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Abot the tiie of Christmas
(Not iuany years ago),

Whenl the sky was lack
With wrath and rack,

And the earth was white with n;tiîe'
Wheni loudly rang the ttiîtitilt

Of wind% and waves at strifo,
lii lier h1omtue by the sea
With lier babe oit lier knoo,

Sat larry Courtney's wife.
And lie was oit the water,

Althougli sie kiow nt w her;
For i'ver a lip coud tell of the shil,

To lighten lier liart's despair;
Anid lier babo was fading and dying;

T' puise in the tiny wrist
Was ail but still,
And the brow was chill

And pale as the white sea mist.
Jatto Coitrtiey's leart was hopeless;

She could onlly weep and pray
That the Shephlerd mild
Would take lier child,

Without a pain, away.
The iiglt grow dark and darker,

And the storm grow stronger still,
And, luried in deep
And dreamnless sl-ep,

Lay the hamilet undet the bill.
The fire was dead on the hearth stone

Within Jane ourtnîey's reou,
And still sat site,
Wih her babo oit lier kneo,

At prayer at. d thre gloomu;
Whuen, borne above the tempest,

A sound fell on her car,
Thrilling her througli,
For well site knew

'Twas the voice of ortal feai 1
And a light leapt in et tho lattice,

Suddon aud swift ant ret,
Crimsoning ail
The whited wall

And the floor and the roof o'tliead.
It shone witht a radiant gloiy

Oit the face of thre dying child,
Like a fair first ray
Of the shadowless day

Of thre land of the unde'iled.
And it liglted the mother's featires

With a glow so strange ad nodw,
That the white despair
That had gatiered there

Seemed changed to hopo's own bue.
For one brief moment, heedless

Of the babe upon lier knce,
With the freizied :;tart
Of a frigl tened heart,

Upon her feet rose she.
And through the quaint old casement

She looked upon the sea;
Thank God that the sight
She saw that night

So rare a sight should be!
Hemm'd in by maiy a billow

With mad and foaming lip,
A mile from shore,
Or hardly more,

She saw a gallant ship-
Aflame fron deck te topmest,

Aflame fron stein te stern,
For there seemed no speck
On aIl that wreck

Where the fierce fire did not burn;
Till the night was like a sunset,

And the sea like a sen of blood.
And the rocks and the shore
Were bathed all o'er

Aud drencied with the gory flood.
She looked and looked tilt the terror

Went creeping through every limb,
And her breath came quick,
And her heart turned sick,

And ber sight grow dizzy and dim;
And her lips had lost thoir utterauce,

For aho tried, but could not speak;
Anid lie feelings found
No channel of stind

li prayer, or sob, or shrick.
Silent she stood, and rigid,

With lier child to lier bosoin pressed,
Liko a wornan of stono,
With stiff arns thrown

'tounid a sculpturod babu at lier breast.
Once more that cry of anguisl

Thrilled through the tempejist's atrile;
And it stirred again
it ber heart and brain

The active thiniking life.
And the liglit of at insipiration

Leap'd to lier brigitenied eye,
And on lip and brow
Was writtei nov

A nurposo pure and high.
Swiftly she tnrned, and softly,

She crossed the chanber iloor,
And falteriug not,
1in his tiiny cot

Sh- ' id the babe she bore;
And thon, with a holy impulse,

Site sank to her kniees, and muade
A lowly prayer
Iu the silence there,

And this is the prayer she prayed
O Christ, wLo didst bear the scourging,

But who now dost wear the crown,
1, at thy fect,
O truo and sweet,

Woîld lay my burden down.
"Thou badest me love and lerih

The babo Thou gavest nue,
And I have kept
Thy word, nor stopt

Aside from following Thce.
And Io I the boy is dying,

And vain is ail my care,
And m3 burdont's weight
ls very great-

Yea, greater than I cati bear.
O Lord, Thon know'st what peril

Doth threat these poor men's lives,
And 1, a woman
Most weak and human,

Do plead for thoir waiting wives.
Thon canst not lot them perish 

Uip, Lord, in thy strength, and savo
Fron the scorching breath
Of this terrible death

On the cruel winter wavo!
" Take Thon •ny babe and watch it-

No care is like te thine,
And let thy power
i this perilous hour

Supply what lack is mine."
And so her prayer sie ended,

And, rising to her feet,
Gave one long look
At the cradle nook

Where the eiijld's faint pulses boat;
And then with softest footsteps

Retrod the chamber floor,
And noiselessly groped
For the lateh, and oped

And passed from ont the door.
The snow lay deep and drifted

As far as sight could reach,
Save where alone
The dank weed strown

Did mark the sloping beach.
But whether 'twas land, or ocean,

Or rock, or sand, or snow,
Or sky o'erhead-
On all was shed

The samte fierce fatal glow.
And through the tempest bravely

Jane Courtney fought her way
By snowy deep
And slippery steep

To here her duty lay.
And she journeyed onward, breathless,

And weary, and sore, and faiit,
Yet forward pressed

With the strength and the zest
And the ardor of a saint.

Silent nîtd wierd and lonely,
Amid the countless graves,

Stood thre old gray churcli
Oin its tall rock perch,

Secture frot thre sea andi its wives.
And btienath its sacred shiauow

Lay the liamlet safo and still,
For however the sea
And the wind uiglit be,

There was quiet under the hill.
Jane Courtney reacled the churcli.yard,

And stood by the old church-door,
But the oak vas toughi,
Aidi lad boite otough,

And lier istrength was frail and poor
Su she crept througli a narro- %vindow,

And cliibed the bolf:y stair,
And grasp'd the rope-
Solo cord of hope

For thie mariners in despair:
And the wild wintd helped ber bravely,

And she wrought with ai carnest w ill,
And the clamorous bell
Spake out riglt well

To the hamlet under the hill.
And it roused the slumbering fishiers,

Ncr its warning task gave o'er
Till a huudred fleet
And cager feet

Wero hurryiug to the shora;
And thon it ceoased its ringing,

For the woman's work was done,
And many a boat
That was now afloat

Show'd man'a work vas begun.
But the ringer in the belfry

Lay motionless and cold,
With the cord of hope,
The church-bol rope,

Still in her frozen hold.
low long she lay it boots net,

But she woke from her swoon at last
lu her own bright room,
To find the gloom

And the grief aud the peril past;
With a sonse of joy within her,

And the Christ's sweet presence near,
And friends axounl
And the cooing sound

Of lier sweet babo's voice in lier car.
And they told her aIl the story-

How a brave and gallant few
O'ercame each check,
And reached the wreek,

And savei the hopeless crow :
And how the curious sexton

Had climbed the belfry stair,
Ana of his fright
When, cold and white,

He found her lying there;
And how, when they had borne her

Back to her home again,
The child she had let
With a heart bereft

0f hope, and weary with pain,
Was fond within its cradle

In a quiet slumber laid,
With a peaceful smile
On its lips the while,

And the wasting sickness stay'd;
And she sald 'twas the Christ who watched it

And brouglit it safely thronghi;
And site praised lis truth
And his tender rnth,

Who lad saved her darling, too.
And first thero came a letter

Across the surging foam,
And thon the breeze
Across the seas

Bore Harry Courtney home;
And they told him aIl the story

That still their children tell-
Of the fearful sight
On that winter night,

Avd the womau who rang tho bell.


