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CHRISTMAS CAROL.

FOR A CHILD.

BY CLARA J. LOOMIS.

Far away to the castward,
In the beantiful Orient land,
The Land that is rich in tradition
And legends, so old and so grand—
Far back in the long past ages,
One luminons, starry morn,
In this Iand of historic glory
The Prince 1 serve was born.

Not in a lordly castle—
Not in a palace fine—
Not in a home ancestral,
Was horn this Prince’of mine :—
Not on 2 monarsh’s pillow
They laid His royal head ;
Not on 2 couch of costly down—
But—in 2 manger-bed.

And kingly robes he wore not,

Nor ever 2 jewelled crown ;
Nor bore e sceptre or signet,

This Prince of strange renown,
Yet kingdoms, strong and ancient,
And the whole Earth’s throned powers,
Shoeok, {0 their mighty centres,

For this mightier Prince of ours.

So, ever through all the aves
We celebraie His birth,
Whe, though he slept in a manger,
Was Lowd of all heaven and earth.
And ever wnder is banner
We'll fight against every sin,
Till into onr dear Lords kingdem
Te gathers Iis childven i,

LOVE.SONGS TO JESU

THEODORE L.
AT our prayer-mecting to-night we sang
with full hearts and voices thas .sxmp}c
heartsong of love,

BY THE REV. CUYLER.

““Jesus paid it adl,
All to lim T owe;
Sin had left a crimsen stain,
He washed it white as snow.”

This is the chovus to 2 hymm that has
more of passionate devotion to Clrist in
it than it has of wsthetic poetry. It was

Larnest Christwanaty.

composed for Sunday-schools, and is set
to i sweet stirring tune of the hest old
Methodist stamp. It alw: AyS rouses our
people, and brings hack revival joy: s, and
the taste of the fiuits when wesat in the
King’s garden, and His bamer was
over us.

There is a1 wonderful power in a
glowing cestatic love-song to Jesus. ‘Lhe
ll'wn age may not be very wmrtistic; it
may savour of extravagance to the scep-
tieal eritic.  But the wirmer and the
stronger it is, the better to a senuine
child of Jesus. When a soul is on five
and melting it don’t want claborate
poetry or ariificial tunes. Tt longs for
simplicity, fervour, amd cesintic -'10\\'
Tt eraves cndc.m.)-f cepithets. There are
moods of mind \\'lu-n a bload-bought he-
liever revels in the love of the Savi iour,
and only wants to sit heside the month
of the \\cll and duink and sing, and sing
and aumL, uniil ile soul ovullo“» \\'xtlx
grateful joy.

It was in such moods of rapturous
comunumion that the holy uth»rfoml
broke out into these passionate wouwds of
endearment which  vival the Song of
Solomon.  “O fair Lord Jesus ! ho ox-
claims, “let me wrap my poor withered
.n-ms.uomul'lh\' arcat broadlove! How
little of the sci can o child cavry in its
hand ;5 as little a1 able to cariy away
of iy houndless and ranuing over Christ
Jesus. Al lovers blush, when yo stand
beside Christ: shame for ovcrmom be
upon all but Christ’s wlorv ! Would to
God that ail this km-fdom snew what
there is betwixt Christ and me in this
prison—whiai kisses, embracainents, and
love -cominnions ! 1 wonld not exchange
Juesus for heaven.  Nay, I ihink that
soul couid live (.tu‘n.lll\' blessed  on
Christ’s love, and feed upon no other
thing ; ven, when Christ in love ¢ wiveth,
a blow, it doeih 2 soul v/ooll and ;huc is
a kind of comfort and ]o\' to it to got
cufi' with the sweet, soft tand of Jesus.”

Of this holy litmmture of love the
Church ought to rend more; and in our
dc\*nlion.d nmeetings we ought {o sing
more of these lovesongs in praise of the
Redeemer, who bhou h:, us with Iis blood.
This clement of C/:rzslluxv',ea is wanting
too often in the pulpit and in the '\'Ll‘
meeting.  For fear of being thought ex-
tru’.x«.mt ov eathusiasts, we tame down
our lm-'n.m., and stitien our counien-
ances, unt. il we freere up the best impulscs.




