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CHRISTMAS-DAY.

Yot once more, and orce more, awake, my
harp.
From silencs and neglect - ane iofiy strain,
Lofty, yet wild.r than the winds of heaven,
And speaking mysterics more than words can
teily
1 ask of thez, fir I with hymuings high,
Would join the dirge of the departing year.
Yet with no wintry gariaud from the woods,
Wrought of the leafless brawch, or ivy sear,
Wreath [ thy tresses, dark December ! now,
Me higher guarrel calls, with loudest song,
And fearful joy to celebrate the day
Of the Redeemer.  Near two thousand suns
Have set their seals upon the rolling lapsc
Of penerations, since the day-spring first
Beam'd from on high! —Now to the mighty
mass
Of that increasing agpregate we add
One upit more.  Space, in comparison,
How small, yet mark'd with how much mi-
sery 5
Wars, famines, and the fury Pestilence,
Over the nations hanging her drcad scourge —
The oppressed, ton. in silent bitterness,
Weeping their sufferance -and the arm of
wrong, v
Foming the s€anty porion from the weak,
And stceping the lone widow's couch with
tears,
So has the year been character'd with woe,
In Christion land, and mark’d wiih wrongs
and crime,
Yet "twas not thus He taught —not thus He
» lived,
Whose birth we his day celebrate with prayer
"And much thanksgiving. He a man of woes.
‘Went on the way appointed,—path, though
rude,
Yet borne with patience still,
cheer

Ihe broken hearted, to raise up the sick,

He cane to

And an the wandering and beaighted mind
To pour the lipht of truths O task divine !
QO rioee thun anze! teacher 1 He bad words
To saathe ihie barking waves cnd hush the
winds §
And when the soul was tass’d with troubled
s,
Weeppod Ls thick dickncss and the howling
storn,
Hey piinting to the star of peace or: high,
Armyd it w it holy forhitnge.and bade it smile
At the surrounding wreckeom——
When witn deep agony his h-art wes rack'd,
Not fur himself the tear-drop dew'd his cheek,
For them te wept, for them to Heaven He
pray‘d,
flis pees cuters —+ Father, pardon them,
They know not what they do.’
Angels of heaven,
Ve who beheld Him faintiog on the cross,
And did him homage, say, may mcertal join
The hultelujabs of the risen God ¥
Wil the faint voice and groveling song bz
heard
Amid the seraphim in light divine ?
Yes, tie will deign, the Prince of Peace will
deign,
For mercy to accept the hymn of faith,
Low though it be and humble. — Liord of life,
The Ciristy the Comfortor, thine advent tow
¥ills my uprising soul ' —1I mount. 1 fly
Far o'cr the skies, beyoud the rolling orbs ¢
‘T'he beads of flesh dissolve, and earth vecedes,
Aud care, and paiu, and sorrow are no niore.
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¢+ Say, heavenly muse, shall uot thy sacred
vein
Afford a present to the Infant God ?
Hast thou no verse, no hymn. or solemn strain
"To welcome him to this his new abode.”’
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