
nDecember, 1911THE CANADIAN EPWORTH ERA.270
T

Eng

“ Hivzm
> Joy.

n

notlL
■ v
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Pickwick

like Hamlet 
there is 

of us, so there Is a

a realist. Pickwick. 1 
a real-whole man. As

^0

„ Falstaff. too.
This Pickwick needs not the stimula

tion of wine to awaken him; one draught 
of pure childishness Is the most intoxi
cating of all beverages, and I have seen

«-ptlKliK I» no festival or season In the ham fac«7 Hqn’or; "IMIml to "the world I" aa the
T whole year more dear to the heart eyed, ehlldmi, ”™on Ulwar<1 the In toper language. Yea. et us 

* of the Emllehiiuui than the merry wonder wlth armIul, trl blind to the world at this joyous season,
time ot Yule. What Hoods of recollections gr0t*0<?;T^.^cwara , what ! do you not If Mr. Carnegie were only to Indulge In a 
surge upon the minds and hearts of those ?”phantly home ard^ W( ^ glass of real, old Christmas JHaJe^ h
who spend their Ural Christmas lit a know_ this Is cnrisunss mr- 
itrange land! Front their earliest years tide 7
they have kept their feast ot good-will The wind blows cold
and Jollity, and the sweetest asoelotions Across the wold,
of their home lives duster around this All dumb Is natures choir.

But we shall sing 
The songs of spring 

Around the Christmas Are
light cornea out Into the dark- 

ness, and with it the lilt of children's 
laughter !
- Come In ! come In ! '
There Is a stamping, knocking and 

shuffling of feet, and then a taking off of 
caps, rapes and overcoats, a shaking of 
hands, a choosing 
questioning, a poking 
of dishee, and, lo ! he 

What rubbish these men

George 
though he u 
and can talk

The Kingdom of Christmas
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folkey aay
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Is tlwould become so drunk as to impoverish
...... ...: within twenty-four hours And
if all the world were to take a drink.

glorious Party of a world we 
ive! We would all be cracking: 

another's walnut», sharing one an- 
•> oranges, laughing at each others 

Jokes, singing the silliest
cares, the^world would be young

Dickens would be the 
a rin win pc and uerl

T
himself

of t

should, ha Swi

lit'

folk
call

glrli

happy season.
Memory can be a great blessing; It 

be a source of deep sorrow. It largely 
depends upon ourselves which way the re
flection on the past affects 
mistake Is In thinking of life 
lstlng behind; life Is threefold: past, pres 
ent and future—these three, and the 

future !
key to which the song of 
and that shall be the key 

1 sing of Christmas of long 
ago i»ug ago? Whet are ten, twenty, 
thirty, or even seventy years to the soul 
that has the vision of Eternal Life ? 
Those happy times arc aa near and dear 
to us us ever they were,—-eye, nearer and

»t of 
Iti-

sweete
one wouldA flood of

wretchedness and degradation which 
a chatter of milted from this habit among the poor

London. He used wine as a symbol, and 
not as real liquor Drunkenness as It • 

do talk over represented at the " Dlngley Dell party, 
George; hand iB not real drunkenness. If you want a 

* picture of the real sordldlty and swine eh- 
Irty-slx, and al- nP68 of Toperdom, you must read auen 
ious Methodist, realists as John Masefield hi that horn 

hie poem In a recent number of The K«9 
Review. The intoxication of the 
glev Hell" party was none other 
those high spirits which possess us 

The real drunkard Is 
Tits artl- 

Ing to

eat est of these Is the 
Is the 

Ity is set,
Ich 1 shal 
Long ago
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He used wine
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Ch
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of the tire, a clatter
re we are again !

mi-

talk
! " Don’t be silly, 
seed-cake ! " 
is a child of thi 

is a very aer. 
sublimely about the " Book 

of Job,” and revel In the Psalms of David, 
he seems to forget all that when he comes 
to the first chapter of Matthew !

Life is a Vf ry
doubt, but not when you are a chi 
at Christmas we all suddenly 
we are merely over-grown chlldr 
seem to shed all the accretions 
and like an old ship whose sides havi 
been cleaned of barnacles, we skim along 
the blue sea of life as free and gay as 
when we were first launched.

hie ! 
the

Tl
out a’ carol- 

my stovk- 
huckle be- 

in uffled 
he land- 

•,—now fumbl
ing and heavy breathing in the darkness- 
then a reversal of these strange move
ments followed by a long-drawn sigh of 
silence—sleep.

times now

I-1 Hist and c | 
heel a as I hear 

1rs, now t

nil
ling; every night 
Ing upon the bw 
neath the warm s 
foot-falls, now on the eta 
Ing, now on the room floor

lish
" Din

on such occasions, 
the man who evokes these splr 
Ac tally, who Is perpetually tr 
drown the Hamlet In hi 
might cut off his head 
heart !

Let u» be serious "hen the occasion 
demands It. and when the least Is 
spread, and the Master turn» Ills» 
water Into wine, let us drink It and be 
merry over the miracle !

“ The fiddles 
earnest. Aw

Nicl
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serious bualness,

remember 
en. We
of

as if a man 
spite of his
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ne, awake ! Salute the happy

any times have I heard that 
II out on the frosty air and 

re, till one could almost 
listening to the angelic 

at sang to the dreaming shepherds 
quiet vales of old Palestine!

pey mild, 
mclled.”

"Chrlatla

How in -i5ho! 
ay we go !

The frost may freeze and the wind may

Ha ! ha ! ho ! 
And awto the uta

fo
Kletin and harp began In real 

ay went Mr. Pickwick— 
hands across—down the middle to the 
very end of the room, and half-way 
the chtanney. back again to- the doo 
poussette everywhere—ln«d, stamp on 
ground-ready to,' the next couple-on 
again—all the figure over once tnort- 
aiother stamp to beat ont the time- 
next couple, and the next, and the next 
again—never was such going ! At last, 
after thev had reached the bottom of 
the dance, and full fourteen couple 
after the old lady had retired in an 
exhausted state, and the clergymans 
wife had been substituted In her stead, 
did that gentleman, when there waa no 
demand whatever on his exertions, keep 
perpetually dancing In hie place, to keep 
time to the music: smiling on Ms part- 
ner all the while with a hlandneas of 
demeanor which baffles all description.

believe iw,
But Ing

zledour craft rides fair upOn a bound! 
And we soon shall

ng main, 
be In port the

the"Peace on earth and me 
God and sinners rero one of the most 

at was ever written 
upon Christmas. But this Is an intoxi 
rating theme. I don't wonder at Dickens 
writing those delightful pictures of Christ
mas which are strewn througho 
stories; and 1 don't wonder that Pl< 
that venerable child, did bang his hat upon 
the floor and triumphantly stamp upon It!

I pause here to look up that Incident In 
Pickwick Papers, and I find that although 

ible child did bang his hat upon 
did not actually stamp upon 

Ing to Dickens' account of what 
. Where I got the Idea of stamp- 
the hat from 1 <lo not kno 

to me a fitting climax 
and Dickens Is so much less 

this final act of 
i to smash

perhapsThis Is 
drunkenIt la Indeed the same song, and the 

voice* are the echoes of those celestial 
voices- May this chain of echoes never 
be broken; let each year, ea-?h generation 
take up this strain right down the ages, 

time be no more, and this fragment 
nked again to that everlasting song 

encircles the radiant throne, 
e Is nothing which brings earth 

heaven and which gives so sweet 
a sense of the divine mystery of even 
common things than the simple observ 
ance of this anniversary of the nativity 
of the world's Redeemer.

This Is essentially the 
val; ihere Is no place In the party for 
crabbed age. Who ever thought of Father 
Christmas ns an old man ? We all know 
that lie Is none other than Peter Pan In 
disguise,—for have we not found his "in 
and whiskers lying about on the norni ig 
after his departure ?

What a hustle and buntie there is In 
the market place! how gay are the store 
windows ! and what mean thesn eager.

all '
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nearer to for
the venera 
the floor, he

happened 
Ing upon the 
but.lt Seemed 
the Incident;
an artist for omitting this fit 
utter abandon and determination

on and decorum ! I find. also, 
cldent did not occur at Chrl-t 

but at a drinking party, 
lias often been criticized for 

nness But P 
ckens was not

d not act
rdi
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children’s festi- w ;
to declared that the devil 

e all
John Wee 

should not 
should

the good music; he 
the' dancing elther !not have all MI once heard a Salvationist, who was 

notorious for the hilarity of his reli
gion. declare at a street comer that he 
once used to dance for the devil, and 
was not now ashamed to dance to the

all ronventlo 
that this hu
mas time,

Dickens

ofV

«ta

a drinking 
ton been 

pon drunke 
?red that D1

his fun u 
remembeMs- glory of God !


