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TH- I HARP.

In liyold armichair-
Risin -siIIc in
]tot °1. e tiinilcing,

Till, in% the imaze of iiiany a dreai,
'u not myself; and I iiiost seem

Like oe of the shaows t.iere.
Well let the siadows stay i
I wonder who are thev Y

I cannlot say ; but I aiiibst believe
They lunow to-night is Christiias Eve i

And to-mnorrow is Christiias Day.

A there's nothing lce a Christmas Eve
'l'o ciaiige bife's bitter gall to sweet,

And chnge the sweet to ga11 agaiI ;
To take hie thoris froi out unr feet-

The. thorns and ail their dreary pain,
Oly to put tieii back agini.

'o take old stinigs froimi out our heurt,
O ld stin gs tait made thii bleed aid smart,
O nv to shiarlpei thein the inore,
A di prcss tiienii back to the lcart's own core.

Ah ! no eve is like. the Ch ristmas Eve?
Feaiirs In Iops, and hopes aid fears,
'JTeatrs an.id smiles, and siiles and tears,
Checrs and sighs, and si-gis and cieers,
Sweet and bitter, bitter ad sweet,

Brigi t. anîd dark, and dark and briglit-
Al these imingle, all these mieet,

Ini this great and soiemîin night.

Ah i tiere's nothi ig lilce a Christmas Eve i
'o ili t, wi ti k iid ly glowin ug heat
Froui off' our souîls the snow îand sleet,
''ie d urearv drit of vintrv yeirs,

01nly. to nîmake tei cold mds blow,
On11Y to mîîaie a colder snow ;

And inake it drift, and drilt and drift,
ti flakes so icy cold and swil,

Until the heart thait lies beiow
Is cold, and colder than the snow.

And thus withn the siadlows only
And the dreamings they unwea e,

Alon, and yet not îonely ,
I keep mîy Christmas Eve.

'Tis passhgfasti
Myfree, lamppess rooli
14 a mass of Imoveless gloon :

And withont a darknes vast,
Soleimnîî-starless-till,
Heaven and eartlh doti hil:

Bht list tîhere sounadeth o bell,
With a inlysterio din ong'den
Is it, say is it a funeral kiell?

Soleiii adslow,
Now lond--now iow

Peiingthe. notes of himaniwoe
Over the graves vin under the snow

Ai i thia pitile s Îinîg drong delli
Treciibling alo thé gale,

Uider the starsEand overithe sn'ow,
Why is it? whence is it sounding su?

Is it the Wtl of a bridal bell?
Or is it a spirit'a&wail?

Soleiiinl y-inouri fuilly,
Sad-and how ]ornfuilly I

Ding, dong, dell i
Wlience is it? wliocan tell?

And the iiarvellous notes, they sink and
swell

Sadder, and sadder, and sadder stil
Iow the soutnds tremble i bow tley thril1

Every tone
So like a imoan;

As if the straige bell's stranger clang
Throbbed witi a terrible luiian pang.

Dinîg, dong, dell
Disially-drearily-
Ever so wearily,
Far off and laini as a Requiem plaint,

Floats the deep-toned voice of' the mystic
bell

Piercinfgl.y-ti n lingly,
Icil y-ch i lligly
Near-anfd more near,
Drear, and more drear,

Sounded the wild, weir ding, dong deli.
Now, siinkiig lower,
IL tollethl slower i

I Iist, and I hear it sound no more.
Anîd niow,.mte tliiks, I know that bei
Know it well--ciow its knell-

For 1 often liard it soniiid lefore.
[t. is a bell-vet not a bel
Whose soniti iay reaci the ear!
rt tolls a kriell--et not a iciel
Viici earthly sense m ay icar.

in every souîl a bell of dole
llangs ready .to be tolled

And froii that bell a finieral k neli
Es olten, often rolled ;

AnMd Memory is the Sexton grey
Who tolls'the dreary knell

And nïgihts like this he loves to sway
And swing Iis mîtystic -bell.

'Twas that I hcard and nothing more,
This loneliv Christmas Eve

Then, for th~e dead PIl ieet no more
At Christmas let me grieve. . ; mut

Niglt, be a Priesti-puit your dark stole on.
And murmîer a holy prayer

0 ver each grave, and for every onle
Lying downî lifeless Lhere! t d ..- :1.

'And over the dead stands lte higi-priest
1 N igi t. .i ' , i-ý ý

Robed in iisshtalowy stole; "

And beside hin I kneel, as his Acolyto
To respoid to his prayer of dole.

And list! le begins
T That psaln:'for sins,

The first of the, miouîrnfuil seven,
Plaintive and soft

. I rides aloft,
Beggtng the mieroy oL Heaven

Toipityaid fo-givet
For the I off those wlo iive

The dead w.ho have died uiîsriven.
Miserere i Miserere!
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