564 The Presbyterian Review

Christmas.
HY MARUARET ¥, BANGNTRR,

Metry, morry Christmas !
Tho little children sing it,

And from every spire and steeplo
Tho glad bolls rock aud ring it !

‘The gateway or its morning
I resonant with pialso;

And chorals at ita evooing
Unnuinbered voices raisc.

No day %0 set to muaic
In all tho year of days,

Ay Christmas, Merry Christmas,
With its sheaves of lofty praise,

Merry, merey Chertmas,
Ago-long the sad world sought 1t,

Uatil from out the heart of heaven
Tho holy augels brought it.

Then all the earth grew brighter
By tho shige of ono sweot Star,

The lighteu torch that aont its beams
Oh ! glad snd wide aud far.

T'nen bent a fair young Mother
Above a little Child,

And the angcels sang their glorias
While that happy dother amiled.

Then Christmas, Morry Christmas,
Camo hither, came to stay,

When the Star, tho Star, steod over
The placo whero Jerus lay,

“No Heart for Christmas.”
DY MARION BARLAND,

The phraso occurs in tiwo letters that lio upou my dosk, They
aro 1u all things clso very unlike. Tho first and the longer of tho
two is from a woman whom acquaintances citc as ono of tortune's
favouritex. Sho has a beautiful home nnd beautiful children fill it ;
sho has wenlth which she delights o dispensc among those who
nced it, and sho furthor brightens tho world by a presenco as gen-
crous aud fair as tho sunthine. Her very handwriting Lespeaks
character aud intollect. Tho four words I have quoted fall, as by
their own heaviness, into tho closing paragraph of pagea that
sparklo with fun and fanoy. It is as if & golden goblet full of

biterness, had boen carricd high and steadily until an unexpected
jar, or it may be, @ weary turn of the bearer's wrist, sent a fox
dark drops splashing down upon the paper.

*“Tho children’s brains have tho topsy-turvyness inscparable
fromn tho season,” sho writes. ** I dutifully shut my oyes wiien I
open cupboards and drawers, and seal my carstostage whisperioga
that gn on in corners.  Lhe air is thick with mysterics many, and
young brows aro bent by rortentous plans. I whoseem to joy in
their joy, hido the heaviest sccrot of all. I havo no heart for
Christmas. The holiday soason and the weeks that usher it in aro
oue long agony. (od graunt o grace not to lot my darlisgs nucss
at tho truth !

Butwoen aad under tho liocs, as through a lattico from which
tho vicw is over the same, I sec tho loog, sere mound where the
widow will lay on Christinas Lvo, by stealth, not to dampen her
children's spir’ts, holly and laurestinus and such rosos as sho always
used to fiad on Christmas mornioy besido her plate.

The unformed chirography of the second letter belongs to tho
day when tho muthers of tho passiug generation insisted upon
hiaving « fino point to their quill pens as csscotial to **a lady-like
hand," Tho churactors arc palo, aud I catch myself wondering, in
turning the ruted sheet to the light, why women of tho writer's uge
and montal caliber never chance to buy black ink.

** Only Husband aud Mo aro left in the Old Home,” I read.
** None of our cight children can be with va at tho Holy days.
Yivo of them aro in Heaven. The other thiceare scattered over tho
face of tho earth.  Nam as in Chicago, Mary is travelling in Italy;
Frankic is in New Orloaus. Their Father and me, wo sat by the
firo 1 the witting-Roam last night, and looked at the Chimuoy-
picce where the stockings and eocks ueed to hang of a Christmas-
eve, and we said to one another. *we haven't got no heart for
Christnuag, this year. Don't let's keep it." When the hono is so
near br. xo up, the Holydays ain’t holydaya.”

0f courso 1 know what I oughit to writeto each of those women,
acparatod by social positicn and cducation as widely as if they
wero reaidonts of difforent plancts, yet sisters, in love, in loaging.
and in suffering. No many Christmas storics, and so many holi.
day homilies have bocn run in ono groove that tha reader of this
four-{cet-on a-fender chat anticipates cach step of the *ought-to-
be.” Tho sad hearted should forget sclfish sorrows, aud tho loacly
their yearning in prerent action for others' good. The route by
which sell-oblivion is said to Le roachod is a» well-knowa and is

boaten as hard as tho road to post-oflice and church in any country.
town where tho peoplo read the Chautauquan couruo after tho
manuer of to-day, and pray aftor the mauner of their fore-fathors.
Tho story of tho freezing soldier who rostored tho circulation of
his own bleod by chafing the frozon limbs of his comrades, has been
used to point this moral until poiut and edgze aro blunted,

Truoe, tho blesred fact abiles that giving of one's-s0lf to him
who is faint and woary, builds up, inste~d of impoverishing, the
giver. Obodienco to the homely rulo of trying to forget how badly
off wo aro by ministering to those who aro yet more wretched, has
lightened many s heavy spirit and healed tho amart of countloss
wounds.

I hava vo such proescription roady at hand while the mournful
eyos of these two women scem to look into tnino. Tho open shecta
are 10 mo tho rovealed depths of stricken souls that refuso to bo
comforted by human counsol. Representative souls thoy aro,
haunted ceazolessly by recollections of what will bo no more for
them on this side of heaven. Tho joy-bells of Christmas Evo bavo
au undertoll of desolation to their cars. Tho happicst days of the
year arc tho saddest to them, Close Lo their side, and thronging
their knces, aro shadowy forms that shut out tho light of Christmas
candles and Christmas Sunlight. For them,

41t is timo for memory and fer toars.”

God help them! God help us all as memory reviows the
tender grace of days for which wo would barter years of tho life
that now isours. Tho years that, in passing, havo strown ashcs
upon our heads, havo scattered them more thickly upon bearts and
hopes. It is not weak sentimentality thst makes ua feel it would
bo disloyal to push asido thoughts of those who once made tho
glad scason more glad. To smother reminiscenco and to rebuke
toars, is atoicism, uot Chriztian resignation. They who have gone
from our sight have a right to their place in our affections and in
our homes at this trysting-time. 7They woro given to us to have
and tohold. Tho Father does not mock us by snatching away that
which Ho bade us love ourselves. Qux treasurcs are in His holy
ward and keoping, but they are still ours. Forgetiulness would be
ingratitude to the Giver ; to cease to love and long for the departed
wounld be fickleness, To tho eyes of tho mother.heart the row of
Bttle stockings, limp at nightfall, fat and mishapen at dawn, is
uobroken. Sho could show you where the baby’s pink socks were
huug on his first Christmas Eve, and whero tho eldest boy porsisted
in driving a particularly atout nail tosupport tho prospective weight
of tho stocking that camo up to tho kneo of a loog leg to meet his
knickerbockers. Do oot let her try to tell you where and when
the gaps in the goodly lino began to come. The smoll of the roses
that blushed upon the breakiast.cloth beside tho wife’s piate, is as
present to her imagination sy when her silent kiss repaid the
donor. Her children are the very pulso of her heart, but their
voices will never again sound as sawect as whon upborne by deop,
manly tones. Talk as bravely as wo may of tho work of Time the
Healer, there is a look in the oyes with which we try to reassuro
ono another that tells of wounds forover raw, and a void we do not
hope to fill.

We bring gay spirits to other festivals, Christmas touches
finer and fullor chords. Sinoe the rounding of tho grave that cast
the firat laating shadow over our lives, wo havo learned by heart a
new and incffablo meaning in I belicvo in the commuaion of the
aaints.” Wo observe the Yulo-lido as a sacrament in tho senze
given to the term by tho esrly Fathors of the Church; * the
visiblo sign of an iovisible grace.” Uuscen guosts are with and of
us. Tho chimes that girdlo the globe with music on Christmas.
night arc not lost in heartless space. Even where.

** Loyal hearts and truo
Stand ever in tho light ;

All ragture through and through
It God's most holy light.”

ono element of that ti.urough rapture must be the momories that
unscal our tears, and which bring tender amiles to their cyes.
Thoy must think and talk of us oo the Boly Birthday as wo think
and talk of them, but with & difference the thought of which shonld
chango mourniug into thanksgiving. For them tho puzzle and the
pain, tho fever aud the fret, thostormand stress,—sad alliteratives
that make up tho major part of our lives,—are eternally overpast.
Whilo we ponder upon thoso thinzs and heep them in our hearts,

our Christmas.sacrament becomes a Feost of Commomoration. I1s
is tho truo All-Nouls’ Day.

** Alas, tor him who nev.. scos

The atars shino through his cyprosa trocs.

Who hath pot loarned in hours of faith

The truth to flesh and scnio unkaown,

That Life is over Lord of Doath

And Love 3an nover lossits own. ™ .
Interior,




