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Yike n (,hrist.uuie Eve

So like & moan;

Dt ;,"i / ’ r‘) i; ,1;,- N
.. THE HARP. ... . ... 8.
In my old arm, chmr— Is it Ll\e Lo!l ol‘ a br'xdal belﬁ ’ _ !
Rising—sinking Or ig it a spirit’s’ wail?; )
Round me Lhnﬁnng, RUER Solemnly— o f " g ’
Till, in the maze of many a drcum, 0 emnly—mourniully,
I’'m not myself; and I almost seem Sad—and how Jornfully ! -
Like one ot the shadows there. Ding, dong, delll.
Well, let the shadows stay | Whence is it? whoean tell? = ¢ )
I wonder who are they ? And the marvellous notes, they sink and i
I cannot say; but I almost believe awell : !
They know to—nwht ia Christnms Eve!| Sadder, and sadder, and sadder atilll- A
And W"“O”O‘V is Christmas Day. | How the sounds tremble! how they L]mll ;
] ‘ © Lvery tone :
A there’s nothing |

To ghange. Lite’s bitter gall to sweet,
And dmnuc the sweet to gull ngaing
To take the thorus from out our {eet—
The thorns aud all their dreary pain,
()nly to put them back again.

"To take old s.:tings from out our heurt,

-Old stings that made them bleed and smart,
‘Onlyv to slmrpcn them the more,

And pl(.eS them bacl to the heart’s own core.

Ah! noeve is like, the Chrigtmas E\'c?
Fears and hopes, and hopes nnd fears,
Tears and smiles; and similes and tears;
Cheers amd righe, and sighs and clicers,
‘Sweetand bitter , bitter and sweet,

Bright and davle, and dark and bmght-—
All these mingle, all these meet, .

In this great and solemn nwht

Ab 1 there’s nothing likea Chnqtmas LEve!
“To melt, with a l\mdlv glowing beat,
From oft our souls the sum\ 'md sleet,
“The dreary drifv of wintry ycnrs, )

Only to make the cold winds blow,

Ounly to make a'colder snow ;
And make it drift, and dritt and drift,
dIn flakes so icy cold and awilt,

Until the heart that lies below ',

Is cold, and coldcr than the snow.

And thns with the Fﬂmr\ows only

» And the dreamings.they un\scnve,
Alon(,, and yet not onely. P
I kcep ny Chnstnms Lve.

Tis pnsamw 'faat ! e ey

My fireless, tamplesa’ room. .

Ts'a mass of moveless "loom :
And without a darkness vnst., :

Solemn—starless-—still,

Heaven and’ earthy doth ﬁll I

. Bt Yisr ! there soundeth a bell,
With a mysterious ding;’ dong’ dell
Is it, suy 18 it s funeral knell?

Solenin and slow, . ."

Now, loud-—now low ISR
Peulmv the notes of human! woe,
Overthe graves lying under thic snow'

AbLthat pitiless (Tmrv, dong dell}

Trambling along the, gﬂle. 1
Under the smrsmuu oventhe snow,
Why ig:it? whence is it sounding su ?

| Then, for the deid Pl meet no more

As if the strangé bell’s strunver clang
Throbbed with a terrible human pmw.
Ding, dong, dell!
Dlsm.xll)—drcunly—
Ever g0 wearily, /
Faroff and faint a3 o chmcm plmutp
F)o'zlts “Lhc deep-toned vuxcc ol the myatlo
e
Plercmﬂv—thrx]hnvly,
Teily—chillingly :
Near—and more near,
Drear, and more drear, -
Sounded the’ wild, weird ding, dong dc“
Now, =1nknw lowu',
1t tolleth slower ! :
Ilist, and I hearit sound no more, .
And now, me thinks, I know that bell
Know it well—know its knell— ’
For I often heard it sonnd before.
It is a bell—yet not a bell
Whose sound:may reach theear!
Tt tolls a knell—yet not a leuell .
Which earthly senge may hear.
i every soul a bell of dole
Hangs ready .to be tolled ;
And from that bell a hmeml knell
I« often, often rolled ; i
And Mcmorv is the bc\ton grey
Who tollsthe dreary kuell;
And nights like thishe loves to sway.
And swing his mystic bell.
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‘Twas that T hcnrd and -nothing more,
This lonely Christmas Evegi - o

At Chiristmas, let me grieve. 1500 aon®
Night, bea Priesti—put your. dark st.olc on

And murmer: a holy prayér:
Over each grave, and for every one.

Liying down lifeless there! i
‘An

PR ‘.L( |
over, the dead stdnds the lugh-pnut
Nightv
Robed in his’ sh'\dowv sbolc~ O
And beside him I kneel, ag his Aco\yto
To respoud tolis prayer of dole. i
And list ! he beging - P
.'That pealm:for-ging; 55 . 70 ok
The ﬁrst ot.the monrnful. seven, - BRI
Plaintive and soft . ;
Coaddiltrides aloft, o et SRR
Begmlw the mervy of Heaven '
i Toipity and forgive, i
i " For the sake of those who wc, B
Tl\c dead who'haveidied:nnshriven.. ./
. Miserere ! Miserere!
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