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| I / How vast the changes, past all thoughts or-guesses!
So tall the babies that our hands caressed!

The Christmas fairy—years since in long dresses,
And Laurie farmirg far away out West.

JUST YOU AND I

is such an old word, and such a simple one

that we have to say to-day—as old and sim-
4 ple as the Christnas story itself, and 21 need

ful to be uttered.  So it shall be spoken with-
out flourish of phrase or color.

And it is this: Christinas shall bo to you and
me what we make it; not what others make it for
us: but rather what we make it for others and
oursclves,

A truism, you answer me. Yes; but again ¥
say onc that needs to be spoken. For there is
much talk today, in the slipping away of the
tiines and seasons, of tho gradual disuse of the
festivals which mark them.

And this is naot well, friends. We need our
Easter and Thanksgiving, our Christinas and New
Yenr, and all the bright feast days that life their
flower heads above the duller level of the vear's
field of days. For modern thought and the higher
criticism are ruthless scythes that mow the turf to
closcst cropping ; and althoush they mako of ita
most velvety level, yet our hearts hunger for the
daisice and buttercups and the wild waving grasses
wgain.

, We need our Christmas ; wa eannot affard tolet
itgo, ‘
,-'_'.‘ﬁe_re is little danger of forgetting it in howes
;whegt childven are.  Santa_ Claus and the Christ.
(agpe; Iroe, tho carols, and the dear old Christas
Boey-—al] thers woave their euchunted atminsphere
gver-childdife dwells. But in the childless
¥, or thoso out of whizh the littlc ones have

*Twas up that hill we trudged along together,
Regardless of the bleak December sno,

When Cinderella braved the wintry weather,
And Laurie was the Prince, so long ago.
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BY LILTAN CLAXTON.
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The plne trees wave above you, grim and sere,
Let me recall you as when first I found you,
In days helonging to a distant year.

EEAR 0ld-time Home, the shadows close around you,

Let me sweep back the time that followea after
Those hours that I am dreaming of to-night,

When you were all astir with talk and laughter,
And all your windows were aglow with light.
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.1 think 'twas here—my memory fails me slightly—
1 think 'twas here we sat and joked at tea,
And on this spot, If I remember rightly,
0ld Santa Claus unrobed the Christmes trece.
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rpassed; in the homes where tho atmo.yhere is no

longer enchanted, but clear and Jdry with
breathing of adult years- -there it is that Christ-
mas must be made much of, or from them wi' come
the too familiar cry, * We have lost our Christinag,
it passes with us as a common day,” or thet still
sadder one, “It is the dullest day in the vear”

There are men and women who may not care
that such is the caso; who are content to give,
grumbling, the few gifts t» - ~-nsider that con-
ventionality demands, to cal - too rich dinner,
drowse away the remaining “oury, und ge to
bed uttering  thankful excimantion  that the
Christmas has passed for at least another year
Cur wornds are not for these.

3ut there are others who are not thus content,
and who truly mourn the dullness of the season, or
its unmarked passing; men and women without
childven, without much means, or it may be with-
out homes. To such T give the word “make
your Christmas.”

“ How shall we make it1” comes the query.

The answer is brief but it comprehends all,
“Put the Christmas spirit, within you ”

Again tho question is asked, * How shall wo
do this1”

And I answer, with suggestions most simpla;
for our speech is not to the wealthy, not to the
vich living and covetous thinking, who, Indced,
neither desiry nor vaderstand  the Christmins
spirit; but to those out of whase lives Chrisumas
has somchow slipped away, and the cohscrvance
oach yoar has taken n greyer b

Tirst there are the Christmas v. -rreens  The

vi.
Yes, ye have changed, ye merry 1ads and lasses,

Ye have trod further along life's rough track,

Ah me, how vain to stem Time as it passes,
Ah, how impossible to call it back!
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And yet our idle thoughts will turn and hover,
About the airy, golden days of yore,
When we awake to find the play Is over,

The footlights are blown out along the floor.
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Dear Old-time Home, the night wind moans around you,
The forests close about you grim and grand,

The silunt mists of eventide surround you,
A silent shadow in & shadow land!
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very odor of the fir and cedar suggests Christimns,
bringing visions of the little conatry church, with
its fragrant green festoons and crimson lwerries,
its mottors, its carols, and all the happy childhood
associations. No home should he without. the
Christmas evergreen, whether it be the mansion
or'th(\. single room.

Then there are tha carols—the acar old hymns,
and the Messiah, if you are musical enough to
roach up that far  Sunday schools, cloirs,
charuses, are busy practicing the bright, Christ.
mas music ; 181t suggesting much that you should
find opportunity to join them, as singer or lis-
tener, dwing December davs, so when tho
Christmax service comes vou shall be truly attuned?

There are the Christmas papers abtio, Ouo or
two lying upon your tahle, with their bright illus
trations anrd amusing sfories, are not they acer:
sary to the season’s pleasure and stimulative of
the season’s thought 1

Again, wa may let our minds dwell much on
the Christinas story ; until, whon the hright lmsy-
ness of the duys are aver, and we lift our eyes to
the starry sky, there shall emmne briore us thn vis.
1on of that sheep-watching in the Tastern ficlds.

This is making tha right Christmas atmasphere;
one that we shall live in, not for one day only, bat
vuring ull the December days.

e who cramps his Christmiag inta twenty-frur
hours, knows nothing of its expansive power, Tt
should begin with tha first bit of cedar picked up
from the weighted stroet dray —it shauld continue
on in sweet 1nfluenco till Eastar enfolds it in the
wanvle of her glorious shining. Fartn Fextox,




