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And the heart has its flowers of de-

m a
or in
m Catholic magazine, I
read a very apporpriate art-
lol»—- «a few years ago—upon
the subjea of Christmas poetry. Tt
comes back to me now, and as we
Have reached .another anniversary of
the first hour of Redemption’s work,
it may mot be inappropriate ‘to give
the readers a few passages from
gome of the writers who have taken
this holy festival as the theme of
their muse. Tt is not exactly of
Christmas hymns that I would write,
put rather of the poetic expressions
of profane bands. As Christmas has
a two-fold aspect—one religious, the
other social—we find that the poets
who have, in English, celebrated the
event of Our Lord’s Nativity, may
pe divided into two categories. We
have few Christmas hymns in our
language; and as the liturgy of our
church perpetuates the Latin, so do
we find that most of our best canti-
cles and hymns—those that are most
familiar to our ears—are in that
language. But a great many Catho-
lic poets have celebrated in verse
the glories of that memorable night,
and naturally they all display a reli-
gious sentiment. = Of the non-Cath-
olic writers very few have dwelt up-
on Christmas otherwise than as a
gocial, or domestic festival. These
latter paint in varied scenes all the
traditions of yuletide and give us
delightful pictures of home-circles
and all the joys of reunion, all the
charms of the social gathering a-
round the paternal hearthstone.

It may prove interesting reading,
at least I consider it appropriate to
the season, so I will make no ex-
cuse for introducing a few of the
flowers of Christmas verse that I
would fain weave into a chaplet in
honor of the Divine Infant of Beth-
lehem. The very expression which I
have thus used at hap-hazzard re-
calls to mind Adelaide Proctor’s
“Christmas Flowers.”” Here are a
few stanza from that bouquet:—

And the bright feast of Christmas is
dawning,
And Mary is blest;
For now she will give us her Jesus,
Our dearest, our best,
And see where she stands, the Maid
Mother,
Her Babe on her breast!

And not one poor garland to give
her,
And yet now, behold,
How the Kings bring their gifts —
myrrh, and incense,
And bars of pure gold;
And the Shepherfls have brought for
the Baby
Some lambs from their fold.

He stretches His tiny hands toward
us,
He brings us all grace;
And look at His Mother who holds
Him,—
The smile on her face
Says they welcome the humblest
gifts
In the manger we place.

Where love takes, love gives; and so
doubt not;
Love counts but the will,

votion
No winter can chill;
They who cared for ‘‘good will”’ the
: first Christmas
r it still.

this
late Cardinal
n & member

but whose

otner author of English verse, Per-
haps that which fs the most free
from this sf.mnge= ‘dreaming s the
angels’ songs in his ‘‘ Christmas.
Chant.”” Tt is more lively and more
in. accord -with what we feel when
we hear the “Glorias’”” of Bethlehem,
The anthem of the angels he gives us
thus:—

Gloria in excelsis!

Sound the thrilling song;
In excelsis Deo!

Roll the hymn along,
Gloria in excelsis!

Let the heavens ring;
In excelsis Deo!

Welcome, new-born King.

Over the sea and land,
In excelsis Deo!

Chant the anthem grand,
Gloria in excelsist

Let us all rejoice;
In excelsis Deo!

Lift each heart and voice,
Gloria in excelsis!

Swell the hymn on high;
In excelsis Deo!

Sound it to the sky.
Gloria in excelsis!

Sing it, sinful earth,
In excelsis Deo!

For the Saviour’s birth.

There is something of the
and touching in Sherburne’s
cription of the scene at
He sings:—

simple
des-
Bethlehem,

See! Heaven's sacred majesty
Humbled beneath poverty,
Swaddled up in homely rags,
On a bed of straw and flags,
He, whose hands the heavens
played
And the world’s foundation laid,
From the world’s almost exil’d,
Of all ornaments despoiled;
Perfumes bathe Him not, new-born,
Persian mantles not adorn,

dis-

Then Crashaw cames with his
“Hymn to the Infant Jesus,” in
which he sings:—

Lo, how the thirsty lands
Gasp for thy golden showers, with
longrstretching hands!

Lo, how the laboring earth

That hopes to be

All heaven by thee

Leaps at thy birth!
The attending world, to wait thy
rise,

First turned to eyes;
And then, not knowing what to do,
Turned them to tears, and spent
them too.

There is a loftier strain in Pope's
Catholic verses; they are character-
istic of the poet and most worthy
of the theme:—

Swift fly the years and rise the ex-
pected morn!
Oh! spring to light, auspicious Babe,
be born!

nature hastes
wreathes to bring,
With all the incense of the bireathing
spring!
See lofty Lebanon his
vance!
See nodding forests on the
tains dance!
See spicy clouds from lowly Sharon
rise,
And Carmel’s flowery top perfumes
the skies!
Hark! a glad voice the lomely desert
cheers;
Prepu'e the way! a God, a God ap-

See her earliest

head ad-

moun-

Amonsst the Proteatm poets Mil-
ton out us in all
his works, and in none more than in
his ““Ode on Christ’s Nativity.’’ It
is one of the most sublime concep-
tions of the great epic poet—not ex-
cepting the finest passages of ‘‘Par-
adise Lost.”” The opening dtanza
d suggest a Catholic idea of the
Qlild and Ho!y Mother:—

entitled

Oh! those Christmas times, mavour-

When the laughter of
Now the laughter and the
Methinks I see our darling Kate, her
And dark haired Patrick resting soft

Methinks I hear brave Owen’s voice,

With soft cheeked Hily’s mingling in

Dreams! dreams! to-night the

There is snow upon the threshold
Neo swell of rushing voices pourrs the

The young hearts, and the

Ah, btm-ma Kate and Paftridk Dhiu,

us how:—" ' ¢

Once in Royal David’s city
Stood a lowly cattle shed,
Where a mother laid her baby

In a manger for its bed;
Mary was that mother mild, .
Jesus Christ her little Child,

There is a deep sentiment in
White’s stately poem the ‘‘Star of
Bethlehem.”” The reader will recall
that opening stanza:—

When marshalled on
plain,
The glittering host bestud the sky;
One star’ alone, of all the train,
Can fix the sinner’s wandering eye.
Hark! hark! to God the chorus
breaks, 4
From every host, from every glm;
But one alone the Saviour speaks,
It is the Star of Bethlehem.

the mighty

Wordsworth seemed more imnclined to
recall the minstrels of former days
and their Christmas carols, than the
event at Bethlehem which marked
the commencement of a new era for
humanity. He tells how:—

The minstrels playea their
mas tune

To-night beneath my cottage eaves;

While, smitten by a lofty moon,

The encircling laurels thick with
leaves,

Gave back a rich and dazzling sheen,

That overpowered their
green.

Christ-

natural

Tennyson also contemplates the
Christmas of his day in the light of
a festive season. Lamenting the ab-
sence of one dear to him he feels
that he cannot keep the feast, and
he tells us:—

To-night ungathered let us leave
This laurel, let this holly stand;
We live within the stranger’s land,

And strangely falls our Christmas
eve,
» - L d - - -

Let cares that petty shadows cast,

By which our lives are chiefly prov-
ed,

A little spare the night I loved,

And hold it solemn to the past.

But let no footsteps beat the floor,

Nor bowl of wassail mantle warm;

For who would keep an ancient form

Thro’ which the spirit breathes no
more?

Amongst the Irish poets not a few
have written splendid verses on the
festival of Christmas, but they secin
all to be tinged with that deep mel-
ancholy which comes over the chil-
dren of the Old Land, especially
when an occasion of the kind awak-
ens memories of a dead past and
renders more conspicuous the vacant
chairs by the fireside. There is one,
‘““Christmas Memories,’’
which I came upon recently, and the
authoriship of which I have been -
able to discover. It is so genuine
and so characteristic of Ireland’s
Christmas thoughts that I will en-
croach upon space sufficient to give

it in full. It runs thus:— ¢

neen are not like the
old,

When the light of love shome scftly,
and our pulses felt no cold;

the young
the heartn rang

times of

hearts round
merrily;—

young
hearts all asthore,

machree!

are gone,
blue eyes fixed on mine,
his little hand in mine;
and Brian's free and gay,
the holy Christmas lay.

an-
cient hearth no kindly look doth
wear,

stone and chillness everywhere,

holy Christmas lay,
merry
hearts, mavoumeen, mﬂ‘ are

they?

our faces shine -.lone,

But they are clustered with the stars
before the eternal throne;

With St, Patrick and St. Brigid and
the angels robed in white,

They sing’ the old remembered
strains, their Christmas hymn,
to-night. ‘

Old love! old love! His will be
bless’d that left e'en you to me

To keep my heart from bursting with

” the wild, wild memory,

Phat soothing glance, mavourneen,
speaks of Christmas times 'to
come,

When the scattered hearts shall meet
for aye in God’s eternal home.

s

As another sample of Irish Christ-
mas poetry T would like to repro-
duce Martin McDermott’s ‘' Exiles
Far Away;”’ but having oecupied sa
much space with these gleanings— in
fact gleanings mostly made by some
person else in years gone past—I will
be content with the opening stanza.
I merely give it because it tells the
sad story of the lonely thoughts
come to the Irish people when this
joyous season awakens memories of

either past sorrows or of abkent
dear ones.
When round the festive Christmas

Board,
Or by the Christmas mearth,
That glorious mingled draught is
pour’d,
Wine, melody and mirth;
When friends long absent tell
toned,
Their joys and sorrows o’er,
And hand grasps hand, and eye-lids

low-

fill,
And lips meet lips once more,
Oh, in that hour, ’twere kindly
done,

Some woman’s voice might say—
“Forget not those who weep to-
night,
Poor Hxiles far away.’’

MILLIONS FOR AMERICAN CEN-
SUS.

The cost of the 12th census is now
figured out to have been $12,854,-
818, and it is further added that
this is an average cost of 15} cents
per capita in the United States.

A BEGGAR'S JOURNAL,

A journal is published for the in-
struction and edification of beg-
gars. Its circulation is limited, be-
ing confined entirely to ‘‘profession-
als.”” It ‘does not concern itself with
politics or the drama, but contains
what may be called ‘“‘market re-
ports’”’ and scraps of advice and in-
formation written by and for beg-
gars. Says the ‘“Neue Freie Presse’’
(Vienna) :

‘“The price of the paper is twenty
centimes, or four cents, which seexs
rather high; but its readers deem it
well worth the money on account of
its aldvertisements, which, indeed,
are the publisher’s chief source of
profit. These advertisements are ex-
ceedingly interesting reading for out-
siders. Here are some examples:
‘* ‘Wanted, a blind man who
play a little on the flute.’

‘“ ‘Cripple wanted for a well-pat-
ronized seashore resort. One who
has lost his right arm preferred ;
must be able to gtve good refer-
ences and small security.’

‘‘Every issue of the paper contains
dozens ef such advertisements in-
serted by mendicant agents and bu-
reaus. There are in Paris more than
a score of such bureaus which under-
take to supply all France, and espe-
cially the bathing and health re-’
sorts, with beggars to suit all
tastes.

‘““The beggars’ journal also con-
tains announcements of approaching
weddings, baptisms, and funerals, as
well as a list of birthdays and name-

can

days’ of persons of wealth, from
which, it i3 to be presumed, many
profitable hints are gl d by its

subscribers.””

*No greater task could be given to
e minister of the Gospel of Christ
M“mﬁﬂbuu to a reign of in-

-ﬂql-tnm;:bouquohntthahm

The Speculator's

All the outward and visible tokeng
of Christmas were pres:i;. For at
ieast a fortnight cvery ianitor. cle-
vator man, bell boy and waiter had
been suffering irom an epidemic of
excruciating politensss. Cirevlars ad-
dressed in all kinds of clerkly hands
came with polite entreaties for con-
tributions. to Christmas dinners to
be given the worthy poor.
aPostmcn were beginning to dis-
pense gaudy ‘‘Christmas greetings,"
and dauntless messenger Loys never
delivered a telegram without also
sending in their cards, on  which
““they made their meaning plain,” a
phrase that rhymed admirahly with

their statement of serving the p.blic
in all weathers, including ‘‘rain *’
Of a surety it was approaching the

great gift season of the year, eclge
all signs failed, even that of poor
relatives grown suddenly auxious for
the health and well being of cousins
and aunts better furnished with
worldly wealth.

Jerome Hunt walked to his oflive
with an inert appreciation of these
things. He noticea the holly ven-
ders on the sidewalk, the new ovt-
trop of beggars, the street fakirs
with their fluent platter of painted
toys, the brilliant shop windows
with their surging outsidef crowds,
But it was as one gazes through a
half-opague veil, he saw, and yet
he saw not. The street
pushed and prodded him, a passing
wagon spattered his immaculate
clothes with fresh mud. In his own
office building a box swung in one
corner of the elevator. It was or-
nmate with a sprig of holly, and was
inscriled in  Huge Dblack letters,
““Merry Christmas.”” He smiled at
it vaguely, but the eager conductor
looked disappointed when he stepped
off at his own floor without any
move to contribute to the box, With
the Hunt took
his seat at desk
gazed about, It was an oflice which
bespoke more than mere competen-
cy; there was taste and even luxury
in its appointments, soft oriental
rugs on the floor, substantial book
shelves lining the wall, a few good
pictures making the slightest waste
places glad. In the outer office the
fltaxen head of the typewriter
wondrously near the dark one of a

procession

same abstracted air

his solid oak and

came

young clerk, as they bent together
over what was obviously intended
for a Christmas present. Hunt no-

ticed them with the same vagueness
of gaze, Outside the shrill voice of
a newsboy floated up from the
street: ‘* ‘Notlyy British loss! Boer
forces make Buller’s men retreat!”
The man at the desk groaned. Two
sweet, silent Sisters of Charity came
softly in and stood a moment with
bowed heads. Mechanically he pull-
ed out a handful of silver and pour-
ed it into their gentle palms.

A messenger boy bounced in with
a note. Hunt took it and read :,
“Flury on New York exchange.
Santa Inez and Dennison preferred
dropped four points, Please send
another fifteen thousand to margin.’’
Signed by a large brokerage firm.
Hunt wrote a check rapidly, put it
in an envelope and sealed it. The
boy waited. Hunt flung him a guar-
ter impatiently. Before the door
closed on the messenger a hand-
somely gowned woman floated in,
with a bunch of English violéts fill-
ing the air with perfume they exhal-

ed from their nest on her Russian
sable muff.

““Oh, Jerome!’’ she cried. “Do give
me another fifty. There is the

sweetest lace collar at Summerby’s
that I want to get for Susie, and
we haven’t an account there, you
know. Tt is so cheap at that price,
and just what she has wanted for
ever so long.”

The man made a faint gesture of
protest. ‘‘Couldn’t you get some-
thing else for Susie?”” he asked,
thickly.

‘““Why, no!’’ said his wife, decisive-
1y. “It’s no use giving people what
they don’t want. It may seem ex-
travagant to you, but it really isn’t,
You wouldn’t think twice of giving
a piano or a picture to Susie that
cost six times as much. You know
you wouldn't. Besides, I can save.
I've decided to do without the or-

 would be awfully
ron’aﬂmiuvmredly
g o there is the

Tragic End.

you help me out—there’s a
darling old daddy-kins.’’

The man’s face was grave, for -8
gain the messenger boy was com=
ing. He took the note from him, I
bore the former signature and read
‘“Another drop. We shall need $10,
000 more.”” He gazed at the pap
stupidly. It was the last note .in

voice broke in impatiently. ‘¢ Dear
papa. 1'm so late now. Can’t you
let me have the money and go?
Mamma will be so disappointed,
Can’t the boy wait?’’ . w
| He groped absently for his pockét

drew carefully another check for the
brokers,

After that he put on his hat a
walked to the bank. ‘‘“What balance

book, returned and replied impaé—'
sively, reading from a slip of paper:
‘““Account overdrawn $351, Mr;
Hunt!””

The man thanked him with equal
coolness and departed. The crowd
jostled as before, the street fakirs
called upon all who would to come
and see the wonders of the age. The
man took it all in with the same
vague, incurious look as before, only
his face was graver and more apa-
thetic. Mechanically he sat down in
the rotunda of the office and let a
boy brush his shoes, and equally
mechanically he threw the bootblack

an extra holiday coin. This time
he remembered the largesse of the
elevator box, and an unfortunate

beggar found what seemed to him a

fortune in his. crumpled hat. The
janitor lingered and was rewarded.
As he once more turned up the

street, the newshoys were crying ane
other British defeat.

He hailed a cab and gave an ad-
dress on a fashionable street. When
he alighted the cabman said: ‘‘Mer-
ry Christmas, sir,” and he threw

him an extra half-dollar. Then his
hands sought through his pockets
and discovered that this coin

was
his last. He laughed whimsically,
80 that the housemaid who answered
his ring informed her kitchen col-
leagues that ‘“‘Himself had been
drinking, sure, 1It’s all very well for

rich folks what have money and
time to spare for Christmas, but for
the poor ones that work holidays as
well as other days, an’ is ground
down

mas present—'""and 'so on ad lib:,
with the unfailing aggrieved, indig-
nant chorus of the others.
Proceeding to the library, the du—-
ed man tripped and nearly stumbled,
The obstacle was a su];vrb Persian
rug he had sent home for a Christ-
mas surprise for his wife. He smiled
again as he thought of the January
bill to come, the day of reckoning so
near at hand. It was on this mg
that they found him face downward
—Christmas morning. He had spent
the night with royalty. The King
of Terrors and he had joined hands,
but the gray mask was still placid
and the set smile whimsical as it
mocked the Christmas decorations,
and newsboys outside shrieked an-
other disaster.—EvaBrodlique.

ST. BRIDGET'S NIGHT REFUGE,

Report for week ending Sunday,
218t Dec., 1902:—Males 182, fo-
males 41. TIrish 151, French 50,
English 11, Scotch and other na~-
tionalities, 11. Total 223.

CHURCH OF ENGLAND,

——

Sir William Vernon Harcourt said
recently in the British House of
Commons: ‘“The difference between
the two ecclesiastical systems (the
Catholic Church and the Church of
England) is that the Church of Eng-
land is a lay establishment. It was

of Bishops is by the Orowm and the
ultimate appeal on matters of doe~'
trine is to a lay tribumal.’’

Bmmcm_smms}

According to a "Dsny Chr
telegram from Rome, the Holy
ther is preparing uwﬁm
on Biblical studies.

the tragedy of the week. The young

book, thrust it into her hands, while -
she gurgled delightedly, and then he "

have I now?’’ he inquiréd at the
window, The automaton behind the ;
wicket trundled off, consulted a

with an apron for a Christ- °

made by the laity, the appointment




