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The Advent.
BY W. H. CLARK.

Lo the Saviour comes to-day ;
see Him in the manger lay ;
W1~ men how and homage pay,

To Christ the infant King.
\ngels swell the chorus high s
shouts re-echo through the sky
Lot the tidings swiftly fly,

And all His pruises sing.

: strains,

| \unding over Bethlehem's plains;

Lo th rejoice, for Jesus reigns,

| He reigns the prince of peace.

ki Higher il His star ascend ;

H (11 cater power His name attend,

And His kingdom never end, ™
His glory still increase,

 luk. the wondrous midnight \

heep we now this Christmas time;

Ring the bells with joyous chime,

Praise Him all with faith sublime,
Aud send the chorus round.

Lot the world dismiss its fears :

Sorrowing one dry up your teers;

See your Saviour now appears,
Atid love and peace abound.

(‘ome ye children, shout and sing,
tlory, glory to our King
Honor now to Jesus bring,

Who reigns enthroned above.
Though a child to earth He came,
Y et the world shall hear His name,
And rejoice to learn the fame

«Of Jesus and His love.”
1009t

A 8ad Christmas.

CHRISTMAS is not a merry
time for that poor maiden with
the harp. She is motherless.
Her drunken father, after sel-
ling all his furniture for drink,
gave up his room, and turned
| his little daughter adrift to
| | care for herself. Poor child of
| | the street |

This girl has not been poor
always,  Before her father
learned to love strong drink
he was quite well off, his wife
was happy, and his deughter
knew no great sorrows. 8he
had merry Christmas times
then. But very soon after her
father became the slave of
drink he became poor, broke
his wife's heart, and, as I have
snid, left his only litile girl to
starve or beg.

In her better days she loved
music, and learned to play
upon the harp. This instru-
ment was all she saved from
the household wreck. ~With

A Sap CHRISTNAS.

weary feet and heavy heart . .
she bore it from door to door, playing | but after the October winds began to and on Christmas eve she was seen, by
such tunes as she could, and then beg- | swee through the atreets with sharp, | & kind-beurted man, standing beside

her harp, benumbed with cold, and un-
able to play snother tune. Cold and
\hungor had dons terrible work om

searching breath, she shivered, and
endured much pain. As the sutumn
weeks rolled on her sufferings increased,

ging the inmates for a few centa. While
the weather was warm, she made out
to live without much severe suffering;

her poor worn body. “Poor
thing 1” said the good man to
himself, ¢ your Christmas eve
is anything but s merry one.
I must ses who you are, and
what can be done for you.”

Those were true Christmas
words, because there was love
in them—Ilove like that which
brought Josus from huaven to
Bethlehem.

But the poor child had suf-
fered too much to be made well
and cheerful agsin on earth.
She told her pitiful tale to the

man, and he took her to
is home; but in two weeks
ahe went to s better home in
tbe land where there are no
, no drunken fathers,
no broken-hearted wives, no
forsaken childien, no sorrow,
no death. She loved her dead
mother and Jeaus, and God
called her to the place of their
abode.

Children, happy children,
while you are full of Christmas
jollity and fun, don’s forget
that there are many poor little
motherless maidens still left
on this sinful earth. While
you remember them, pray for
them, and make their Christ-
mas & little glad with some
trifliog gift from your own
abounding love-treasures. By
acting thus, in the true spirit
of Christmas, you will make
your own hearts merry, please
Him who wus born on Christ-
mas day, and he-p on the glad
day in which everyboly will
love Jesus, and all the world
enjoy a happy Christmas.

Tan't this & grand idea t All
the woild hapmdou Christmas
day! Everybody merry at
hoart. Every heart in the
world throbling with love
beats for the once babe of
Bethlehem ! O God, please
husten that happy day !
s

In & recent speech Lord
Coleridge said: “Englend and
Auwerion are one in blood, in
l-ngusge, in law, one in hatred
of oppression and love of liber-
g:,‘Wo are bound together by

Humeelf in golden chains

of mutual affection and mutual
respact, and two nations 8o joined, I am
firmly convisced, man will never put
asunder.” When Lord Coleridge re- |
sumed his seas, *the whole compeny
tose to their feet and chesved him.”
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