
All arose, covering their eyes with their hands 
as a dazzling light shone around; then sank to 
their knees with faces touching the ground. 

As the orchestra played softly, a young girl 
in flowing robes of white, appeared, represent- 
ing the Heavenly messenger, and, with an ex- 

pression of joy on her face, exclaimed: 
“Fear not! For behold I bring you good tid- 

ings of great joy, which shall be to all people. 
For unto you is born this day in the city of 
David a Saviour, Who is Christ the Lord. And 
this shall be a sign unto you; ye shall find the 
babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a 

manger.” 
Suddenly, a company of girls in white repre- 

senting “a multitude of the Heavenly host” 
surrounded them and burst into the chorus, 
“Glory to God in the highest, and on earth, 
peace, good will toward men.” 

Immediately following these events attendant 
upon the Birth, the Senior Preparatory Chorus 
rendered the carol, “Ring Out the Bells for 
Christmas.” 

The rendition of this magnificent selection 
deserves particular mention. The blending of 
the various parts with the orchestral effects was 

beautiful beyond description; it seemed like a 

foretaste of heaven. 

Christmas Day Joys for the Children 

Christmas joys for the little folks was repre- 
sented by a Candle Drill and a Holly Drill, 
ending with a tableau in four parts—Christmas 
Preparation, The Christmas Story, Christmas 
Morning, and Sharing Christmas. 

The Candle Drill was carried out by twenty- 
eight little girls, dresse<j in white, wearing tiny 
red jackets and with red bows on their hair. 

Circling around a little girl, dressed in a way 
to represent a huge, red Christmas candle, they 
sang a little song, expressive of childish joy. 

The Holly Drill was performed by twenty lit- 
tle Kindergartners, ten boys and ten girls. 

We wish we could find words properly to 

describe this cunning exercise. We never saw 

sweeter childish faces. Each little tot, bearing 
a holly wreath, and perfectly unconscious of 
the onlookers, went sedately and without the 

slightest hesitation through the various parts 
of the exercises, to the music of the piano, in a 

way that was inexpressibly pretty. 
Immediately following, a large group of lit- 

tle first graders came upon the platform from 
each side, in single file, each carrying a little 
red chair. Forming a row from one end of the 

platform to the other, every little pair of hands 
became very busy preparing a Christmas pre- 
sent. Presently, a little girl in the center arose, 
and, in a clear expressive voice, heard distinct- 
ly in every part of the auditorium, repeated: 

“Busy with our fingers, 
Working day by day, 

Making little presents 
That we give away. 

Little hands are willing, 
For a loving thought, 

Help to make these presents 
We to you have brought.” 

A young girl of the Preparatory Department, 
in long dress, house cap and apron, came upon 
the platform and quietly busied herself with 
motherly duties, arranging the home for Christ- 
mas Eve. t 

Bringing a rocker to the center of the room, 
and placing other little chairs around, she 
seated herself and waited for her children to 

come and hear a Christmas story. Suddenly 
and joyously they bounded forward, eager to 
hear it. Cuddling the smallest one on her lap, 
she gathered the others around in an expectant 
group. With some peering over her shoulder 
and the others listening intently, she held a 

story book in front of her while a Preparatory 
girl in the background recited: 

“Outside, the day was dark and dreary; 
Inside, were small, restless feet. 

‘Come, children, I’ll tell you a story’ — 

O wonderful words, low and sweet. 
The sentence had hardly been spoken, 

When small, fluttering hands came to rest, 
And silence, intense and unbroken, 

Wrapped all, from the worst to the best. 

'“The story began; dull eyes brightened, 
And soon, every dear little face, 

By changing expressions, was lightened — 

A magic seemed laid on the place. 
As every wee soul waked from slumber 

And peeped from its windows at me, 
I thought of the tales without number 

Christ told by the blue Galilee.” 

As the story ended, it was apparent that the 
children had become drowsy; indeed, the least 
one seemed almost asleep. The mother then 
sent them away to bed, with instructions to 

sleep soundly, while the angels guarded over 

them, and then awake bright and early — for 
tomorrow was Christmas Day. 

After the children were gone, the patient 
mother brought in a Christmas tree and began 
lading it with many things dear to the childish 
heart—dolls, drums, horns, picture books and 
toys of every description. 

At the peep of day, on Christmas morning, 
the children came bounding into the room, wild 
with joy over the Christmas tree and their pre- 
sents. Suddenly, a chorus in the background 
burst into the rousing carol, “Hurrah, Hurrah, 
’Tis Christmas Day,” while the little boys in 
the group—one with a drum, another with a 

horn, another with a mouth organ, etc.—formed 
a procession, marching joyously around the tree. 
It was a stirring time just then. 

It was remarkable, how the music of the 
chorus, the playing of the piano, the rat-tat of 
the toy drum, the tooting of the horn and all 
the other noises blended harmoniously, showing 
the most careful drill on the part of the teacher. 

Half the joy for the little folks is in sharing 
Christmas—in seeing what other children have 
received, in passing th^ir toys around to each 
other, and, above all, in bestowing gifts. Repre- 
senting this part of the exercises, a little boy 
and girl, dressed for traveling, came in, carry- 
ing a huge basket laden with packages and 
good things, which they handed out miscellan- 
eously to other children on the platform, while 
a girl in the background recited: 

“While stars of Christmas shine, 
Lighting the skies, 

Let only lovihg looks 
Beam from your eyes. 

“While bells of Christmas ring, 
Joyous and clear, 

Speak only loving words, 
All warmth and cheer. 

“Give only loving gifts, 
And in love take; 

Gladden the poor and sad, 
For Christ’s dear sake.” 

Rejection of the Messiah 

Passing on from the Birth of Christ and over 
the years of His ministry, we come to His Re- 
jection, His Crucifixion, His glorious Resurrec- 
tion and the promise of His Second Coming. 

The following was recited by a Preparatory 
student: 

“ ‘He came unto His own, and His own re- 
ceived Him not.’ 

“That Gift, the most precious ever offered— 
that Gift, supreme within the power of God to 
bestow—rejected! Strange, that while definite- 
ly promised, His arrival not only expected but 
longed for,—Jesus, the supreme proof of their 
Father’s love, was rejected, spurned, reviled. 

“He came in love, in pity, in compassion— 
the beloved Son of God—leaving all the splen- 
dor of His Father’s house to dwell in humble 
toil, in poverty and weariness among His peo- 
ple, displaying before them a life of spotless 
purity, the one sinless life ever lived upon the 
earth. 

“When His time was come, He stood before 
them in their synagogues, on the hillsides, in 
desert places and city streets, and spoke to 
them words of such Divine power that they said 
in awe, ‘He speaks with authority;” and yet 
they believed not. Keener than a two-edged 
sword, His words cut into their hearts, laying 
bare their sins and hypocrisy; but, writhing un- 
der the sting of them, they repented not. 

“He did before them such mighty miracles 
that all had to acknowledge, ‘Never were such 
things seen in Israel,’—yet they received Him 
not. He opened up before them the prophecies 
regarding His coming, and plainly declared 
them fulfilled in Himself, but they still jeered 
and reviled and laughed Him to scorn. 
“Jesus knew the terrible price they would pay, 

and yearned to save them. Looking out over 

the beautiful city, He cries, weeping, ‘0 Jeru- 
salem, Jerusalem, thou that killest the prophets 
and stonest them that are sent unto thee, how 
often would I have gathered thy children to- 
gether, even as a hen gathereth her chickens 
under her wings, and ye would not!’ 

“It is comforting to think of the few faithful 
ones who loved Him and whose companionship 
He loved—to know that in that upper room, just 
before His cruel agony in Gethsemane, He had 
around Him friends who would gladly have laid 
down their lives for Him. 

But in God’s infinite plan that could not be. 
The cruel words ring out again, and yet again, 
Crucify Him! Crucify Him! The sinless One, 

the Gift of God, longing to give salvation and 
healing, joy and peace to all—rejected and put 
to death! 

In tancy, we see Him there between the two 
thieves, His mother, with a few friends, near by, 
the jeering, mocking mob surging around them! 
We, behold, with awesome fear and wonder, 
that strange, mid-afternoon darkness that ob- 
scures Golgotha, and crouch in terror as. the 
earthquake rends the earth. 

“We see the sad procession to the tomb in 
the garden and the placing of the great stone 
across the door. We see broken-hearted Mary 
approaching the tomb on Lord’s Day and wit- 
ness her sorrow turned to joy unspeakable. 
Finally, we see a little company standing on the 
hillside, gazing in awe at their risen Lord as 
He is parted from them and caught up to sit 
on the right hahd of God the Father. 

“Praise be to God, that, out of the darkness 
of Calvary, Light shone aon the Gentiles, and 
that we, through that supreme sacrifice, have 
salvation and healing and every good and per- 
fect gift.” 

The entire school then sang, “He is coming, 
the Man of Sorrows.” 

Zion's Hope, Christ’s Second Coming 
The following was recited by a Preparatory 

Department girl: 
“‘Ye men of Galilee, why stand ye gazing 

into Heaven? This same Jesus which is taken 
up from you into heaven shall so come in like 
manner as ye have seen Him go into heaven’— 
thus declared the two angels who suddenly ap- 
peared to Jesus’ disciples as they still gazed 
upward into the blue heights that had received 
their Lord. 

“It is recorded that they returned from 
Mount Olivet with great joy. Joy that their 
beloved friend and close companion for years, 
their Savior, their Lord, had gone from them 
forever? Ah, no! Joy that He had gone to His I 
Father’s House to prepare a place for them and 
that He would come again and receive them 
unto Himself! 

“How that sure hope must ever have burned 
in their hearts—in toil, in privation, in peril, in 
tortures unspeakable—encouraging, cheering, 
inspiring! Jesus, not in the tomb, but risen, 
glorified, making ready for them, coming again! 

“Add so through the centuries has echoed on 

and on, ‘He will come again!’ Always a few 
saints of God to keep the flame alive; but in the 
midst of a world-wide apostasy, how faint the 

cry has sounded, how dimly the flame has 
burned. 

“Christendom assures us Christ will come 

again, but that it will be somewhere in th€"“far- 
distant, misty ages of the future—and in the 

meantime, God’s prophets are rejected. His 

prophecies neglected, His Word repudiated, 
misinterpreted and trampled under foot. No 
wonder the God-rejecting, sinful world does not 

understand the signs that mark His coming; no 

wonder they do not see the light even now 

breaking in the sky! When they awake from 

their slumber it will, for the multitudes, be 
too late! 

“What joy is ours! We read what that 
mighty prophet, Daniel, declared so long ago, 
‘The wise shall understand,’ and lo, the years 
have fled away—the time is at hand and we 
are privileged to understand, to purify our- 

selves, to be ready. 
“We live again today in memQry the scenes 

clustering about the Birthday of our Lord. We 
see the glory on the hillsides where the shep- 
herds watched their flocks; we see the Wise 
JVlen of the East journeying across the desert, 
guided by that wondrous star. 

“As that star of beauty guided them so un- 

erringly to the manger-bed of Christ, so God’s 
Word shall be a lamp unto our feet, guiding us 
out of darkness into light—out of ignorance to 
understanding, cleansing, purifying; fitting us 
for our place in that most blessed company— 
the Bride of Christ! 

But 0, Zion, haste! The time is short! Can 
we see the Avorld rushing to destruction and not 
long to help others as we have been helped, to 
teach others as we have been taught, to save 
others as we have been saved! 

“When the seals are opened, when the riders 
come forth and the great day of God’s wrath 
is come, shall one of that multitude suffer be- 
cause Ave were careless or indifferent? Let us 
not go empty-handed, receiving no reward, but 
Avith the white fire of love and fealty to our 
Lord burning in our hearts, press on toward 
the mark, determined, by God’s help, to win 
the prize of the high calling of God in Christ 
J esus! 

“Signs all about us declare in a way too vivid 
for mistake that soon the Bridegroom will ap- 
pear to claim His Bride. 

“The latter rain is falling softly, even now, 
upon the long-parched hills of Palestine; God’s 
people, long exiled, are hastening back to the 
land beloved of their fathers; verily, the long- 
dormant fig tree is putting forth her buds! 

“In Zion, founded by Jehovah as a refuge in 
these last days, in the face of the awful chaos 
descending upon the earth, we go calmly for- 
ward, with hearts grateful to God for His won- 
drous goodness to us, looking up, firm in the 
faith that our redemption draweth nigh and 
with the daily prayer, Come, Lord Jesus.” 

The Senior Preparatory Chorus then sang, 
“Till He Come.” 

“Nearer My God to Thee” 

As a fitting close to the exercises, twenty lit- 
tle girls, dressed in white, arranged themselves 
in order on the platform, and while the solo, 
“Nearer My God To Thee,” was solemnly and 
impressively sung to the soft accompaniment of 
piano and violin, the sentiments of this beauti- 
ful old hymn were illustrated by the little girls 
with appropriate gestures, the sacred panto- 
mime causing one to feel that he was indeed 
nearer to God. 

CHRISTMAS EXERCISES AND TREAT IN 
SHILOH TABERNACLE 

The following excellent program was render- 
ed in Shiloh Tabernacle, on Christmas night: 

Invocation 
1. Selection.Zion Senior Orchestra 
2. Selection—“My Soul Shall Magnify the 

Lord”— 
Preparatory Chorus 

(Zion Schools) 
3. Reading—“A Christmas Story”* 

Martha Hollingshead 
4. Selection—“It Came Upon the Midnight 

Clear”— 
Junior Boys’ Chorus 

(Zion Schools) 
5. Xylophone Solo.Mr. George Beem 

Accompanied by Zion Senior Orchestra 
6. Solo.Mrs. Lucille Carnes 
7. Reading—“Thoughts on Christmas” 

Jeanie Schmidt 
8. Selection—“Holy Night, Silent Night”— 

Junior Girls’ Chorus 
(Zion Schools) 

9. Reading—“The Christmas Shepherd”— 
Paul Mischler 

10. Selection—“Ring Out the Bells for Christ- 
mas”— 

Preparatory Chorus 
(Zion Schools) 

11. Reading—“A Christmas Guest”— 
Erwin Rendall 

12. Selection .Zion Senior Orchestra 
Benediction tf 

Several beautiful Christmas trees had been 
arranged on the platform. At the close of the 
program, a treat was given to all children up 
to and including fifteen yeafrs of age. A large 
audience was present, the galleries being nicely 
filled. 

Zion Institutions and Industries 

BUILDING INDUSTRY 

Lumber, laths, f shingles, mill work, 
houses moved and raised. 

Estimates furnished for new work, 
repairs or remodeling. 

ZION INSTITUTIONS AND INDUSTRIES 

Garage and Machine Shop 
Phone 75 

See us about that new car you 
intend to buy; or, if you have an 

old car that needs repairing,we 
will be able to take care of that 
also. 
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The Christmas music in Shiloh Tabernacle, 
last Lord’s Day, was very beautiful. The 
White-Robed Choir, of several hundred 
voices, marched in, singing in Processional, 
“Hark! The Herald Angels Sing,” by 
Mendelssohn. During the services, the fol- 
lowing selections were sung: “Sing and Re- 
joice,” by Protheroe; “Birthday of a King,” 
by Neidlinger; “0 Little Town of Bethle- 
hem,” by Barnby; a quartette also rendered, 
“Angels From the Realm of Glory,” by 
Shelley. At the close of the service, the 
choir sang in Recessional, “Ring Out, 0 
Bells,” by Simper. 

Deacon I. S. Mason, traveling salesman for 
ZION Office Supply, is home for the holidays, 
after a trip along the shores of Lake Superior, 
where he found two feet of snow. Deacon 
Mason, while traveling, sends many ten-weeks 
subscriptions for Leaves of Healing to busi- 
ness and professional men with whom he 
comes in contact. He always lets people 
know that he is a ZION man, and feels that 
time is not wasted in telling people of God 
and ZION whenever opportunity permits. 

A lady, writing from California, says: “It 
will be twenty years in March since I began 
taking the Leaves of Healing. I never have 
missed a number so far as I could possibly 
help, and I have read every copy of The 
Theocrat that has been published. I never 

had any other paper to compare with either, 
and they grow more interesting every week. 
I give them out to others; some enjoy them 
very much, while others do not care for them. 

The Electrical Department of Zion Stores 
has received an assortment of electric lamps 
of all shapes, designs and sizes. Many of 
these are very fascinating in appearance, the 
shades representing ocean views, winter and 
summer garden scenery, lake scenery, etc., 
the colors being blended in soft tints restful 
to the eye. The assortment consists of hang- 
ing lamps, chandeliers, table lamps and other 
designs suitable for any parlor or sitting 
room. 

This issue of The Theocrat containing a re- 

port of the Christmas exercises of ZION 
Schools, is an excellent paper to mail out over 

the country. It can be had in quantity lots 
at the following rates: 100 copies, $1.75; 25 
copies, 50 cents; 12 copies, 25 cents. Do not 
forget that both The Theocrat and the Leaves 
of Healing can be mailed together in the 
same roll for 1 cent postage. 

It is our desire that every householder in 
ZION CITY, married or unmarried, become 
a subscriber for both the Leaves of Healing 
and The Theocrat, instead of buying them on 

Lord’s Day. The papers are cheaper when 
taken by subscription than when purchased 
regularly; the subscriber also has the advan- 
tage of receiving them by mail on Saturday. 

Carols were sung over the city during the 
early hours of Christmas morning by a male 
chorus consisting of thirteen young men from 
ZION Senior Choir. They sang in the court 
and through the halls of ZION Home, in front 
of The Bethel, on the principal street corners 
of the city and in front of homes where sick 
people were known to be. 

Mr. A. G. Hughes, who has been traveling 
as salesman in the Northwest since the Feast 
of Tabernacles, has returned home for the 
holidays. While away, Mr. Hughes sold and 
distributed hundreds of copies of Leaves of 
Healing, doing this on the side, as Restora- 
tion Work, in addition to handling his regu- 
lar line. 

Mr. and Mrs. Paul M. LaRose have re- 
turned to ZION CITY, after residing tempor- 
arily in St. Louis for the past six months. 
They expect to remain permanently and are 

living at 2600 Edina boulevard. Mr. LaRose * 

holds a government position, being in charge 
of the St. Louis district office of the Depart- 
ment of Commerce. 

ine ousmess oi z<iujn institutions ana in- 
dustries Department Store on last Saturday, 
was exceptionally satisfactory, in spite of the 
fact that it rained all day, and indicates the 
progress being made in all departments of 
ZION. The store was not so crowded as at 
some other times, but the people who were 

there, had come for a definite purpose. 

Mrs. G. E. Philyaw and family, of 3107 
Enoch avenue, mailed out and gave away 524 
copies of Leaves of Healing and the same 

number of Theocrats during the year of 1918. 
If every ZION family would do as much, hun- 
dreds of thousands of pieces of literature 
would be sent broadcast over the country. 

ZION Creamery is now churning all butter 
sold over the counters of that institution at 
the present time, the home product being of a 

particularly superior quality. The Creamery 
also is manufacturing cottage cheese in large 
quantity as well as ice cream made of pure 
sugar with no substitute ingredients. 

A splendid chicken Christmas dinner was 

provided at The Bethel, being served with 
plum pudding and all the good things that 
go with it. Several guests were present, and 
the event was a social occasion greatly enjoy- 
ed by the people living there, who are like 
one big ZION family. 


