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PREFACE.
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Most of the following poems have appeared in the 'S. Barnabas' Parish Magazine.' For my godchildren and my people I have made them up into a little bundle of sticks—a Christmas faggot to feed the fires in the winter palace of our King.

It is the Incarnation that justifies all joy, and song is the expression of joy. The Gospel Songs all celebrate the Great Nativity. Birth and marriage are the occasions most sacred to mirth and music among men; and Christmas is at once the Birthday and the Marriage Festival of Humanity.

Glad and thankful shall I be if any song of mine should help to fan the flame of rejoicing love in any Christian heart at this holy and happy season.
















YULE TIDE.
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'They bring me sorrow touched with joy,

The merry merry bells of Yule.'

 Tennyson, In Memoriam.





The Royal Birthday dawns again,

A stricken world to bless;

And sufferers forget their pain,

And mourners their distress.






Love sings to-day; her eyes so fair

With happy tears are wet;

She is too humble to despair,

Too faithful to forget.






 Her voice is very soft and sweet,

Her heart is brave and strong;

Her vassal, I would fain repeat

Some fragments of her song.






A Birthday-song my heart would sing

Its rapture to express;

My Father's son must be a king,

And share His consciousness.






Of God's Self-knowledge comes the Word

That utters all His Thought;

That Word made Flesh by all is heard

Who seek as they are sought.






 His seeking and His finding make

Our search an easy thing;

He sows good seed, and bids us take

The joys of harvesting.






Yet must His children do their part,

And what He gives accept;

No heart can understand His Heart

That has not bled and wept.






All seasons, bring they bale or bliss,

His priceless treasures hold;

The Winter's silver all is His,

And His the Summer's gold.






 Life's harvest is not reaped until

The Christ within has grown

To perfect manhood, and self-will

By love is overthrown.






Such manhood gained concludes the strife

That makes the babe a boy;

'T is thus the seed becomes a life,

The life becomes a joy.






The eyes that weep are eyes that see,

And swift are pilgrim-feet;

Ah! hope at length may come to be

Than memory more sweet.






 So keeping festival to-day,

With children's laughter near,

It is not hard to sing and pray,

'T is hard to doubt or fear.






Father, my heart to Thee I bring,

To Thee my song address;

From Winter pain and toil of Spring

Grows Summer happiness.











THE MADONNA DI SAN SISTO.[1]

'The Lord Himself shall give you a sign; behold, a Virgin shall conceive and bear a Son.'



Behold, by Raphael shown, Love's sacrament!

Earth's curtains part, God's veil is lifted up;

There comes a Child, forth from His Bosom sent

To rule the feast of life, His Bread and Cup,

His purpose making plain with man to sup.

Out-streams the light, accomplished is the Sign,

A Virgin-Mother clasps a Babe Divine.






 Her lovely feet descend the cloudy stair,

Great succour bringing to a world forlorn;

On either side a man and woman share

A common rapture, welcoming the dawn

Of God's new day, the everlasting morn—

Of such a day as shall from East to West

Dispel the darkness, doing Love's behest.







OEBPS/Images/DigiCat-logo.png





OEBPS/text/g2e_cover.jpg
ALFRED GURNEY e

*= A CHRISTMAS






