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Don't you think that we have shown you
whywie love this Christmnas day 1

Don't you see we niust bu haappy and our
happy gladness show

Upon the birtlîday of the Onie who blossed
and loved us go?

SADIE.
Aîîd wve ail would promnise the heathen

cbild that wo
XVould scnd the knowledge of bis love to

1the islands of the sea,
Till ail the wvcrld shall Clhristmam keep rc-

jocing for his birth,
'Whose love in God's good tirnit shall briîîg

good wvill to ail the earth.
«ccd Timnes.

THE STORY 0F A CHRISTMAS
LIME.

It was the eveîîing. of the Christmnas
fes3tival. The churcli liad heu» crovdled
witlî a happy throng oif chljdren, w~ho,
had sung their sweet caraîls. received
their presents, and droppaed their dunie
ofïerings w-ith iiling huar-ts ixîto the
contribution-box as it went, its rounds,
that they migflit getid the glad story cf
the Bahe of B3ethlehem tai thaîse dark
lands ivhiere the little chîildren hiad
tiever heard of J esus aud H is love.

Non' the churcli ias enipty, and the
happy chljdren liad gaine laiau ro dreain
of Christillas joys. Offly the old sexto»l
romiaincd iii the chjurch, anîd aine after
another lie extinguishied the lighcis uxitil
they wvere ail out, andt lie liad to gropile
bis way along the aisie by the dii liglit cf
the iaxîterîî lie carried. Ile maît danvîî ii
a chair to, rest before lie slioiuld laick the
great cakei» door ani go> homeward, and
whîile hoe restcd luis eyes fell upaîn a cailitri-
bution box. " A gouidly offei-x>.,," lie
niurrniured, as lie lifted it and fuit its
weil<t.

The siil'or coins rat.tled together as lie
put the baox dlown again. but surely that,
was naît the sound that the aîld mn huard.
Far, far away, so soft that lie could
scarcely d'istinguieli the sound, se sweet
that lie fancied it mîust be anguls singing,
camne a churus that swelleal like the n.otes

of a mighty organ until he couid hear the
words:

"Glory to God in the highest, and oni
cart> ponce, gcod-will ta> liue»."

Ever the ehoruls swelled anîd grew louder
and cicarer until the old chutrch itself was
tIlled witli the inelody that s'vept like a
wave alaing the arclied rooîf and lingered
in the dini aisies.

"Peace, îîeace on eartli, good-will to
moen."

Surely the voices were beside the 01(1
nian. tlicy souinded so clear and distixictý
and hoe looked about hî>îîi, but lie m~ as
atlo.ne in the dîii-lgludchrch.

G oodl-%ill te moen."
Tlie cliuscgrew f.iint again and died

away, tlien ail wvas silence.
" What could that inusic have been?"'

asked the old sextoir, wonderiugly.
"That %vas the song of the Clîrîstrnns.

Dimies," said a silvery, sweet vaîice so.
near te bini that the old mani started. A
beaux froni thè lantern fell upaîn a
silver diiîie titat had fallen frorn the con-,
tribut ion-box anxd dr<apped uuiseoîu upcn111
the carrnet.
A briglit, little face seenied ta> sufle up fit
the <aid mani froni tl>e coini.

"Yes, tliat is the ChristiiiaslMntie, " it. i c-
peated. -Thie gaxad tidiîîgs cf great jiay-
wwhi wte are iing to cairy to ail peuple.
i %'ct,ît you put fie ili the box it.li tbe
otiiers, so that, 1 can join ini the chiorusi7
MY littie master waudgrieve il lie colai(
seC 111t; lying liere."

Whoua. ivas your lit tic asteraskel the!
sexton curi>n513', as lie pick ed the Iiit le:
coin iiup and paitsed ta> listeil te its aliswer
bcfare lie rcsýto-ed it to the cîntribuitioiî-
ba>x.

My nmaster îvas a pour, little,ragi
newvsbo3 '. who noevtr licard tlîe story (-f
Jestis buit once. lRe waifîdered iiito Sab-
Ibatlîs8clîool ta> listez) te the silîiîîgý maie
Sahliatli, a few wvceks ago, anîd a kiiîd1
lady sat down by hini. and told hit of i lie
dear Saviour vhio hiad (lied fair lii». H is
littie licart overflowcd %vith love for .Jes-
us as lie heard the story cf luis suffering anal
cruel death upon tiae croQs aund lie laî~d
to do somtthing for Ilii to urove his love.


