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TENAREWELL, Old Year, with all thy
All thy experience told!  [cheer,
\With mind more stored our time well
hoard .
As misers hoard their gold.

X
I

Yet, not as they their talent lay
Apart, but to abuse,

Exch moment we most joyfully
Will for our Master use,

Father above, in kindly love
Our guide and counsel be ;
Assistance lend that we may spend
Our lives in serving ‘Thee !

o

THE STRANGE HARPER,
A STORY OF CHRISTMAS.

wj¢ N thoso mysteri-
ous old days
when King His.
tory, baving been
vy well-nigh  de-
throned by Queen
Fantusy, had to

© assume & monk’s
garb and take refuge in a convent
library — those marvellous old days
whep (if at any time) our Nusery
Tliads of the Sleeping Beauty, and the
Giunt Killer, and Valentine and
Orson, must have taken pluce—those
wild old days when England was
governed by the Seven, and Frauce
by the mayors of the palace, and the
greater part of Europe had no settled
government at nll—thero srood in the
kingdom of Northumbria, & stately
castle called Cedwertha. In that
castle were assembled, one Christmas
eve, & large company round the board
of Kenelm the Thane, to celebrute, not
the anniversary of Christ’s birth, but
the heathen festival of Yule. The feast
was ended, and the bsnqueters loft the
board, and assembled round the blazing
“yule-log,” on the hearth. It was a
stormy night, the wind roared fitfully,
and cracked the boughs of the great
oak-trees that stood in the castle yard,
Suddenly Hilda, the fair daughter of
the Thane, looked up with an air of
surprige, and exclaimed, :

“Methought I beard music with-
out.”

“And I too,” said Osmond, the be-
trothed. of the maiden. Al listened
attentively, and between the gustsof
wind the notes of a harper became dis-
tinctly audible. Kenelm sent out a
servant to ascertain what wandering
minstrel was abroad that inhospitable
night: and in a few minutes an aged
man was brought into the hall, his
long white hair bedropped with icicles,
and ¢ snowy harp in his hand.

“Come hither, aged man,” said
Kenelm, leading him to the fire, “ A
minstrel is ever welcome at Cedwei-
tha,” Hilda at the same time remov-.
ed the old man's harp from his shoul.
ders, and the active hands of Osmuna
filled bim a beaker of mead.

“ An old'man’s blessing be upon ye
all,” said: the venerable bard, with
something that almost awed them in
his gentle tones.

“But oh, my barp, my harpt” he
exclaimed, as he- strove to shake the
snow from the strings, “Tho cold
wind and’ melting snow will render
my sweet companion dumb,” he added,
handling the instruméent as tenderly
as if it had been a living thing.

“Nar, fear not for thy harp, said
Hilda ; “I'll ¢'en dry tho strings by
this good yule fire; but who art thou?:
an 1 dave ask thee thy natie ; and how-

“Y am Cmdmon the bard,” was tho
reply ; “and I am on my way to Jar-
row town, but I lost my way at night-
full, and havo wandered farther und
farther into the forest, until, seeing in
tho fur distance the friendly lights of
your castle, I played a measure on my
barp to give notice to those within
thut I was wandering ubroad in the
durkness.”

“And now, good Crdmon,” said
Hilda, **as the strings of the harp are
dry, perchanco thou wilt o'en pluy us
some lay 3"

* Of what shall it bel" inquired
Credwon, taking his harp in his hand,
and tuning it with as much delight ng
if embracing a long-lost child.

“Concerning the glorious gods;
Odin, or Balder the Beautiful,” replied
Kenelm tho Thane

¢ Nay, rather of Thor the Thunder
er,” said Sigurd, a tierco and warlike
chieftain; “such thewe, methinks,
were fit for such a night as this.”

“Canst thon sing us the tale of
Sigmund the Dragon-slayer,” inquired
the blue-eyed Hilds, “and how he
broke through the fiery wall that
guarded the sleeping Iady, and woke
her from her magic slumber?”

“QOr a lay of the British Arthur,”
snid Osmund ; “him with whom our
forefuthers fought

“I know not songs like those,”
replied the aged harper; ¢but I would
fain sing & melody fitted for this joy-
ful geason.” Suiting the action to the
words, he commenced a low, soft, ex-
quisitely teader strain on his harp,
which, though not sufficiently stirring
for the taste of Kenelm's warriors,
filled Hilda's heart (one peculiarly
open to impressions of beauty) with
feelings she had never experienced
before—of peace and reet and yet of
longing. The words he sang, too,
seemed in keeping with the melody.
They were theso:

* Holy and blest is tho night,
Soft are the slumbers Light .
Of all things around, save the pair

Who tend the fair child with bright bair,
And sweet is the rest of the labe

¢ Holy and blest is the night,
Shepherds list with delight
To the glad hallelnjalis that scuand
From the seraphs that hover aronnd,
Who tell that the Saviour is near,

““ Holy and bleat ia the night,

‘Teuder, loving, and bright,

Sweet babe is the smile on thy face.

It hath come the glad honr of our grace,

Tho hour, blcssedgl,ord, of Thy birth.”

«“'Tis a song for a lady’s bower,”
said Kenelm, rather contemptuously.

« A lullaby for a babe,” said Sigurd.,

¢t But whois this,” inquired Osmund,
‘““concerning whose birth thy song
speaketh? Some great leader or cap-.
tain, perchance, or & minstrel, ora good
and glorious king1” '

«It is,” roéplied Ceedmon, ‘““He
who, at this time weéll-nigh 500 years
agone, was born in far-off Palestine,
Jesus of Nazareth, He is the desire
of all nations; so that in:every land,
men feéling, longing; yearning after a
deliverer like unto Him, divine yet
‘humun, immortal yet' submitting to
death, have dovised some being out of
_their ow fantasy, In well-nighevery
religion concerning which we know
aught, soma deity, good and beloved,
is slain by a cruel enemy, and mourned
.over by-beaven and earth, by the whole
realm of nature, by that which i8 witb-

| out lifo in creation, a8 well ax by man;

but He is immortsl—His being is inde-
structible ; and ia His time He appears

comest thou:to be.abroad .to-night ¢ ”

-again-as new-born. Of this immortel

‘varied . phases of

PLEASANT HOTURS.

ey

though dying divinity, do they per-
chance dream when, in tho far south,
they adore the sun that riseth and
sottoth agnin.  Him it may bo that
they signify when, in yomo of tho mue
vallous tales they tell of your Sigis-
mund the Wadsing they relato that he
wag of tho race of tho gods, though in
appearanco & ian; was dead and yet
lived again. In other lands 1 have
heard that thoy told of u kind being,
n won of tho gods, whom thoy called
Promnetheun, who suffered nnutterable
angonies becauso he strove to bring down
tho five of heaven to cheer and sustain
humanity. And of another such being
told our forcfuthers, in that sad, beau-
tiful tale of the pure, young god of
love and light, sluin by his blind
brother's shaft, tho White Balder.
Whom, therefore, ye ignorantly wor
ship, Him declare I unto you.”

Sigurd, whom the profound thoughts
of Cdmon had totally failed to in-
toreat, made n gesturo of impatience,
and Kenelm thought this philosophy
dangerous, as Jikely to lead to a now
religion being introduced; but Os.
mund and Hilda were breathless with
attention, aud at lust the lutter said
softly,

“ Good Credwon, tell us more con-
corning this Jesus of Nazareth.”

Then once more tuning his harp, the
missionary bard sang some simple
melodies, or rather chants, in which
tho leading ideas of Christionity were
unfolded.  Most of the storn warriors
in the hall fell fast aslecp, for thero
wag little in such musio to atir the
blood or kindle tho imagination; and
to most, oven of those who listened,
they wore only as ““a very lovely song
sung by one that hath o pleasant
voice.” It was not 8o with Osmund
and Hilda. To them Crdmon's visit
was the commencement of a new life.
He quitted Cedwertha early tho follow-
ing morning. but ho left behind, in
return for the hospitality he had re-
ceived,the imwmortal seed in two young
hearts,

—————

THE CANADIAN

METHODIST MAGAZINE

For 1882.

—

CIT rROX ** PICTURRSQUR CAXADA."~ Sce Uclote.

‘THE followin
for 1882 is-the
made:

avnouncement of - Contenta
that wo haye ever yet

LIFE IN A PARSONAGE

OR, L1GHTSAND SitaDOWS OP mzlixxzuxcr;

a story of Canadian Life, by the Editor. This'

story, although completc in itsell. isasequel
to *THE KING'S MESSENGER,” which
nas been réncived with »uch favor in Canada,
angd hay been republished 1n Eo{hnd. 1t will
give a fajthfnl portraitdre of come of the
3 dian social. lifs, and
will run through the year. ‘
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MISSIONARY HEROES,
A series of biogruphioal sketches by the
Fditor, will embrae wuch represeatative
charctery s
FELIX REPPYP,
JAMES CALVERT,
HENRY MARTYN,
WILLIAM CARRY,
JOUN HUNT,
DL MORRIBON,
ROBERT MOPFATT,
JORN WILLIAMS,
BISHOP PATTERBON,
EMILY JUOBON,
DR, LIVINGHTON,
DR. DUYF,

and other heroie missionaries aud martyra
The substance of many volumes will he
condensod into twelvo articles of special
importance to young people.

LOITERINGS IN EUROPE,
A neries of aketohes of travel, by the Rev.
C. S. Eby, B. A., Misionary of the Methodist
Church of Capada in Japan, will embrace
such attractive subjects as

‘Y RaunLes aMoro TiX Hakrz MountaIxa,™
9 Licurs AND MEXORIERS or Bouknia,”
“STUDRNT Live 1IN Grumany,”

“Ix RiINELAND,”

¢ ALriNg Prorunrs,” and
* SWITZEKLAKRD, ™

Theso papers aro written in Mr, Eby’s grapbic
and racy style, and scvoral of them will be
handsomely illos rated.

THE STATELY HOMES OF ENGLAND,

A senies of splendid engravings, with das
cniptions of some of tho niost famous Castles
mu{\ Baronia! Halls of Old Englaud, as

WINDSBOR CABTLE,
WARWICK CASILR,
ALNWIOK CASTLIE,
HADDON JALL,
ALTON TOWERS,
BELVOIR HOURE,
BURLEIGH HOUBE,

And others of the »ld Historic Homea of
Eagland.

PICTURESQUE CANADA,
With pictures of the
8T. LAWRENOE,
QUEBEO,
THUNDER CAPE, and
NKORTH SRORE OF LAKY. SUPERIOR,

FOREIGN SCENES,
MEDIZVAL ART AND AROCHITECTURE,
BIBLB LARDS,
THEX LAND OF THY NILE,
ITALIAN PICTURES,
SEASIDE PICTURES,

And other subjects, handsomely illustrated.

PIONEER MISSIONARIES,
By Dr. CarnoLy, iscluding
JAMES EVANS,
ROBRRT RUNDLE,
WILLIAM RYBREON, and
HEXRY WILKINEON,

With other Lifo Sketches, by varioas writers.

WRECKED;
A Tale of Adventure on SableIaland. Bya
anadian Lady.
And many other valuable papers will appear.
Tue DEPARTMENTS OF
THR HIGEER LIFE,
BRELIGIOUS IRTELLIGENCE,
CURRENT TOPICS,
DOOK NOTICES,
MUSIC,
Will be kept up with increased efficiency.

Sea.Premium Offer and Clubbing List.

.Prico &2 a year ; $1 for six months ; single
nambere, 20 cents.
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MAGAZINE is .
. “Panul Meggitt's Delusjon

Wrzy,

lea,”” By the Rev. J. Jaorsoxn Wr
This is

fathor of ““Nestleton Majus,” ete.
2 book of sbout 200

any subscriber, old o new, to the Y Erudnisy
Mmezmz,lgrﬁﬂ%%h." I

pspor end. substantially bound in cloth.
WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Toronto, 1881. Bosk Steward

e~ =

& The Prruioi. for the METHODIST |
a Story of English Metbolism, and other

_with five fall-
page engravings. -lt.i'rilf!» sent rosl freato |,

This- book:will-be printed on heavy toned | |
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