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Is there any reason why Episcopalians, Lutherans and
Roman Calhuflcs should have a monupoly of Chnstas 2 Is
its glunous old patren syt partiat 2 Has the Chosteclald
no gifts for us as welt as for other fulks?  Llave the Decem-
Ler heavens no brghtness. the angel hust no sung for ** blue
Presbyterians 2 May we not come o the sacred manger,
tou? Are our church festivals su mam that we need dread to
add another? Is our rebigion so inclined to gaiety and
merry-making that we need curh ity joyous tendencies?
The very air of Christmas is marvellas. - The heavens are
never so blue, the sun never shines with a- profuser goacros-
ity,  The very eartit clothes nself in the spotless white of
the heavenly tobe, as if to prepare for the coming of ats
Lozd,

Alas for him who does not believe in Christmas ! May the
ghost of Scrooge haunt him into a better mind.

This was what 1 meatally cjacelated to mysell st Satur-
day afternoon after Mr. Hardeap's protest against our Clirist.
mas celebration.

The Sabbath moming previuns, Miss Moure came to me
mysteriously after church. “ 1 want towalk home with you,
My, Laicus,” said she. 1 have a wile and clatdren, and 1
felt safe. *¢ T shall be delighted wath the honour,” I rephed.
But Miss Moure’s honours are never empty ones. 1 knew
that she wanted something 3 U wondered what, 1 had oo
long to wonder ; for we had nut crossed the ruad before she
opened the subject. .

“Weare poing to trim the church for Chiistmas,” seid
she, *‘and wewant yor to superintend getting the eves
greens.”

““\What 2 sud I, aghast.

Confidentaally, please not mention it, I have beenan the
habit fur a goed many years of taking wy wife and my
prayer-book 1o the Lpiscopal Church on Christmas-day.
Dickens converted me to 1ts olservance ten years or mose
ago. DBut noneare so sound as those who ate tinged with
heresy.  And am 1 nota ** blue Preshyterian 2?2 1t would
not do to lend my countenance too readily to mdecorous in-
vasions of the sanctuary wath festivals barrowed from the
Roman Catholics,  Besules, what would the clders say ! 1
asked Miss Moore as much,

Deacon Goodsole wall lend us his pang,” was the reply.

* And the trustees? ” sad L

But Miss JMovre v cer leaves a point unguarded.

*“ Young Wheaton w Fome from school,” said she, “and
he will go with you 2o the woods, e will eall 10 morrawn
right after hreakfast.”

For a ditficult picce of generalship give me 2 womnan. Not
fitted for politics?  \Why, they ate born toit. Here was
Miss Moore bent on trimming the chutch.  Aad Lawyer
Laicus was to gon Ixacon Goodsole’s sleigh wath the san
of the President of the Board of Frusices 1o pet the ** trime
mings.” e who dares to complain after that enlists two
dignstaries and one very tespectable layman against him at
the outset.

“Very well,” saud L T will go.”

“ Go 1" said Miss Moore, ** of course you'll go. Nabody
doubted that.  But I want 1o tell you where to goand what
10 get.”

The next mormng I was just fannshung my second cup of
coffce when 1 heard the pingle of bells, and, lovking up, saw
Jim Wheaton and the Deacon's sleck horse at my dom. So,
bidding Harry, who was to go teo, ** be quick,” an exhort
ation that needed no sepeating, we were very soon in the
pung, armed, I with a hatchar, Harry with a pruning-kmfe.

That ride was one 0 be remembered,  The air was cnsp
and clear.  Just snow cnough bad fallen in the night to
cover cvery black and nossome thing, as though all Nature's
sins were washed away by her Sabhath repentance, amd she
had commenced bet life aftesh. Thete was luvury in every
inhalation of the pure atir.  The horse, more unpatient than
we, could scarcely wan for leave to 2o, and needed no word
thereafier toquicken his flying feet. Down the hill, wah
merry nngang bells, cver and anon showeted with flying
snow from the hurse’s hools ; through the vidage street with
a nod of recognition to Deacon Goodsole, who stood at his
door to wave us a cheery recogainion ; round the coracer wath
a whirl that threatens to deposit us in the soft snow and
leave the horse with an cmpiy slergh 5 across the bridpe
which spans the creek § up, with unabated speed, the little
hill on theother side § across the milroad rack, with real
commiseration for the travclless whoare trotting up and
down the platform, waiting for the train, and must exchange
kg joyous freedom of tlus day for the trcadmifl of ihe city,
this air for that smeke and gas, this clean, pure manle of
stow for that fresh accuaiation of svoty sloshy hiih ; paa
the school-house, where the gathering scholass siand, snow.
balls in hand, to sce us run mernly Ly, one arclan, more
mischicvous than the rest, sendang a vall whizzing after us
up, up, up the mountain road, fur half-a.le, past farm.
houses whose curling sioke tells of great Wazing fires with-
in: past ricks of hay all robed i white, and one ghost of
a last summet’s scarc-crow watching still, thouph the cotn s
long since in-gathered and ihic crows have long since fluwn
to warmer climes; wrnng off, 2 law, o the highway
into Squire \Wheaton's wead road, where, since e last fall
of snow, nothing has boen beloze us, save a soliti o rabbiz
whose track vus dog Jip follows eaaitedly, tlt hie 1s quitc out
of sight or even aall

Hcre we arc at last. And here the cvergiccas 2te
about us 10 2 profusion winch would wmake the cyes water
of my honest tnend the luich grocer v ho <upplicd me
with my family Uces so many years 1n New York, Qur
smoking nag is over lis impatience now, and, being well
blankcted, underztands what is wanted of him quite as well
as if he were ticd, and stands as sull asaf he were Sauire

Slowgoes’ fat and lazy “ family horse.” With pants tied
snugly over our tophoots to keep out the intruding snow, we
plutge into the woods,  The ringing blows of our hatchets
on the e-dar trees hrin'; down a mimic shower on our heads
and backs.  Young Wheaton understands his business, and
shows me how the fairest evergreens are hid beneath the
snow, and what rare furms of crystalline beauty conceal
themselves altogether beneath this white counterpane,  So
somctinies catting from above and sometimes grubbing
from below, we wark an hour or more, till our Ynng is filled
to its hrim.  Long before we have tinished, Jip has returned
from s useless search, and the neighing horse in® cates his
mpaticnce to be off again.

When we got back to the chinrch we found it wanu with
a blazing fire i the great stove, and bright with a bevy of
laughing gitls, who empticd our sleigh of its contents ahmost
before we were aware what had happened, and were im.
patiently demanding more.  Miss Moore had proposed just
1o trim the pulpit- oh ! but she is a shrewd manager—and
we had brought evergreens enough to make two or three.
But the plans had grown faster by far than we could work,
One yvoung lady had remathed how beautiful the changelier
would ook with an evergreen wreath 5 a second had pointed
out that there onght to be large festoons draping the windows;
a third, the soprano, had declared that the choir had as good
a nght 1o trimming as the pulpit; a fourth, a graduate of
Mount Holyoke, had proposed some mottoes, and had agreed
to cut the letters, and Mr. Leacock, the store-keeper, had
been foraged on for pasteboard, and an eatemporized table
contnved on which 1o cut and trim them,  So off we were
diiven again, with barely time to thaw out our half-fiozen
tues; and, m short, my half morning’s job lengthened out
tu a a long day’s hard but joyous work, before the pile of
evergreens in the hall was farge enough to supply the eners
gies of the Christimas workers.

Of cousse, we tust tnim the Sunday school-room as well
as the chureh, for the children must have their Christmas 3
and frimmed it was, so lusuriantly that it seemed as though
the woods had laid siege to and taken possession of the
sanctuary, and that nature was preparing to join on this glad
day Ber voice with that of man in singing praise to Him
who brings life to a winter-wrapped earth, and whose fittest
svmbal, theeel e, is the tree whose greenness not even the
frosts of the coldest winter have power to diminish.

Of course Chastmas itself passed without recognition. [
went, as is my wont, with my wife and my prayer-book, to
the Fpiscopal Church. Our Christmas waited till Sunday.
A glorinus day it was.  The sun never shone more brightly.
The cusp keenness was gone from the air. The balmy breath
of sprng wasin . Tlee chuzeh never was so full before and
never has been since. The story of its decorations had been
spread far and wide, and all Wheathedge flocked 1o sce what
the Preshytenans would make of Christmas.  The pulpit,
he walls the gallery, the chandelier, were festocned with
wreaths of Jiving green. A cross—0O fempora ! O smores !

of cedar and i~ atelles, stood on the communion table.
Over the pulpit w ¢ those sublime words of the sublimeut
of all books : ** He shall save His people from their sins.”
Opposite it, cmblazoned on the gallery, was heaven and
wanth's fining se<ponse . this subline revelation: ** Glory
hie to God un high,” Miss Moore was better than her word.
She managed both choir and minister.  Both were in the
~pirit of the accasion.  The parson never preached a better
sernon than his Christmas meditation.  The choir never
sung a more juyous sang of praise than their Chiistmas an-
them  And hefore the influence of that morning's scivice
I think the last objection to observing Christmas faded out.

For there hiad been somcobjections,  E heard of two,

Onc came from Mr. Wheaton.  Monday afternoon, going
uy the church, he saw the door open, went in, found it full
of busy warkers 3 ceiling, aisles, pulpit and gallery strewed
with evergreens, and the clatter of merry voices keeping pace
with the busy fingars. It was his first intimation of what
Was gaing on.

“Heyday " saidhe.  “ Whatisall this? Who authorized
it, I should like 1o know? ™

The chattes of meny voices ceased.  The young ladies
were inawe.  Miss Moare was not there toanswer for then.
No ane dared act as spakesman.  Young Jim Wheaton was
an a stepeladider mather dangerously resting on the backs of
1wo pewe e was tacking the letter G to the gallery. He
noticed the silence and disceraied the cause.

** Fathes,” <ai® he, *“ 1 wish you wonld hold this Jadder
for mc for 2 minute. It is rather ticklish.”

* Ah, Jan, is that you?” said the ol man.  Pride in Jim
is the futhier’s weak point. The ladderwashicld.  Then his
advice was asked about the placing of the mottoes; and it
was given,and that was the last of Mr. Wheaton's objcction.

The other objection came from Mr. Hardeap, the carpen-
ter. T et him at the door of the church Saturday afier-
noon, just as the last rublish had been swept out and we
weze closing the door.

**Looks heautiful, dnesa’t it, Mr Hawdeap?” said 1.

**They'd better have spent their time on their kaces than
with theee finin's,” growled Mr Hazdeap: ** "iwould ha'
vene the chiurch mare goed, a deal sight.”

** Did you spend your ume on your kaees >" 1 could not
refran from ashang.

Bat Mr Hazdeap did not answer.

CHAPTER \Vi.—MR, GEAR AGAIN.

Our Iible class a1 the Miil has prospered greatly.  Mr.
tiear was better than bic word., The first Sabhath he
twaught 1w aver a dazen of his young men; the half-dozen
who were already 1a the Sabhath schiool joined us of coursc.
tithers have followed.  Sumce of the children of the Mill
village gathered cuniously about the school hiouse doors from
Sundav 1o Sunday 1t eecurced to me that we might do
something with them 1 propaosed it 10 Mr. Gear. 1l as.
seated.  So we invited than in, got a fow discarded
anging books fram the Wheathedge Sabbath school. and
uscd uusic as an invilation to mote.  Mis. Gear has come
in 10 teach them.  There are not over a dozen or twenty alt
widas yet. I the skating or the sliding is good theyare
reduced 20 five or six.

Stll the numberis gradually increas- |

——

ing, and they are enough to constitute the germ of a p I
sible mission school, 1 wish we had a pastor. e migk S
make something out of it. :

Mr. Gear adheres to his pledge and I to mine.  We pyy
no theological discussions in the class.  Occasionally, i
deed pretty frequently, we get on themes on which we gy
not agreed,  But weneverdebate.  Mr, Gear has made sy
eral attemts at a theological discussion out of the class, 1§
I have avoided them. 1 hope he does not think Lam afig
of discussion.

1amnot. But I am convinced that no mere intellectey
opinion is a sin. 10 Mr. Gear is in darkness it is because b
neglects some known if not some recagnized duty. My we
is not to convinee him of the error of his opinions, |
probably never could do that,  And his opinions are ne g
much consequence. My work i- to find out what know
duty he is neglecting, and press . home upon his consciene,
And so far 1 have not discovered what it is.  He is one ¢ §
the most conscientions men I ever knew.  Yet sometl
is wantmng i Mr. Gear, 1 believe he half thinks so himgg
He is mentally restless and uneasy, e seems to doubs by
own doults, and to want discussion thas he may strengibe
himselfl in his own unbelief.  But still I make no o -
gress.  Since that first night 1 have got no farther inty &
heart,

** Juhin," said Jennie, ** 1wish you wonld call and sce Ny,
Gear.  He has not been in church for six or cight weely!

“ It is no use,” said I, ¢ 1 have asked him once or twig,
and he always says that he is not coming till we get a pase
f1e says hie does not care 1o hear candidates s he doey g
consider himself a good judge of the article. ¢ Hardeay
says he, 15 a ministerial expert, but 1am not.’”

“How is he getting on 2 said lennie.

“°Fo tell the teuth, Tennie, [ don’t know,” 1 rcplicd. “t
don't see that he gets on at all. ‘Hc seems to be Just whe
he was,”

Jennie drew a long sigh.

2 o !:;ﬂicncc. Jennie, patience,” said I, **time works wee
ers,

**Nu, John,” said Jenme, *“time never works. It ey
and undernmnines and rots and rusts and destroys. But stoce
works. It only gives us an opportunity to work."”

Perhaps Jennie is nght.  Pethaps we eapect timey
work fur us, when time is only given us that we may wat

* Besides," saud Jenme, ** there 1s that volume of The
dore Parker’s sermons which you borrowed of him the otte
day, you have never retmined it”

;K'o! And 1 had never read it.  Our theme in Bible-cixg
had touched on prayer.  After the class Mr. Gear ki
tried to get me into a theological discussion about praye: |
1 had bLeen silent as tomy own views, but had asked ta
for his. And he had handud me this voluine in refly
It contained a scrmon by Theadore Parker on the sut;ec§
which Mr Gear said expressed his own views exactly, Jeo
nie’s remark brought this volume to mind. 1 took it don
f'rum_xhc shelf, opened to the sermaon, and read it aloud v

cnnie.

We both agreed that it was a good sermonr, or rathes, ¢
speak more accurately, a scrmon in which there was god
It is true that in it Mr. Parker inveighed against the unte
dox philosophy of prayer; he denicd that God could rexy
be influenced or His plans changed. But on the duiyd
prayer he vehemently insisted.  Mere philanthropy and b
manity, he said, are not religion.  There must also be e
The soul must hive in the divine presence ; must inhale i
Spirit of Gud 3 must utter its contrition, its weakness, a
wants, and its thanksgivings 1o its Heavenly Father.

That cvening’s reading suggested a thought tome. T
next evening 1 started for Mr. Gear's to try if it were tieg,
and 1o try the practicability of the plan it had devclopedz
my mind. M. Gear welcomed me cordially,  Mis, Uz
went off almost immediately on pretence of pulting &
children 10 bed, and left us two alone together. 1 opexed
the conversation by handing her husband the volume of s
mons and thanking him for ®.

*“ What do you think of the serinon 2 ” said he.

¢ 1 liked a great deal of it very much indeed,” said L *]
believe you told me that you liked it.”

* Very much,” said he.  ** I think it's onc of Theodx
Parker’s ablest setmons.”

““ And you believe in it 2" said I, interrogatively. .

“ With all my heart,” said he.  ** Who can believe iz
the Great Infimte First Cause can be influenced, and 15§
plans changed hy the teasing of every onc.of His insignifiaz
little creatures? ™

** But the rest of the sermon,” said 1. ¢ Do you beli
that? Last Sunday Professor Strait preached for us. B
ritcached against what he called humanitasianism.  Hess
1t was living without God ; that there was very little dife
cnce between ignoting God and denying His existence, a2
that the humanutarians practically ignored Him; that ¢
belicve only in men.”

* 1t is not tiue,” said Mr. Gear, somewhat bittesly. ¥
can scc for yoursclfthat it is not truc.  Thecdore Farkerde
licves in prayer as much as Professor Strait. 1 den'tixl
but that he praycd as much.”

** And you agree with him 2" said I, with a liule afue
tion of surprise. :

*“Agrec with him, My, Laicus 1" said he, **of coursel&
There can be no truc religion without prayer, without ez
without gratitude to God, without faithin lim. YourChd
has not the monopoly of faith in God, by any means, tha2
assumes to have.’

“* And you really believe in prayer? " said I, 5

“Rehicve i prayer? \Why, of course Tdo. Do yoauk i
me fora heathien 2 replicd he, with sone irritation.

“* And cvery night,” said I, **you kneel down and o= 3
mend yorrsclf to our 1leavenly Father's protection? 3%
cvery morning you thank Him for Iiis watchfulness, 3%|
beseech divine strengih frum Thin to meet the tempiations 8
the day ; and every day 301: gather {our family about e
thronc that you may cach your children to lov: and oo iy
cnce the Fathier you delighe to worship?” :

There was a long pause. Mz, Gear was evidently 33
by surprise.  He made no answer 5 I pressed my advani:i- 8

** How is it, my fricnd? "said 1, :
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