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toil, to, be sure, but it is also a life
of healthy axid mneritorious exer-
tiori, in whichi work finds its yearly
reward withi the abundant harvests
of autunin, whien the glowing mid-
day sun sees flue nien and women in
flic fields gathiering up the fruit of
their labour. It is therefore a life
whichi nuinbers happy days ainong
its privations and hardsliips.

When the belîs toli in the village
tower, announcing i mournful
rl,.'tlîm that one of tiiese liard work-
ers of tlie fields lias departed this
if e; and as luis coffin descends into

tliat soil wluicli luis hands have s0
long made productive, is it flot just
to say that hie lias fulfilled nature's
decree, since "Ithe Lord hiath given
flue eartlî to tlîe chîildren of men "?

THE ,MYSTIC'S CHRISTMAS.

]3Y JOHN OREENLEAF WJIITTIER.

<'AUl hal !" the belis at Christmas rang,
AUl bail! " the monks at Christmnas sang,

The merry monks who kept with cheer
The gladdest day of ail their year.

But stili, a part, unmoved thereat,
A pions eider brother sat
Silent in his accustomced place,
With God's sweet peace upon his face.

" Wby sitt'st thou thus? " his bretbrer crîed,
" It is the blcssed Ch ristmas-tide ;
The Christnmas lig1its are ail aglow,
The sacred liles bud and blow;

"lAbove our heads the joy-bells ring,
Without the happy eidren sing,
And ail God's creatures biail the morn
On which the lioiy Christ wvas born

IlRejoice with us; no more rebuke
Our gladness with thiy quiet look."
The gray monk answvered : «"1Keep 1 pray,
Even a yc Iist, the Lý)rd's birthday.

4Let heathen Ytile.fires flieker red
\Vhere tbronged refectory feasts are

spread ;
With mystery-play and masque ani mime
And wait-songs speed the hoiy time!

"1The blindest faith may haply save;
The Lord accepts the tbings ive have;
And reverence howsoe'er it stray,
May find at hast the shining way.

IlThey needs must grope who cannot see,
The blade before the ear miust be;
As ye are feeling 1 have feit,
And where ye dweli 1 too have dwelt.

"iBut now, beyond the thinga of sense,
Beyond occasions and events,
I know through God's exceeding grace,
Release froin form aad time and place.

II listen, frorn no mortal, tongue,
To hear the song the angels sung;
And wait within myseif to knowv
The Christmas hules bud and blow.

"IThe outward symbois disappear
From him whose inward sight is ecar;
And sinall nmust be the choice of days
To him who fils themn ail withi praise.

CKeep whiie you need it, brothers mine,
'With honest zeal your Christmas sign,
But judge not himi who every mortu
Fecis lu his heart the Lord Christ boru !

500


