
THiE OX'h.

iliciî lieside ;i saillily chier stctii, a. ii i &it rieiiin illieil,
Likze to uis iii ]oxly raiineîît, hi i il, Ichvly )icait i ,ej

B~ut a glciy Shling throug> lii of scil N cadi. )ls love anid ;iNe
Tiariced lie stolil1, like crie belicldîîg tilîigs Criu-eîdinîg Nature's Iaxw.

.And the Infant !Ai, iny eliild cii, ail our' souls dil wvoon aNvay
As we gaze(lpo ~in u, eradled ini thei mlanger wlieie Ucl lIV
Hic, whorn hcaven's hîîglit liosts, deseendn g, iieralded as King cf e'trtii
With l)(oo siieplierd folk tlie <nIii Coul tiels rounid his lied cf biilt.

Yet it wvas no lierald-aiigel's word tliat niicved oii spirits so
'Twvas the Chiild Iiiinseîf wiiose %spect set car- îilîost lctsa glcw.
Wiîy it was, we iniglit liot fathlîcîu tlîat it wvas. fulli wxell avvare,
Ail oui souls witiîin us buriîing test itied tiirougli îoiceless prayeî'.

\Vas it timat froin every featuî'e brentiied an etlueii,'c Diviine
XVas it that a Godiiead thi-ough Mi like a v'eièd sun did shiiîe'
Was it tlîat Bis lieart's low pulses woke the ecito, in ou cwn,

0f a music such as, theretofove, inaii's if e hiad never knovn 1

NLay, iii truth we tiîouglht nct on it, questicned not oui sel vcs at ail
'Twas enougli to kneel before Hini, freli'nq Him celestial;
Seeing Ilim as truly human as were wve, the (lust o' the sod
Knowè,inq Hinm, with simîple hîeart-faitli, none the less akin to God.

Hush, my children ! Is it morning ?1 What is tiîis ?Or, do 1 drcam?
O, the Orient !0, the Sun risc O , yon far-off golden glcam
0, that Voice froin distance calling !It is His, the Crueificd
Now 1 know Hie livetir surely !Now I know al GoD liath dicd.
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