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IT came upon the niitight ýcar,
Tliat glorious song of aid,

Froin angels bcnding near the Aarthj
To loucli their harps of goli;

P1ence tu the enarth, good ivill tÔ meon,
Froin llenven's ail-graciaus Iihig:-

They~orld in solemn stilluess lay
To heur tlic an gels slùig

Stili through the doyven skies they tomne
Wilh peaeef'iil %vinigs unurl'd ;

And stili their lieavenly muisic floats
O'er ail the weary world,

Above its sad and l0owly pli
They bond on he.vî wingi

And ever o'er its B3abel sounâs
The blessed.angels sing.

Yet with the ivocs of sin and strifo
The worl bas suffered long;

I3eneath the angel-strain have rolled
Twvo tbousand'years, of wrong;

*And men, at svar with mon, hear not
OhThe lqve-.song which they bring
'O buhsh the noise, ye men of êtrife,

And hear ehe angels aing-.

And 'ye beneath Iif'e's crushing, load
Whose formns are bondtng,1on-,

Who toil aloing the weary wvay
* With paibkful steps and slow;

Look now I for glad and golden houri
Corne'swiftly on tke wing:-

Oh!1 rest beside the weary road,
And hear the angels sing 1

For loi1 the aays are hastening ofl
By propliet-bards foretuld,

When with.the ever-eircling yearg
Cornes round the age of gold;

When peace shall over ai the earth
Ite anclent, splendours fig

And the whole world send back the sông
Which now the tuigels su Il. Sen :8
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