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O wondrous Star whose glory streaming
O'er deserts wide,

Revealed to eager hearts the gleaming
Of light that dawned with Christmas tide,
Shine down upon us through the ages,

And guide our feet
That we may haste with ancieut sages,
God'a priceleas gift oi love to greet.
With them a toilsom 'orney sharing

'e seek His throne,
Like them of old our treaures baaring

We lay them at His feet alone,
Shine on, through sin's dark night of sorrow,

And hope impart
Until the dawn of that glad morrow
When christ shall reign in every heurt

(The Ohurchman,)

THE WORK OF THE QOLDEN STAX.

1 ra Yous CHaaIAu SOLDINSO

'Whc-o-op l'
No, it was not an Indian yelling his war-

cry ; only poor Baby Martin, almost strangled
by this cruel whooping-oongh which elutohed
him and his four brothers and &ister& by the
throat, night and day. It was day now, and
Baby's mother, who had scaroely alept through
the night, was carrying Baby upitaira to visit
Mrs. Fergue. "

'I can't met the young 'un down a minute,
Mrs. Furgua ; so I thought I'd just step up
bore. Don't stop your wer k. However in the
world do ye get that kettle ta shine like that ?
That do beat all I It's like silver, it's that
bright 1

'A strong arm an' a will te keep ut it,'
answered Mrs. Fergus, smearing the kettle's
brightness by anotber vigorous rab witb the
marky-locking mixture of vinegar and ashes.
'You can make 'most anything bright that
,wav ; jest keep rubbin'.

Kra. Fergus' littie daughter Annie,. busily
drying dishes, stopped short and listened to ber
raother, with eager eyes and a wide open
mouth. Fur she bad something to brighten
te day that wa mach larger than the kettie,
and very much harder ta make %bine. A few
minutes before ahe bad said to brelf.

'I m going to make ail this bouge shine to-
day. Please, God, belp me.'

Thon, all at once, she bad bean frightenod at
the thought. She wai such a little girl, and
this bouse was so dingy, sud bad no many
peuple in it I Not quite so dingy as usua,
tbough, t day, in this room; for did there not
bang ùver the mantel a bright goiden star ?
Lâat night Annie b.d been to.the Epiphany
Festival of ber Bunday sobool, which took
pince this year o the Christmas tree, and she
wa oinly one ofseveral hundred littie onca who
had brought back te dreary, sbabby homes a
a precious toy, a box of oandy, and, best of ali,
Aninie thought, a golden star, hL.Iuing bidden
sway wiuhin ibthe story of that blened bright
star of the East wbich led the three traveoiers
to the table where lay ibe Baby Jeuns.

Brery time she looked at its brightneus ahe
thought o the idea that a stranger who had
apken to the children gave them.

Gud wanta you ail to bu lttie stars in your
own bomeo,' bu said. 'Wear happy faces, and
make the bouse ehine with brigbLr.ces. We
ean't ail bave homes that are beautif al on the
outside ; but what good would it do us to bave
gold paint on the outside, it we had only crois
laces aud trouble indoora ? ohine, li.tie stars,
asking God to help you.'

'I don't think I'm a very bright little star,'
thought Aunie ; 'bàt it would bi mea net to
try to shine.

Bo it happened that she listened with ears,
eyes and mouth when ber mother said, 'You
ean make 'mont snything bright that way; just
keep rubbin'.'

She would just keep trying.
What first ? Her own home firsit, to be

sure I 8h. had jerked her lsuy bones out of
bed the moment her eye. rested on the bright
star on the dall wall. She had set the table,
and thon at breakfast told father and mother
all about lut night, and the story, too, of the
star of long ago.

'You're a good atory-teller, las,' her father
said, going off te work with a pleased face;
'y' 11 have to tell that utory te ither folk!.

So h would 1 The Martins might like to
hear it, or little ones made prison ors by that
wretched whooping-cough which Anniestrangl
ed through a year ago. When Mr. Mar tin
bade ber mother good-bye, saying ah. would
try now to get nome work doue, us Baby seem-
ed quieter, Aunie asked permission to go with
ber tor a littie while.

'l'Il take them some candy,' she thought,
'but not my star ; they might handle it and the
baby might want it.' Bat-

'Gold, and frankincense, and myr-h:' those
were the rich gitte the Wise Man had given to
the Baby Jeusu ; and she was unwilling to sho
ber golden star 1

'lamuma, plese take down my star P'
O coarse the children bandled it; but they

handled it very carefully when Annie told
them the story of the 'Star of Wonder.' O1
course Baby wanted it, and poor Annie could
hardly keep from crying when his little fingers
grabbed it; but it waun's hart, and Baby was
soon calop.

'Ye're a blessed child, Anaie Fergus,' said
Mr@. Nartin, as Annie hurried back ta help ber
mother, leaving the four older Martins content-
edly munching their candy.

It semed to Annie te ha almost a waste of
time to do aIl the work she did, peeling pota-
toes, sweeping, dusting, ironing ; ahe waan't
shining much thon, e thonght. Bat when
ber father came in for his dinner, and said he
wished that ail bis work fellows bd as bright
and fresh a place to go home to as ho had, she
knew the work was juet part of the rabbing
that made things &hine.

The dishes washed, Annie went visiting
again ; upatairs, this time, to the darkeat,
sadde.t little home on the three floors. It was
dark indeed for Limaie Grin, whose brown
eyes bd lost their sigbt in a terrible iliness ;
dark for ber old grandfather, lying in hi. bed
day in and day out, never to be well again;
dark for the poor thir, hard-working widow,
whose hurt wua sad for ber child and for her
father.

Aunie found it mach harder te bring bright.
neas bore than downatairs. She offered ber
candy first, but only L;uie would take it, Thon
ah. showed the star to Mrs. Griff a, and for.
getting that Lisa s cys could take in no
pretty .ight, said, 'Look, Lýazie I Se. my
star l'

'Row can I see it ' asked Lissie, turning
awav witu a frown.

'Ob I1 didn't mean to, Lissie 1 Take it in
your bard and feel how smooth it ia. Don't
you remember how the stars &hine in the sky ?
Shall I tell you about the star that the Wise
Men aw ?'

So Lisie held the star and listened ; and
when Annie had finished, Mrs. Grifan wiped
ber e, sud stooped down and kissea ber.

Anrte wua a iule timid as abe toek the star
in to old Mr. Waters. She slipped it into his
hand without saying anything, for he was very
deaf, and so hard to talk to I

'Very pretty, very pretty I What's it for ?'
ho asked.

'It's to make us remember. It ha a &tory
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in it,' shouted Annie, climbing up on ïhe
bed. -

The old man seemed pleased, 'What's the
story. f' ho asked.

Annie *was just going to shako her head;
how could shab out the whole long story out ?
But old Mr. Waters took her little soft hand in
his trembling one, and Annie knew that, if
she wa to be a little star, now was the time
to shine some brightnesa into this old man's
heart.

'8g God wants us ail te go to Tesus, like the
little star, and shine for Him,' she finished.

Old Mr. Waters shook hie head.
'Gaes some of us are too rough and old to

@hine,' ho said.
* No, everybody can,' said Annie; !my

e cher says so.'
'Some tin is too old and rusty te shine,' said

Mr. Waters, with a little laugh ; and thon ho
sighed.

'Not if yon keep rubbing it,' Annie answered,
remembering her mother's kentie ; 'rabbing is
trying.'

'Think God could rab me up ?' h askoed, as
if he wore the child and Annie his teasher.

But Annie did not foel at all wise. She only
answered.

'God can do anything, can't Ha, Kr. Waters?
He an make as good any time.'

Ak Him, ask ifim, littie daughter I Now
go and play. Thank yoa for the star. .Haug
it up on the wall where I eau see it ; it'll help
to make me good, God willing.'.

Hang her star on Mr. Waters' wall I
'Oh I bagan Annie, II can't-'
Bat she did not finish. She stood quite still

for a minate ; thon, thrusting ber g.lden trea.
sure into Mrs. Grifflu's hand, said. H éng it a p
for him l' and ran down and eried out her grief
on ber mother's lap.

But there came a day, not many weeks later,
when ber star came back to her. Oid Mr.
Waters bad been set froc from hi@ pain, and the
clergyman who bad been in oiten of Jate ta seo
him, came down ta Annie'aroom with the gold
star in hie baud.

,Littl ne,' ho said, 'you lent the star to
God, and G>d has used it te lead home to Him
one of His children -ha had strayed rar away.'

Her .tar bad led Mr. Waters home to God !
Anie underôtood thie, aithough @he didunot
quite understand Kr. Bakers's next words ; bot
Lfese she will undermtand too some day :

'They that be wise shall shine as the bright.
noms of the firmament, and they that turn
many to righteoauness as the stars forever and
ever.'

* ManrU H DmsnanD.

HEART WOR8ilp.

In a certain congregation, may be seau rega
larly an aged man silently following thecoarse
of the service, kneeling in prayer, bianding in
praibe, and sittiug patiently through the some-
times lengthy sermon.; yet ail the while there
is vitible on his coulntenance that pathètic,
passive calm, indicating a deafness that is ail
bat total.

' Do yon not find Churoh going very uninter.
esting, now ' asked a friend, ree-ntly.

« Yes, anuwered the old man, 'I cannot deny
I do weary sometimes when the service is long;
I go for three reasons: firat, I eau at leat honor
God with my presence in Ris House; second,
I can worsbhp Him in spirit, if in silence i third,
every church-goer if regular and faithful may
influence some ne who is less so.' -

What a lesson for those who offer God a
grudging, reluctant, and irregalar atendande nt
His Hnose, and go home perhaps grambling
over a sermon les interesting than usual, or a
service not altogether up te the mark.

Well, undoubLedly, * tne Lord knoweth then
that are Ris,' and how jastly therefore, will Ho
diseriminate between the true and the counter-
foit worshippers, tbat assemble continually in
1is Hons of Prayer.


