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Christmas,
BY MAIRGALET sibMiY,

Tlow bl otel] of thewes
W hen Chrrtiias W nevan kept g

When the earth, modak rovelution,
Bidodd her tone - and glept”

How spenk of the tasdy untolding
Of mora in the ernpson Bt -

W ien 1o ! for the heavenly fant
Theres waited the solemn feast ?
The shepherds sing
In slow neconl,

¢ Is born oar King,
T e blessed Lovl”

A quiver —as if down the o ges
Mortality's ery cehond stall g

Na hing had it voieed wvery heart-heat,

1t Hngered the sdaybreeak to till;

Faeh bitter discondant, low eatth-wail

Shocked heasenly aw as it rang;
The e breathed 3 Divinity woke,
Ausi the angels in rapture sang,
The shepherda say,

“ \We seck him, all,
look at the siar
U'er Bethlchem'sstall.”

"The babe euwrappeid in the manger,
His tiny hand folded soft 3
That hawd, to be put forth for others
In loving strength so oft;
To be even in willing submision
Extended from Calvary,
Now 1ests ou the mother’s bosom
In beautiful infency.
The shephenls whisper,
On oach knee,
 We bring our gifis,
O Lord, to thee,

That Lead on its pillow so tender,
Must wear a thomny crown,
Before, the earth life ended,
ta sactilice Ly s down
But now, oh | gtacious prowise
Of kingly pows v and might,
It semd= out from the little hrow
Rays of dhvineat hight.
The shephetda vl
Their faces now 3
o thee, O Land,
We hunbly how.”

Oh ! now the pwana volling,
I'he ruthiems mneet and blend ;
“ (Give pruses, oh ! aive praises,
Forerer without ewl,”

“ The Christ-chitd ne'er shall leave us,”

The angels soft do swg 3
« But nlway s fokled in our hearts,
The Christmas joy shall being.”
The siiepherds then
Stole suft away,
The nighi has flown,
Look ! break of day.”

What does it mean, this Christnas,
Down from the ages sent ?

Out of the lip« of a little child,
What in the message neant?

Tito one word it is prisuneld,
Struck into life and light :

Taove is the Christinas-tide mesanye
OFf heavenly power and might.
The shepherds far

Upon the plain,
Adove the Lord
Of love again.

sing itin heavenly chorus,
Sing it i earthly strain,
Wale the dark plu.(.e! with music,
o call dowu the Lord agnin
Sing it ‘mid Christias jungle
Of bell and childish veice,
And sweet coufusion, sing it:
« Qur Lovd is come! Rejoice!™
The Christmas bells,
O’er hill and plain,
Take up the shepherds’
Sweut refrain
4 The child is born
To bring ua love
And light and pescs
¥rom God sbove.”
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The Wonde ful Gift. :

BY k0O, RLINGLE,

Crannn took both giandmas hands el looked
up m her face,

It was such o sweet fwe  I0 T bWl you
about grandne: s ehmracter, Vo woubd kaow Ghe
hined 0 osweet fac, beeanve the taec s written upon
and warked by the cliovwwter, and theoagh Al the
years of grawb s fife Ler haracter had bLeen
wiititg «uch tender, beautiful lines on her face,

“Grandma, this is a very happy Chniatmas, " o5
clinged Clavice 1 | hnve ~0 mony heaatiful gifta”

“ And whieh is the devest oft of all?7 ingpned
grauchnn, with one of her owi b irhit sintes,

Clarjer was o serap  Grseoncertad and Jooked
down at the pretty Petsmn e and ape ot g
ma's soft, white vap i and thon a hitie by
iutn grandina’s eyes, for she did, in her heart, be
lieve that grandma was  ingquiriag
wanterd to hear that, of all the besutitual gifts ot
Christmas, grandina’s own heantitul gift was< the
Lest, while, in teath, that given hy papa pleased
Clariee better than any other,

« 1 like then all very mueh,” she vepiied,

“Certainly you dn, dearest; hut surely there is
one hotter than all the rest.”

«Oh, geandma, | am happy and pleased with
them all. T wonder how everybody knew what |
wished for.”

“ Love i a gond guesser,” said grandia, Dot
dear child, tell me the dearest gift of this and of
every Cliristmns-tide,”

O, grandma !

hoeenii-e she

I remember uoaw: but that
was given = long ago. 1 did net thmk at first
what you could mean,”

“In one sense it was long ago, but iu another
conse it is the gitt of to-day, for the dear Father .
gives the pardon for sin, by Christ. as fully today
ns in the long ago,”

w [ dish uot think at first, grandma,  Christioas
is such n gay day, it almost makes us forget about
sins.

“But not forget about the mit of the dear
Clvist.”

“ No, grandmwa : and yet 1 did not remember as
{ should have done. I wonder if T shall ever be
quite gomd hike you,” exclaimed Clarice, with a
troubled face,

“ Every grandma in the world was once young,
el thought wore, sometimes, at Christmas-tide of
the benutiful gifts from friends than of the won-
derful @ift of our Father, The coming of many
Christmax- tides makes the grandmas rewember
better.”

« Gramlma, were you ever giddy and foolish at
ai} 17 siched Clarice,

Grandmn kissed her, but, for a moment, forgot
to answer, ns she looked back toward the vanished
\"ﬂl'ﬁ.

#(tod in very patient, sweet one,” she replied, at
fongth.  © He benrs having us foolish and forgetful
muny tiwes, and your grandmn was once only &
voung girl trying to remewber him and be grateful
but often being duzzled and turned from him by the
world's bright, pleasant things.”

“Ave wy Christums gifts *the world's bright.
plensant things,’ grandma t” .

% Not unless you muke them so, dear, by think-
ing entirely of thew and forgetting this happy
birthday, whv we celebrate the day, and of the One
who was born.”

“Tell me abcut it all again, gr-mdma' it all
seems so strange.”

« About the gift of the dear Christ1” inquired
grandma.  “You know that by sin of our first
parents the world was estranged from God L

 Yen, grandma.”
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“And vou know, too, that huwever aon oy
wish 1o be pettectdy gaodtetape oo, Bodv s aad Craar
Bl sowe always tndog vonn of oot +

Yo mundmac T know that sery welt 77

#Then, dear. n areat debt s e G, the dedt
diie B from the b ginniee o soor ob s d vour
vwn debt fur pereonal aorte ooanns G e s
perfection. Nothinng but o pepaeetion G mber

benan Yo ard Toe pot perfecs el neser ean

be perteet iy thisworld, Gion peguite- pasment, ot

atonement, for the debt due from the ez of

Conr lives, and for the s of each nelivideal soul

AMan eonld vt €0 nt

teen were themselves stiners, aud all they own hos

Who eonld pay this i br !
Seen wiven by Godo There 1s neching to aite to
(God to make atonenw nt, and we wounld @l have

heon forever extled from Cod had e not devisen a

“wiy. He gave his own Song who was wiliing 9

ot Date this workd to suller and die] to pay min
dibt b pay what we eould not pay for our-hves”

Cirandin Stnp]wd sp-akmg o momEnt —she was
tlunkine gad, gratefal thoughts ) then she added :
“Onr Fathier gave Jesus ; Jesus gave bis life”

Giandma was speaking so earnestly, with so
wiieh of her Leart in et words, that Clarice lis-
tened Yreathilessly, as though she had never heard
the glad story hefore.

«This was wonderful giving,” resumed grandma ;
“ the costlient kind of giving. Well way we be
unseltish at Christmns-tide, and forget nbout our-
wlies, while we try to grow more Christ-like, by
enving unseltishily the best gifts we can for th(‘

pleasure of everyhedy,”

“Fo give unsr‘lhshly at Christmns-tide is really
and for sure doing something for ins sake, is it not,
wramdon dear {7

It cectainly is, and it 8 the best way of re-
wembering God's wonderful gift.  To forget to give
something away at Cloistinas-tide, simaply for Jesus'
stke, 18 forgetting or neglecting n happy priviloge
[t wmakes Christmas the more holy and benutifal,
el =0 the more joyous, as we give all our gifts,
remembering the great Gift of God: and as we
ook at the beautiful things, each given by the un-
selfish thought of sowe dear one, w hat added pleas-
ure comes with the remembranee that each bears,
in itself, a reminder of the dear Christ, and humbly
points us back to the wonderful birthday, and the
holy, wonderful gift.”
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Prove it by Mother.

WauiLk driving along the street one day last
winter, in my sleigh, says a friend, a little boy, six
o seven years old, nsked - the usual question,
* Please, way [ ride1”

I answered him, “Yes, if you are a good bey.”
il climbed into the sleigh. And when I again
asked, * Are you a yood boy 1”7 he looked up pleas-
antly, and said, * Yes, sir.”

“ Can you prove it1”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ By whom 1"

“ Why, by ma,” said he, promptly.

I thought to myself, here is a lesson for boys and
girls, When & child feels and knows that mother
not only loves but has confidence in him or her,
can prove their obedience, truthfulness and honesty
by mother, they are pretty safe. That boy will be
a joy to his mother vhile she lives. 8he can trust
hitn out of her sight, feeling that he will not run
into evil. T do not think that he will go to the
saloon, the theatre, or the gumblinghouse. Chil-
dren who have praying mothers, and mothers who
have children they can trust, are blessed indeed.
Boys and girls, can you * prove by wather” that

i you are goorl i Try to deserve the contidence of

your parents and of every ove elve,

I ———




