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Christmas Coming.

FeatueRY flakes are dancing, dancing,
1n the grey morn's froaty gleam;
Hervalds they of veindeer prancing
From the gardens of our dreani--
From ghe bright land of the elf-king,
Where the bonbona gaily grow,
Just like sweets of summer gurdens,
Where the tulips amile in row.

Feathery flakes are falling, falling,
From the skieas in softest way,
And between nre voices calling,

“Noon it will be Christmas day.”
Dou t you know how 1 the spring-time
Wintry snows are seattered wide,

Ere the lovely purple blossomns
Dare to peep from where they hide?

Feathery flakes are sifting, sifting,
Through the chill December air,
Here and there and yonder drifting,

Making everything more fair ;
Laying whiter folds than linen
n the houses and the trecs,
Softer than the richest damask
Spread our dainty guests to please.

Soon the bonbons will be fallin,
As the flakes have fallen to-
And tye children will be calling

To their patr.n saint so gay—
** Ah{ we knew wher oame the snowflakes

You would come, dear Santa Claus;
For we always (you remember)

Know the wind's way by the straws.”

Y

Soon the trees, as fair as any

That the elves have wreathed with snow,
Will be planted—oh, so man

In our nany homes ; and lo !
Something better far than anowflakes

Shall be hung about their green—
Candies, toys, and fairy tapers

Lighting up the merry scene.

And the childreh, dancing, dancing,
Till all%ired their little feet,
Shall, with half-shut eyes up-glancing,
Wonder, * Why is life so sweet?”
And some tender voice shall whisper—
Flake-like, falling from above—
“ Christmas is so sweet, my darling,
Just because its King is Love !”
—Mary B. Dodge.
. .
Christmas Time.

Tre anniversary of our Saviour's ad-
vent to earth will soon be observed with
joyous festivities, devout prayers, and
with discourses delivered in the name
of Him upon whose shoulder rests the
burden of all government. Our homes
will resound with Ohristmas carols, and
tokens of affection will ginddsn msny a
child-heart.

We would not chesk one up-rising of
joy. Our religion is given, we beliove,
to bﬁ{hm life, mot to becloud {t with
dismal forebodings, not to depress the
heart with serious contemplation ; but
reflection is a doty, and often stima-
lates, rather than detracts from joy.

Ave we mindful of the destituts poor
during this holidey season'? Think of
one year ago. Have any little heatty
in homes of poverty sighed for some
Christmas token—some gift' thit our
own haad might them bave beatowed !
Go! rescus that lost opportwmity
kind offerings before the Now Year
uchered uponus. HowlitUeitwilloost to
fill the hume with suushine. - Bopecislly
lot the widow and the orphan share sur
plenty. Many are they wpoti-whom
the bhurden- of life rest with-pondercus
waight. ' S

Onoe the wife leaned upon the bus-
band, the ehild upon the father. He
reared the Christinss tree in the par
lour, loaded it with gifts, and tied upon
cach litsle fimb the burning taper. But
:ow, the Oghrhtml has :mne. and he

as gone. e welebine feotstep is'no
m‘e;!thhmd—-t.bo affestionate 'e’mbrwo
a o evening song are only in the
momories of bygone days. Where are
thess dear onse? Les us ssirch Por
them, We may not 81} that terrible
void, bus we may seppress & few dbum-

ing teara by our kind words, uttered in
Christian love und faith, If possible,
He would in spirit enter our own dwell-
ing, and repay us ten thousand-fold.
But it is reward enough to hear the
Muater say, * Insomuch as ye have
done it unto one of the least of these,
ye have done it unto Me.”

At this pericd we are reminded of
the rapid march of time, and the mo-
mentous concerns of eternity. Our
life in brief. We shall enjoy on earth
but few more such festive seasons, Let
us begin the year 1884, not only with
acts of charity, but with self-consecra-
tion to God. It may be our last year.
In view of such a possibility let us re-
frain from countenancing those vices
which destroy our youth. Eipeciaily
give not the wine-cup & place in the
home, Let us exhibit that moral
courage which is so befitting moral in-
telligences. Let us not be disloyal to
our religions convictions, under all

ible circumatances, however severe
the test may b,
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The Name on the Rock.

« Mauma, do tell me the story you
were telling my brother Edward the
cther day, about the name on the rock
and the little boy.”

«“ It in & story full of teaching to us
all, John. We ehould always try to
learn some good from such a story ;.
then we shall be all the better for
knowing it, especially if it helps us to
persevere in the right.

“There was in & distant country a
very high rook. .It had ledges in it on
one side here and theve, but its top was
very high, and it hung over s deep
kind of chasm below. There were
several names ont out in this rock by
different «people who had climbed up a
little way, from time to time. There
stood their names out out in the rock.
Now, this little boy (the story tells us)
wished to out out his name on the rock
bigher than any one else. Hence he
climbed up a little way, and he saw
some names higher up, 00 on he went,
higher and higher. 8till there were
some namea above bhim, and on he
climbed, higher and higher, till at lasi
he found a place very high up indeed,
and there he cut his name with his
knife. But, now he had done it, how
was he to tufn round and come back
He hed climbed up so high that it was
impossible tor him to turn round ; it
would: have- made him so giddy, be
wobld most likely have fallen direotly
he saw ths height he had 'gone up.
While he was climbing up some one
had seen: his danger, and had gone and
told ‘his parents ; so they oame and
stood at.the botsom of the rock, and his
father shouted, ¢ Don’t look back ! Glo
on, nnd ook up/ Here we are all
dows here—your mother and I, and
m and J‘“’io and Tom, Wae are
o praying for you. Look up,
look wp, end go on!’ On went t.lfe
boy, cutting a notch here for bis foot
to vest'on as he climbed on higher and
higher, till his knmife had worn right
through the blade, and the bandle
slipped from his-hand, and fell down at
his mother's feet. Just then an old
milor, seeing the boy's danger, leaned
over the vary top of the rock, and,
letting down a thick, stro , told
him to put the rope round him. This
be had just ltre;gth enough left to do,
sand then the old sailor another or
two wp at the top Jmllod away with sli
their strength, and drew him up to the

top of the rock and clasped their arms

all round him, shouting out to those
below, ¢ He's safo ! he's safel’ 8o he
was saved.”

« Oh, mamma, how dreadfully
frightened his poor mother must have
been? Don't you think so "

“Yes, I do indeed ; but, you see,
she knew who to go to in trouble. The
father shouted out, * We are all here
praying for you;' and, however dunger-
ouy the path may be, or whatever the
trouble may be, if we have the Lord
Jesas Chtist us our Friend, we know
there is nothing too bard for Him.
This poor mother had nowhere else to
look herself but to the Lord for help at
this trying time, and He heard her ory,
and blessed the means used to heip her
poor hoy.”

“ But it was very foolish of the boy
to want to write his name so much
higher than any one elsy, was it not,
mamma "

“ Yes, John, it was, This was
ambition, und a sad plight it brought
him into. Left to himseif, he would
most likely have fallen a victim to hix
sin, How mercitully the mother's
prayer was heard, and the atrong arm
sent to save him ! Had he been con-
tented to take a lower place, it would
have saved all the trouble and danger
tOO."

The First Christmas Morn.

CALM on the listening ear of night
Comes heaven’s melodious strains,

Where wild Judea stretchea far
Her silver-mantled plains !

Celestial choirs, from courts above,
Shed sacred glories there ;

And angels, with their sparkling lyres,
Make music on the air.

The answering hills of Palestine
Send back the glad reply ;

And greet, from all their holy heights,
The Day-8Spring from on high.

On the blue depths of Galiles
There comes & holier calm,

And Sharon waves, in solemn praise,
Her silent groves of palm.

“Glory to God ! " the wounding skies
Loud with their anthems ring ;—
Peaoce to the earth,—good will to men,

From heaven's Eternal King !

Light on thy hills, Jerusalem !
e Saviour now ir born !
And bright on Bethlehem's joyous plains
Breaks the first Christmas morn,
'Y

~odlibo-
Meorry Ohristmas!

BY MRS J. T. WILLING,

Cur18TMAS is our general festal day ;
and it brings more genuine happiness
than all the others combined. It com-
memorates the gladdest event of human
history—the one on which are hinged
all great pomibilities in time and
eternity. We who make such drudg-
ery of our merry-makings have not
learned to let the effurveiosnoe of the
coming jollity boil over upon the pre-
ceding eve, as fully as the people do
whare they go about siaging Christmas
carols, arousiog those who are snug in
their beds, just enough to set them
thinking doxily of thesnugness and com-
fort,and that it is all through Him. One
day in the year everybody has to speak
His name, who.was born in Bethlshem
of Judes. It slips over the land like
& hum of glldnou from the Atlantic
orags to the Pacific slopes. Merry
Christraas! Merry Ohristmas!! Lonely
and dismal must be the den where the
happy sound does not find an echo.
This is All-children's day, to be sure,
For weeks before its dawn they are
thinking what Kries-Kingle (Christ-
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kindlein—the Omist-.child) will brg
vhem. 8t. Nicholas, the good bishay of
Myra, is known s Santa Claus, sudy, |
Germany he comes by sowme repiose, |
tative, who, dressed like o bishap, |
guthers the children of a family or ,‘
school together, and gives presents o
the good ones, uud the * Kloaubaui ",
to those who have been naughty
Whether the little Teutons need more
frequent disoipiine than the snl
people of this wide-awake laud, o
whether they are surer of sslutary “u

tention " we cannot suy ; but for souy |
reason, their Banta Claus is not the

jolty, tupfellow with hia reindeer-slog),
and jingling bells, and his srms full o
presents that young Awericans expect '
on Christmas eve ; but a staud, even.!
faced bishop, with a bundle of awitch-y |
in his hand. The difference may be due |
to the honsst Geirmau conscionce, 1w |
ever that may be, our Santa Claus;
makes merry mus ¢ upon the Chris may |

morning from one end of the land w |

the other. At least a half dozen
millions of little tousle-hcady ate!
making & dash fov the rows of little ;
stockiugs hung conveniently near what |
answers for a chimney, Black eyes, blue |
eyes, brown eyes, grey eyes, ure dancing |
and sparkling over the pretty gitts that |
make this the jolliest day in the calen |

The children’s joy is the fieshes, ‘
purest spring ia the houselnld. No!
other bubbles over with such full glad- |
ness and glee, Lonely, indeed, is the |
group where the sweot bird voice that !
rippled with merrimen. lust Curistmas |
duy, is heard only by the angeis now,
leaving &

|

|

‘‘Silence 'gai- st which we dare not cry, }

That aches arouud like a stiong disease, .
and new."

We forget that the dimpled hands that
were lolded so still, and laid under |
the snow, are at play with the unfading |
flowers beside the river that is clear a4
crystal. But we must give Cirist our
sorrow, and help the rest be glad this
Christmas morning. Great preparation
has been made for this red-letier day. |
All manner of small conspirucies have |
tilled every house in the land-——as many
as there have been people in each
household, and from each only one ex-
cluded—the one mostinterested. Heads
have been laid togetherin counsel,plans
made on the sly, pretuy little knick-
knacks suddenly whisked out of sight
when a certain pair of feet came stamp-
ing up the ateps; then the demure
looks, and the cautious little shakes of
the head, and the warning glunces from
among the orow's feet at the corner of
the eye, and, in spite of all, the weo
titters that just save themselves by
turning into apologetioc coughs,

Christmas sends its gleaw ahead like
a locomotive in a snowy night; and
then it brings in its train of unseltish
surprises with & long-drawn shout of
glee. Burely every one ought to gwe 1t
weloons ; and each ought to contributé
his share to the general joy by sending
something from his abundance into the
wretched homes where the poor little
children are growing oross and sour 1
their long waiting for the Christ-ohiid
to come. If we would do all our best,
it would not be very long till He would
come to reign in every heart ; and all
homes, rich and poar, would be ful. of
peace and good will.

WHY are books your best fri.enr}ﬂ
Beoauss you oan shut them up without
offending them.
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