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A T CHISTMAIS.

To .11AIW I.ACUL4 TE.

*THE Chiristmas liyis outriiigig!
*Ai<l iny vvstless lieart grewv still
For tly sweet Naine, (dosely cliingiig

Did eiithraI its stubhoi'n willi
As i vy, Softly tremu n us,

Dotli round the iude oalz wvrcathe,
*Witlî leaves that cding. love.eînulousi

To the rugdstem benieathi.

0, thy Namne through ail] the siging(
Aiid a bud of lovely hiope

Ble'v thenice-a snlow.drop, spriniginig

*Neatli a Iîea"eni of suny cope
.And stili the breathing nielody

Shook1 mnurinurs froîn its leaves,
Like. înu.ýic of a suinmer sea

Ileard far througil stilly eves.

0, that iDawn of Lo've's Daysprinigig
.And thereto the tears Wveiled up,

Peliglît ani sorrow wign
Froni a sweet aiff bitter cup.

Sweet, swe.et, the thought of Dpity

wVitl tlîy fair flesh indued

Anid bitter was the me.înry
0f minle ingrsatitude.

W71e.n shall these eyes behiold thee, Maid,
Unveiièd, face to face,

'Mid the glories thiat elifoki thee
In thy far, fair Dwelliiug-Plaice?

\Vhen shall this beart full measure beat

To music silelt long-r
Dicli throb (if pulse a pleasure-beat,

Eachi breath of life a son-g?
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