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‘CHRISTMAS GREETING,

—

“ A Merry Christmaus to all our readers
and friends and many happy returns of
the srason.” Bometimes this gresting is
heard with indifference, when it is
merely for custom sake that it ies
spoken; more often is it the expression
of the true sentiments of the heart, and
it then always awakens & responsive
echo in the beaom of cne to whom it is

. addressed. Although we have not the
pleasure and advantage of a personal
acquaintance with each and all of our
many readers, stiil we feel a8 though we
were linked to every particular sub-
scriber and {riend of the TRUE WITKESS
by & bond that grows strong:r as the
weeks roll past. Every Wedn: sday we
send forth our twelve columni of edi-
torials and through them we hold con-
verse with several thousands upon every
imaginsble kind of subject. In penning
these articles we actually spend twelve
full hours and rometimes mors, each
week, 1a most intimate communion of
anirit with our readers, and they, in per-
ansing these columps, converse with us;
thus mind rpraks to mind, soul looks
into srnl, heart pulser to the throbs of
the eoorospsrding heart, and the writer
and his readers are urited in the closest
of ali u:icns - the union of thought,

For these reasons do we speak from
the inmost recesses of our nature, when
we wah each and every coe of our
renders a iruly merry, & really happy, 2
pincerely prorpersus and & most holy
Christiney; and in expressing this wish
w2 fecd confdont that it is reciprocated
from all the Lhuisands who, though in
ong sense, ara zlrangera to us, in another
and graader sonse ara weil-wishers and
friends. M:y the aged enjoy many
another Chri-tm-g time to * husband
out Jife’s izpar” in peacs and holy con-
tentment, fur braly 13 1) supg that

# Agowill come on with its winter,

Though happtuess hideth Ite snows;
Aud if routh has its duly of labor,
The birthright of sge is repose.”

May the youny be happy and may the
blessings of vbiy holy time come to them
in couwntless throngs, for along the rond
of their earthly nilyrimage they will
necd ths cholcest graces from above to
battle with the spirits of evil that shall
hover srcund them., May the number
of your friends incrense and may the
Angel of Dcath spare these we bave to-
night, tbat when the next Christmas
couzes it 108y find us all a8 happy and as
sirong as we are this year, May the
Oue whose lowly yet glorious birth we
celebrate on the 25th of December, with
His Holy Mther and His Foster Father,

" direct our mind, enligbten our under-
standicg, and guide our pen, that the

pontinustion of the bond of upion he-{

tween ue and our readers msy be for
their benefit, spirituel and temporal,
and, therefore, for the greater glory of
His Holy Spouse the Church.

CHRISTMAS SONGS,

That Christmas is & joyous festival is |

apparent in the fact that it has always
been ushered in by song and music. The
birth of the SBaviour is suyely the most
glorious event that the centuries bave
ever beheld, and its commemoratioh is
paturally the grandeat of festivals. On
that chill December right, whep, in the
Judean bamlet, the Son of G d appezared
upon earth, Hiz arrival wae heralded by
the songs of the Angelic ¢hoirs. Of that
scene we speak in our Christmas greet-
ing, so it would be superfluous to now
dwell npon its harmonie2 and grandeur.
But it is remarkable that, thronghout
the ages that bave since elapsed, the
grandest, most touchicg, most soul-stir-
ring songe, or hymrs, axe those that have
the birth of Chriat for their theme.

In the world of poetry, a3 in that
of sacred musie, tha brightest talents
have been employed in the celebration
of that mighty event. Of all the hymns
that awaken our souls to adoration, per-
haps nonesurpasses the ‘‘Adeste Fideles,”
The moment its powerful apd inspiring
notes awaken the echoes of the temple,
it would seem &s if a real Obristmas at-
mosphere were atirred into existence.
In this Province, more particularly, there
are & number of other Christmas hymns
80 familiar - that their very melody
breathes the festival to which they be-
long. For example, “1l est ns le Divine
Enfant,”*Les Anges sur nos Montagnes,”
and others with which all our Catholic
people are acquainted. But, apart from
the canticles and bymns, we cannot but
perceive how the great poets of Christ-
ianity have loved to commemorate, in
verse, the joyous ocecasion of that happy
birth,

Milton, whose sublime genius scaled
the heights of Epic postry and astounded
the world with ti.e majesty of his “Para-
dise Lost,” was as great, if not greater,
in the beauliful Christmus hymn which
be penned in most perfect verse. And
from Milten to the humblest poet that
has ever attempted to woo the Muses, all
geem to bave been charmed with the sub-
ject and to have touched the barp, in
different keys, a8 they sang the advent
of the King of Peaca,

At this season of the year the old love
to sit by the fireside and to gather the
young around them, in order to recail, in
legend, tale and poem, their own youth
while delighting the children of the
pregent. Scott opens his Christmas pic-
ture with such a scene :

* Fling on more wood, the wind is ehlll,

Hut let 1t whislle as it will.J

We'll keep our Merry Christmas still.”

If, during the prezent season of fes-
tivity, any of cur readers would like to
enjoy their Christmas eveninga after the
olden style, we would advige them to
vollect the ckildren and to tell them
stories of the yerrs long gone. And of
all the po:ms thet we would most recom-
mend, is that * Christmas Carol ” of the
Poet Priest, Father Abram J. Ryan.
Therein is somsthing so peculiary touch-
ing that the simple and the sublime seem
to blend, as the shades of a reinhow, into
each other. It i8a lesson and & sermon,
couched in the sweetest of verse, and not
above the reach of any fine intellegt—
young or old.

.- We remember well, thirty odd years
ago, receiving from aur godmother g
little Chiratmas story ; ; it was simple and
touching ; each Christmas night, for gev-
eral years, it was a portion of the house-
hold’s programme 10 read ua that story.
R0 lasting is the memory of it, 8o deep the

impreseion it made upon a ohlldmh mmd

that even now we feel that Chnstmas‘

should be celebrated in the same way,
otherwise there is something wahting.
Whosoever wrote that iistle story never
imagined that it could ever afford so
much pure happiness to any child ot ha-
marity. The perscis who write Christ-
map stories or poems—of the real, heart-
touching type—are perhaps not aware
that they are conferring untold benefits
on humanity ; but such is the case.

In this age of pmgress, when men sup-
pose that they are building up for the
future, in teality they ave tearing down
palaces of enjoyment in which the eonls
of a past generation rovelled. Beside
the elevtric battery, the ateam engine,
the tubular bridge, the wondetful inven-
tions of tho age, il seems to us that the
aimple Christmas songs that fall from
the poets of the eenson. Let us resolve
to keep alive those Mreasured melodies
and tranemit them as a glorius heritage
to the future for what would Christmas
be without song, nausic and story.

THE BIRTH OF CHRIST,

S

This is the Christmas story par excel-
lence} 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 to a close, but
the spectre of the north had passed over
the l1and and left a mantle of white to
enwrap the shoulders and heads of the
mountaics. The pale moon hung low
upon the western horizon, ard millions
of stars twinkled in the cold, blue depths
of the orientsky ; the wind from beyond
the Jordan was biiter and biting; it
came from the deserts and it gathered
strength as it paused amidst the recesaes
of Juden mountains, The sheep were
buddled together on the hillsides ; down
in the vslloys the shepherda crcwded
around the feeble balse Of their fagot
fires ; the watch-dogs slumbered fitfully
and half-awakened by the cold, they
barked in their disturbed dreaims. Over
in the City of David—calied Bethlehem
—a3trapge #cenes were being enacted.
Runcreds had come up from &Il ends of
the land to reapond to the call of the
Roman gov-rnor; the houses of the
town Wero all occupied; men from the
confines of Egypt, men from far-off
Galilee, men from the “Eye of the East,”
—Damascus~~men and women from all
quearters, in all their variety of costume
s~d sacceunt, filled the sireets 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, within that khan, where an
ox and an aes were eking cut s supper of
straw, a couple from Nazareth had found
shelter. Not one of the thousands sleep-
ipg in thav city knew of their presence ;
no ous cared whether thesa poor travel-
lers were housed or not; no one wag
sware of the wenderful things that were
then and there taking place. Oblivions
of the fact thut the prophesies of four
thousand years were being sccomplished,
the crowd slept on, and not a breath of
worning came to the sleepers to tell of
the greatest event that had occurred
since the day of Creative miracle.

Thas moon sank belaw the hills of the
west ; the milky way still cast its arch
across the dome of the sky; the stars
twinkled joycusly in their silent realm.
The hour was midnight ; the 'moment
predicted throughout the ages had ar-
rived. The crystal portals of heaven
were drawn back, and the advance guard
of the celestial army, all glittering in
the splendor of God’a etexnal livery, with
barps of gold in their hands and crowns
of glory un their heads, stepped out into
unmessured gpace. Down, through the
stillness of the night came the first soft

,notes of an undylng oant.mle and the

sotnd fell like the' peaceful voice of
God’s sweetest singet upon the slumber-
ing ®ars of the sliepherds.. Asif aroused
by some mysterions presence from their
gleop, the half-startled, half-astonisheqd
flock-tenders arose and gaZed abont
them. ngh up in the Zenith they be
held a curtsin of ¢uivering light, like
the fringes of the Aurora Borealis,
sweeping downward to the hilltops; and
faintly came the unisom of harp and
voice, both magical and mysterions in
their effects, Nearer and nedrer cawme
the scintillating splendors, louder and
londer came the songs of the advancmg
vision. The sheep shiveked, with awe,
and rushed together into & ravine, where
they sought shelter from a danger they
could not underatand ; the watch-dogs
were mute with fear and they crouched
behind the awakening shapherda.

All this time the throng slept on in
the City of David; the wind blew ils
chill blast across the turbulent Jordan ;
and the world was wrapped in darkneas,
for it knew not the approaching redemp-
tion. At last tha whole vault of heaven
was filled with myriads of celesti:l
beings; their wings of light flashed
glories upon the scene, and the splendor
of their sheen fell brightly upon the
white turrets and gray battlements of
ancient Bathlehem. Brighter grew the
light ; nearer came the sngels; louder
swelled the chorns. Down, down, des-
cended the vast, the countless throng of
God’s pure Bpirits, until, over the khan,
they collected in one impenetirable mass
of indcseribable glory. Loud rang the
harps on the winter air, and louder and
sweeter swelled the voices of tha choir;
the shepherds listened; the wind cessed
to blow from beyond the Jordan; all
nature seemed hushed in mute adoration;
but from the walls of the city tothe
distant declivitiee over by Jerusalem,
and even beyond the sacxed city, the re-
frain was wafted, “ Glora, in excelsis
Dep,” sang the angels; * Gloria,.eeweeoor .
Deo!” replied the echoes that slumber
around the lake of Tiberias; “ Bt in
terva, pag hominibus bont voluntatis.” re-
sponded the angelic singers; “Paz.cice.e
hominibus,” answered voices from be:

yond the Valley of Giants.

Thé fniracle 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! BSlowly the
heavenly army retired ; back ap through
the blue abyss the angels disappeared ;
the light faded from the firmament ; the
voices died awny in the distance of the
Infinite; the gates of God’s glory clused
upon His envoys ; the message of peace
had been proclaimed {0 men ; the Infant
remained with the Holy Mother, and the
long and heavy path of thirty-three
years of sufiering was commenced. The
shepherds went back to their fagot fircy,
the sheep returned to their pasiure
patohes, the watch-doge fell asleep by
sheir masters, the stars shone brilliantly
in the sky above, the milky way spanred
the blue empyrean, snd the December
blast swept down from beyond the Jordun.
The thousands slept on in the city of
David, and the great- world rolled upon
its axis, just a8 if no miracle had ever
taken place, just as if God had not visit-
ed the earth sand the hour of man’s re-
demption had not been fixed. - Ouly the
Holy Virgin - Mother, Bt. Joseph—the
Foster Father, and the shepherds, who
were watchers by night, were present at
the event and adored the Infant Jesus

on His appearance as man. Not one of
the vast throng knew that his own salva-
tion wae in the balance and that bis
Saviour wss ouiside the olty walle.

Tha{ scene has. been described by in-
spired wiiters-and by histerians and



