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CHRISTMAS.

The inn was full at Bethlehem ;
A busy crowd was there ;
And some were rich, and some were wise,
And some were young and fair ;
But who or what they were, to-day
There is not one to care ;
Buat in the cattle’s manger
‘I'here lay a baby stranger,
Soft nestled, like a snow-white dove, among
the scented hay 3
And lo, through Him was given
OQur song to earth and heaven,
The song two worlds together sing upon a
Christmas day :
“Glory to God ! Good-will to men yn
Oh listen ! Wake it once again !
+ Peace upon earth ! Good-will to men ! v

They sing it, those who sang it first,
The angels strong and high ;
They sing, in shining white, the saints
Who died long years gone by ;
And all the fiuttering cherub throng,
The children of the sky ;
They sing, the patient, waiting souls
Who stiil faith’s conflicts know ; |
They sing, life’s happy innocents,
Their taces all aglow ;
One melody fills heaven above,
And floats from earth below,
The song of that sweet stranger,
Who in the cattle’s manger
Lay, nineteen hundred years ago, among |
the scented hay !
All sin and wrong forgiven,
Earth seems close kin of heaven,
And sweet two worlds together sing upon
a Christmas day.
— Marian Douglas, in Harper's Bazar.

PATTY.
By ApeLe E. Thompson.
(Concluded from last issue.)

Homer Lane was the oldest |
son of his house, *“a fine young |
fellow,” as people said, but the
face shaded by his gray felt hat
was at that moment anything but |
a pleasant or a cheerful one.

His forehead was clouded with |
a frown, there was an angry light
in his downcast eyes, and his lips
seemed still trembling with the
angry words that had so lately |
passed them, and that to his
father.

There had been a measure of
provocation, and Homer,smarting
under it, felt entirely justified in
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what he had said: nor was this the
first occasion of friction between
father and son. Mr. Lane was a
man of business cares, nervous,
often petulant, sometimes exact-
ing, especially towards those of
his own household.

This at the best of times, and
for the past two months an acci-
dent at the works had made him
a prisoner in his own room, where
pain and enforced inaction had
together made his temper more
irritable than ever before.

Of this, Homer who in the
spring had entered the foundry,
had to bear the most frequent
expression ; and most unjustly
as he thought. For not only was
he working hard to master the
details of the business, and carry
out his father's directions, but be
cause of his accident he had given
up his promised vacation, and in-
stead of the anticipated excur-
sion, had spent the month in a
steady fag.

And with all that, because he
had misunderstood his father,

| and written a letter declining a

contract, instead of accepting it,

| he bad brought a torrent of wrath
on his head.

«Such dulness!” Mr, Lane
had cried at the end of some re-
marks that had been anything

| but flattering, * you dorn’t begin

to save the trouble you make. A
ten-year old child ought to have

'a better head for business than

yours. If a clerk had made such

a blunder, I would discharge him |

on the spot.”

“ You can fill my place as soon
as you like,” Homer had retorted
hotly. *1 will be only too glad
to work for somebody else.”

«“Work,” his father had repeat-

ed scornfully, “ who do you sup- |

pose will give you your salt for
your work ?”

It was aggravating, certainly ; |
and forgetting filial respect and |

duty, Homer flamed into a pas-

sion, and telling his father that
he would never set foot inside |

the foundry again if he starved,
had flung himself out of the room
and the house with a determina-
tion to leave home then and there,
and prove to his father that he
was perfectly able to take care of
himself.
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In that state of mind it was
that he dashed otf through the
meadow, with no clear idea of
where he was going, nor did he
look up till he reached the fence,
and lifted his head to sce Patty
standing under the apple tree so
near him.

But for the tears in her eyes
she might have seen something
unusal in his face, though hers
was always the Dblindness of
unsuspicion.  As it was she
turned to him with a misty
smile. * How ctrange that you
should come up just as I was
thinking of you,” she said. “This
is the apple tree you helped Rob

plant. 1 remember the day so
well. 1 stood by and watched
you. It was the last thing Rob

ever did before he was taken sick,
and now it is bearing for the first
time. See; you must have some
of the apples.”

« [ remember it all,” said Hom-
er. “ Such a sunny April day,
and how little we thought it was
his last work. \Wnat a fine fel-
low Rob was, too. There never
was any boy I cared for as 1 did
for him.”

« 1 know you and he were al-

| ways together, almost like bro-
thers. 1 never see you but I
think of Rob, and oh, 1 am so
glad, so glad always, that you are
spared to your home, to your
father, and mother, and your bro-
thers.”

The memory of his friend had
touched and softened Homer's
| heart, and he Dblushed at the
sharp contrast between her words
and the real cause that had
brought him there. * But I am
not good as Rob was,” he stam-
mered, “1 am no help to any-
body.”

«Oh, yes, you are.” Patty’s
usually smiling face was earnest,
and her brown eyes held the wist-
ful look that often came with the
thought of her dead brother.
« You don't know what an older
brother is to younger ones, and
how much they imitate him, and
are influenced by what he does.
Ralph and Joe were always doing
| the things Rob did, and even now

I often hear them saying, ‘ Rob
did this, or wouldn’t do that."”
| A sting of compunction pricked




