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THERE is a sweet
'time when yoth

returns to us,-
spring, when even old.

-e bouglis awake -and aid

when we aire chiidren,-when- in the

once mo*re, when the air is musical
though the birds have vanisbed, and
Innocence, wharn we have mourned so

lncornes back again in the liglit-
ing oi the fir tree.

In this blessed, season, Love is noa
longer the littie May-day' archer with
his quiver full of siglis. Wily huntsman
of hurnan hearts, he knows where he

siall frnd -us iiow, in the kindness of
the year, - flot under greenwood
boughs but under roof trees, by our

blazing fires,-and there lie stalks us,

whole farilies at a tirne, descends

stealthiiy ta the sacred hearthistane in

the dead of night, when the house is

barred and oiily the chirnney is openi

to, the sky, and ail are sleeping. He

cornes; but la! no naughty littie boy:

a man, fuît grawn!-a repentant and

reputabie Cupid, this (he bas altered

:iis very narne), a leading citizen, a

deacon in the churcli; in short, a

family Lave, a benevolent grandfath-1

er Love, bearded and mantied against

the cald, and with a rigbty quiver

at bis back stuffed full af toys. Sucli

are tbe darts lie carnies now, and

thus rnen say, Love.thffe true parent

af us ail, visits in bis kindly winter

the chidren af bis ardent spring.

It is indispjutable that from Lave

thase presents carne wbich chuîdren find

ini their Cbristmas stockings, and

lianging an their lighted trees. Ta

cali hirn Santa,- Claus is but ta give

Iiiiiibis Christian narne. Beware!

calI hirn Saint Nichalas, if yau choose,

but rernember that lie is Old Nick

wýîli. Next spring lie wil 1 be the pa-

gan gad again, baîf-drunken witb the

utint of flowers, and at bis oid, aId

:avoc under the liiac tree. He is a

Ad and perennial apostate, this fel-

0w Love, and nat by any mnanner of

i: ;s'cnarY zeal ta be c -f ýeT-teü LIH

A stns (tl ititma£ï tuutb a

lqappgj Ngi~a i

AChristmas Glee
]3-jEtlmuad V»S eCoake

Jiind the boughs o/jol/y ho//y

Iii a girdie 'round the Earih;

Love i5 wisdom, ha/e isfo/Zv;

Ch ris/mas brings another biir/h.

De.rk the wordfroin pole Io pole

Andgar/and il and zrealh il;

JJIistiloe aboz'e the who/e,

Sa kiss the world beàneath it,

Raise alestai Chrisimas-re

With the stars for cand/es:

Love the Santa Caus shahlie '

And b/ess each gi/t he handies.

Mo/her Ea,-th is beaming now;

Nol a joy has missed her,

Mist/e/oe is on lier irow

And Santa Caus has kiseed her.

the. frost ,eddent hie
tender ski». Thusaua- I
nually lie rmennces
pleasure and becômes a

ye$. Tun -titl e e

,hie cldrea,aare of theïr,
fatIher pagans f rom blrtli
es" long as- 111e is wartn; but at
first shiver of their apWr6achhini
ter they cail on heaven to* send dojwc4
Its everlesting eheer.V

Love's underfathers partake of h,
conversion. His autuzunal saintinOý
descends upon al thoughtful an4ud-"
pentant paternel souls, never, oe
surely than in those firçiit hours Whe
I hey gather their children about tho.,
hearths; and neyer more deeplyd
they feed this speil than on that ho
eve with its nierories, of Be4hî, hei*

"But you neyer saw Santa Claiur
cries Unbelief.

No, nor ever saw God, yet we be.,ý
lieve in Him; nor ever saw angels*.
though cn 'Sinai and ini Gethstmaneï
on the heights of 111e as well as -i
'deep< a glory blinds us and w. lhe
a rushing as of wings.

What men observe they must -
c ount for. Long ago, finding .. o-M
haunting their winter- hearthor, bût
a love, different, an older, 1i4
lier, more paternel spiit ,th4
that fierce young huntsman of thé
M ay, they straightway traccd him4
the chininey,-traced him to lits skry4
ey source, just as of old they hà6
traced God from His secn earth tà
His unseen heaveu. And now, in this
lesser quest, they found hlmeat Iset
whorn they were seeking,-ruddy iké
their household fires, rotund and
jolly as their' Christmds cheer-and
they called him Santa Çlaus, which
ta this very day mneans Hearth Love,
Winter Love, Christmas Love, Fath..
er and Mother Love: Love that loves
chidren,-that loves to deliglit them,
loves to surprise them, loves to steal
F oftly in the night to- watch themi
Fleeping, even as of old shepherdé,
lhey say, solight Hirn Who was
cradled in a manger, under a star.

Thus Santa Claus cornes, year after
year, .ta lis li.tle chidren;- and
wiil corne. aiwaYs, till the -ast sok
ing has bëeephuing.
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