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CHRISTMAS LOVE.

By AUNT Mavy.,

The love of Clnist constraineth ns,

T was Christmas Eve, and Harry Vane walked, or rather
limped, through the village. A group of boys lay in Li-
way, and at a glance he saw that they were tcasing Jim
Jones, a bad boy, ’tis true, but one who had never had any
one to teach him better. His home was with old Silas Ble’
though how it was so I can tcll no more than you. Still, 1
think that Silas found him useful in lighting his fire, and
doing little things in the house ; for Silas had no wife, so you
may fancy the life they led in the dirty cottage they called
home, and to which Silas staggered as tipsy as ho could well
be, every night in the whole year.

Well, it was Christmas Eve, and because of that, .Jim
thought that he should like to carn a penny : all the other
boys had oranges, whereas he had none. So as the woman
in the cottage hard by had promised him one, if he would but
sweep the snow well away from her doorway, he was, poor
boy, trying todo his best in return for the coming Christmas
joy. But the other boys were hindering him, and pow had
actually knocked bim down in the snow, aud were keeping
him there too, as Harry Vane came up, and stoud with lus
crutch firmly planted, so as not to share Jim’s fate. He
feared the boys, but he was resolved to take Jim's part, so
he eaid wildly, in his usual timid way, ¢ Leave him alone.”
But Jim was in a great passion, and 8o cared neither for friend
nor foe. Harry was weaker than himself, and he struck
blindly at him and his crutch as well, sheuting out at the
same time cruel words which went straight to Harry’s tender
heart. ¢ Ah, well, ’tis a queer world ! poor Harry sighed,
ae he limped away, the cry of ““ Hoppy " echoing after himn
down the lane.

But that night therewas a cry of ¢ Fire ! Fire ! and looking
ont through his window, Harry saw that it was Silas Blake's
cottage from which the flames came, and there in the flicker-
ing, uncertain light, he saw, too, poor Jim shivering in the
cold j for,he had had but scant time to wrap clothes about
him, ere he had been dragged from the burning pile, No
one thought of the boy as Lo stood—and he was burnt a little,
too—no one, T mean, but Harry Vane, and ho, weakly cripple

though he was, remembering as be did Jim's oruel words
and blows, dressed himself in all haste and went out. It
was Christmas time! Somewhere the glad bells were
pealing ; somewhere waiting hearts were welcoming Jesus
anew ; and, full of the sweot tenderness of theseason, Harry
made his way to Jim’s side.  “Jim, come home to our
house,” and he touchbed the shivering boy on the arm.

Jim started, and turned first ved and then pale. But just
now Jim stood to Barry in the stead of the dear Saviour,
who when oun earth had had no place to lay His head, so he
would take no refural. He would act kindly, lovingly,
thinking of the dear Lord who takes all acts of love as done
to Himself. So he drew Jim hack to his own horie, and
coaxed his mother into asking him to spend Christmas Day
there, as his own dear gucst. And so they had a merry
time, and after that the poor orphan was never so lonely
again, although he went back to old Silas, who had avother
house, and 1 ghted his fires and waited upon him as before.
Harry was his friend, and Jesus was with them both.

Dear children, can you pot give a Chnstmas joy ? Can
you not be a friend to sameone in the stead of the Babe of
Bethlehem, that so He may look down from Heaven upon
you, and prepare a place for you beyond the clear, bright
stars? Jcsus eaid when on earth, ‘' Ye have the voor always
with you, but Me ye have not always,” which means that
they, and pot He, stand in need of our love and help, and
more especially when we remember that now at Christ-
mas time He came into the world for us, alittle babe with-
out a cradle or a home. We were not alive then to carry
him, as did the ¢ ise men from the East,” ¢ gold, and
frankincense, and myrrh”; but we can give Him our wor-
ship and love, and we can give the best we have to those of
of His people who are about our paths, We can -

Help socone to keep Christmas morn,
‘The day our Saviour Christ was harn,

ACCIDENTS.
By Rev. J. H. M‘Caury,

NE-HAIF of the world is quite forgetful of the other half.
There is a wedding-party in one house, while a funeral
cortige passes from the door of the housec adjoining. Here
they are singing and making merry, and just across the way
they are watching by the bedside of the sick and dying.
Plcnty crowns the board in one house, while want pinches in
anotber. Human life is made up of these extremes.

But, then, we do not believe that, because there are sorrows
and sickness and want and death in the world, there should
be no cheer and gladness. If my neighbeur is too poor to
own a carriage, that is no reascn why I should not. If my
next door reighbour has the gout, that is no reason why I
should screw up my face as if I had it too,

The more of cheer and joy there is in the world, the better
for the world. We shou!d sympathise with those in afilic-
tion, and help them ; but we should not aim at hanging tho
whole world in weeds of mourning. All accidents affect,
more or less closely, humanlife. We areeverywhere expused
to them. In this world neither life nor property is anywhere
safe, excepting in a comparative sense,

There is inus, and in all our works, an element of frailty

-imperfecticn. The laws of natureareperfect ; the instincts
of the animal world operate with certainty—animals make
no wmistakes : but when you come to man, the being of reason,
then you fitd a being of error in judgment aud sinfuluess of
heart. Let him be as careful as he will over all his actione,
yet he will find himself where he will say: «If I had
done this, or leit undone that, this would not have
hapﬁencd.”

Then there is in the very constitution of things an element
of weakness. The very rocks are temporary: they crumble
under the hand of time. The granite or iron shaft will fall ;
the most gizantic engine has its weak part, which, under some
pressure, will give way. The steamer may go safely on many
a voyage over the stormy sea, triumphing over wind aund
wave; but in the end sinks to the bottom, or falls a’prey to
the consuming flames.

The human judgment is weak ; and often, when man
would be truc to himself and to others, he makes mistakes,
and ruin comes on others, disasters cnsue, which shroud
whole communities in gloom. We are bound to protect life
and limb, but we must be merciful in our judgments of men.
The patient may die, though the best medical <kill be



