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'CHRISTMAIS GREsETINU,

"A Merry Christmas te all our readerc
and friends and many happy returns of
the saason." Sometimes this greeting is
htard with indifference, when it is
merely fr cuatom sake that it is
spoken; more often is it the expression
of the true sentiments of the heart, and
it then always awakens a responsive
echo in the beaomu of one to whom it is
addressed. Although we have not the
plesasure and advantage of a personal
acqnaintance, 'with each and ail of our
many readere, still we feel as though we
were linked to every particular sub-
scrib-r and friend of the TRUE WITESS
by A bond that grows strongr as the
weeks roll past. E.ery Wedn' sday we
send forth our twelve columns of edi-
toriales and through them we hold con-
verse with several thousuda upon every
imaginable kind of subject. In penning
these articks we actually spend twelve
full hurs and ometimEs more, eacb
'week, in mot ititimate communion of
sirit wâh oar readen, and they, in per-
using tbLre columns, converse with us;
thus mind ipaks to mind, soul looks
into .utl. heart m ulaes t the throbs of
th, e ,r.. uing he:art, and the writer
and is raers are united in the closeet
of al unions - the union of thought.

For thcsue raxsms do we speak from
the inmou.st recesses of our nature, when
we w sh each ard every one of our
readers a lrly rncry, a really happy, a
sincerely yropous and a most holy
Chretw ; andi in expretssing this wish
we feel c.nûd.nt that it is reciprocated
from a the thosands who, though in
one semse, are strangera to us, in another
and grander s nse ars w&e-wisher sand
frienIdS. EtLL the sgcd enjoy many
another Chri.-t,.a tinie to "husband
oUt life. aper" in peace and holy con-
tentnent, fr traIy is it sung that

"Ago wili corne on with its winter.
Thotugh happnesn hldelb 1ts snoa ;

A Ld I rollh i has its duty of labor,
The birthrigh t ofage is repose."

May the younl he happy and may the
blessing of his hovy time corne to ibem
in countiçs thrnge, fir along the road
cf thueir e.rth:v pil-grimage they wilL
need tbe choiicest graces fromi above to
battle wAth the cpirit cof evil that shal
hover rund them. May the nuimber.
of your friends incrasse and may the
Angel of De:ath spare the'se we bave to-
night, that when the next Christmas
comes it ray find us all as happy and as
strong as we are this year. May the
Oe whose lowly yet glorious birth we
celebrate on the 25th of December, with
His IoIy M>thr and His Foster Father,
direct ur mind, enlighten Our under-
standing, ad guide our peu, that the
continuation of the bond of union be.

tween us and our readers may be for
their benefit, spiritual sud temporal,
and, therefore, for the geater glory of
His Holy Spouse the Church.

That Christmas is a joyous festival is
apparent in the fact that it bas always
been usbered in by song and music. The
birth of the Saviour is urely the most
glorious event that the centuries have
ever bebeld, and ite commemoratio i
naturally the grandest of festivals. On
that chill December night, when, in the
Judean bamlet, the Son of G >d appeared
upon earth, His arrival was heralded by
the songs of the Angelc thoirs. Of that
scene we speak in our Christmas greet-
ing, so it would be superfiuous to now
dwell upon its harnoniee and grandeur.
But it i rernarkable that, throughout
the ages that bave since elapsed, the
grandeet, Inot touching, most soul-stir-
ring songs, or hymne, are those that have
the birth of Christ for their theme.

lua the world of poetry, as in that
of sacred musie, the brightest talents
have been employed in the celebration
of that mighty event. Of all tie hymne
that swaken our soule to adoration, per-
hape nonesurpasses the "Adeste Fideles."
'Ibe moment its powerfui and inspiring
notes awaken the echoes of the temple,
it would seem as if a real Obriatmas at-
mosphere were stirred into existence.
In this Province, more particularly, there
are a number of other Christmas hymns
sa familiar that their very melody
breathes the festival te which they be-
long. For example, "Il est ne le Divine
Enfant," "LEs Anges sur nos Montagnes,"
and others with which ail Our Catholic
people are acquainted. But, apart from
the canticles and hymns, we cannot but
perceive how the great poets of Christ.
ianity have loved to commemorate, in
verse, the j oyons occasion of that happy
birth.

Milton, whose sublime genius socaled
the heights eof Epic poetry and astounded
the world Nvith tLe majesty of bis "Para-
dise Lost," was as great, if not greater,
in the beauLiful Christmas hymn which
he penned in most perfect verse. And
from Milten to the humblest poet that
has ever attempted te woo the Muses, ail
seem to have been charmed with the eub-
ject and to have touched the barp, in
different keys, as they sang the advent
of the King of Peace.

At thie season of the year the old love
to oit by the fireside and to gather the
young around them, in order to recall, in
le'gend, tale and poema, thoir own ycuth
while delighting the children of the
present. Scott opens his Christmas pic-
ture with such a scene :

"Fling on more wood, the wind is chiIl,
But let it whIstle as it wtll.J
We'll keep our Merry Christmar stili."

If, during the preaent season of fee-
tivity, any of our readers would lik-e to
enjoy their Christ mas evenings after the
olden style, we would advise them to
collect the children and to tell them
stories of the years long gone. And of
ail the poLms that we would most recoma-
mend, is that " Christnas Carol '' of the
Poet Priest, Father Abram J. Ryan.
Therein is something so peculiary touch-
ing that the simple and the sublime seem
Lp biend, as the shades of a rainbow, into
each other. It is a lesson and a sermon,
couched in the sweetest of verse, and not
above the reachs of any fine intellect-
young or old.

We remember well, tbirty odd years
ago, receiving from Our godmother a
little Chirstmas story ; it was simple and
toucbing ; each Christmas nigh t, for sev-
eral y ears, it was a portion cf tise hause-
hold's programme te read us that story.
So lasting is the mPemory cf it, so deep tJe

impression ittrade upon acehildish mid,
that even now we feel that Christmas
sbould be celubr&tEd lu the sane way,
otherwise there in somethiag wantinez.
Whosoever wrote that little story never

i imaginedi that it coiald ever, afford so
much pure happiness to any1child of bu-
manity. the perâchs who write Christ-
mas stories or poems-of the real, heart.
touching type-are perhaps not aware
that thty are conferiing untold benefite
on humanity ; but suchl is the case.

In this age of progre, wben men sup-
pose that tbey are building up for the
future, in teality they are tearing down
palaces of enjoyment i which the sotls
of a past generation ïevelled. Beside
the electric battery, the steam engine,
the tubular bridge, the wondeiful inven-
tions of the age, it seaems te us that the
simple ChriStmas songs that faU from
the poets of the season. Let us resolve
te keep alive those ?treaeured melodies
and transmit therm as a glorius heritage
to the future ; for what would Christmas
be without song, music and story.

THE BERT. OF CHRIST.

This is the Christnmae story par excel-
lence I it is old, but ever new; let us tell
it again in our cwn simple way.

It was a cbilly night in early winter;
December was drawing te a close, but
the spectre of the north had passed over
the land and left a mantle of white to
enwrap the shoulders and heade of the
mountains. The pale moon hung low
upon the western horizon, and millions
of stars twinkled in the cold, blue deptbs
of the crient sky ; the wind from beyond
the Jordan was bitter and biting; it
came from the deserts and it gathered
strength as it paused amidst the recesses
of Juden mountains. The sheep were
huddled together on the hillsides ; down
in the vallcys the shepherds crowded
around the feeble balse of their fagot
fires; the watch-dogs slumbered fitfully
and half-awakened by the cold, they
barked in their disturbed dreains. Over
in the City of Da.vid-calied Bethlehem
-- trange acenEs were being enacted.
Hun'reds had come up from ail ends of
the land ta rEeFpond te the call of the
Roman governor; the bouses of the
town were ail occupied; men from the
confines of Egypt, mnen froma far-ofi
Galilee, men from the "*ye of the East,"
-DamascuE--ren and women from all
quarters, in ail their variety of costume
a-d accent, illed the streets of the
crowded city. Outside the walls was a
kban, or stopping place; therein a few
of the later arrivals found refuge. And
in a grotto, wit.hin that khan, where an
ex and an ase were eking out a supper ol
straw, a couple from raz'treth had found
seblter. Not one of the thousands sleep-
ing in that city knew of their presence;
no ong cared whether these poor travel.
lers were housed or not; no one was
sware of the wenderful things that were
then and there taking place. Oblivioue
Of the fact thut the prophesies of four
thousand years were being aocomplished,
the crowd slept on, and not a breath of
warning came ta the sleepers to tell of
the greatest event that bad occurred
since the day of Creative miracle.

Tho moon sank below the bille of the
west ; the milky way Stil cast its arch
across the dome of the sky; the stars
twinkled joyously inf t heir elent realm.
The heur was midnight ; the moment
predicted througholut the ages had ar-
rived. The crystal portais of beaven
were drawn back, and the advarce guard
Of the celestial army, all glittering in
the splendor of God's eternal livery, with
barpa of geld in1 ther handsuand crowns
of glory on theirbheads, stepped out into
unmeasured space. Downittthroughs the
stillness of fWe ight cam~e the firet soft

notes of an undying canticle and the
sotund fell like ther peaceftul Voice of
God's sweetest singei upon the slurnber.
ing ears of the shepherds.. As if aroused
by some mysterions presence from their
Bleep, the hslf-atartied, half-aastoe isbed
flock.tenders ai-ose and gated about
them. High up in the Ïenith they be,
held a curtain of quivering light, like
the fringes of the Aurora Borealis,
sweeping downward to the hilltops ; and
faintly came the unison of harp and
voice, both magical and mysterions in
their effects, Nearer and nearer came
the scintilating splendors, louder and
louder came the songe of the advancing
vision. The sheep shiveked, with awe,
and rushed together ito a ravine, where
they sought sbelter from a dang tbey
could not understandi the watch-dogs
were mute with fear and theyr crouched
behind the awakening sbpherdB.

All this time the throng slent on in
the City of David; the wind blew is
chill blast across the turbulent Jordan ;
and the world was wrappedl in darkness,
for it knew not the approaching redemp-
tion. At last the whoile vault of Leaven
was filled with myriads of celest,1l
beings; their wings of light laashed
glories upon the scene, and the splendor
of their sbeen tell blightlY upon the
white turrets and grey battlements of
ancient Bathlehem, righter grew the
light ; nearer came the angels ; louder
swelled the chorus. Down, down, des-
cended the vast, the countless throng of
God's pure spirits, until, over the khan,
they collected in one impenetrable mass
of indcscribable glory. Loud raig the
harps on the winter air, and louder and
sweeter swelled the voices of the choir;
the shepherda listened; the wind ceased
to blow from beyond the Jordan; all
nature seemed hushed in mute adoration;
but from the walls of the city to the
distant declivities over by Jerusalen,
and even beyond the sacred city, the re-
frain was wafted. " Glora, in eacelsis
Do,&" sang the angels; "Gloria,......
Deo !" replied the echoes that slunber
acound the late of Tîberias; ".1t in
terra, pas hominibus boni vouniais." re-
sponded the angelie singers; "Paz.
hominibus,' answered voices from be-
yond the Valley of GiadtÈ.

Thé miracle of ages had been per.
formed; the humble shepherds knelt at
the Crib, and amidst the display of celEs-
tial rejoicing, they adored the Christ-
child, the Saviour of man 1 Slowly the
heavenly army retired ; back up tbrough
the blue abysi the angela disappeared ;
the light faded from the firmament ; the
voices died away in the distance of the
Infinite; the gates of God's glory closed
upon Ris envoys; the message of peace
had been proclaimed ta men; the Infant
remained with the Holy Mother, and the
long and heavy path of tbirty-tlree
years of suffering was commenced. Tne
ahepherde went back to their fagot fir_43
the sbeep returned to their pasture
patches, the watch-dogs fell aleep hy
¿heir masters, the stars shone briliantly
in the sky above, the milky way spanned
the blue empyrean, and the Decoiber
blaset wept down fromn beyond the Jord.n.
The thousands slept on in the city of
David, and the great world rolled upon
its axis, just as if no miracle had ever
taken place, just as if God had not visit-
ed the earth and the hour of man's re-
demption had not been fixed. -Oly the
Holy Virgin Mother, St. Joseph-the
FoSter Father, and the ehepherds, who
were watchera by night, were present at
the event and adored the Infant Jesus
on His appearance as man. Nat one of
the vast throng knew that his own salva-
Lion was iri the balance and that his
Saviour was outside the olty walls.

Thlat scene has been described by in-
spired WJiter6 and by h isins and


