
Wide open swunq the great hall door
Belte the tait was grey wit)h dawn,

And sleighs with argosies of iiuI
Camne jingling up &cross the lawn;

Carne youths astride af prancing steeds,
Came cousina to the tenth rerncv.-,

With cousins' greetings by the sweet
Life services as cousins love.

The silver tankard went &round
To every lip with brave good cheer,

Accc r iiog to the anclent rites ;
For Christmas cornes but once a year.

They feasted high at Thornton Hall;
The Christmas revel lasted long ;

They danced the old Virginia reels,
And chanttd MADY a jovial Song.

The oid folks presed ; the young made love;
They played the romps cf olden days ;

Thev toid strange tales of ghost and witcb,
Whilt sitting round the chimnty's blaze.

But thoueh tht pile of light wood knots,
Defied the frosty atrnosphere ;

The back-iog still heid bravtly ont;
For Chuistrnas cornes but once a ytar.

And tt tht quarter rnerry rang
Tht fiddle-sscrape, tht bani -'s twang;

How rhythrnic beat the happy feet;
How rollicksorne tht songs thty sang.

No work at ail for hands te do,
But work abundant fur the j %wi;

And good thinga pienty, smoking Lot,
Made laughttr corne in good hau%-baws.

They frollcked tarly, froiicked late,
And freely flowtd tht grog, 1 feut,

AccordinR te tht stttltd raie;
For Chriitrnat cornes but once a year.

SD passedl tht rnerry Christmas week,
And New Year's rnorninr came and pasitd;

Tht revel ceased ; tht guesti vent homne;
Tht back-log burntd. in two at lait.

And then aid master sent for Ned,
Still rnellow wlth protracted grog,

And asked him uheit in Satin's name
He picked hirn eut that fire-proof log;

And Ntd with ail that dignity
That drink confers, contrivedl te sptik:

III tuk and cut a biack-gurn log
And soaktd it nint days in de cretk.

1 feara it vas a wicked thlng,
I'm fta;td te meet tht oberseer;

But den you must remember. sah,
D.it Christmas cornes but once a year."

"THE VOICE IN THE TWI-
LIGHT."ý

ICOR.: Ill-, 10-15.

1 was Sitting aioet in tht twilight,
With spirit troubled and vexed,

With thoughtis that wert usorbid and gloorny
And falth that wus sdly perplhxed.

Some hornely work I was dqing
For the childi of my love anud care,

Some stitcbes hdf wearili setting
In the endless need cf tel air.

But my thoughts wert about 9<tht building,"
Tht work anmïe day te bc tritd ;

And that enly tht gold and tht silver,
And the preclous atones should abide.

And rernembering my own poor efforts,
The wretched work 1 Ladl dont,

And, even when trying rnost truly,
The meagre succets 1 had won.

"'It is nothing but woo' h ay and stubble,"
I said : "I4t will ail be burned-

This useless fruit cf the talents
Ont day te be rtturned.

And 1 have se longed te, serve.Hirn,
And sometlrnes I know 1 have tiied,

But I'm sure when He sees such a building,
Ht wiIl neyer let it abide."

Juat then, as 1 turned tht garment,
That ne rent should be left bthind,

My eye caught an odd little bungle,0f mending and patchwork cornbined.

My heart grew suddenly teD der,
And something blinded my eyes

With ont cf those sweet intuitions
That sornetirnes muade us se vise.

Dear child, she wanttd te heip me;
I knew 'twas tht Lest she could de;

But eh, what a botch she Liad muade it-
Tht grey rnisrnatching tht bine.

And yet-can you understand it ?-
With a tender sinile and a tear,

And a haif compassionate yearning,
I felt ber greva mort dear.

Then a sweet voice broke tht silence,
And the dear Lord said te me:

"'Art thea tenderer for tht littie child.
Thau I arn tender for the ?"

Then straightway I knew His rneaning,
Se fuil cf compassion and love,

And rny faith carne back te its refuge,
Like the giad returning dove.

For I t 'hought when the Master Builder
Cornes down, His Temple te view,

To set what renta mnust Le mended,
And what must Le Lnlldtd antw.

Ptrhapp, as Ht looks o'er tht building,
Ht will bring rny work te tht iight,

And seeing tht rnarring and bungZling,
And how far it ail is from right.

Ht wiiJ feed as 1 feit for my diuiing,
And wll aay, as Isaidtohber :

',Denr child, she wanted te heip me,
And love fer me wus tht spur ;
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