
POE YRY-3ORN INTO IIFA YEN ONr CHRISTA4S MORN.

long years liave led, but -we ne'er forget,
Nor shall we this side of Paradise,

Our dear ones, whiose faces are witli us yet,
Bringiiig scalding tears to oir bliiided eyes;

Brown eyes so gentie, and fair fair curi,
Round orbs of blue, that left us forlorn,

When our baby (lied, and our littie girl
Was bonil into Heaven on Christmas Mforn.

'We are grroviiio old. and -twill soon Ie tMine
For the ship of Hleaven to corne our waY.

And float tis o'er to thie deathless clinie,
Whiere hieart-breaking partiu'gs cease for aye.

Tiien, sweeter tones than of thrushi or merle,
Shahl ive1come the pair world-weary wvorn,

Froni the baby boy and the littie girl
Who was born into Heaven on Chlristmas Morn.
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