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THEBEST CHRISTMAS STORY.
1 DY KATE M. FRAYNE.

\nﬁLEASE," grandmamma, tell us s

]

tied the children ono and all,
From three-year-old baby Alico
b To Harty so grave and tall ,
“Wo'll be just as still, amllisten

To every v.onl you say ;"
Thus coaxingly pleaded the sweet vaioe
Of merry, mischievous May.

Theu grandmotlier looked up ~tuiling,
From her seat {n the old **arm clinir.”
With a twinklo of pride in her eyoas she

gazed
On her grand-cluldren rosy and fuit,
*Well, dears, what shall the story Yo ®
You'vo ‘most cxhausted my store ;
 Grandmother scarcely knows what to te])
. That shie has not told before.

¢ Q0h, anuything you tell,

Isnico as nicecan be
And tho little cager faces

Looked up in expectant gleo ;
When Harry spoko out gravely —
* Grandmia, please toll us to .Juy
OF the Babe in the lowly manger,
Born iu Bethlchem far awny. ,,

1
TAn N,
B

¢ I'vo heard you tell that story

. Just often and often befure,

But it nover grows old or tiresome,
And 1 lovo it more and more.”
"Tnen grandmothe told the story
That ler heart held of priceless worth,
Tho story of glad redemption

For the sintul millions of carth.

And the littlo upturned faces

Grew steangely bright to hear

Again that wondrous story

n accent tender and clear,

Whilo the childron, from baby Alics .
To Harry so grave and tall,
Pronounced the grand ** old atory

The very ** best of all.” )

A CHRISTMAS SONG.
BY MES. M. F. BUTT~.

S HRISTMAS Day, holy day,
Day of all the year, .
Green with holly, §lad with smiles,
Full of human cheer.
Tho sun goes low, love rises high ;
Cold is the mothcrearth ;
But tender thoughts, and fragrant deeds,
And fresh hopes have their birth

Christmas Day, hol): day,
Welcome once again !

With gifts and garlands, songs and bells,
We usher in thy reign ;

But under all our careless wirth,

We think of what we owe

"To Him who came that Chi.stmas Day

Long centuries ago.

Christmas Day, holy day,

Thy gilts have little wortl_l,
1f we with outward sign of joy

Forget that wondrous tatth,
Tho world breaks out in winter bloom,
‘To make for Him & crown,
Who left the realin of truth and peace,
And to our world came down.

Christmas Dajy, boly day,
Thy voice says fur and wide -

All who have lands or love, some part
Of what thou hast, divide.

Bound to the poor 13 bound to L hnist,
** Thopoor yo have alway ™

He maketh thus, to hearts that love,

All time 3 boly day.

Chnstmas’Day, holy day,
Day of all the year,
Green with bolly, glad with smiles,
Full ot human cheer.
The sun goes low, love rises high ;
Qold is the mother carth,
But tender thonghty, anl fragrant Jdeeds,
And fresh hopes have their birth.

" Tre sunouncement of the MEerm-
DI1ST MacaziNg for 1883, is omitted
rom this number of PrLrasaxT Hours,
last number for our splendid pro-
mme and premium, Several schools
ave taken tho Magazine in quantities
f from 4 to 10 for several years. They
d it cheaper and more popular, than
brary books. Write for our special
ates to schools and for specimens,

'their diligence, and their desire for

~ dRISTMAS MISSIONARY
OFFERINGS,

E wish overy toacher and
scholar in our Sunday-
gchoola the happiest Christ-
mas and New Year that

they have over known. Wo know

that our faithful, hard-working tench-
ers have all the past year through been
sowing the seeds of happiness in their
own souls and tho souls of others,
from which wo trust they shall reap a
rich harvest of rewards We wish at
presont, however, to tell our younger
friends how they may make the Chrst-
mas and New Year season doubly
happy to themselves by the con-
sciousuess of doing somothing for the
cange of (iod, and st the same timo
gludden the hearts of many a mission-
ury’s family sorely straitened on
account of their narrow income, and
also help to send the privileges of the

Sunday-school and the preaching of

the gospel to many who have them

not.

God is openirg doors of uscfulness
in different parts of our own country,
among now settlers in the backwoods,
the fishermen in Newfoundland, the
French in Quebec, the Indians in the
great North-West, and the nation of
Japan, faster than the Church is pre
puved to enter them. Everywhere the
cry is heard, *Coms over and help us.”
The fields are waving white unto the
harvest on every side, and the Church
of God is bidden to thrust in her sickle
and reap this harvest of immortal
souls, and it may not without guilt
neglect this solemn command.

Now all thiarequires money, These
people to whom our missionaries
noinister are many of them very poor
and can do little for themselves. But
what little they can do they do cheer-
fully. At one mission, at French
River, nearly a hundred miles from
the nearest white mistionary, and only
receiving his visits about once a year,
a single family contributod one year
$26. Now we want every girl and boy
in our schools to feel interested in
thess Home,* Indian, and Japan
Missions. Have your missionary box,
and always put in it some of your
pocket-money, especially at Christmas
time. Every school, every class should
have one of the boxes. The Rev. Dr.
Sutherland at Toronto, or your minister
 will be glad to give them if applied to.
Our schools in the past year have
done nobly, raising $21,5660, an increase
of 5,737 in two years. Can we not bave
another increase like that or greater?
We hope that all our Sunday-schools
will put forth & vigsrousand systematic
effort to maks the luvenile Christmas
ofericg this year larger than it has
evor been before. In recognition of
God's great Christmas gift to all man-
kind, let them lny upon His altar an
offering that shall declte .their zeal,

e glory of Ged and the salvation
of sonls,

Now for a general and a generous
effort for the largest Cliristmas cffering
ever presented by the schools of our
Church to the caus of Christian
missions.

“ Give me 100 preachers who fear
nothing but sin and desire nothing
but God, and I care not whether they
be clergymen or laymen. Such aleno
will sbake the gates of hell and set up
the kingdom.of God upon earth.' -

hich will be sent fres on application,

CHRISTMASR BALLADS,
BY ALEXANDER R, TROMIROS, P, I,

a HE mght out Saviour Chnst waa born, —
. So anvient legends say, —

The bin! that crows to + all the morn,
Crows cv-'rf hour till day,

Asat he sought, with quivinug throat,
The world to waken walr,

With thankful hicart sanid hymu to tiote
The holy ¢ hristmas-tade

How grew the iogend, whie can tell ¢
But e thaag we way knur,

That vithing o'r belure hefell
Thin weary world telow,

Like that same ¢ hristmas it of Jove,
Of rapest, tairest worth,

That came of via fruin haven above
Tu sinful tmen on carth

The mght the l“"f: was born, the stars
Shone down ou Bethlehem,

A!Jv\\c;s Mash throagh potdo o Yais
From out a diadem,

But sueddenly their radiant firo
Grew pale and dull and dam,

When came tromn heaven an angel-hios,
1o sing a Chinstaas bywn.

Such music never vet had mag
On mortal enrs till then,

As rung when holy angels sung
*Goodwill and preaee to men.”

Such winsumne glory never eame
Before on mortal cyes,

As cawme when they, with feet of flame,
Came trooptng down thoskivs,

Andf on thatfirst Christinas-time,
Thir lost world tack to call

To hope and God, in swectest chimo
The beils of heavenrangall.

Would 1t bo atrange, if echo sweet
Of that t anscendant strain

Should ruu o’er carth with footsteps fleet,
And answer back again?

Bung, avgs, never ceaso to sing,
Ye first-born of the sky !

Cry, every heralil of the King,

lis glorious advent cry ¢

But angel from the heaven above,
Or herald of the morn,

Could never sing the song of love
As men :—that Christ iy horn

THE BABE IN THE MANGER.

HE roughly-hewed trough of
Ii stone under the shelving rocks
in the hills about Bothlehem
once contained the world's hope. Here
lay a little helpless infant, the mighty
Redeemer. “ Ye shall find the babe
wrapped in swaddling-clothes,und lying
in a manger,"” said the angel messenger
to the shepherds.
Such is the wonderful wisdom and
order of God. The greatest things are
brought out of the smallest. The great
leader and lawgiver of Israel was found
a weeping babein the flags of the Nile.
David, the renowned king, whose sling
slew Goliath, and who led his armies
to frequent victory, was a little prat-
tling babe, and a merry song-inventing,
but devout shepherd-boy. His son
Solomon, the wisest of kings, learned
to lisp the firat syllables of language.
All the wise and great, the mighty in
battle or in.wisdom, once were delicate,
tiny babes on their mothers’ bosoms.
The gemeration that shall carry on
the business of the world is rocked in
the crib to-day. The good and the
wise, who shall think for and bless the
race, and the criminals great and small,
who shall curse the world, are ths smi-
liny cherubs that coo0 in cradles
to-c ay.
About the time that Jesus lay in the
manger at DBethlehem, another child
was 4 mother's pride in a city over in
Agia Minor, and another the joy of a
bousehold in Galilee. Thefond mother
of one called her son Saul, after the
first king of Israel. The other celled
her babs by a name then held in honour,

apostio of Jesus, Paul, the other bocamo
bis betrayer.

Tho futuro greatuces amnd glory of
the world is in tho gerrae of to-day,
Tho forests that now cover large por-
tiona of tho carth wero bound up in
the acorns, and nuts, and soeds of a timo
geno by. Tho flowers and fiuits of
noxt year aro to-lay hidden in tho folds
of litilo buds, and tho great harvesta
that are to provide food for tho mil-
Jions of men, for tho beasts that labour
for them, and the other countleas armics
of living croatures, are locked up in
diminutive scod-germs or in tender
blades that a child might crush with its
tiny hand, Tlo miuist:rs, the states-
wmen, tho inventors, the sciontists, tho
teachors, the-rulers, the armies of both
workers i every walk of life, aro to-day
brothers and sisters to the Babo in the
Manger.
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CHRISTMAR BELLS.

ING out, ye merry bells !
&N Welcome, bright fcicles
W ¢loome, old holly.crown'd Christnias again!
Blithe as a child at play,
Keeping his holiday.
Welcome him it fiom the snow.peak snd
plain.

Up with the holly bough,
Green from the winter's hirow,
Lock up your books ; leave your cares for a
dl g

P ad

".Out to tho foreat go,
Gather the misleton,
Old and young, tich and poor, up, and away !

Up with the holly bough !

Ave, and tho laurel, now;

In with the yule lug and brighter tho hearth !
Quick, ho is here again,

Comeo with the f[oyous train,
Laughter and musicand f.iendship and mirth,

TUp with your holly bough

High in cach mavor-house,
Garnish the antlers that hang in the hall ;
Yes, aud the neck of corn

Wath a gay wrewth adom,

Rich as the bloom an the cottager’s wall.

Wealth has its duties now,
Christian, you will allow ;
Thiuk, then, ye rich, whilo your tables are
spread,

‘Think of tho needy oncs,

Poverty's stricken sons,
Weeping, while children are erying for bread.

Ring, then, ye mesry bells ¢

Ring, till your music swells

Out o'er the mountain end faro’er the main §
Ring, till those chectless ones

“atch up your merry toves,
Singing, ‘' Come, Christmas, agmin and again !
Wide Avvke

&

THE ANGELS' BONG.

Wuere?! Turn your cams earth.
ward and not skyward. .Angels sing
now on the ground, not sbove it. A
girl is injured by another, and says
words of forgiveness. That is the
angels singing. A boy finds his home
in a enarl of contention, and gaya
sunny, kind words. The augels sing
again. Don't, Christmas night, spend
your time listoning at the window for
a geraphic singer up in the azure, but
down here say loving words, and you
will make augel-music yourself. Bet-
ter thau sentimental siargazing is
attendance to practical duty.

Axy persons having copies of
Preasant Houns for Sept, 24, 1881,
January 14, 1882, May 27th, 1882,
or of SuNBrAN for December 19, 1881,
will oblige by sending them to this
office to complete file copy.

x beg to scknowledge the receipt
of £1.30 from the Maple Grove Sng-
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