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Siiii your heart and hush your breath I
The voices of Despair and Death

Are shuddering through the psalm i
Miserere I Miserere I

Lift your hearts I The Terror dies i
Up in Xonder sinless skies

he psalms sound sweet and calni 1
Miserere I Misereret

Very low, in tender tones,
The music pleads, the music moans:
"I forgive and have forgiven,
The dead who died unshriven 1"

De profundis I De profundis i

Psalm of the dead and disconsolate!
Thou hast sounded through a thousand

years,
And pealed above ten thousand biers
And stili, sad Psain, you nourn the fate

Of' sinners and just,
Wrhen their souls are going up to God,

Their bodies down to dust.
Dread hymn 1 you wvring the saddest tears

Froi mortai eyes that fall,
And vour notes wvake hei darkest fears

Th1 'atu hiuan hearts appal !
You sound o'er the good, you souid o'er the

bad,
And ever your music is sad, is sad.
We seeni to hear nurnured, in every tone,
For the saintly, a blessing ; for sinners, a

curse.
Psal ni, sad Psalm 1 you must pray and grieve
Over our Dead on tiiis Chiiismas Eve.

De profundis i De profundis !

And the Ni-hit chants the Psali.o'er the
mortal 'e y,

And the spirits imimortal fron far cway,
To the music of Hope sings this swee-toned

lay;
You tiink of the Dead on Christmas Eve,

Wherever the Dead are sleeping ;
And we, from a Land wvhere we nay not

grieve,
Look tenderly down on you weeping.

You think us far, wre are very near,

From you and the Earth thouigh parted
We sing to-night to console and cheer

The hearts of the broken-hearted.

The Earth watches over the lifeless clay
Of each of its cotntless sleepers ;

And the sleepless Spirits that passed away
Watch over all Earth's weepers.

We shall meet again in a brighter Land,
Where farewell is never spoken ;

We shall clasp each other hand in hand,
And the clasp shall not be broken.

We shall meet againu in a bright, cali clime,
Where we will never know a sadness ;

And our lives shall.be filled, like a Christmas
chime,

With rapture and with gladness.

The snows shall pass fron our graves away,
And you froin Uh Earth, renenber

And the flowers ofa briglt, eternal May,
Shall follow Earth's Decem ber.

When you thiink of us, think iot of the tomb
Where you laid us down lm sorrow;

But look cloft, and beyond Earth's gloom.
And wvait for the great To-morrow.

And the Potitfif, Niglit, with his dark stole
on,

Wiîispereth soft and low
Requiescatl Requiescati
Peace i Pecce i to everv one

For whom we grieve this Christmîas Eve,
In their gravés benecth the snow.

The stars in the far-ofTI Heaven
Have long siice struck eleven I

And hark ! fromî Temple and Tower.
Sounideth Timie's grandest iidnight hour,

Blessed by the Saviour's birtTi.
And Night putteth ofl' its sable stole,

Symîbol ofsorrow and sign of' Iole,
For one with niany a starry gemi,

To ionor tle Babe of Betilehîen,
Who comes to nien tIe King of Ilen,

Yet coies without robe or diaden,
And ail turn towardthe iolv East,

To hear the song of the Christmnas Feast.

Four thousand ycars Earth waited,
Four thousand years men prayed,

Four thouîsand years the Nations siglied
That their King so long delayed.

The prophets told His coining,
The saintly for Him sigied ;

Andthe Star of the Babe of Bethlehem
Shone o'er thei when they died.

Their faces toward'the Future-
They longed to hail the light

That, in after centuries,
Would rise on Christmas night.

But still the Saviour tarried
In His Father's home ;

And the Nations wept and wondered why
The Promised had not come.

At last, Earth's hope was granted
And God was a Child of Earth

And a thousand angels chanted
The lowly midnight birth.

Ah ! Bethlehem was grander
. Tit hour than Paradise;
And the light of Earth that nighit eclipsed

The splendors of the skies.

Then let us sing the Antlhem
The angels once did sing ;

United with the nusic of ove and praise,
The whole wide world will ring.

Gloria in excelsis i
Sound the thrilling song

In c.Celsis Dco I
Roll the hyma along.


