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Christmas Ooming.

FnTnVnt flakes are dancing, dancing,
In the ey morn's frosty gleain;

lieralds tley of reindeer prancng
From the gardens of our dreani -

Froin the bright land of the elf-kinlg,
WVhere the botîhons gaily grow,

Juit like mwete tf suminer garihaî,
wlere the tulip smile in row.

Feathery flakes are falling, falling,
Froîîî the skiesl iii softeet way,

And between aue voices cellig,
"Soon it will be (lristas dy.

Don t you know how an the spriig.time
Wintry snows are aattered wie,

Ere the tovely purpia bloatis
iare to peep tram where they hide?

Feathery flakes are sifting, sifting,
Through the chill December air,

Here and thera and ynder drfting
Mailing everything more fair;

Laying whiter folds than lImen
Ou the houases and the trees,

Softer tlian the richest dnaske
Spread our dainty gues ta phase.

soon the bonbons will be falling
As the flakes have fallen to-day,

And tte children will be calling
To th air patr .n saint n gay-

"Ahi we knae hent ema the snowlakes
You would comle, dear Santa Claus;

For we always (yon remember)
Know the wind's way by the straws."

Soon the trees, as fair as auy
That the elves have wreathed with snow,

Will be planted-oh, u0 many
In aur many homes; and io!

Sonething htter far thaïe snowflakes
Shall be hung about their green-

Candies, toys, and fairy taper*
Lighting up the merry scene.

And the childreti, dancing, dancing,
Till alltired their little feet,

Shall, with half-shut eyes up-glancing,
Wonder, " Why is life so sweet ?"

And snome tender voice shall whisper-
Flake-like, falling from above-

" Christmas ia so sweet, niy darling,
Just because its King is Lovo !

-Mary B. Dodge.

Ohristmas TiA,.
Tua anniversary of our Saviour's ad-

vent ta earth will moon be observed with
joyau. festivities, devout prayers, and
with discouraes delivered in the name
Of HLm on whose shoulder resta the
burden of ail government. Our homes
vili resound with Ohristmau eatol, and
tokens of affection will gladden many a
child-heart.

We would not ehmek one up.rising of
joy. Our religion is given, we believe,
to brighten life, not to bocloud lit vith
dimal forebodings, not to deprea the
heart with serioucontemplation ; but
releotion in a duty, and often stimù-
lates, rather tha detracts from joy.

Are we thindful of the destituté poor
during this holiday meaon't Think cf
one year ag. Have auy litte heàtt
in homes of poverty sighed for tome
Christmau token-mone gif' thdt "our
own hand might thm hav besiowed i
0o t resmue tha lust opportunity by
kind ofrailga befire the Nw YeaT la
ushered apons. owlliteiêwlilocst to
fli the hume wilh mnaie. -1peoially
let the widow and the orphmn mbar lur
plenty. Many me they apn -whou
the burden" of life eat with-pbadres1m
wght. -

Once the vife lmeed upen te bu@,
bond, the ehild upou "he father. Hi
reared the Christmas tree lu the par
leur, Ided it with ls,land tied upo
eah ittle 4imb the b ing taplr. Bui
now, the Christm lise come, and hi
has gone. The weleise foottp is-o
moe heard-. uflStinate emlbra
and the eveming tSan are only n th
memories et bgunm dey%, Whou. -a
the deai -col Les la maroh fo
themi We May not I1' hat thumIbl
void, but we may sapp e a fe bur

ing tears by aur kind wordo, uttered in
nhristian love and faith. If posible,

He would in sirit enter our own déwell-
ing, and repay un ten thoutsand-fold.
But it l reward enough to hear the
Master .ay, Insomu'ch as ye have
done it unto one of the least of these,
ye have done it unto Me."

At this period we are reninded of
the rapid march of time, and the mo-
montons concerna of eternity. Our
life is brief. We shall enjoy on earth
but few more such festive seasonh. Let
us begin the year 1884, not only with
acte of charity, but with self-consecra-
tion to God. It may be our last year.
In view of ich a possibiity let us re-
frain from countenancing those vices
which dest.roy our youth. Eipecially
give not the wine-cup a place in the
home. Lot us exhibit that moral
courage which in o befitting moral in-
telligences. Let us not be dialoyal ta
our religious convictions, under all
possible ciroumstances, however severe
the test may bo.

The Name on the Rock.
" MAumA, do tell me the story you

were telling my brother Edward the
other day, about the name on the rock
and the little boy."

" It i a story full of teaohing t uns
all, John. We should always try ta
learn ome good from such a story ;.
thon we %hall bo aIl the botter for
knowing it, especially if it helps uns toa
persevere in the right.

" There wat in a distant country a
very high rock. 1t had ledges in it on
one aide here and there, but its top was
very bigh, and it hung over a deep
kind of chaem below. There were
several names ont out in this rock by
different .people who had elimbed up a
little way, from time te time. There
stood their namées out out in the rock.
Now, this litle boy (the story tells us)
wished ta out out his aime on the rock
highe than any one else. Hence ho
aohmbed up a little way, and ho saw
ome naimes higher up, se on he went,

higher and higher. Still here were
ome names above bim, and on he

climbed, bigher and higher, till at liss
ho found a pla. very high up indee d,
and there ho out hi. name with bis
knife. But, now ho had done it, how
was he to turtn round and come baok I
He bad olimbed up no high that iL was
impossible for himl t turn round ; it
weeId have made hlm o giddy, be
wohid moé likely have làlien direetly
hb- eaw the height h. had -gne up.
While he was elimbing up ome one
had nmmhia danger, and had gene and
told ·hi* parents.; no they cane and
atood at,he bottoa of the rock, and hli
faither shouted, ' Don'o look baok 1 Goc
oa, and look up/ 1Mere ware al
dowu here-your mother and I, and
Hauriet, and Jane, and Tom. We ar
aIl he praying for you. Look up
look up amd go ont' On wit thi

1 boyé ousting a noich her for bis fool
to rsé! oe a ho olimbed on higher anc

- highe., till hi# kaife had worn righ
I through the blade, and the handl,
. lIpiisd from bis.hand, and fell dov a
I hi miother's feet. Jut then an ol
k mailer, e4ig the boy's danger, lea
e orer the vary top of the rock, and

letting down a thick, strong rope, toit
b him to put the rope round him. Thi
I he had justtrpth enouh lft to do
s and thon the old sailor and another o
r bw epat the top pulled away wit.% al
s their e trength, and drew him up to th
- top of the rock and olaped their arm

al rond hl, sahouting Ont to those
below, ' i1 ~ Io' aB1 he'.l saf ' Il holi
wasu saved."

" Oh, mammné, how dreadfully
frightened his poor mother muet have
been I Don't you think ano I "

" Yes, I do indeed ; but, you seo,
she know wlo to go to in trouble. The
father shouted ont, ' We are all here
praying for you;' and, however danger.
ou» the path may be, or whatever the
trouble may be, if we have the Lord
Jesus Chiist as our Friend, we know
there in nothing too bard for Him.
Thisl poor niother lad nowhere else ta
look herseIl. but ta the Lord for bel pi at
this trying time, and He heard ber cry,
and blessed the means used ta help lier
poor boy."

" But it was very foolish of the boy
to want ta write his name oe much
higher than any one else, was it not,
mamma 1"

" Yes, John, it wa. This was
ambition, and a sad plight it brottght
hini into. Left ta himseif, lie would
nist likely have fallen a victin to his
sin. How mercifully the mother's
prayer was heard, and the strong arm
sent ta save him 1 iHad he been con-
tented to take a lower place, it would
have saved ail the trouble and danger
too."

The Firet Christmas Morn.

CALx on the listening ear of night
Comes heaven's melodious stramus,

Where wild Judea stretches far
ier silver-mantled plains !

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

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

The anuwering hills of Palestine
Bond back the. giad repty;-

And greet, rom ail their hoiy heights,
The Day-Spring fron on hîgh.

On the bine depths of GaUle.
Ther. ontes a holier calmé,

And Sharon waves, in solenn praise,
Her silent groves of pain.

IdGior ta God tId the xôunding skie
"oud with their anthem ring ;-

Peace to the earth,-good will ta mon,
Fron howen's Eternal King t

Lit o thy hills Jrusaem!

And bright on Bethlehem's joyous plains
Breaks the firt Christmas mon.

Merry Christma I
ST EKs. J. P. WILLn.

CaarSrXAS in our general festal day;
and it brings more genuine happineus
than all the others oombined. It cen-
memorates the gladdest event of human
history-the one on which are hinged

i alI great possibilities in time and
eternity. We who make such drudg.

1 ery of our merry-makings have not
Ileamned te let the efferveomnoe of the

coming jollity boll over upon the pro.
, oeding ove, as fully as te people do
e whare they go about siaging Christmas
t csrols, arousing those who ame inug in
1 their beds, just enough to et them
t thnking doadyof theonugneus and om-
s fort, and thati i lall through Him. One
t day in the year everybody has te speak:
d Ris naime, wbo was born in Bethlehem
d of Judea. It slips over the land like
, a hum of gladnes fromt the Atlantic
i orage ta the Pacifie alopes. Merr
s Ohristmaal Merry Ohristmall Lonely
, and dismal muet be the den where the
r happy sound does net find an% echo.
1 This is Ail-children'a day, to he aure.
a For weeks before its dawn they are
a thinking what Kris-Kiùgle (Christ.

kindlein-the hiet--liild> wil tietg

Myra, is known as Sauta ilutI, aît a
Uerniany e coiei ,y nome ret
tative, who, dressed like a
gathers the children of a fainily uir k

lchool together, and gives prnittts to i
the gond unes, and the I Kineautibaui
to those who have been naiglty.
Whether the little Teutons need moîc
frequent discipdne than the smiaîl[
people of titis wide-awake ltaId, or,
whether they are surer of salutary "nt
tention I' we cannot nay ; bat for sue
reason, their Santa tClaus is not tie
jully, farfellow with lis reindeerIhi4 Ih
and jingling belle, and his arme fuilt
presents that young Atuericans exllct-
an Christmas ave ; bt a staid, even.
faued bisliop, witl a handle of sateii-4

in his hand. The difference may bedte
toL te houostGeum atiu conscintce. Iliw
ever that may be, our Satta Clati
maltes merry lau e upon the Chris ie
muorning from one eud of the lati tii

the other. At least a half doze-n
millions of little tousle-lh adi aret
making a daah for the row of little
stockings hung conveniently near wit
answers for a chimney. Black eyes,bluae
eyes, brown e) es, grey eyes, are daniciig
and sparkling over the pretty git tia
make this the j:atliest day in the cclin
dar. The ciildren's joy ie inb.>ashet,
purent spring in the houseli ild. No
other bubbles over with auch full glal-
nens and gleo. Lonely, itndeed, i the
group were the sweit bird voice taat

rippled with nerrinen. lat Ciii> tias
day, is heard only by the angels now,
leaving a

''Silence 'gai- st which we dare not cry,
Titat aches ai-ound like a stioug disease,

and new"

We forget that the dimpled bands that
were iolded so still, and laid under
the snow, are at play with the unfading 1
flowers beaide th river that is cléar as
crystal. But we must give C irist our
sorrow, and help the reet be gltad this
Christmas morning, Great preparation
bas been made for this red-letter day.
Ail manner of small conspiracies have 1
filled overy hote in the land-as many
as there have been peuple in eaci
household, and from each only une ex-
cluded-the one mostinterested. Reade
have been laid togetherin cotnsel,labans
made on the sly, pretq little knick-
knacks suddenly whisked out of sight
when a cer-tain pair of feet came stamtp.
ing up the steps; thon the demure
look, and the cautions little shakes of
the head, and the varning glances fron
among the crow's fee at athe corner of
the eye, and, in spite of all, the wve
titters that juat ave themselves by
turning into apologetic coughs.

Chriatmas sude ita gleaa ahad like
a locomotive in a anowy night; and
thon it brings in its train of untelislh
surprises w h a long-drawn about of
glee. Surely every one ought ta gave it
wecomeI ; -and mach ought e ontribute
his share te the geraI joy by sending
smethng fron his abundance into the"
wretched homes where the poor little
children ai grqing cros and sour in

.beir long vamîing for tb Christciliîd
te coW If we gouid do ail our best,
it voud net b. wory long tilt He would

cone te reign in every outu; end il
homes, rich and poor, would bo full cf
peauo sud gaod viii.-

War are books your bet friends
IBausm you an shut them up without
- ogbnding them.
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