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SANT HOURS.

Thae Story of tho First Christmas Day.

DY ALFRED M. LYNES.

Love ngo, my dearest clnldren,
Runs this tale of Christinas day,

Lived a race of Hebrew people
Inacountry far away.

In their Jand there was o villyio—
Bothlchem  an ancient town

Hote was lan the great King David,
Hete lived men of much renown,

Now these Hebrews hat been promised
By their proplicts—men Lenign,

That to them would come a Saviour,
Bura of David’s 10yal line,

As o sign of his appeaving
** Al<o " —-saidl these prophets wiso—
¢ Shall o star of wondrous heauty
Brightly beam in Bastern skies,”

Long, long years they had been waiting
For this promised Saviour's atth

He, they thought, would ve-establish
David’s reign upon the earth,

Now there comes an evening peaceful 5
Nature slowly falls asleep

From the pastures, homewand wending,
Shephetds lead their tlocks of sheepn

Weary caravans of camels
Up the hillside stowly steal;

In their stalls the large eyed aattle
Patient wait their evening meal,

At the great well of the village,
Maidens stand theie jars to till ¢
While their talk and merry Ianghter
Iicho through the highway stll,

Fast and faster falls the evening
Faint and fainter grows the day ;
Darkness covers vale aud wountain 3
Now the light Las passed away.

In thefields along the valley,
Just outsido the village line,

Are tho wise men and the shepherds
Watching for the promised sign.

High above them brightly twinkling,
Glow the lunterns of the sky ;

From the walls the faithful watchimen
Call the hours passing by.

Soon the watchers see with gluducss,
Shining in the «ky afar,

Growing hiigltee'every wwoment-—
Beanung there —the promised star !

And its beams liko golden rain drops,
Thirough the datkness streaming Jdown,
Falt upon a stablclowly
In that little peaceful town,

In the manger of the stabie,
Close beside Lis mother wild,
Sleeping softly, sweetly dreaming,
Lies the new-born Christmas ehild,

From the ficldy, and through the gateway,
Huaste the watcliers to the place

Where the little child is lying,
Born of David’s royal race.

To the place arrive the wise men ;

Iu thete hands rich gifts they bears
Thewe they offer as their weleome

To the Saviour lying there,

Through the doorway step they softly ;
Silent steal they to the place,

And with love aml aduration
Gaze they on the baby face.

O'cr the stable poor and lowly,
O'cr the manger where he lies,

Hover angels, softly chianting
Heaven's awecteat lullubies,

In the street outside the stable,
Shepherds this glad carol sing :

 Hallelajah ! shout the tidings,
Unto us is born & king 1"

Like an echo of their carol,
Come to singers on the street,
Bowne by breczes from the desat,
Wondrons straing of wmusic sweot,

Near and neaver, swells the musie ¢
Grand and grander, grows the strain

Now o'er desert, villise, monntan,
Batsts the hymn ol glad refrain

“Glory be to God in heaven !
Peace on carth i to men, good will 3
Chtist is born 3 the gieat Messidi }
e Gad’s promese will fultil.”

Thrilled with raptare aml cnotion,
Shepherds hear this wonlious song,

Sung by all the choiig of Heaven,
Angel voices clear and strong.

Now the sunbeams of the morning
Throngh the darknes make theiv way
Soon the sun in royal splendour
Greets the fivst known Christmas day.

Then all Nature wakes from slumber ;
Monning carols sinyg the bivds;

Back azain to tields and pastuves
Shiephe rds lead their tlocks and herds,

From the Jurdan to far Lgvpe,

Over plains and deserts drear,
I'ly the tidings of the morning—

“ Christ the Prince of Peace s here!”
In the homes upon the mountaiuns,

{u the howes along the sea,

Happy peoplo sing ¢ Hosannas,”
Make the day @ jubiles?

This, dear children, is the story
Of the first gld Chiristmas day,
When to eatth there came dear Jesus,
He who in the manger lay.

But Liefore T close this story,
Let me tell you bow this child
Lived and grew to perfect manliood,
One most holy, tender, mild.

How he fed the poor and hungry ;
How he healed the sick and blind 3

How he passed his lifo of sadness
Doing good to all mankind,

Of his death, and his ascension
I'o God's home in Heaven above,
Where ten thousand holy angels
Welcomed him with songs of love,

There beside the crystal fountains,
There where streets are Jaid with gold,

There whete mansions ure of jasper,
Dwell the Shephierd and his fold,

Some day, children, there he'll eall yous
There as angels you'll be known ;

There’ll you'll sinyg your Chiistmas carols,
Thcre beside the bLig White Lhirone.
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A CHRISTMAS LEGEND.

It was Christmas-eve. The night was very dark,
and the snow falling fast, as Hermann, the char-
coal burner, drew his cloak tighter around him;
and the wind whistled fiercely through the trees of
the Black Forest. e had been to carry 2 load to
the castle near, and was now hastening home to his
little hut.  Although working very hard, he was
poor —gaining barely enough for the wants of his
wife and four little children, e was thinking
of them when he heard n faint wailing.  Guided
by the sound, he groped about, and found a little
child, scantily clothed, shivering and sobbing by
itself in the snow.

“Why, little oue, have they left thee here all
alone, 1o face this cruel blast "

The child answered nothing, but looked piteously
up in the chareoal burner’s face.

“Well, 1 caunot leave thee here.  Thou would'st
be dead Lefore the morning.”

So saying, Hermann raised it in his arms, wrap-
ping it in his cloak, and warming its little, cold

hands in his bosom, When he arrived at his hut |
he put down the child and tapped wt the door,
which was immediately thrown open, and the chil
deen rashied to meet him,

“Here, wafe, i3 1 usuest to our Christmas-eve
supper,” said hey leading ia the little ong, who hield
tinicdly to his Gingee with his tiny hand,

“And weleome he is)” suid the wife, ¢ Now let
hivs come and wiom bimeelf by the tive”

The children all pressed round to weleome and
waze at the little new comer.

They showed him
their pretty lie tree, decorated with bright coloured
Lunps, in honour of Christias-eve, which the goud
mother had endeavoured to make a fete for tho |
children,

Then they sat down to supper, each child con- .
triluting of its portion for the guest—laoking with
admiration at its clear bluo eyes und golden hair,
which shoue so n8 to shed « brighter light in the
little roown 5 and wy they wzed, it grew into a sort |
of halo vound his head, and his eyes beamed with a
heavenly lustre,  Soon two white wings appeared
at his shoulders, and he seemed to grow larger and
lavger; and then the beautiful vision vanished,
spreading out his hands as iv benediction over
them,

Hermann and his wife fell on their knees, ex-
claiming, in awe-struck voices: ¢ The holy Christ-
child ! and then embraced their wondering chil-
dren, in joy and thankfulness that they had enter-
tiined the Hleavenly Guest,

The next morning, as Hermann passed by the
place where he had found the fair child, he saw a
cluster of lovely white flowers, with dark green
leaves, looking as though the snow itself had blos-
somed.  Hermann placked some, and carried them
lhome to his wife and children, who treasured the
fair blossoms, and tended them carefully, in re-
membrance of that wonderful Christmas-eve, calling .
them Cheysainthemums ; and every year, as time
came round, they put aside a portion of their feast
and gave it to some poor little child, according to
the words of the Christ: ¢ Inasmuch as ye have
done it unto one of the least of chese my brethren,
yo have done it unto me."—St. Nicholas.
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A HAPPY NEW YEAR.

Tnere is a serious aspect to this season—the
close of the old year and the beginning of the
new. Itisa time for lonking back on the past—
its many mercies and  blessings, its short-comings
and faitures and sins—and for looking forward
into the future. Oh, thank God for all his good-
ness ! Seek his pardon for all youhave done amiss,
and ask his grace to help you to begin the new
year in newness of life.

You know not what the year shall bring to you
of joy and sovrow, or it may Le sickness or death,
Iiut put your haud trustfully in Gods, and go
fornard where he leads, and no seath nor harm
can hippen you. It is a precious treasure. Oh! |
use its golden mowents well, and may it be for
vach one of you the very happiest year that cver
you have known'!

It's coming, boys, it’s ahnost here:

Its coming, gils, the grand New Year !

A year to be glad in, not to be hadi ing

A year to live in, to gain and give

A year for teying, and not dor sigling;

A year for striving, and hearty thriving s

A buight New Year, oh, hold it dear,

For God who sendeth, He only lendeth,

The grand, the blessed, the glad New Year!

I wish you happy New Year!
Dear bght.cyed girls and Loyas

Mav all its days and kours be
Filled full of wholesome joys.

I wish yon huppy New Year!
With health and truc success,
And the best of all zood fortune—

The power to aid and Uless.
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