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A CHRISTMAS CARIOL.

THE SIHEPIIERDS TO TUIE ANGELS..

Righit humble thieir abidiîîgs,
A nd humble thieir eniploy;

But quick thieir ear the words toler
And Eist Blis naine the liosts prohlai,

Good tidings, good tidings.
Good tidings of great joy!

Ofast your earthwardl ridings,
Ye angels ever cry,

Sixîce time began. with sinful maii
To soj ourn long, aîîd sine your song

Gdood tidixîgs, 0g0od tidings.
Good tidingas of .great joy!l"

"Grant us your wisdlonvls oudnsWhose truthi k'ows3 no a-lioy.
That -we îuay find the Sarjour kind,
And profit well by ail ye tell,

So od tidings, g odl tidings,
Goodi tidiugs of great joy !I

"For wve luave no false pridings,
No luxuries thiat cloy -

0f low estate, you inakie us great,
The iiews you bear we long to share,

GoodI tidings, good tidiugys,
Good tidingys of great joy !I'

Steadfiast are our confidingrs.
And nothing shall znnoy

The trust we place iii your hig]i race;
Your message hlest is Cxod's behest.,

Good tings, good tidings,
Good tidings of great joy !!


