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A CHRISTMMAS HYMN,

It was the oaln and silont night !
Sovon hundred yoars and fifty-threo
Had Romo been growiog up to m(lf(ht.
And now was quoon of land acd sca.
No sound was heard of clashing wars,
Poaoe brooded o’er tho hushed domain ;
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, aud Mars, ,
Hold undisturbed thoir anclont reign
In tho solomn raidnight,
Conturics ago,

T’was in tho calm and silent night,

Tho sonator of haughty Romo,
Impationt, urged his chariot’s flight,

From lordly rovels rolling homo 3
Triamphal archos, gleaming, swoll

His breast with thoughts of boundless away ;
What reoked tho Roman what bofoll

A paltry provinoce far anay,

In tho golomn midnight,
Centurics ago?

Within that provinoo far away
Wont ploddiog homo a weary boor:
A streak of light before him lay,
Fallen through a half-shut atable door
Across hia path, He passed, for nought
Told what was goiag on within g
How keen tho atars, his only thought—
Tho air, how calm, how oold, and thio,
In the solomn midnight,
Conturios ago |

O strango indifferonco 1 low and high
B*2 Drowasd over common joys and caces ;
The earth was still but knew vot why,
The world was listening unawares,
How calm a moment may preceds
Ono that shall thrill tho world forover !

BETHLEHEM.

To that atill momond nono would hoed
Man's doom was linked no mors to sover,
In tho solemn midnight,
- Conturlos agu.

It i tho calm and silent night }

A thousand bella rings out, and throw
Their joyous poala abroad, and smito

Tho darkusas—charmeod and holy now !
Tho night that erst no namo had worn—

To it a bappy namo is given ;
For in that stablo lay, new-born,

The i)oacolul Prince of chrth and heavon,

n tho solomn midnight,
Conturics ago.
ALYRED DOMETT.

OCHRISTMAS AS AN ANSWER TO PRAYLCR,.

The fact that the birth of our Lord was an answer
to prayer often is overlooked. For centuries, however,
devout Jews had been imploring Jehovah to send them
a Messiah. They rested their faith on the divine
promises. They realized their bitter and increasing
need of a Redeemer. They feared the utter demoral-
ization of their people under the stern oppressinn of the
Romans. That they looked for and doubtless prayed
for a temporal deliverer, some irresistible conqueror, is
not wholly surprising in view of their history and cir-
cumstances: With whatever motives offered and in
spite of no matter how great misconceptions there can
be no question of the sincerity of their petitions.

That the divine answer to their prayers was not
what they expected does not alter the fact that the birth
of our Lord was this answer. Godloves to hear prayer,
and there must be something in the very ignorance
and error of those who pray
for what would do them
more harm than good
which touches the wise and
tender heart of our Heaven-
ly Father deeply and would
impel Him, did He need
prompting, to bestow that
which He seestobe required.
The birth of the Christ
meant for the Jews, althcugh
few of them appreciated it,
the real, the best, the only
fitting answer to their
prayers.

Christmas still comes as
an answer to prayer. We
ask God daily for pardon,
help, and peace, or His
q watchful care, forf such
opportunities as may be best

BY MARTA ELMENDORF LILLIE. e @ for us. Our needs are mani-

Dark was the kingly little town.

¥ fold, and we tell Him of

Dark are our human bearts, O Lord ! : . | them, Christraas, rightly

To Bethlohem the child came down;
Descend, Incarnats Word |

Filled was tho city, fow awako,

Filled aro our hearts and dull, O Lord
In mangor Iaid Has for our sake;

Make thyaolf room, great God 1

And Bethichem held pilgrim feot ;

A understood, is His answer,

B%i Iis recurrence is the assur.
ance that He has heard us.
It reminds us of what Hé
has done for the world
through nineteen centuries
and ot what He has done for
ourselves during our own

Tired with tho way our hearts, O Lord ! e g lives. It reminds us that

Oa Mary’s broast slept Babe most swoet ;
Saviour, thy reat afford 1

Oh star and host, shine on and sing !
Our hearts thy Bethlehems, Loxd,

Small citica to receive the King,
Jehovah, mighty God,

His love never fails, that
His care never relaxes, that
His arm never weakens, and
that whatsoever is best for
us He stands ready togrant,

The settingof a great hope
is like the setting of the sun,
The brightness of our life is
gone. Shadows of evening
fall around us, and the world
seems but a dim reflection,
—itself a broader shadow;
we look forward into the
coming lonely night. The
soul withdraws into itself.
Then stars arise, and the
night is holy.




