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UNDER THE EVENING LAMP

MERRY XMAS !
Written for the Review
Morey Nmus ! hear the wroeting
Rioging oas on everr hand ;
1

Merey \tnue* shout the greetiny,
Christian men, on every land !

** Merry Amas 'to the stranger,
Who i« far from home and kin ;
Merey Nmas to the fallen,
Who uro sinking low in sin!

Merry \mas to the wealthy !
Merry Xmus to the poor !
Merry \mus to the beuysr
Who comes konocking st your door !

Merry Nmas to the weary !
Merrv \mus to the snd!
Merry \wns to the homeless
Who bave naugbt to make them glad!

Merry \ mas 40 all nations,
Ring she greetiog ont sgain ;
Merry \ mas to ail people,
“ Penoce on earth, good will to men ™
F. Brreg Canky, ToRroxTo.

FRANCES DONOVAN'S CHRISTMAS VIGIL.

Oatside the tain was {alling steadily, with no btreath cf wind.
The shadows of cvening were gathering over the sodden fields, and
curiontly micghng with the gray mist shat was rising from the
river, seerrod to blot cut all form and substance of material
thinge.

Within the little weather-beaten house Frances Donovan was
witliog alone. Bhe had lighted no lamp, and the fire had burned
down to a mass of conle. Shosat opright, her head leaning againet
the back of the ocld.f.i.ioned rocking cksir, her bands firmly
clasged io ber lap. listen:ng to the monotonous drippiog of the raia
aud seeing the pictures that naturally rise beforo the eyes of &
woman who sits alone on Chrisimas eve.

Ste saw bersel! as & merry, laughing sckool gir), gatheriog
battercupe and daises in the fields tbat etretched back of the old
Kray stone house that was her home. A foew yoars and she was &
binshing waiden listening to the tender words of a tall, Saxon-
faced lover. Then came her marriage night, and she remembered
the thrill of rapture with which she bad lifted her eyesto thatsame
Ixce and promised, before God's altar, to be Mark Donovan's true
wife. Again the scene changed, and she held in her arma her fizet-
born, her only child, little liarold. Illow rcverenily she had
koelt by his cradle and given bim into God's keeping! Ab, thoee
happy. bappy days! The next picture was not 5o brighs. It was
leaving the old horoe for the far Weet. She had opposed it, but
Mark's enthasisam had carried all before it.

Ten years agn they hra come here. She bad been anhappy,
and blawiog Mark for all this privations she must endare, coldnees
bad eprung op between them. Fivo years paseed. Then came
that awfal night wheao liarold had breathed bis life away. Sbe
had etood above her dead boy and accused his father of murdecing
hem. **1ad ho bren where a good doctor could have reached him
he might have be'n saved ° At thote words the youth had died
oat cf Marh's face, and it had never come sgain.

The jears since were so dark, e0 empty, containing only the
little grave upon which the rain was dripping. Aod Mark's psin,
the pain that began to try %0 drowe itel! in stroog drink, had
been ne paught to her.

This morniug ho had told her that he bad Jone the thing they
used 1o bmild a0 many hopes on, viz , sold one-hal{ the huge farm
to a wealthy Eastern specnlator for fiv. thoosand dollare,

** You can have n new houte, Featoee, you can go Lsat, or do
anything you like,” he said, witl: somethiog like a smile in the
bluo eves {rom which disappointment and sorrow had long sgo
blotted oaut tho sunekine.

And shie had never looked up from the bread she was mixing.
** 1 don L want anything,” that was all she had eaid.

1o had tained. gooe to the barn, saddled bis horse, nand rode
away 10 the Wown aix mi'ea distant.

Xuddenly she sprang 10 her fect, lighted a kerosene lamp, re.
plenished the dyiny fire. and stood ooking irresolotely arcund her.
‘The sivting room, kitchen and bed-roem that constituted the en-
tire bouse eave the loft were comfortable and clean. Bat there
were n0 allernpls at oraameniation, no ¢flors $o make the lisile
bouss a home Christroas eve. It was not to the joyous Chriet.
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man evas of har gitlhood that her mind turned, but to the natal
night of Chiriss when ** a multitude of the heavenly host ** had an-
nounoed bis birth., Did it mean aught to her, that coming of
the Prince’of Peace? Since earliest childhood she had professed
alleginnoe 80 Him. Aund did she not look forward longingly to the
time when, saved by the blood of Christ, she should enter into the
fair buyond and onoe morc clasp her child to b2z oreast?  Yes, but
now, what did it mean? Was lle, tho Saviour of men, her daily
companion, was her life blessed by His presence, and did she, be-
cause of His presence, bring happivesa to all about her? A moan
broke from her lipr. She crossed to the little tleeping room, and
holding the lamp close 0 the mirror, locked long and fotently at
the reflection of her own face. She noted the line crossing the low
brow, the dark eyes in whose depths burned a fice of unress, the
hard lines abous the lips, tho haggard, worn expreesion ; then sbe
taracd away, niok at heart,

1100k like a happy woman'” she cried. **tiod pity me.”
and at the words, the barriers of coldncas gave way. She fell upon
her knees, and a torrent of sobs shook her slender form.

Two hours had gone Ly when Frances Donovau rose. These
hours when we come face to face with sell and view our inner
hearts by the revelation of tiod's spirit are epochs in our lives.
Mry. Douovan mechanically replenished the fire and glanced at the
clock.

¢ Half.past ten,” she exclaimed in a tone of genuine alarm.
**\V'hy has Mark not come? Something must have happened.”

1t seemed as if an icy hand waslaid upon her heart. 1f something
had happened, if her husband came to her with unsteady atep and
clonded vision, would she be guiltless ? Again the memory of tho
past swept over her, and Frances Donovan saw that the love of long
850 was not dead, that it was real love and thercfore eternal.,

* Ilove Mark, and I will save him,” she thought. *¢ Dear
Father, help thy child to atone for the past.”

She glancad again around the dreary room. Then she said to
heraelf :

*“When Mark comce, no matter how he comes, ho shall find
Christmas cheer waiting him.”

A fire was s00n burning in the kitchen stove. She remembercd
that Mark had kille1 a couple of fat chickens for to morrow’s
dinner, and she prepared them for cooking. Sho made mince pies
and doughnuta, she swept and dusted the little rooms, bringing
forth a few bits of cherished china and some photographs to give
the place a festive air. \s she worked, she thought of many thiogs.
Thought how in the past she had done nothing for the Maaster or
the ncedy ones about her. A hall-mile away was the home of the
Widow Nalls and her little ones.

“To.morrow shall see a big baskel of foud carricd to her,” she
thought. Then she sighed. How many morrows had come and
<one without her once thinking of the neighbor who wasone of
those, *‘ whom ye have always with you” Then there was the
little church a few milcs away. I'or months she had not crossed
its threshold. A few months before a oy bad been in Matk's
employ, a bright 1ad who was {ast learning to walk in the down.
ward way. Her hand had sever been raised to stay his going.
How much she might have done to help the poor Swedish women
around her. Many of them were ignorant of life in the Weat, but
she had been indifferent to their waunts,

“God forgive me,” she cried, her lips white with pain.  All
night she worked and planned with feverish haste. Mark did not
come. As the hours wore away, a terrible fear came to her.  Had
she wakened too 1ate? When all was done, she sat down for a
moment waiting for the dawn. Nleep overpowered her, and she
way only aroused by the opcaizg of the outer door.  She sprang up.
The gray light of the ulad Christmas morning was peering in at the
windows, Alarinthe cast a faint glow of rosy light told that the
storm had paseed with the datkness. At her side stood her
husband, carefully holding in his armns sowmething wrapped in a
blanket.

** 1% was too bad to leave you all night Franoes,” he said
gravely. *“But 1 was called in to Jim Lanc'e on the way home.
He dicd an hour age. Thete were only mea there, and I brought
little Willie home with e, jast to stay until aome srrangements
can be made to send him to the poor-house.™

She did not motico the apolegetical tone in his voice, but
threw back the covering Irom the alecping child. He was a
beautifal boy, notwithstandiog the dirt and rags. 1is dimpled
face was flushed with the gloT of perfect hiealth, he had cloee-
cutling dark hair, and a lovely acarlet mouth.

** Let mo take him.”

AWithout » word, Mark Donovan laid \Willie in her extended
arms. She stooped and pressed her lips 1o the clusteriog curls.

** My Christmaa gift," she whispered. **acnl me by God as a
token of His love and forgiveacss. Mark, husband, will yot forgive
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