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The Xmas Miracle

(By Angela Morgan)

Do you know the marvel of Christ
mas time,

The miracle meaning of song and
chime,

Of hearty love and huge goodwill.

Of feasts that gladden  and gifts

that spill? ;

Do you know,what happens to
homes and men g
When Chiistmas Cove s abroad

again?
Could you look beneath you would
see the rush
Of a flood as real as a river's
gush,
A torrent
wiide,
That sweops the
magic tide,

wonderful, deep and

world in its
" Oh, Ut iswt the gift; and it isn't
the feast;

Of al the miracles, these are

least.
It’s tho geod that flows from the
hearts of men

When Christmas love is abroad
again,

For wjshes are real, and love is
a force,

And the tidle, 'which ages ago
had source -
In the heart of a babe, has grown
and gained
Till all humanity, single-veined,

Angwers.- the call of tue mighty
surge,

Swings tto the great resistless
urge.

Oh, vain is the boast ef the hard-
ened one

Who sgcouts what the waenturies
have done,

Be he ever so mean, be he ever

" S0, cold,

Though his heart be flint and his
claim be boid,

His vans ‘will -tingle, his pulses
thrill

To the sound of “Peace on earth,
good will”

Why, even the man who grips his
purse,

With a stingy mouth and a cruel
curse,

Must yield to the flood and be
borne away

To join in the glory of Christmas
Day’,

Have vou guessed the secret of
i(Chrigtmas night

When the whole world loves with
all its might, ¢

When the whole world gives with

- “Co Men of Good il

It was to men of good will that peace
was promised in the song of angels in He-
brew times of old.

There is no peace except to men of
good will. i3

Eyes grown old,
through looking for the fulness of
that time, and ears attuned to catch
the echoes of this long expected song upon
the slopes of Eden closed and 1'e1ax.ed in
this long filment of anticipation; “Now
lettest thou thy servant depart in peace,
for mine eyes have seen Thy salvation.”

When the Child came into the world,
peace was sung; when He went out, peace
was bequeathed. .

The promise of peace still belongs
more to prophecy than to history.

On a house near Durham there is " a
Latin inscription to the effect that it was
built*in the year 1697 of the peace of the
gospel, and in the first year of the peace
of Ryswick, ) R

Only the lad in school with his history
before him can tell what war was ended
by the peace of Ryswick. The older people
have completely forgotten it. Yet it seemd
vital and permanent at the time. The army
was to be disbanded; trade was to reviv_e,
and a happier age to issue. But all was in
vain.

The treaty proved an idle basis for
peace—as idle as the peace of Versailles.

In the march of the years, the eyes of
anxious generations have grown old, dim,
weak and full of tears with looking for e
star that would dispel the mists and shine
upon the heart with the steady light of
peace. ;

They have seen great empires rise and
flourish; towns grown to tremendous

but undimmed

What a poor creature is man stripped
of his pleasant illusions! )

But why should he abandon his
dream?

He has been trying to realize the ideal
of peace without the condition attached
to it. But the condition is as definite as the
promise. Indeed it is the delightful and at-
tractive part of the promise—to men of
goodwill. Without that all expectation is
hopeless., i sadvim il v da sty o e

The futility of our hopes of fulfilment,
without this condition should now be obvi-
ous enough. Why should we talk as if
everything were going to the dogs, with-
out trying to-see what would follow if we
became men of goodwill? '

If we became amiable, this in itself
would furnish us with a lot of new sensa-
tions. - : :

“Better a dinner of herbs,” says an
old writer, “where love is, than a stalled
ox and hatred therewith.”

War, famine and pestilence have as-

saulted us in turn.

We have had a surfeit of hatred and
stalled oxen and empty larders.

Hatred has destroyed our cities
thrown down our walls, sapped the temp-
les, mutilated the pillars, swept away the
inhabitants, uprooted the trees, ravished
the pastures..

The song of the angels implies that
the root of the evil is in man. It resides in
himself. He bears it in his bosom. It is not
in the distant heavens. It is near him upon
the earth.

We have sung the chorus in cupidity,
and the haunting music returns to mock
us.

But in .spite of the pessimist, the

' toxicants is
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Reminiscences And

Ren.arks

Christmas Festivities of Ye Olden
Time—Interesting Events of
Fifty Years Ago

BY W. L. COTTON

A thousand happy reminiscences
throng the memories of the elder
people of this province on the ap-
proach of Christmas Day. ‘There
are very few ol us who «do not
cherish kindly and L easant recol-
lections ot this the orightest and
merriest lestival o1 tae year. The
orgies of past prars—causing
headaches and regrels at the be-
ginning ol the New Year—are now
uncomwon. A few foolish persons
still indulge in them. But the main
body ot the people here, as else-
where the world over, restrain their
appetite for the slr«jng drink that:
causes intoxication.” Every one
Kilows, now, that he can have a
“jolly good time” without getting
drunk. ‘l'emperance jetorm in the
past seventy years has effected a
wonderiul change in the habits of
men. The stigma that now attaches
to the excess that still occasionally
occurs causes those who desire to
be thought *“respectable” to shun
the intoxicating glags. It is now
widely understood -inat ‘‘temper-
ance in everything is requisite for
happiness. Besides the sale of in-
illegal-——except tor
medical and religious or mechanic-
al purposes—and therefore law-ab-
iding people will not buy them ex-
cept for those purposes. The result |
ql‘ all is that the happiness and
merriment of Christmas tide is not
now so generally accompanied by
scenes of drunkenness as in the
olden time. But the charities of the
season are much more in evidence.
Every known case of want here,
and elsewhere within British terri-
tory will be relicved at the
Christmas season in this year of our

‘Lord. While it is true that the

reign of peace is not yet fully as-
sured, while it is true that the
“Unspeakable Turk” still threatens
the Christian civilization of the
Near Last, it is also true that dis-
cussion in the Press, in Parliament
and in Convention is constraining
the Nations to be more careful than
ever before as to measures that
may lead to war. It is now, more
than tver evident that
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Why, gods and angels walk by -
That 'm-ea'ms from the earth on .
Christmas night!
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