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CHEJISTMAS OHI1MES.

:NOWEL! Noivell' in this halle,
Make nxery I praye nowe alle;
On that Ièhylde rnay we calle.

Christ ivas born on Christrnas-day,
Wreathe the hofly, twine the bay.

To Thee, then, O Jesus,
This day of Thy birth,

TuE quiet day in vinter beauty closes,
And iunset clouds are tinged with crirnson dye,

As if the blushes of our faded roses
" ConMe back to tint this sombre Ohristmaà sky.

NVe sit and* watch the twilight darken slowly,
Dies the hast gleam upon the loine hili-side,

And in the stillness growing deep and hohy,
Our Christnmas guests corne in the eventide.

They enter softly ; sone ivith baby faces,
Wliose sweet blue eyes have scarcehy hooked os

life:
We bid then 'welcorne to their vacant places;

They won the peace, and neyer knew the strife.

And seme with stead.fast glances nieet us gravely,
Their hands point, backward to the paths they

trod ;
Dear ones, we know how long ye struggled bravely,

And died upon the battle-field of God!

And sonie are here whose patient seuls were rives
* By oui hard words -and looks of cohd disdain.

S.~ Ah, leving hearts, te speak of wrong forgiven,
Ye corne te visit our dark world again !

But One there is, more kind* than any other,
MWose presence 61hls the silent heuse with light,

The Prince of Peace, our gracieus Eidler Brother;
Corne te, His birthday feast wibh us.to-night.

Thou who wast*born andl oradledl in a, xnager
Hast ghaddened our poor earth with hope andý

rest;
O beat Beloveéd, cone-nôt as a -stranàger,

But tarry,ý Lord, our Friend and.Christmgs guest


