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The Coming of Christmas ini War-time.

<Written Dtcembý# 27th, 1915.)

By HIarey J. Precce.

1 saw old Christmas corne the other night,
Thle same old friend, uncliaiged, but I could see

Wïthin his eyeýs a new and tenderer light,
And bý his jnanner told at once that he

Was feeling keeiily ail our world's dire woe:
>At first he did not speak-he onl1y smîled,<

But then, wvith hands on mine, auid speakiiig low,'
At last he said "Oh, lose iiot heart, mv child."

And then he turned and went among a crowd
0f weeping women, where one criedl aloud,
With breaking voice: We thought you would not came!"
OIdChristmas forsome moments, like one dumnb,
Stood stili,'With arms outstretched, and on thexu gazed;
Then siuddenly, with héadanid arms upraised,
And cycs aflame, be cried aloud and said:

HOW could I stop aw'ay when Love's not dead 1"

Theixlwhc lie stooped to dryr the children's.tears,
With eveni kinder words than other years,
1 longed to.be a tiny.child once more!
Buit <nu he went, and quicker-than before.
IJntil lie reached a.place of blood and death;
Again he stretched bis armns--I held mny breath-
The wounded smiled, the dying turned their eyes;
HRis presence soothed'tlivir pain and checked their sighs;
Q'er sorne lie bent, by.others stooped and knelt:
In every tone intense compasrsiondwelt;i
But when 1 straied to catch the words he spokeý
1 heard but-" God so loved,"-for then I woket


