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At Bethlehem,
QBT TIE REV. DR. VINCENT.
:\ & 1N the spring of 1863
BN visited Dethlehem.
RO party rode over from
T crusalen — n distance
LT six miles,  Leaving
MRthe Toly City (E1-Khuds,
B Jerusalem 1s now
B called) at two o'clock

Fp.m., by the Jalln gate

f(the western gate of the

@ city opening toward Jafa
BT or Joppa), we crossed the
[ valley of Hinnom, as.
ceénded the Hinnom
ridge, to the south of the
2 city, and soon found our-
selves on the broad plein
of Rephaim., We passed
the old tomb of Rachel,
f and reaching a rounded
3 hill-top, took a good look
e ot Beit-Lahm, the Beth-
lehem of the Bible. I
was not there on Christ-
mas day, but on the 17th
day of March, in the
year of our Lord 1863,
as I have already said.

Bethlehem stands on
a long, narrow ridge, with
a simple street — very
narrow, of courde, as are
the streets of all Oriental
citics, Its houses are of
stone. Many of them
are m ruins.  On the
northern and eastern
stdes of the ridge we saw
a hage building like a
fortress. This is the
“«Convent of the Nativ-
ity.” Tt seems to be but
one cdifice, but really consists of three
convents ecrected at different times.
These ave occupted by Latin, Greek,
and Armeniwn Christians, and inclose
the church built 1n commemoration of
Christ’s birth, and 1s said to cover the
stable in which he was born.

Passing through a low door, we went
within the huge walls of the convont.
Through another door, and we stood
in the ancient church, snid to have
been built in the third or fourth cen-
tury after Christ. The church is in
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BETHLEHEM.

tho shape of a cross. We entered the
nave, or main room. It is about une
hundred feet long and about uinety
wide. The ceiling is supported by
forty-eight immense and elegant stone
columms—twelve in a lme —four rows
of them, Botween the two middle
rows the ceiling is rmsed mueh ngher
than on the sides, and on the walls of
the elevated section are fragments of
rich paintings, much defaced by the
rain which comes down through the
insuficient and broken roof. The

walls and columns of the church were
once decorated with pictures, and the
floor overlaid with marble. Most of
the pictures are ruined and the marble
has beeu taken away.  The main body
of the church was not much cared for
when I was there, and on rainy days
it furnisbed a playground for the filthy
children of the town, who resorted to
1, much as our American children
would ‘to barn or garret, when the
yurd and street became too muddy for
" their games.

An old monk offered
to show us the spot where
Christ was born. "While
the old organ played in
& dismal way we walked
up the long aisle, turned
into the Armenian tran-
sept, went down a long
flight of steps until we
reached what is called
“the Grotto of the Na-
tivity.” This is a little
room under the church
about thirty-seven feet
in length, and eleven or
twelve wide. The walls
and floor are lined with
a greenish marble. Many
elegant and costly lamps
hang in the room. To
the right we saw a small,
semi-circular recess in the
wall, in the floor of which
is laid a star composed
of precious stones and
silver, and around it are
these words in the Latin :
“Here Jesus Christ was
born of the Virgin
Mary.”

Three elegant lamps
are kept burning all the
time over this star.
Going down two steps
farcher to the right we
entered a room about
ten feet square, where the
monk showed us *the
manger in which the
Babe was laid after his
birth.” This is & marble
block hollowed out and
Jooks but little like a
“manger,” even of an
Oriental sort. Here, too, hang gold
and silver lamps.

All these details repelled me, because
I had no faith in their reality. No
one knows the precise spot of the na-
tivity. Superstition is full of frauds,
and out of the sacred shrines the
monks make money. So I was g.ad
to get out of the close, hot, and un-
comfortable pit and pass into the fresh
air again,

Once standing on the hill I conld
look down upor the beautiful plain of
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hill, where oneo « shepherds kept wateh
over their flocks by night.” and I
could look up to the blue sky, once
radiant  with the glory of angelic
presence and musical with the fong of
the advent. T was glad to turn from
man'’s idolatry to the heaven of man’s
Lope and destiny, and 1 thanked God
for the gift of his Son to the race, as
Teacher and King, as Raviour and
Triend,

The Holy Child.

My heart goos back in pity,
O Mary, faint and worn,

As thou dost take thy weary way,
Fre yet the Babe is botn,

From Nazoreth to Bethlehem,
Slow toiling night nnd morn.

I'seo thee pale and weary,
But ever full of cheer,

For still I wis the angel’s hail
Sweet soundeth in thine ear,

And up the rugged heights thy path
Shines beautiful and clear,

Stow dropsa the purple twilighs,
Swift gathers midnight cold ;

The winds are wild and wailing,
The lambs are in the fold,

Hark ! far away the gates of heaven
To music are unrolied,

Oh, atrange, mysterious moment |
The Wonderful, the Strang,

The Prines of Peaco whose gleaming sword
Shall smite the ancient wrong,

In mother's arms a b.bo js lnid ;
Break seraphs into song !

Lo} at his feet are bending,
As dawn unfoldeth gray,
Wise men who came from orient landy
To greet the world's new day,
Star.led, that star it riseth still
To light earth's troubled way.

O Mighty One incarnate,
Through all the lifted skies

The choiring ranks mmazed behold
The Babe that helpless Hes,

The little one who comes to be
The atoning sacritice,

Sweet Mary, in thy bosom
The Holy Child shall stecp,
Aud thou above his Infant rest
Thy tender wateh wilt keep,
No mother of us all 5o blest,
None doomed to woe so deep !

The centuries have drifted

In dark and ligh nway

Sinco broke upon Judmn’s plaine
The Girst fair Christuas day,
To Jesus nations lift their praiss,
And thousand thousunds pray,

His love makes childhood sacred,

His graco makes weaknexs strong;
In his dear name to hallowed rites
Rejoicing armies throng,

The very thought of Christ, the Lord,
Is musie, mirth and song,

For him the glad ships whiten
The waves of every sca ;
For him to alien shores we go
T'o set the bondmen froe;
In hitn to live ix life indeed,
Aud light and liberty,

In him to live Is triumph,

But what in him to die}

"Tis soaring awifs through boundless space,
"Tis straightway drawing nigh,

And dwelling whers hix own dear face

Al want shall satisfy,

Chime on, glad Christmps chorals,

Dethlehem, Just below the convont

The mystic joy that surges through
The souls hix love wha feel,

As lowly to the Infant Kiny
Te-day tho nations kneel,

-

The Christmas Angel.

Ir was Christmas eve, George and
Frank and their little sisters were all
assembled in the same bright sitting-
room, to await the visit of the (hyint
Angel, which had been promised by
Pelz-Niekel. Their papa and mamma
and Cousin Herbert were in the draw-
ing-room adjoining, the deor of which
had been mysteriously elosed all the
afternoon, and tho children forbidden
to approach it.

George and Frank were whispering
and laughing in a corner, and George
had sowething wrapped in a bundle,
which he had refused to show to his
little sisters, telling them that they
must wait until their father and mother
and Herbert came in.

Very soon one of the folding doors
was opened a very little ways, and the
threo favoured ones made thejr appear-
ance, closing the door carefully after
them,

“Oh, oh! Master Herbert,” said
Frank ; « George has found something,
we know who old Pelz-Nickel was | ”
“You do, eh! Master Frank? and
how did George and you find it out$”
“Why,” said Master George, “«I
more than half believed lagt night
that you were Pelz-Nickel, and this
afternoon mamma sent me up to your
toom to get something for her out of
the bureau drawer, aad I found thig
and all of Pelz-Nickel’s other things in
the drawer.”

Aud he triumphantly brought forth
the fur cap, which had so excited
Frank’s wonder,

“Well, little ones,” sajd Herbert,
“you have fairly found me out, And
s0, as Pelz-Nickel was a humbug, you
wouldn’t believe in Christkindchen
now if you were to see him, and 1
suppose that I had better tell you a
little German story about him instead
of waiting for you to see him, after
which we will see the wonders of the
drawing-room,”

“0Oh, do; Cousin
claimed all together,
pared to listen,

“It was on the holy Christmas eve
that a poor woman sat witl her two
children in the narrow little room of a
small house in the suburbs of a city in
Germany,

“The father of the children died,
after he had been sick a long time and
had earned nothing. Therefore the
family was in great wan, But the
mother could not work, for ghe was
obliged to stay by the youngest child,
and to cars for and nurse it, because it
was always sick. So the poor mother
sat and cried secretly, for she lad no
wood to warm the chamber with, and
on the day on which everything
rejoices, and all parents light a Christ-
mas tree for their little ones, she must
8it in the dark, because the last oil in

Herbert,” ex.
and they pre-

mother sobbiug, e foll upon her ucvk
and said
“*Abh, mother! if we ouly had a
light! If T could only seo youl |
believe I would no longer b eold then,
and you would not wWeep any more if
you could see your children.’
“Then the poor woman’y lioart
almost broke with grief, and sho put
her hand in her pocket and said :
“‘Now! go, then, my child, and
bring oil. Here you have my last
groschon, I wished to buy bread with
it to-morrow, but who knows whether
the holy O rist will not bestow bread
upon us in another way,’
“The boy took the monoy and ran
off with it, and looked on the right and
on the loft in hopes that he could sce a
Christmas treo burning behind » bright
window. But in this street lived none
but poor people, and most of the houses
were dark, excopt here and there glim.
mered an oil lamp through small, di
panes of glass
“Xarther and farther ran the Loy,
and came into large, broad streets,
where one store ranged itsclf after
another, out of which bright lights
beamed towards him, In the higl.
houses lived only rich people, for
everywhere gleamed through the large
window panes glittering Christmas
trees.
“Then he came to the market, where
stall after stali atood, and he could not
wonder enough at all the splendid
things which were there offered for sale
—~the sweet dainties, the bright-colour-
ed playthings, the burning Christmus
trees, He ran to and fro, looked heve
und there, and was so happy he did
not feel how his hands and feet were
benumbed with cold,
“At length he came to
which was illuminateq patticularly
brightly, and before which many men
had collected, When g saw into it
he was bewildered, for Le beheld hiere
exactly before him everything that hig
mother lhad so often tolq him, of the
birth of the holy Clirist-child, formed
finely and skilfully out of way, Ing
stall sat the Virgin Mary, who held
the infant Jesus upon her lap ; before
her the shepherds knelt anq prayed ;
round about lay cows anq sheep, and
over the child hovered waxen angely,
with waxen wings. He had nevep
before seen anything so beautiful, anq
he might have stood and wondered
long but he was pusheq away by men
crowding near, and suddenly re.
membered that his mother sat at home
in the dark with his little sister, und
that he ought to earry the oil,
“But how terrified he was when e
felt that the groschen had fallen out of
his benumbed hand, ¥, began to cry
aloud, although the men Pressed around
and near him, and bought, and passed
hurriedly along wit), the purchased
splendours in theip hands. Sl no one
asked what ailed him—he remained
unnoticed in his digtress,
“So he now went slowly banck again

a booth

Ye cunnot balf reveal

her lamp was burnt out,

“ When now the eldor boy heard his
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looked neither
to the left, for nothing mado
ful now, until he arrived gt lengt
again in the dark strent
mother lived,

his wmother would by
groschen, he could nog
howie, but seated himself
stone, and wept bitterly,

““Ah!’ thought he,
child brings joy to all men

over the Jus

upon a lury,

griove her now still morg,’
“S0 he sat for a

lamented, until he at

watchman call out the hour,

BRANg :

‘In the still and holy night,
Christ from heaven camo down

Peaco to all men hath ho brought,

Juy to every Clristinn hearth,’

to carth;

“Then the boy saw by the light o

shining in the snow,
88 o plaything, But the watchmar

sat upon the streot
cold, and did not go homie, Crying,

have bought oi] ;

groschen,

friendly watch man,

“When he took the child by the
hand, he felt something hard in it,
and asked what it was.,  The boy
showed him the shining thing and said
that he hiad just found it in the snow.
““Indecd !’ cried the watchman ;
‘behold what Christkindchen has hero
given you! This is certuinly a gold
piccel For 4 gold piece you will
receive a quantity of groschens, and
your mother can buy bread and wood
to-moriow,’

“Then the boy was very happy, and
after he had received the oil from the
watchman, he ran to lijs mother, who
awaited him with anxiety, and related
to ler everything that he had scen,
and how he had lost the groschen and
found the gold piece,

“Then the mother wept, but for 1oy,
and took her children upon her lap and
taught them to thank the holy Christ-
child, that he had not forgotten them
in their need, and had mado them so
rich”  °

By the time Herbert had finished
his story, for which all the children

thanked him, their papa and mamma
announced that it
the drawing.room,
little silver Lell which was near her
hand, and immediately the doors were
thrown open. What o blaze of light
there was,
cyes!

was time to open
Mrs. Elliot rang o

and what wonders met their
There, in tho centre of the

through the illuminuted streets, and

room, was the most beautiful Christ.

to the vight hang nox
hiny oy

Wllul'l\ hn

“When he now reflocted how swl

resolve to g,

‘the Christ.
to-day ; only
my mothor it loaves iy sadness, and ]

long while and
last heard ¢,

He camo
with his lantern down the strect, ang

the lantern something before hin,
and picked it up

walked up to him ang asked, why he
in the night and

the boy related how he had lost the
last groschen, with which he should
how his mother
always wept 8o much since his father
died, and that he could not bear to sce
how she would grieve for the lost

“*Then come with me,” said the
‘I will give you
oil ; but then ryp quickly home; your
mother will distresg herself about, you’
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magtreo they had ever beheld, It was
" covored with hoautiful flowo:s ; birds
of ull the brightest colours, made of
candy, wero perched upon che boughs ;
the branches wore literally loaded down
with the loveliost hoxes and bags filled
with swectments, and with oranges,
appls and bananas, On tho table,
underneath the tres, wero the presonts
which Herbert had brought them from
Cermany —wonderful wax dolls for
Rotta and Mary, a magnificent work-
. box for Neallie, a box eontaining a full
~ sot, of capentor's taols for Frank, and
& ccm nete set of Hans Christinn
Andersen’s books for George, published
in Germany, but translatzd into Eng-
lish, and full of the most elegant
engravings,

The children were delighted, and
wo don’t believe, if they live to be
old men and women, that they will
over forget that Ohristmas-eve,

o

The Approach of Christmas.

I was the calmn and silent night 1
Seven hundred and fifty-three
Had Rome been growing up to might,
And now was queen of land and sea !
No sound was heard of clashing wars,
Poace brooded o’er the hushed domain ;
Apollo, Pallas, Jove and Mars
Held undisturbed their ancient reign, -
In the solemn miduight,
Centurios ago,

"Twas in tho ealm and silent night 1
The Sonator of haughty Roms
Impatient urged his charlot’s flighs,
From lordly revel rolling home 1
Triumphal arches, gleaming swall
His bronst with thoughts of boundless
sway;
What recked the Roman what hafell
A paltry province far away,
In the solemn miduight,
Centuries ago?

Within that province far away,
Went plodding home a weary boor ;
A streak of light beforo him lay,
Fallen through a half-shut stable daor,
Across his path.  Ho paused for naught,
Told what was going on within ;
How keen the stars ! his only thought ;
The air how calm, and cold, and thin,
Tu the solemn midnight,
Centuries ago.

Oh, strange indifference l—low and high

Drowned aver common joys and caes ;
Tho earth was still but knew noy why;

The world was listening—unawares !
How calin & moment may precede

One that shall thrill the world forever
To that still moment none will heed,

Man’s doom was linked, no more to saver,

In the solamn midnight,
Centuries ago.s

It is the calm and silent night 1
A thousand bells ring out
Their joyous peals abroad, and smite
The darkness—charmed and holy now !
‘The night that erst no shame had worn,
To it a happicr name i» given ;
For n the stable lny, new.boxn,
The peaceful Prince of sarth and heaven
In the solemn midnight,
Centuries ago !

FroM Bvangelical Messenger: ¢ Our
pastor is not as good a preacher as I
want' Tndeed! Ferhaps you are net
a8 good a hearer as he would like to
have, but he must maks the best of
you. If he can stand it, you can.”

=

A Lost Christmas,
BY JQSEPHINE POLLARD,

“ Braxcme,” said Mrs, Ridgeway to
a young givl who aat in an indolent
attitude, drumming with hor fingers on
the table that stood near by, “ought
you not to get to work on thoso bureau-
covers and doilics you are going to
embroider for your Aumt Marcin?
Christmas will soon be here, you know,
and time flies,”

“Time flies!” exclaimed Blaunche,
with a shrug of her shaulders. Tt
may with you, mather, but not with
mo. The days drag themselves alang
if there is any pleasure ahead, and
somehow I don't feel a biti like doing
fancy-work.”

“Itis a temptation to ba out-of-doors
in thig lovely autumn weather,” said
Mrs. Ridgeway, “Butif you had your
work begun, you could tuke many a
stitch on it during the day, or when it
chanced to be stormy.”

“0, thare’s plenty of time!” said
Blanche, who had & habit of putting
off from day to day. “ And, besides, I
may see something else I'd rather give
Aunt Marcia. O mother!” exelnimed
the young girl, starting up with a show
of animation that added vory much to
her porsonal charms; “I know she
wants a screan——she really nceds one—
X heard her say 5o lnst summer ; and I
think it will be lovely for me to give
her one. T could paint it with-let
me see-—hollyhocks on one leaf, wild-
flowers — Q no, wild-flowers are so
common. I guess I'll have a couple of
mullein stalks on the other.”

“Well," said her mother, with a
smile, “you couldn’t have any thing
muchmors common than mulleinstalks,
Why not have golden-rod and poppies
on the second leaf. X admire them so
much, and so does your Aunt Mavoia,”

“That'll be grand !” said Blanche,
“And on the other leaf-—now what
ouglt I %o have on the other leaf?
‘What would you suggest mother? You
haveso1nuch taste about those things.”

Mrs. Ridgeway leoked pleased. It
was seldom her daughter complimented
her (it is a failing with most daughters),
and it gave her an inerensed interest
in the subject under discussion, She
was fond of art herself, and had,
made evory eflort to encourage a taste
for it in her only daughter,

« I think a cluster of field-corn, wind~
blown, with rich russet tints, would be
offeotive, I saw a screen at the Decora-
tive Art Raooms with such a design on
it, and it struck my fancy at once.
But there seemed to ba a great deal, of
work upon it, and it may be beyond
your skill.”

“Why, mother, what nonsense!”
said Blanche, in & tone that betrayed
her confidence in her own ability,
“It's just as easy to paint one thing ag
another if you on.y know how to paint,”

“Yes,” said her mother; “but you
know you hava never undsrialen any
thing so elaborate,”

“N-0-0,” snid Blanche, resuming her
indolent attitude snd her drumming,

“But if T find any difficultios, ny I
don’t think T will, T can sasily go to
the ar. school and take a losson.”

Mrs. Ridgeway was really hopeful
that her daughtor wonld aronse hersolf
from her indifference and apathy whers
work was concerned, snd for a dny or
two Blanche was qnite busy talking
ahout tho screen, and the other things
she meant to do before Christmas,

Ono evening, about the middle of
Octobor, Mr. Ridgeway brought home
a letter he had veceived from an old
collego friend whose home was among
the mountains of Pennsylvania. The
writer told of the beauty of the foliage
in that sect'on of country, and the
charming scenery, and urged Mr,
Ridgeway to bring his wife and daugh-
ter and make him a visit,

Tt was a temptation indeed. Blanche
spoke oloquently in favour of accepting
the invitation. Going was more im-
portant to her than doing; and her
mother looked the desire that was in
her heart. She had always had a great
desire to sec the Alleghanies clothed in
their rich autumnal robes, and here
was & golden opportunity,

“But, Blanche,” said her mother,
“I'd alnost rather give up the trip
than have you fail in sending the
Christmas gifts, especially what you
bave planned for Aunt Marcia,”

“0, don’t put any thing in the way
of our going!” said Blanche, with the
tears ready to spring from her cyes,
“I shall work all the botter when we
get back ; and that style of painting is
always done with a slap-dash.”

“But then it must be begun some-
time, and you have the material yet to
buy.”

“0, that's nothing. You can buy
sateen anywhere. And this trip will
be like an inspiration.”

It was an inspiration that yielded a
host of glowing fancics, unsubstantial
dreams, and sweet suggestions, momen-
tary impressions that took no firm hold
on Blanche Ridgeway. When she
returned to the city, fresh pleasures
demanded her attention, and it was
almost the first of December when she
awoke to a sense of unfulfilled duties.

“What shall I do?” she exclaimed,
“T thought surely I should have time,
but it’s too Inte now to begin the screen.
Suppose I do the bureau covers.”

% Well,” said Mrs. Ridgeway, with a
sigh, “perhaps you had better. I
could help you on those.”

The next doy Blanche was taken i),
and for ten days required constant
care and attention, No time to make
Christmas presents now. Not a single
gift of her own handiwork would she
be able to send as a token of love to
the friends who had remembered her so
bountifully from year to year,

Christmas came and went, Itseemed
like & lost Christmas to Blanche, for
she had missed the joy of giving, and
knew that she had disappointed her
mother more than she had herself,
Her good-will had been in words
and not in deeds. The Christmas-bells
seemod to mock her with their chimes.

“Next year,” suid she, “I'll take
time by the forelock.”

If she does rhe will have to change
her disposition entirely, and inpress
upon her mind the teuth of the old
adage, *“ Well begun is half done.”

Those who are swift to promise are
slow to perform

Christmas Time.

Tne anniversary of our Saviour's
advent to earth will soon bo observed
with joyous festivities, devout prayers,
and with discourses delivered in the
name of him uvon whose shoulder
rests the burden of all government.
Our homes will resound with Christ-
mas carols, and tokens of aflection
will gladden maany a child-heart.

We would not chack one up-rising
of joy. Our religion is given, we
believe, to brighten life, not to becloud
it with dismal forebodings, not to de-
press the heart with serious contem-
plation ; but reflection is a duty, and
often stimulates, rather than detracts
from joy.

Are we mindful of the destitute
poor during this holiday season? Think
of one year ago. Have any little
hearts in homes of poverty sighed for
some Christmas token—somo gift that
our own hand might then have be-
stowed? Go! rescue that lost oppor-
tunity by kind offerings before the
New Year is ushered upon us. How
little it will cost to fill the home with
sunshine. Espitially let the widow
and the orphan share our plenty.

Onoe the wife leaned upon the hus-
band, the child upon the father. He
reaved the Christmas-tree in the par-
lour, londed it with gifts, and ticd upon
each little limb the burning taper. But
now, the Christmas has come, and he
has gone. The welcome footstep is no
more heard—the affectionate embrace
and the evening song are only in the
memories of bygone days. Wherse are
these dear onest Let us search for
them. We may not fill that terrible
void, but we may suppress a few burn-
ing tears by our kind words, uttered
in Christian love and faith. If pos-
sible, he would in spirit enter our own
dwelling, and repay us ten thousand-
fold. But it is reward encugh to hear
the Master say, “ Insomuch as ye have
done it unto one of the least of these,
ye have dono it unto me,”

At this period we are reminded of
the rapid march of t'me, and the mo-
mentous concerns of eternity. Our
life is brief. 'We shall enjoy on earth
but few more such festive seasons. Let
us begin the year 1887, not only with
acts of charity, bu with self-conscera-
tion to God. It may be our last year.
In view of such a possibility let us
refrain from countenancing those vices
which destroy our youth. Especially
give not the wine-cup a place in the
home. Lot us exhibit that moral
courage ~hich is so befitting moral
intelligences. Let us not be disloyal
to our religious convictions, under
all possible circumstances, howevar
severe the test may be,

- ™




204

HOME AND SCHOOL.

“Under the Mistletoe.”

Tus rooms are gay with holly red,
And greon with fir and ivy vines,

And over wall and window scat
The Christmas laurol twines,

But fawrer still o mystic Lranch

$ That from the cotling's arch hangs low.

Ah ' e, if I should cateh my love

Under the mistletos !

The yule log’s light shines over all,
The reoms resound with voices gay,
As mernily, with mirth and cheor,
The old-time games we play.
I wateh my love with cager eyes
As through the simple ronnds we go.
Alas ! she nover ventures quite
Umder tho mistletoe !

The honr grows lato—we say good-night,
But I ship back for one last smile

And find hev standing where I'd hoped
To find her all the while,

The last departing guest had gone,
The yule-log's friendly light burns low;

Ah ! who can toll what happencd then
Under the mistlotoe !
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8 Bleury Street,
Montreal,

We are sure our readers will be
Pleased with the handsome new hesd
piece of HoME AND Schoor and with
the more clear and open appearance of
the pages; These are only specimens
of the improvements we propose mak-
ing from time to time. We intend to
use, 48 our incressed circulation will
warrant the expense, better cuts and
more of them, and cuts referring
specially of Canadian subjects, This
being the jubilee year of the reign of
Her gracious Majesty Queen Victoria,
we propose having a number of illus-.
trated articles that will cultivate the
loyalty and patriotism of all our young
readers. '

The Methodist Magazine also comes
out in a handsome new cover, and pre-
sents for the year 1887 an announce-
ment of unsurpassed interest. By con-
densing sowewhat the printed matter,
and adding a considerable number of
pages, the amount of reading it will
give Will 'be increased by about 100
pages. It will have several articles of
special interest to Sunday-achools—oqg
admirable onein the January number

by the Rev, Dr. Carman, ono of the
General Superintendents, on the “Sun-
day-school as a Contre of Influonce;”
ono by the Rev. J. Philp, ALA., on
“Mothodism and Sunday-schools ;” val-
uable illustrated sories on Biblo Lands,
and on mission work ; numerous illus-
trated articles on Canadinn life and
seenery, by the Murquis of Lorne, the
Lditor, and othors; and many other
attractions too numerous to mention.
(Sce announcement on last pago.) Sev-
eral schools have for some years circu-
lnted from two to ten copies of the
dlagazing instead of Sunday-school
libraries, as being frosher, more inter-
esting, and more attractive, For this
purpose the JMagazine is given to
schools at spocial rates, made kuown
on application,

&

CHRISTMAS is near at hand, and some
are thinking of it as a holy day, and
some are looking forward to it as a
holiday, Many will keep it Jjoytully
yet reverently, recalling its blessed
memories, its precious hopes, its im-

ortal significance. Many others will

spend it thoughtlessly, with no deeper
care than that, the wheels of labour
being silent for a time, there will be
unwonted opportunity for sleeping and
eating, perhaps even for drinking and
being drunken. There will be wise
men who will bring to Christ's poor
gifts from their bounty, as the wise
men of old brought gifts to the infant

2 | Christ himself; and there will also be

foolish men and women who will shut
Christ out of their hearts, even as he
was crowded out of the inn at Bethle-
hem. Loving gifts will be exchanged
in token of him who so freely gave
and was given; and the hearts of many
of the children of men will grow more
child-like and more Christ-like, as
by thought and deed they recall the
coming of the Christ-child, born so
many centuries ago in Bethlehem of
Judea. ‘But the season will also be
observed by those who have no love for
the Saviour. There will be no Christ
in their Christmas, uo Christianity in
their giving, and the little sacrifices
they may make for others’ happiness
will be unhallowed by a thought of the
One who gave up sll for them. Many
watch hopefully for signs of the Mas-
ter’s second coming, while others care
for the commemoration of nis first
coming only becauss it brings a few
hours’ release from toil; some hope
and work for a near millennium of
righteousness, and others remain in.
different while the second Christian
millennium is rounding to its close.
Can anything be sadder than a Christ-
mas without a Christ?. Could any-
thing more plainly call Christian work-
ers to renewed activity, than the fact

that in this year of our Lord, the.

eighteen hundred and eighty-sixth an-
niversary, Christmas will find some
who think of. it merely as a holiday,
and many vho deliberately shut Christ
out of their dwellings, and even some

who are still going about seeking :the {

young Child’s life 1—S. 5. Z%nes.

Christmas Greetings.

INsT®AD of the old method of giving
pree-nts to scholurs in the Sunday-
school at the holiday senson, the prac-
tice i3 now common of distributing
attractive chromo cards, with a greot-
ing from the school. Sometimes theso
cards contain a reminder of tho hour
of tho school sessions aud the church
services, with o request for punctunl
attendnuce. Sometimes they contain
& toxt of Scripture or a verse of a
hymn,

A Virginin school issues this year a
oircular slip, with an illustrated head-
ing in pleasing tints, On one side is
n Christmas story in verse. On the
other is an invitation to the Christmas
services in the following form:

My pear Scnotar: Under the
blessing of divine Providence our
school has been sustained and pros-
pered through another year, and we
take grent pleasure in wishing you « A
Merry Christmas and a Happy Now
Year.” Upon next Sunday miorning,
we expect to hnve a Christinas Concort
Exercize, and other interesting ser-
vices, and would like you to enjoy
them with us. Come, let us spend the
last Sabbath morning of the old year
together in our school. With grati-
tude for the past, and hope for the
future, let us enter upon the new year
with new purpose of heart to make it
one of the brightest and best in our
history,

With kindest regards and best
wishes, Jonn SmitH, Teacher.

Old Traditions.

TuerE is an old tradition that Christ
was born about midnight. From this,
bells are rung at midnight in England
and on the continent. In Roman
Catholic countries it has long been
customary to inaugurate Christmas
with the celebration of a midnight
Wass, which is followed by one at
dawn, and another in the morning,
It was an old English superstition that
on Christmas eve the cxen wera always
to be found on their knees at midnight;
that the cocks crew ; that the cabbage
seeded, ete. The devotion of the oxen
was derived from an old story that an
ox and ass, which were in the stable
at the birth of Christ, fell on their
kneen in a suppliant position and that
a cocks crew. The custom of singing
carols at Christmas, which has passed
into oblivion, is said to have Eprung
from the songs of the shepherds and
othars at the birth of Christ. The
common custom of decorating houses
and churches with svergreens at Christ-
mas is derived from the common belief
that sylvan spirits would flock to those
evergreens and remain there until the
coming in of a milder season, Holly
and ivy are the evergreens chiefly used
in England ; thesc are also worn about
the head, and the phrases, “to kiss
under the rose” and to “whisper un-
der the mistletoe,” have reference to
this practice.—Seleited,

JEsUs is the broa;d of life,

The Little Christmas-Tree,
BY SUBAN COOLIDGX,

Tue Christmas-dny was coming, the Christ-
mns-eve drew ncar;

The fir-troes they were talking low, at mid.
night cold and clear,

And this was what the fir-trees said, all in
tho pale moonlight :

¢ Now, which of us shall chosen be to grace
tho Holy Night?"

Tho tall wrees and the goodly trees raised
sach a lofty head,

In glad and scorot confidenco, though not a
word they said.

But one, the baby of the band, could not
restrain a sigh

“You all will be approved,” he said, *but
oh, what clmnce. have I'?

“I am so small, 80 vory small, no one will
mark or know

How thick and green my needles are, how
true my branches grow;

Fow toys or candles could I hold, but heart
and will are free,

And in my heart of hearts I know I am a
Christmas-tree,”

The Christmas angel hovered ncar; he
caught the grieving word,

And laughing low he hurried forth, with
love and pity stirred.

He sought and found 8t, Nicholas, the dear
old Christmas Saint,

And in his fatherly kind ear rehearsed the
fir-tree’s plaint,

Saints are all-powerful we know, so it befell
that day

That axe on shoulder, to the grove a wood:
man took his way,

One baby-girl he had at hone, and he went
forth to find ’

A little tres as small as ahe, just suited to
his mind,

Oh, glad and proud the baby-fir, amid its
brethren tall, .

To be thus chosen and singled out, the first
among them all §

He strotched his fragrant branchos, his littlc |
heart bea.t.fast.‘ |

He was a real Christnias-trec; he had his
wish at last, e

Some large and shining apples with chocks
of ruddy gold, . )

Six tapers, and some tiny toya were all that '
he could hold,

The baby laughed, the baby crowed to seo |
the tapoers bright ;. !

The forest baby folt the joy, and shared m
the delight.

And when at last the tapers died, and when |
the baby slept, , “

The ll‘iti'.le fir in zilent night a patient vigil

ept.

Though scorched and brewn iténbedles wers,
it had no heart to griove, A

“Ihave not livad in vain,” ho said. *‘Thank
Ged for Christnas-ave 1" |
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A Winter Song.

0, StMMER hus the roses
And the laughing light south wind,
And the merry meadows lined
With' dewy, dancing posies ;
But Winter hns the.sprites
And the witching frosty nights.

0, Summer has the splendor
Of corn-fields wide and deep,
Where scarlet poppics sleep

And wury shadows wander
But winter ficlds are rare
With diamonds everywhere,

w

0, Summer has the wild bees,
And the ringing, singing note
In the Robin's tuncful throat,

And the leaf-talk in the trees;
But Winter lius the chime
Of the merry Christmas time.

0, Summer has the lustre
Of the sunbeams warm and bright,
. And rains that fall at night
Where reeds and lilies aluster;
But deep in Winter's snow
The fires of Christmas glow.
—Susan Hartley, in St. Nicholas,

Christmas in the Sunday-School.
BY J. L. HURLBUT, D.D. ’

Or all the days k the “ Christian
yeary” Christmas is the one most widely
recognized and most heartily cele-
brated in the Sunday-school. Every
Sunday-school upon the continent,
whethe: held under Gothic arches, ur
in a log-cabin, or a sod-house, will pay
some attention to Christmas. There
is. an appropriateness in this general
recognition, for the joyfulness of.the
Christmas-tide is the trait which should
characterize the Sunday-school at: all
seasons, and the thought of the Christ-
child appeals to the heart of childhood
everywhere,
therefore, for our Sunday-schools to
ohserve the Christmas festivities; but
a few suggestions may be offered as to
the manner of its celebration.

First of all, it should be remembered
that Christmas is a religious festiyal,
and not a secular anniversary. Let
there.be in its observance all the joy
that can be compassed in a single day.;
let its atmosphere be fragrant with

gladness to yeung and old; let the.

Chriztmas-tres- he reared mth all its
wondrous fruitage; let Santa Claus
come down the chimney. if he chooses ;
but in all our pleasures' let us keep in

No appeal is needed,.

THE SNOW.-B1RkDS,

{ mind that Christmas rcpresent'g God’s

unspeakable gift to the world, his own
and only Son. You will see: multi-
tudes of Christmas cards without a
Christian thought in either the picture
or its accompanying motto; you will
find Christmas exhibitions without a
Gospel idea 1n their performance: Two
years ago, & la.dy teuching a primary
clags in a mission-schy.?, asked her
little pupils if they could toll her what
Christmas. meant, and why {t was:kept.
The hundred and fifty faces were l;la.nk,
until at last one little hand went up
and a child answered, “Tt means tc
hang up greens!” Christmas may be
made a mighty opportunity for fixing
some of the great truths of redemption
ineffaceably in the minds of the chil-
dren. See that no curd is given in
your school and ne celebration held
without having somewhere stamped
into it the central thought of the
Christmas story, the coming of God to
earth in the form of a little child.

The programme for the Christmas
celebration should not be so elaborate
as to require extensive rehearsing.
‘We have known of schools where the
lesson was neglected for weeks in order
to teach carols which were to be used
but once and then be laid aside, and
to drill the scholars in the parts of a
semi-theatrical exhibition. The Sun-
day-school exists for the purpose of
instruction, but not merely for instrzo-
tion in music, however classical, nor
for instruction in dramatic perform-
ances, however msthetic. Its training
should be in Bible lore and in Christicn
character, toward which all its exer-
cises should tend; and its entertain-
ments should neve: be permitted to
encroach upon its ldgitimate work.
Nor is this surrender of the school to
Christmas for a month at all neces-

sary. Good entertuinments can be’

devised which will please as well and
profit far more than those which ex-
haust the power of the school in a
single performance.

Nor is it necessary that the gifts of
the Sunday-school to its scholars should
be expensive. Ina church schiol most
of the children will receive procents at
home which will be far more valuable
than the very best which the school

-honest recognition of this fact will

Mol o
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cun bestow ; and even
in a mission-school a
simple gift will be ap-
preciated as well as
one more costly. It
i3 not well to lure
soholars by the bait
of a fine present at
Christmas, Let them
come to the schoo) for
its teachings and its
enjoyments, but not
from any mercenary
motive. Notice the
day with gifts which
will be appropriate
and will commemo-
rate the offerings of
the wise men to their
infant Lord; but
avoid all idea of prizes in thext dis-
tribution,

Let us keep before our scholars the
thought, that Christmas is a time for
gmng rather than getting; that they
gain the most of its pleasure and enter
the deepest into its thought who open
their hands to present Christmas gifts
to others ; and, above all, let us teach
our schola.rs that the season which
reminds the world of God’s choicest
gift, and of the gifts which men of
old offered on bended knees before the
manger of the Christ, is the best time
of all the year for the offering of
themselves, the living sacrifice, to the
service of the Lord,

o

Tae full reports given by the Globe
and Mail of the sermons of the Georgin
evangelists, are a marked sign of the
times. We venture to think that
these reports, made at'considerable
expense, are a sign that the times ars
greatly improving,. Had not the. con-
ductors of thesa journals believed that
a majority of their readers felt a cer
tain degree of interest in such matters
it is only fair to assume that so much
space would not have been given to
the reports. The publication from
day to day of so many solid columns,
taken verbatim by the best shorthand
writers in the country, shows that the
leading journals ave favourable to
morality and religion, and that s farge
majonty of their readers are interested
in religious movements. These are
two good things. There never was a
time when the secular press of Ontario
gavo as much attention to Church
matters as it does at present. Take
up almost any exchange, and you often
find more items on local church mat-
ters than on matters of any other
kind, . There are, we venture to.say,
few journals in. Ontario that are not
willing to help every congregation in
the locality in which they are pub-
lished. Taken as a whole, the tone
of the press of Ontario is decidedly
fr' :ndly to morality and religion. An
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tend to securs, even to a still greater
extent, the oco-operation of the press
in every good work-C'mda Pres-

Christmas.

Waenever the English language is
spoken, the simple words of old Thomas
Tusser, written nearly three centuries
and o half ago, will be repeated Christ
mas morning, expressive of the cheer
and joy of the great festival occasion :

¢ At Christmas play and make good cheer,
For Christmas comes but once a year."”

Dickens had like thought in mind
when he wrote: “For it is good to be
children sometimes, and never better
than at Christmas, when its mighty
Founder was a child himself.” The
poet Chaucer, “Well of English un-
defyled,” as Edmund Spenser called
him, defined in two lines the man to
whom Christmas came as a season of
unspeakable hope and inspiration :

““But Cristex lore, and his apostles twelve
He taught, but first he folwed it himselve.”

The day is one not cnly for exalted
faith, but also for tender and out-
spoken sympathy; for sweet charity
and thoughtfulness for the woe there
is in the world ; and for remembrance
of him whose mission wes' the allevia-
tion of sorrow and mﬁ‘ermg It is
Dickens’ thought again in' Tiny Tim'’s
remark: “And it might be pleasapt
to them to remember upon Christnias
day, who made lame beggars wa.lk and

blind men.see.” There cafi'be no true 5

exemplification of the spirit and ' pur- |
pose of Christmas without kindness
and tenderness and love for the des}n-
tute and xgnorant and poor. This is
the meaning of the angelic proclamas -
tion: “On earth peace; good:will
toward men.” ¢Christ is born,” is
the true Christmas greeting, and it
must show itself, in the language of a
gifte! modern writer, “in gifts that
feed the body and touch the heart; in
sweet and chastening memories; in
secret regi'et for a thousa.d weak-
nesses ; in secret vows for nobler liv-
ing.” The day will recall many a face
‘that has passed from ‘human sight for
the last time. At every Christmas
feast there will be an invisible guest.
It is the thought in Tbmkeuy’n Christ-

mas hymn : .

# Evenings we knew htppy as'this;

Faces we miss, ploasant 1o see.

Kind hearts and true, gentle and just,

Poace to your dust:. we sing round the
tree.”

And when the day is through with,
—its graceful courtesies and- recogni-
tions concluded, and the gentle guests:
unseen around every board have gone,
perhaps some will be abls to say in
one of Bunyan's-most exquisite pas-
sages: “Now, just as the Gates were

opened to let in the men, I looked jin.

after tham, and behold, the City shone
as the sun ; the streets also were paved.
with gold, and iir them walked many
men, with crowns on their heads,
palms in their hands, and golden harps
to sing praises withal. And after that
they shat up the gates. Which when
I had seen, I wished myself a.mong

byterian. |

~

them.” ,
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The Babe in Bethlehem.
BY E. M, COMSTOOR.

Ix70 & warld of sip and pain
The Saviour comes today

We'll seck the manger whevo ho Ues,
And grateful homage pay.

A new star blazes in the Fast,
Celvstial anthems ving,

The magi huste with gald and myrch
To greot tho new-born King.

0 wandrous babe ! ane with onr race
In frail mortality,

Yet ono with him whose countless years
Aro from eternity.

i These lips shall speak with mighty power,
Bidding the waves be calm ;

And into earth’s sore, bleading hears
Drop a soft, hesling balm,

These eyes shall weep thelr pitying tears
\Vith those whe mourp their dead,
And look with sorrow on the lost,
And all uncomforted.

These hands shall touch the moving bier,
And life from doath ahall spring ;

These arina shall lift * the littla ones,”
And clasp the wandering,

These fost shall press sad Calvary’s hill
Mid crowds who jeer and frown ;
This head be bowed in agopy
Beneath s mocking crown,

This beart must hear the werld’s great ain,
Itself without g stain,

That 30 8 Father's hand of love
May reach us all again,

Q thon who **bringest gitts to men,”
Give us, this blessed day,

A glimpse of heaven, thy glorious heme,
And liglit our shadowed way,

Till we behold thee—nat 8s now,
But our unclouded eyes

b Shali sce “the besuty of the King”

In his own Paradise !

Hannah's Christmas.

“Hort ye'll hey n merry Christmas
to-morrer, Hanner,” said David Wray,
proprietor of the little store at the
settlernent on Hadock Mountain.

“Thank ye kindly, David, an’ now
give me six sticks of candy, three on
‘em peppermint, an’ three birch,” said
_ the woman, taking her Lundles from

the rude counter,

“Il low thege is fer Renb's Chrigt-
mas,” he said, taking down the candy-
jar from the window,

Old man Crappls, whu had been s
mildly imterested qbserver, now came
forward as.Hannah was going out.
“Goin', be ye, Hanner? he said.
“This is capital weather fer Christmas,
now, ainkitd We haint hed no heavy
suow ter block up the roads. Be ye
wantin' -anythin' done to yer place?
Ef po, joa’ say th’ word 17
Being assured she was in no imme-
diate nead of friendly offices, he wished
hor “a merry Christimas, ter-morrep,?
and withdrew to the fire-plues.

Befors the door stood her primitive
slod, on the seat of which was an over
growa boy who held the rpins over a
alesk gray mare. 8eeing her come out,
he chuckled glecfully, pointing %o the
oandyjar now restored to its plaes,
“Now, aint it? aint it jos'see "
As he waa given to uttering broken
sentences, she gently nodded as she
- placed her bundles under the boar-skin

robe, and climbed in beside him. Tho
mare started ofl' briskly, and they
speedily left behind the few log house,
the storo and blacksmith’s shop. The
wooden runner sank softly inta the
snow. The erows went heavily flapping
overhead, and a flock of birds twittered
as they perched upon some dead mul-
lein,

Eut as tho narrow voad crawled up-
wards into the heart of the hills, all
sounds of life died away and nothing
was heard savo the oceasional soft thud
of the falling snow that had been
massed upon the trees, The perspec-
tivo of the woods stretolied away s
silent land of magical dreams; the
very cascades were muto— frozen into
silver ribbons upen the bare rock faces.

But Hannah and Reuben—moun-
tain-born and bred-—were notoppressed
by silences that were part of their ex-
istence. As they Jjogged along, they
knew well where, after a level space,
they would come upon the clearing
with its thirty acres of land, and the
log cabin that was their home.

The mare knew it, too, for breaking
her trot, she started into a ridiculous
canter, and did not stop until she
reached the barn and greeted her foal
within it with a loud whinny.,

A team of dun oxen stretched
their necks over the fence-rail, a white-
faced cow and a brindled heifer were
pulling down wisps of hay on the sunny
side of a barrack, In the pen close
by grunted four fat pigs, while under o
shed, bhlack, red-combed hens and s
cack were scratching the looss gravel,
These were Hannah Byles's “orjtturs.”
This was the home where she had lived
all her days.

In her youth Hannah had been the
mountain bejle ; a pratty, amisble gir),
s dogile that Luther Byles, hor father,
averred “thev thet Hanner of hisn
cquldn’¥ be made to find downright,
fault with th’ old bad un hisself ; she
wer thet soft-hearted shet th’ critturs
even hed no fear of her.”

Hp himsalf iudolently relied oz this
soft-hearteduess. He knew the team
would be watered without his help
when they tame from the field ; that
the cow would los in the barn-yard
that ugly gear that kept her from
breaking fence whils in pasture ; aud
that the lawe sheep would have its
wants supplied.

Ho %“llowod there wa'n't his aal's
equal in th' hull world," his known
world being haunded by the valley on
one side, and Pottsvilla, where the
county cours was held, on the other,
Perbaps if he had been more a man
of the world, he would never have
taken so eutirely on toust the winning
young strenger who, when Hannah
was eighteen, found his way into the
solitudes of Hadook Mourtain and was
entertained at Luther's cabin,

The mountainecrs wers one and all
pleased with him, but were consider-
ably disturbed in sheir slow minds
when it became known “thpt he an’
Luther’sHanner hed ben jined toogetber
by the elder to Pottsville,” Yo

Discovering, howover, that her par-
ents wers agreed to the match, and
that her husband left her with them in
his frequent jaunts to the world he-
yond, they mildly accopted mattors
‘ez somothin’ that hed ter Lo.”

A year after, one cheory Christmas
morning, a boy-baby was born to
Hannah.  But by this time her hus-
band had grown tived of this episodo
in his life—his simple, ignorant wife
and her rustio congenors—and beoing a
man dovoid of moral principle, deliber-
ately loft her, and sho never saw him
again.  For weary months she refused
to believe in his perfidy, then, when
hope was dead, she made no outery,

“She hed allers bin a gal of fow
words,” Luther said pityingly.

Her child was the apple of her eye.
He was o beautiful, healthy littlo fol-
low, but the neighbours really felt it
to be their duty to expostulate against
the Byleses sotting too much store by
him. Tdols were a snare of the Evil
One. But, poor baby! his sad fate
embalmed him forever in their Sympan
thies, and many a mountain mother
told the story over and over to her spd-
eyed little ones. We will tell it in
Luther’s own words, as he told it with
despm‘ring iteration to his last days,

“We wer gone ter th’ settlemint for
some notions, Melindy an’ me, that
mornin', an’ Hanner an’ Bobby were to
hum alone. ‘Twer a purty day an’ sho
wer out of doors with him, pickin’
posies down thar by the turn in the
road, when she jes' heered that colt
Burney makin’ a racket in the lane.

“Ye know ther's planks thar fer tho
critturs ter git over the brook ; an thar
wer a bad hole into’t thet I'd bin
meanin’ fer ter tinker up a, long spell,
but it hed kinder passed along an’ no
harm come till thet thar mornin’, when
it hed ter be thet Burney must git his
foot into't.

“Ye know Hanner's thet soft-hearted
she can’t *bide nethin’ ter be in trouble,
80 she jes' leaves Bobby settin’ on the
edge of the woods, an! tellin’ him not
ter stir, she goes down ter ses ter the
colt. Whaal, Burney was a restless
young crittur, an’ was mighty scared,
an' she hed trouble ter keep him from
breakin® his leg; but she managed ter
git him free, an’ then she hurried back
ter Bobby.

“But, bless you, man, Bobby weren't
thar! Jes' his leetle shoo lay by a
stun wi’ th! posies into't,

“Queer, wa'n't it, thet the minute
we come along the road an’ I heered
Hanner callin’ him, T knew somethin’
wer wreng?  Th’ hull settleming ter a
man turned out ter hunt up that leetls
creetur, but he wan't ter bhe found,
Jest ez ef & wild varmint hed cotched
him, or the earth swallowed him up,

“ But ther’ come a time when we Jjes'
hed to give it up an’set down quiet.
When it come frost an’oold an’ we uns
hed ter shes the door of svenin's,’ twer
Jjosh ez of we war shettint thet baby ont,
an’ it war ex ef wo could hear his lestlo
voice off in th! cold an’ dark, wailin’,

— - T

lootle sperrit must be walkin'y A,
Hanner! Why, man, "twer enough .,
brenk a heart of stun ter hear her go
ou, an’ hor allors a erectur of sech fo
words |

“‘What hov I did thet T should o
my baby this cruel way 1 sho crjed
‘Ef T could hov %eld him in my arms
an’ kissed his broath away; of 1
could ' gone staight from lookin’ ing
my eyes ter th' angels, I could hev
borne it; but oh, ter hov my lammie
wanderin', starvin', dyin’, an’ wonderin’
why mammy war g0 cruel ez not ter
come fer his callin’, O, I can't hear
it) I can't bear it|

“Pore child! it did secem ez of sho
war questionin’ the Almighty, but arter
& while she quicted down, fer yer know
thet is ez hes tor be!”

Only a few more years, however,
and Luther repeated the pitiful story
no longer, for death claimed him ; but

I get yonder, daughtor, an’ find lectlo

'bout his dyin’ thet lonesome way.”

and Hannah was left alone. Gentle
and childlike, she was not incapable.

had been to bring her up in a full
knowledge of his agricultural opera-
tions, so that she was not at a loss to
till her farm advantageously.
Physically she *vas strong and well,
and in all probability length of days
lny before her. The mountaineers re-
garded her with pitying favour, and in
& manner regarded her as a legacy left
in their trust, and were always ready
to help her in neighbourly fashion.
And she recompensed them as she was
able in simple, mdly ways.
A poor womsn dying and leaving
her boy—a natul], as they called him
~—homeless, Hannah took him to her
home and gave him of her best, and
the folks “’lowed it wer good fer both
of ’em, fer now Hanper oould hev com-
panion an' help with th' chcres, an’
poor Reub could hev vitties an’ house-
mom.”
8o the years came and went, bring-
ing seed-time and harvest, summer and
winter, until at last there dawned upon
Hannal that Christmas morning that
old man Crapple and Store-kesper
Wray had wished to be a merry one.
In these reiwote solitudes, Chriat-
mas festivitios were simple. Although
greens were plentiful, the country
pople never used them to budeck their
dwellings, axd Christmas-trees were an
innovation that had not yet gladdened
the juveniles. But they suspended
steckings beside the cavernous fire-
places, to which, at gray dawn, stole
breathless children, eager to rifio their
rude and keanty contents,
Thus it was that Reuben, almoat
before the day had fai rly broken, taking
down his blug stocking, ohucklod ee-
statically over the six sticks ef salid
sweotness und the peculiarly shaped

‘Mammy | mammy !’ Seemed ez ef his

doughnut-man found therein.

his lust words were to Hannah, “When |

After Luther's death his wife speedily |
followed him, as if she could not exist
without his rugged companionship; '

Bobby, 11l tell him how ye grioved '

Luther’s mansier of educating his girl
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HOME AND SCHOOL.

his ryes noting everything ; the sanded
floor, the spinning wheel in the corner,
the strings of dried apples on the walls,
the queer delft plates on the dresser
shebves,- then his guzo camo back to
the pretty, faded woman with her
appealing eyes,  His breath came short
and hard-~ho grew pale.

“ Mother,” he sanid.

Ior a few seconds, not a word was
said.  The clovk ticked Joudly, the cat
purred in the sunlight, a foolish fly
lured from its slecping place buzzed on
the window panes. Hannah's eyes
dilated. She bent forward.

“Man, 'ye said mother!/ Who in
God’s name air ye "

“Your son Robert. Heavens! she
is dying 1”

He caught her and laid her on the
setitle. 8he heard his words us through
. mist,

Yes, this was death. A spirit had
come to her from the next world!
Bobby had boen sent to feteh her.  She
was ready, — but sho heard faintly
Reubew’s pitiful whimper, and her
gentle heart reached back to the poor,
helpless lad, and the dumb creatuves
shie wus leaving-—if she could just have
seen the neighbours, to give them into
their charge |

But ag the moments went by, and
the faintness passed, she grew conscious
of a strange reality about this man
who was chafing Jer hands. She
heard the fire crackling, the tame
robin chirping in his eage, and the
words that were spoken by the wurm
breathing lips.

“Father took me away from here
when I was a baby. I always thought
you died when I was born. I came to
find you as soon as I knew the truth.”

The story stopped here. He could
not tell her now that his father had
never told him his history until the
truth came out aa that father lay on
his death-bed.

%My aunt brought me up., She has
been a mother t¢ me.”

She listened, hardly comprehending
at firat, thon she started up with the
pitiful ery,—

“Then, ye never war lost, ye war
took from me? An’ ye hev growed up
without me! Never knowin’' how I've
hungered for ye! Why, it war twenty-
five year ago ye wer born in this very
room, Bobby. It war a Christmas
day 1”

He kissed her pitifully.

% And I have come back to you on
Christmas day, mother. I*am your
Christmas present.” He tried to laygh,
but a sob choked him.

“Thank th' Lord, oh, thank th
Lord!” She held him off, greedily
devouring with her eyes his every
feature. There was the very dimple
in his chin that she had kissed s0 often
in his babyhood ; hir dark eyes had
the loak of those soft child-eyes that
she had so loved. She was quiet in
infinite content. She was like a bat-
tered hulk that had Jrifted into gtill
waters,

“How long ken ye stay with me,

Bobby 7" She acked the ynestion as

the t)mught that some titee he woubl

leave her distutbed bt new 1ound
r)(‘ll(.‘(.‘.

“Till you have made ready to go
with e, mother,”

“Would ye take e with ye, Bubby !
Oh, praise th' Lord, he hes give ye te
me again! I can't usk no more,  Tkey
die happy thet P've seen ye. Butyene
bin bLrought up ditfirent from me,
Bobby. It war wmy pore ways ez ya
futher didu't like, an’ they might <hauue
ye tou, Bobby.  Ye hed best leuve me
here 1”

He turned to her in the beauty of
his noble young manhoud.  To chevish
this hurt, injured life was his chicf
desire,

“Mother, now that I have found
yuu, nothing but death shall part us.”

And then she slipped down upon her
knees to pour out her soui in devout
thanksgiving,

Old man Crapple, who happened in
that day, as was his asual custom, to
wish  Hunnah ‘“merry  Christinas,”
astonished his old horse when he came
out, after what mus* have seemed to
that unblanketed amia! an inteymin-
able time, Ly urging him at full speed
toward the settlement. He was like
new wine tha. must find vent. He
had the mest amuzing, astonishing story
to tell “how thet lectle, lost Bobby of
Hanner Byles’ had jes' come back ter
her, a growed-up man, this ’ere blessed
Christmas dey !” and so fast flew the
good news that before night-{.ll many
of the mountaineers had actually seen
this incredible statement verified in
the flesh,

Two weeks later old mnan Crapple
and his better half, who were jogging
along the road that led past Hannal’s
cabin, had to stop to take in the
desolate significance of the smokeless
chimney and boarded-up doors and
windows,

“I tell ye Adam,” said Mrs Crapple,
“ it war powerful good of Bobby tet let
her tuke thet peor Reub along; but,
lawsy * it did seem jest ¢z ef thar war
nothin’ in th’*world he wouldn't do ter
please Hanner.”

“Waal, waal, Mariar,” he said slowly,
“ Hanner’s gone, sure enough, but I
don’t axpect ez how I'll ever git over
the astonishingness of that lectle dead
Bobby of hern, comin’ in on her a man
growed thet Chrisunas day Ve dfar-
garet Hammond Eckerson.

A Ghristmas Song.

SHALL we sing you a song of the Christmas
time,
When the angels wmne down with theiv
glory,
And sang through thenight in the shuphend’s
sight
The song that is so famous in story—
How the Father abovg in pity and love,

Had come softly through the star-sprinkled |.

blue
And laid in a manger o far brighter Star?
Yes, we will sing it, and sing it to You.

I know a path by angels tred
Before the world was old 3

But o'er it came in later Jays
A multitude untold—

!

|

|
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A shining host, a praising host—
Let Giad b praimed for them,
W bo nang has prase 1 lofty leyw

U e tanunuy Betifehen |

No tongue van tedl the sacred pomp
That awept fiot heaven that day,
And trailud its glory past the sphacs,
‘To whete the Infant ey~

Litt up yowr eyes in vast surprise,
Ve -heplierds, on the scene,

And s the heaing forms that hang
Ihe hessenn and earth between |

Upon tieetr heads are golden crowns,
Lhen tobies are wiinte as snow,

Sweet bghtuings from then faces fash
L pon the vaule Lelow;

Betore the glory of the Lord
Ihe stars turn pale and flee—-

U, what a sight that blessed night
Lot shepherd swaing to ses

Through all the still and scented air
There comes a deeper calm,

As 1t from fear lest it should hear
Naught of the coming psalm-—

And now the air grows sweeter still,
slow beat the balmy wings,

Clear o’er the hushed and raptured eurth
The chor of angels sings,

And far ueross Judean hills
Swell forth the floods of praise—
I would that music such as thu
Might sweeten all my days;
Fot lu, 'tis Paradise to hear
The glory of that asund,
That mouuts so grandly to the skies,
So sweetly seeks the ground.

Full muny an age has passed
Sinco that great song was given

Which sweetened all our acrid i, ‘
Aud wedded varth to heaven ;

But sfilt cach year we scem to licar
The angels sing again ,

The dear old sung, the grand old song,
In sweet and lofty strain.

And ever as we give our gifts,
And homes with garlands weave,

Our heatts will turn their backward guze
On that first Christmas eve;

And sipg his praise in joyful lays
By whom the Child was given,

Whose advent here such mighty ¢heer
Gave all the choirs of heaven.

-

“Unto Me.”
BY SARA J, DUNCAN.

WHEN the branches crack and glisten,
And tire bells ring out and Hsten,
Wheeling out of Christinas suow—
Out of skies of long ago--

Many thought-birds come and sing
Sweeter than their friends of spring,
You car find them if you search,
And they’re apt to fly in church,
Once I caught one a3 is flew
Hopping round from pew to pew,
And it sang, at my desire,

Rather better than the choir, -

Oh, the song was clearer, higher,
Tha= the most expensive choir !
Aud the sense did chime fac sweetor
‘Than all thyme in any metre; f
But the burden of its singing '
While the Christias bells wero ringing
Was just this: that Christ on earth,
On the night of his glad birth,

Lies in many a lLittle cot

That the stars have quite forgot,
Stretches out a quivering hand

Where tho city outeasts stand, |

Kuowing hanger, knowing cold, :
Naked, sick, and poor and old ;—

»Suill is with usg in such gnise ’
As we'll know in Paradise. f
¢ Ye have done it uuto me.”

That white snow-flake charity }
Crystalled tear that love sots five, !
Dropped on rays of beggary

Falls upon Divinity.

of b v redness
X rosy re 88,
i?dn;::_: Here, far remote from the world’s
Jnmmic @ Meults, this Christmns morning had
nderin' § imexpressible enln; tho earth seomed
not tep [ “8iting for that glorious rong to break
1t bear J thosilence: “On earth penve, good-will
townrds men,”
of sho When Hannah and the boy went
tarter [ Vithout to tend to the wants of the
r know § stock, they were welcomed with evi-
donoos of joy. Old Gray whinnied,
wover, the pigs squealed lustily, the cattle
I story lowed, and the chickens uttered faint
15 but ] cackles as they disconsolately huddled
When | together. Not until the comfort of
lectlo J these dumb ereatures was fully seen to
rioved | did they return to the house. There
o Reuben, with his face aglow from the
));.edil v [} frosty air, hud built upin the deep fire-
. exist J Ploce abreast-work of dry !nckory upon
nship ; '§ the back log and smouldering forestick,
ventle | from Which presently the flame leaped
pable, upward in ruddy jets. Tho breakfast
s girl sent forth its savory smell. The mal-
a full | teso cat slept on the hearth-stono. An
spera- air of humely comfort pervaded all.
0ss to After breakfast Hunnah tidied the
nover disorderly kitghen, and because
well it was Christmas Day, sat down in a
day o |] sort of Subbath-day quiet.
s o T want ter tell ye why it air Ch,rist,-
ndin [ m8s, Reuben,” she said,
y loft He sat beside her silently, although
eady he could comprehend little that was
hion. (| 1ot in tangible shape before him; but
s was he sorted his candy and smacked his
lips ov:r its sweetness. She was un-
ving lettered, but her simple, vivid word-
 him : pictures caught his fancy. She told
> her him of the child in the manger. He
and could see the little red barn, with old
’bot.h Gray in her stall, tie rack piled with
succulent hay, and the dun oxen look-
%™ ¥ ing with mild, astonished oyes at a
’ou:: baby erying there.
“ It war o pore place fer a baby,” he
. said, ¢ The mother shouldn't "—
fme‘; Then his rostless eyas wandeving, he
'n“ saw something through the window.
t}l)::nt “A man out thar! A big horse!”
he cried, and ran joyfully to the door.
oper Hannah followed him, glad to see a
- neighbour, but she did not know whose
lm: was the animal that was belug blank-
::5 cted and tied to the fence-rail, and the
‘bei{ young man who made his way towards
san tho house was a stranger. .
ned “ Does Hannah Crawdon live here
dod he asked, doffing his cap.
Gro. || It was the first time in years she
tole | | hnd been called by her husband’s name.
oir “Yes, thet air me, tho’ it's by my
maiden name, Byles, I'm usually called.
oab Come in, come in; tho’ I 'low ye're a
ing stranger ter me, you're welcome all the
g some, sir]  Ye must be cold, ef ye've
id rid fur, Set by the fire end warm{”
) She bustled about with shy, simple
lﬁpimlity, but thestrager stood silent,
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The Bells Across the Snow.

0 CHRISTMAS, merry Christmas !
Is it really come again,
With its memorios and greetings,
With ita joy and with its pam?
Thero’s & muwor in the carol,
And a shadow in the light,
And a spray of o7 fress twizing
With the holly wrownth to-night,
And the hush is never broken
By laughter light and low,
As we listen in the starlight
To the bells across the snow.

O Christmins, merry Christmas !
*Tis not so very long

Since other voices blended
In the carol and the song !

If we could but hear them singing
As they are singing now,

If we could but seo the shining
Of the crown on ench dear brow,

Thero would be no sigh to smother,
No hid.len tear to flow,

As we listen in the starlight
To the bells across the snow,

O Christmas, merry Christmas,—
This it never more can be;

Ve cannot bring again the days
Of our unshadowed glee,

But Christmas, happy Christmas,
Sweet herald of good-will,

With holy songs of glory
Brings holy gladness still,

For peace and hope may brighten,
And patient love may glow,

As we listen in the starlight
To the bells across the snow.

~—Frances Ridley Huveryal,

A Christmas Coronation.

In the ancient cathedral of Aix-la-
Chapelle, Fran'ce, there is a tomb of
wonderful historic interest. The tra-
veller thinks of it as he enters the
solemn editice, and beholds in the dim
distance the chancel oriel burning with
mysterious splendours,

“Carlo-Magno,” reads the inserip-
tion. It'is the tomb of an emperor,
one of the greatest who aver wore the
crown of the Cwsars—Charlemagne |

He was king of the Franks, of the
peoples of middle Europe and the
nations of the north; he conquered
the Saxons, and in tremendous strug-
gles defeated all foes, until at last the
Alps and the Baltic, the Rhine and
the Rhone, were alike parts of his
‘splendid empire. He conquered the
Saracens of the south ; he added crown
to crown, kingdom to kingdom, until
Europe lay at his feet.

At the Enster festival in 774, he
visited Rome in splendour. A great
procession came out to meet him,
headed by the Pope. The people
hailed him with hallelujahs, the chil-
dren waved green branches, the clergy
in princely vestments sang, * Blessed
is he that cometh in the nanie of the
Lord!”

In the year 800, he was sunmoned
to Rome. The cardinals said: “Tet
us honour this most powerful Defender
of the Faith with a grand Christmas
gift—the crown of the Roman world.”

The Pope and clergy prepared for
Christmas ceremonies of the most joy-
ous and imposing character. It was
arranged that though Charlemagne
should reach Rome before Christmas,
he should have no knowledge of the
coronation that awaited him. The

lcler;e:y, nobles, and peaple wers to
assemble.  When he should come fnto
the church to attond mnss, and should
bow his head to receive the wafor—
then he should be suddenly crowned
and hailed Emperor of tho World.,

It was nne of the most pootic evonts
of history. The Christmas day came,
o beautiful day out of the skies of
Italy. The Emperor entered the
church in humility, and bowed bofore
the altar. Suddenly, Pope Leo uplifted
the crown of the Roman world, and
set it upon his head. ‘There aroso
then » great shout of joy. Clergy
and nobles exclaimed in unison : “Long
live Charles Angustus, Crowned of
God, Emperor of the Romans!”

Christinnity possessed Europe now.
The Bethlchem Star, shining its eight
centuries, lighted all the lands,

&

Christmas Legends.

Tuere is in the home life of the
Canadian, especially farmer, at Christ-
mas time, much that brings close to
the mind the picture of birth in the
lowly manger. Many traditions still
live about mysterious occurrences dur-
ing the Christmas night, and these
linger still with all their mellow ess of
primeval devotion among the home-
steads on the verge of the forest or the
cottage upon the bleak prairie. The
infant’s birth took place in a rude
manger, among the stalled cattle,
when, according to the general belief,
cold night-winds blew, and the Divine
Babe and his mother were but feebly
protected in a chilly manger. One old
tradition in particular, tells us at the
moment of the child’s birth the cattle
in the manger fell upon their knees.
How often by the lantern’s light
through the cold night have little ones
crept out to the barn where the cattle
were in their stalls as the hands of the
clhck neared the hour of miduight, to
see if the cattle were kneeling ; for the
tradition relates that at the precise
moment in each year since the bube
was born ali dumb animals, in rever-
ence, fall upon their knees. There was
another tradition, too, which Shake-
speare puts in the mouth of Marcellus
in “ Hamlet,” that during the night of
the nativity the cock crew from dark to
dawn:

‘‘Some says that ever 'gainst that season
comes

Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated,

This bird of dawning singeth all night long,

And then they say no spirit dares stir abroad 3

The nights are wholesome; then no planets
strike,

Nor fairy takes, nor witch hath power to
charm,

So hallo*ved and so gracious is the time,”

&
<>

Poor company may be a little better
than none. Bad company is certainly
& great deal worse. One scabby sheep
spoils the flock. One rotten apple will
ofion ruin a dozen which may lie
around it ; while all the sound ones in
the world will not restore one that is
decayed. Justso aman who is corrupt
will infé&t many others,
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with which he was intimately related,

Tix Laxp o THE SKy, Sketches of Travel
in the High Alps. By the Editor.

AMona THE Sriox ISLaNDS, Sketches of
Life and Adventure in Java, Sumatra, eic,

LaNDS oF Ti¥ Brere, IIT.

Muisstox Lirg AND WoRK 1N CuiNa,
Ox tHE Cororavo, 1I.

Hrr Masgsty's Towsr,
Lpinsuroit, OLD AND New,

Davip Livizastoye.

And numerous other articles, copiously
aid handsomely Illustrated

——

OTHER ARTICLES.

Tux Lrss KNowy Porrs oy Merdopisn,
by the Rev. Dr. Williams,

Tie Sunpay-Schoor 4s A CxxtrE, by the

Rev. Dr, Carman,
by the Rev. Alex,

8tr JonN LAwReNoE,
Langford, of Winnipeg,

MerHoDISM AND Soxpay-Scroors,
Rev. John Philp, M. A., Montreal.

Mapnousk Lirkrarore, by Dr. Daniel Clark,
Supt. of the Lunatic Asylum,

Wiy am I A Miruopisr? by the Rev. Geo,
R. Crooks, LL.D.

Farnrg Marrharw axp His Work, by the
Rev, W, McDonagh.

Tue Scorr Acr axp
Rev. B, B. Keefor.

Sr, PATRICK, THE ArosTie or IRELAND,
the late Thomas Guard, D.D,

DzManps Axp Drrricorries oF Mobkny
Un»xrixr, by Rev. W, Haxrison.

by the

Prousrrior, by the

by

¥

- %

Mivisteks oN Wieres, A Bievelo T
Twenty Ministers through (,'mmdn?“r]?f
the Rov, G. 8, Baanes, Ph.D, ¥

Faxous MexX AND Wonex,
Her Magusty’s Mart.

Crrv MisstoN SKKTOHES,
NATURAL ScrgNce PApkgs,
Livx aMoxa THE LowLy, k1o,
Tne Higugn Lire,
REutatous INTELLIGENCR,
Book REvikws,

Many other Papors of
importance will i

Necond Series,

apecial interest ang
bo given,

OUR SERIAL STORY,

Tk PRracuER'S DAUGRTER,” by My, E.
A. Barr, author of “Jan Veddesy Wifo,”
I a talo of great puwor and pathos, Wo will
nlso publisit another story to be hereafter
unnounced, .

Our Premium for 1887

Is the boat yot offered. Simon Hormes, Tigy
CAnveNTER, by the Rev. Jackson Wray,
author of * Neatloton Magna” and *Mat.
thew Mellowdew.” The k s of fasei.
nating iatorest, and will be read with avidity
by both old and young, It is & volume of
356 pages, iliustrated and handsomely bound,
ouly 85 cents, only one-fourth the rogular
price,

Some schools have taken ten copies to
circulato instead of libraries, as belng freshor
and more attractivo, Send for special rates,

Addross—WiLLiau Bricas, 78 & 80 King
Street Enst, Toronto; or, C. W, Coares,
3 Bloury Stroet, Montreal; Rxv. 8. F.
Hugsris, Halifax, N.S.

We cannot commence to enumerate all
the Beautiful Books we have in atock
suitable for

cunday School Rewards,
PRIZES FOR THE HOME AND SOCIAL CIRCLE.

Call and see our stock, or send for cata-
logue, which will be mnailed you free of
postage,

As unauthorived editions of 8am P, Jones’
sermons are being offered to the public, we
beg to notiffv our readers, thai the only
authorized editions are the following :

SERMONS and SATINGS

REV,.SAM P, JONES,
Oincinnati MB&H Series,

Edited by W. M. Lerrwion, D.D. With
Portraits of Sam Jones and Sam Small,
Paper, 319 pages, 50c,; Cloth, $1.25. In
ordering, please state *‘ CINCINNATI Music
HaLL Skrixs,” as this volume is entirely
ditferent from another previously issued,

Now Rrapy, Avrsiorizep Ebition,

Rifle Shats £ King's Enemies

SyrMoNs Di.iverep v ToroNTo
BY THYE

REHV. SAM P. JONHES.
Also SAM SxaLL's famous Sermon,
““ DELIVERANCE FROM BONDAGE.”

With introduction by Rev. John Potts, D.D.
Chairman of Mr. Jones' Exscutive
Cemmittee,

Paper Covers, Piice 25¢.

IN PREPARATION,

A largely Illustrated Volume, contnimnrir
scrmons and sdyings of Sam P, Jones and
Sam Small, delivered in Toronto nn:l tho
U. 8., with the story of M:. Jonos' life,
written by himself,

4% 'I'o be sold by subscription.
WILLIAM BRIGGS,

PunLisuzr,
78 & 80 Kinag 8r. East, ToroxnTo.

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que. .
S. F. HURSTIS, Halifax, N- S.




