient, good children,
and & great comfort to. thelr parents.
One winter evening this happy little
tamlly were sitting quietly round the
hearth, the suow and the wind raging
outsige, while they ate their supper of
dry bread, when a gentle tap was heard
on the window, and a childish voice called
from without, “O let me 1, pray! 1
am a2 poor little child with nothing to
‘eat and no home to go to, and I shall die
of cold and hunger unless you let me in "

Valentine and Mary jumped up from
the.table and ran to open tho door, say-
ing, . Come in, poor little child, we have

‘have we will-ehare with you.” .

The etranger-child came in and warmed
his cold.hands and:fset at the fire, and
the children gave.him:the best they had
‘to eat, After supper they sald, ' You
must be tired, too, poor child; He down
on. our ‘bed; we can sleep on the bench
for-one night.”

"So they took their little guest into
thelr sleeping-room, laid him on the bed,

+ How thankful: we. ought to be we bhave
warm rooms.and ‘@ cosy ‘bed, while this
.poor child has only ‘heaven for his roof
andithe-cold esrth.for his slesping-place.”
Whea thelr:father and-mother went to
bed,. Mary and Valertine lay quite con-
‘tentedly an-'the: bench- near the fire, 8ay-
ing, bdbeforo . they fell. asleep, “ The
stranger-child will ‘be-so happy to-night
in his warm .bed.” e
- 'IHe kind:children:had.-not slépt many-

he sald,

“who wanders through the

by his Father's side, yet we may 3ather
from this story tho same truth which
the Bible plainly tells us, that any one
who helps a Christian child {u distross,
it will be counted unto him as it he had
indeed done it unto Christ.—Children’s
Prize,

Christians are like the geveral flowers
in a garden that bave each of them the
dew of heaven, which, being shaken with
the wind, thay let fall at each other’s
roots, whsreby they are jointly nour-
{shed and become nourishera of each
othor.—Bunysn.

O that Christ would break down tho
old, narrow vessels of these narrow and
ebb souls and make fair, deep, wide,
and broad souls to hold a sca and a full
tide, flowing over all {ts banks, of
Christ’'s love—Rutherfonl.
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TULK-TIDE IN NORWAY.'

world bringing peace and happiness to
good children. You took me in and
cared for me this night when you thought
I was only a poor child, and now you
shall have my blessing for what you
bhave done.”

A fir-tree grew near the house; from
this he broks a tw!g, which he planted
in the ground, saying, * This twig shall
become a tree, and shall bring forth
fruit year by year for you.”

No sooner had he done this than he
vanished, and with him-the little cholr
of angels. But the fir-branch gruew, and
became a Christmas tres, and on fts
branches hung golden apples and silver
‘nuts every Christmastids.

_ Such 18 the story to}d.to German chii-
dren- cohcerning: their ‘beantitul Christ-
mas.trees, apd thoogh we know ihat the'
:real-little Christrhild can rever-be was-
dering. cold and homeless again in. our

nd -listen. to- ‘the sweet
ubdee the-windowrt™ . . . -

D= Sl
yo»

ey S
W lw -.‘-.' - -

- o st

L'srorld, Sussmich A3-hy i sufe_in Jeaven |

-,

Ohristmas in Norway.
BY CELIA THAXTEER,
In the far-off land of Norway,
Where the winter lingers late,
And long, for the singing birds and
flowers,
The little children wait

When at last the summer ripens,
And the harvest {3 gathered {n,
And food for the bleak, drear days to

come,
The toiling people win;

Throogh all the iand the cbildren
In the golden fields remain

“Til]l taelir busy little hands have gleaned

A generous sheaf of grain.

All the stalks by the reapers forgotten,
. They.glean ta:the very least,
To.savs il the-cold December,

‘For the sparrows’ Christmas feast.

-

i Burns

| the alpbebet

B0

end to end

J Weems® “Life of Washington.”
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lAnJ then thro=gh the trost locked coun

try.
There happens a wonderful thing ©
The sparrows flock north, south, cast,

west,
For the children’s offering.

Of a sudden tho day Lefore Christmas,
The twittering crowds artive,

And the bitter. wintry air at once
With thelr chirplog is all alive,

They perch upon roof and gable,
On porch aud feace and treo;
They flutter about the windows,

And peer in curlously;

And meet the eyes of the children,
‘Who eagerly look ont,

With cheeks that bloom iike roses red,
Angd greot them with welcoming shout.

On the joyous Christmas morning,
In tront of every door
A tall x;o!e. crowned with clustering

- grain,
Is set the birda befare.

And which are the happiest truly
It would be bard to tell
The gparron. nbo share in the Christ
mas cheer,
Or the chitdren who love them so well *

{ When thbis pre ty atory was told me,

By one wiL. had helped to rear
The rustling graln for the merry birds
In Norway, many 8 year,

I thought that our little children
Would like to know it, too,

{t seems to me so beautiful,
Such a blessed thing to do—

To make God's innocent creatitres ase
In every child a friend,

And on our faithful kindness
So fearlessly depend.

~—Independent.

LINCOLN'S BOYHOOD.

There were no libraries and hut fow
books in the °‘ back settlements* f{n
which Linertno lved Amoung tho few
volumes whi b he found ip the cablns
of the Illit rate “cmilies by which he
was aurroun jJed were the Bible Bunyan‘s
¢ Pligrim’'s Progress.” Weems' " Life of
Washington ** and the poems of Robtert
These he read over and over
again, unt!’ they became as familiar os
The Blble has been at
all times the book {n every home and
cabin fn the repub'ic; yet it was truly
sald of Lin oln, that no man. clergymran
or otherwis(, rould be founda so fum!i'ar
with this hook a3 be °This { appoer«n*
both in his conversation and his writ
ifngs. There 18 hardly a speech or
State paper of his In wkich allusions and
{llustrations taken from the Bible did
not appear. Burns he could quote from
Long afterward he wrote
o most able lecture upon this, perhaps
next to Shakespeare, his favourite poet
Young Abraham borrowed of the nelgh-
hours and read every book he couid hear
of {n the scttlement within o wide cir-
cult, If by chance ke heard of a book
that he had not read, he would walk
many mliles to borrow it. Amoag other
volumes he borrowed of one Crawford,
Read-
ing it with great eagerness, he took it to
bed with him in the Ioft of tho eadla,
and read on until his nubbin of tallow
candle had burned out. Then he placed
the book between the logs of the cabin,
that it might be at hand as soon as
there was }ight enough in the moraning
to enable him to rcad. Gut during the
night 2 violent raln tame on, and he
. awoke to find his book wet through and
through. Drying it as well as he could,
he went to Crawford and told him of ths
mishap, and as he bad no money to pay
Yor ft, offered {0 work out {Lo value of
the {pjured volume Crawford fixed the
price at three dzys® work, and the-future
President pulled corn three deys and
thus becam . the nwner of the fascinating
book. 'He thougki the labour well fn-
vested.—Arnold’s new “ Life of Abrabam

{ Liacoln.”



