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A Christmas
Hilessing

By
el De. Foward Dutfield

AY the blessing of the light

that shown at midnight come
to the hearts that are shadowed
and the homes that are dark.

9 May the blessing of the Manger
Cradle come to that innumerable
company against whom the doors
of hope and peace and rest are
.hull

€] Moy the blessing of the Holy
Child come to every one who has
forgotten that thou, O God, art
his futher and that all men are
brothers,

€ May the blessing of the Guid.
ing star come to those who wan-
der in the night and canmot find
the homeward way.

4 May the blessing of the Stahle
come upon all hearts, wakening a
kindly sense of kindred with every
liviag thing that walks the field
and forest or wings the air or
l passes along the paths of the
seas.— New York World.
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Christmas
Qbservance

’ I“-lll-‘.ltl-‘r is very little of the right
wotive in commemorating the
birth of Jesug the Savior. The

spirft of the modern Christmas s to

tave & good old thme, fensting and
husiness activity, with the Holy Child

Jesns a figurehead.

Such 18 n very great offense to Al-
xighty God, An offering to God In
the apirit of righteousness, by humility,
worsliip, mortitication, in self denial
und ghould be the firet
duty in celebrating Christman

Renlly & oumber of hours siuilar to

Lent ought to be consldercd, after

which would come the fenst snd re-

Joieing

Respeetful thankfulness to the Lord

God of Tlosts for lis love and pity for

fa sinful raee in his priceless gift of a

Nar or—such would be o fitting grace

before purtaking of the good things

and many blessings that he has been
pleased to bestow on all people. What
would a person think in glving a re-
coption and supper to have the guests
husten to the dining hnll and devour
#the food without giving the honor and
respect doe to the host flest? Almighty

God Is treated in a gimilar manner in

celpbrating the modern Christioogs—

George Cashel In Philadelphia Press,

good works,

The Old Christmas Hymns.

Happy is the man or woman who,
having left bohind the sehooldays and
the home gutherings, still sings the old
svmns and joins In the readings of the
Christmas chapters In some simple
hurch service designed to perpefuate
the true splirit of the day.

_ Solt, soft, so sleepa the little stranger;
sroon, eroon in tender notes and
| mild!
‘ingly beside the lowly manger
' Broods the Mother Mary o'er the
Child.
"I*luuh. hush, for fsr gway lies danger!
Sece, see how winsomely he smiled!
Vearningly beside the lowly manger
| Beods the Mother Mary o'er the
| Child.
8 ime, thou wt the ruthless renger,

f..d yet we all must nesds be recon-
ciled,

'.'l!or still for us beside the lowly manger *|

i Lesns the Mother Mary o'er the
4 Child 1
[ —Clinton Soollerd m Alsalva’s.
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A @hristmas
Prayer "

By
Tery BRev. Michurl 3. Tavelle

SAWOUR of the world, humbly
and lovingly we greet thee,
this Christmas mormiug, thank-
ing thes for all the blessings
brought by thy coming end ask-
ing the grace that we sod all
mankind may appreciate tham bet-
ter and make them more trady our
own with every year thut passes by,
Make us faithful, noble, indus-
trious, temperate, sincere. Send
forth thy spirit that we may be
recreated and the face of the
earth may bo renewed. Make us
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shep-berds guard and

Why lies He in such mean estate,
Where ag and ass are leeding?
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o bring Him incense, gold, and myri,
Come peasant, King to own Himj

Goed Chriftian, fear: for slnsers here  The King of kings, salvation bringsy

The silent Ward is pleading:

Lot boving hearts enthrone Him

Nails, spear, shall plerce Him through, Ralse, ralse, the song on high,

The Cross be bome, for me, for yous
Hail, bail, the Ward madc flesh,
The Babe, the Son of Masy)

The Virgin sings her lullabys
]Ir::. Joy, for Christ is bomn,
The Babe, the Son of Mars|

9 There shall be room for three In our

uble to ming with the angels,
""Glory to God in the highest and
on earth pemce to men of good
will."'—~New York World.

'The Season
| Of Peace

| TH!’. whole alr at the first Christ-
mastldh was tremulous with Joy,.

It was a time for holy song, for
fuspired paean, for seraphle song, Let
J Joy come silil to our homes and hearts,
Christ gives a brightness and beauty,
gladness and glory, to the whole clrele
of life and duty. Come, Lord Jesus!

homes, Once there was none In the
fun, but only In the stable, Now our
best 18 thine. Only honor us with thy
beneficent presence.

Let us away with strife at this sen-
son, Now I= the tlme to =peak Kindly
worils, Let us not carry lnio the new
yonr the enmitios of the old. Let not
the harsh noteg of contentlon come
Into the heavenly song of peace,

Chirlet eame to give penee, and from
=~ L heaven's throne today he bends to give
N peace to all who trost him, He wns
) the only person ever bhorn into the
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should come, Fle might have come
| man, as did the first Adam, He eame
a bube, IHe Inserted himeelf Into onr
rice at 8 lowest and weakest point.
If he were to lift the race he must
ot under 1L He gloriiied the erndle:
he glorified boyhood: he sanctified
motherhood,

But Curist must bo born in each
aenrt in order that we may have a true
Christmas, Are we rejoleing In the
gifts of human love? Shuzll we he
mindful of him who Is the “unspenk-
ahle gift?'—Ilev. Dr, Robert B. Mae-
L Arthur in Homiletle Review.,

Blessed Christmas Day.
uh, blessed day which giv'st the eternal
e
To self and sense and all the brute within!
'h, come to us nmid this war of life—
To hall arl hovel come! To all who toll
In sennte, gshop and study, and to thuse
I warned and sorely temptod,
Comw to them, blest and blessing, Christ-
mas day!
¥all them once more the tals of Bolhle-

hem,

The kneoling shepherds and the Babe di-
Vine,

And keep them men, Indeed, falr Curlat-
1ias ‘i;l)'

| CHANLES KINGSLEY.

'HALLELUJAH,

o]

world who had his cholee a8 to how lie,

You little children in whose eyes

The undimmed MNght of heaven
glows,
Whose dreams are bright of pare-
dise,
Whose thoughts are whiter than the
anows,

From holy lips and undefiled

Breathe your soft prayers like Christ
the Child,

And you whose thinning locks are
spent
With unreturning avtumn’s rime,

Whose forms, like wind worn trees,
are bent

Beneath the heavy storms of time.
Take Christ the Child to be your
duide
Past the dim
bide.
Oh, saving hands; oh, thou that hesrs
An carthly mother’s lullabies,
oWVho sharest “all our donbts and fears,
Whose bosom trembles to pur sighs,
Teach us thy gospel pure and milg,
Make us like thee, O Christ the Child}
~New York Tribana,

H Christmas
Carol ror Cbi Idren

shoal where shadows

Good news from heaven the angels
bring,

Glad tiaings to the earth they sing
T'o us this day o child is given

To crown us with the joy of heaven,

This da the Christ, owr God and Lord
Who in all need shall gid affora;

He will himself our Savipwr be, °
From sin and sorrow get us free.

To us that biessedness he Dringa,
Which from the Father's bounng
springs;

That in the heavenly reabn we wmug
With him enjoy eternai day.

ATl hail, thon noble puest, this morn
Whose love did not the t‘rmer mjrlnl

In my digtress thow can®st o me;
What thanks shall I veturn to theel

Were earth a thousand times as foin
Beset with gold and jewels rare,

Hhe pet were far too poor to be

A narvow cradie, Lord, for thee,

Ah, dearest Jesus, doly Child!

HALLELUJAT

“ k!

Child Jesus
height
To save us from sin's keeping,
‘Jm manger straw, in darksome night,
The Blessed One lies alecping.
The star smiles down, the Angels |
greet, !
the Oxen kiss the Baby's feet, |

Hellelujah, hallelujah,
Child Jesus!

Tauke courage, soul in griel cust dow
Forget the birter dealing.
A Child is born in David’ , town

comes [rom heavenly

To ouch all souls with healing
Iben let un go and seck the Child,
Children like him, meck, undelled,

lln!l:luidli, haliclujah,
ild Jesus !

~Haws Ghristive Acderson.

| Praise God upon his heavenly throne,

I Praveier, W

Make thee a bed, soft, undeifited,
Within my heart that it may be
A quiet chamber kept for thee,

Who gave to us his only Hon :

For this his hosts, on joyful wing,

A blest New Year of mercy bring.
—AMartin Luther.

Date of the Birth of Christ,

“In looking through n reference hook
I find the birth of Jesus Cheist took
place In the year 4 B. C. How c¢ould
It possibly be? asked n eorrespondent
of the Philadelphia Press,

To which the reply was made ;

“The attempt to dote things forward
and backward from the birth of Christ
was first made In 633 A, D, by a Ho-
wnn ahbot, Dionysins Exlgus. He res ¥
garded Christ's birth as taking place
In the year 704 after the founding of
Rome. Hurly Christians had put it in
the year of Rome 700,

“The abbot’s belated attempt to date
things from Christ's birth wos pros !
ably lnaccurate, and the proper definle
nitlon of the Christlan era 1s that it be-
gins with Janaury 1 in the fourth year
of the one hundred and ninety-fourth
Olympind and the seven hundred and
fifty-third from the founding of Rome,

“According to the Intest computation,
Christ was born 1o the year & 8. Q. o
the yeur 7 B, C."

What of the Night?
Watchman, t81l us of the night,
What its signs of promise are.
Travelar, 0'er yon mountain's halgha,
Hea that glory beaming stor!
Watchman, doth lts beauteous my
Auwght of hope or joy foretell?
Traveler, yes! It brings the day,
Promised day of Isrnel

Watochman, tell us of the night
Highor yat that star ascenda
sedness and dghy,
truth, ity courge portends,

will Mte besmn alahn

Peace nnil
Wialchman

G the apot thut gave therm birth?
ler, Bgon nre s own
vod It Bursts 0'er all the earth,
X
nan. tell us of the night, »
oy the n ning seenie to duawhn,
Fraveler, dorkeeea takes s Mighe:
Uit pnd terrar are withdrawn,
Wintehiman

I nap lot thy wandurings cease,
Hiv thee to thy qulet” hame,
I'raveler, 1o, the Prince of Peace~
Lo, tke Eon of God iy comg,




