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This unique collection of Christmas carols, poems and songs is presented to you by e-artnow. Table of Contents: Silent Night The Three Kings Christmas Bells Christmas At Sea Angels from the Realms of Glory Christmas in the Olden Time Marmion: A Christmas Poem Old Santa Claus The Twelve Days of Christmas Minstrels Ring Out, Wild Bells Christmas In India Hymn On The Morning Of Christ's Nativity A Christmas Carol The Oxen A Christmas Ghost Story The Savior Must Have Been A Docile Gentleman 'Twas just this time, last year, I died The Magi The Mahogany Tree A Bell Christmas Carol The Mystic's Christmas Christmas Cheer Noel: Christmas Eve 1913 The Holly and the Ivy Adam lay ybounden Christmas Day Christmas Fancies Twas jolly, jolly Wat A Tale Of Christmas Eve Jest 'Fore Christmas A Christmas Folksong As with Gladness Men of Old Nativity a Christmas Boar's Head Carol Come, Thou Long Expected Jesus Coventry Carol Here We Come A-wassailing A Defective Santa Claus King Winter Christmas Gifts and Other Poems The Night After Christmas O Little Town of Bethlehem The Shepherds A Christmas Carol A Christmas Hymn Brightest and Best of the Sons of the Morning God Rest Ye, Merry Gentlemen The Christmas Silence A Christmas Lullaby Hymn for the Nativity Masters in This Hall The Adoration of the Wise Men The Shepherds in Judea Christmas Carol Neighbors of the Christ Night Cradle Hymn An Ode on the Birth of Our Saviour Christmas Song A Hymn on the Nativity of My Saviour The Shepherd's Song "While Shepherds Watched Their Flocks by Night" The Angels New Prince, New Pomp Wassailer's Song Sly Santa Claus The Waits God Bless Us Every One Bells Across the Snow Minstrels and Maids Song of the Holly Under the Holly-bough December The Christmas Holly So, Now Is Come Our Joyfulst Feast The Christmas Carol A Christmas Carmen Sery A Christmas Song The End of the Play Christ's Nativity Mark Well My Heavy, Doleful Tale The Glorious Song of Old A Christmas Carol for Children A Christmas Carol A Ballade of Old Loves Ballade of Christmas Ghosts Hang Up the Baby's Stocking A Christmas Prayer…
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e-artnow presents to you this unique collection of the greatest works written by Lord Byron. This carefully crafted and meticulously edited collection is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents: Hours of Idleness: To George, Earl Delawarr Damœtas To Marion Oscar of Alva Translation from Anacreon From Anacreon The Episode of Nisus and Euryalus Translation from the Medea of Euripides Lachin y Gair To Romance The Death of Calmar and Orla To Edward Noel Long, Esq To a Lady English Bards and Scotch Reviewers The Giaour: A Fragment of a Turkish Tale The Bride of Abydos: A Turkish Tale The Corsair: A Tale Lara Hebrew Melodies: She walks in Beauty The Harp the Monarch Minstrel swept If that High World The Wild Gazelle Oh! weep for those On Jordan's Banks Jeptha's Daughter Oh! snatched away in Beauty's Bloom My Soul is Dark I saw thee weep Thy Days are done Saul Song of Saul before his Last Battle "All is Vanity, saith the Preacher" When Coldness wraps this Suffering Clay Vision of Belshazzar Sun of the Sleepless! Were my Bosom as False as thou deem'st it to be Herod's Lament for Mariamne On the Day of the Destruction of Jerusalem by Titus By the Rivers of Babylon we sat down and wept "By the Waters of Babylon" The Destruction of Sennacherib A Spirit passed before me The Siege of Corinth Parisina The Prisoner of Chillon The Dream Darkness Prometheus Manfred: A Dramatic Poem The Lament of Tasso Beppo: A Venetian Story Childe Harold's Pilgrimage Don Juan Mazeppa The Prophecy of Dante Marino Faliero The Vision of Judgment Sardanapalus: A Tragedy The Two Foscari: An Historical Tragedy Cain: A Mystery Heaven and Earth; A Mystery Werner; or, The Inheritance: A Tragedy The Deformed Transformed: A Drama The Age of Bronze; or, Carmen Seculare et Annus haud Mirabilis The Island; or, Christian and his Comrades Biographies: Byron by John Nichol The Life of Lord Byron by John Galt
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This carefully crafted ebook: "Songs of Innocence and of Experience: Showing the Two Contrary States of the Human Soul (Illuminated Manuscript with the Original Illustrations of William Blake)" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents. Songs of Innocence was the first of Blake's illuminated books published in 1789. It is a cheerful and optimistic volume which concerns itself with such themes as springtime, children's games, the freedom of the human spirit, and a kind and loving God. Songs of Experience is the second part of Songs of Innocence and of Experience. The poems and artwork were reproduced by copperplate engraving and colored with washes by hand. Blake republished Songs of Innocence and Experience several times, often changing the number and order of the plates. The spellings, punctuation and capitalizations are those of the original Blake manuscripts. William Blake (1757 – 1827) was a British poet, painter, visionary mystic, and engraver, who illustrated and printed his own books. Blake proclaimed the supremacy of the imagination over the rationalism and materialism of the 18th-century. Largely unrecognised during his lifetime, Blake is now considered a seminal figure in the history of both the poetry and visual arts of the Romantic Age.
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This carefully crafted ebook: "The Eve of St. Agnes (Complete Edition)" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents. "The Eve of St. Agnes" is a poem (42 stanzas). It is widely considered to be amongst his finest poems and was influential in 19th century literature. The poem is in Spenserian stanzas. The title comes from the day (or evening) before the feast of Saint Agnes (or St. Agnes' Eve). St. Agnes, the patron saint of virgins, died a martyr in 4th century Rome. The eve falls on January 20th; the feast day on the 21st. The divinations referred to by Keats in this poem are referred to by John Aubrey in his Miscellanies (1696) as being associated with St. Agnes' night. Keats based his poem on the superstition that a girl could see her future husband in a dream if she performed certain rites on the eve of St. Agnes; that is she would go to bed without any supper, undress herself so that she was completely naked and lie on her bed with her hands under the pillow and looking up to the heavens and not to look behind. Then the proposed husband would appear in her dream, kiss her, and feast with her. John Keats (1795–1821) was an English Romantic poet. The poetry of Keats is characterized by sensual imagery, most notably in the series of odes. Today his poems and letters are some of the most popular and most analyzed in English literature.
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    Silent night, holy night,




    all is calm, all is bright




    round yon virgin mother and child.




    Holy infant, so tender and mild,




    sleep in heavenly peace,




    sleep in heavenly peace.




     




    Silent night, holy night,




    shepherds quake at the sight;




    glories stream from heaven afar,




    heavenly hosts sing Alleluia!




    Christ the Savior is born,




    Christ the Savior is born!




     




    Silent night, holy night,




    Son of God, love's pure light;




    radiant beams from thy holy face




    with the dawn of redeeming grace,




    Jesus, Lord, at thy birth,




    Jesus, Lord, at thy birth.




     




    Silent night, holy night,




    wondrous star, lend thy light;




    with the angels let us sing,




    Alleluia to our King;




    Christ the Savior is born,




    Christ the Savior is born!


  




  




  The Three Kings


  (Henry Wadsworth Longfellow)
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    Three Kings came riding from far away,




    Melchior and Gaspar and Baltasar;




    Three Wise Men out of the East were they,




    And they travelled by night and they slept by day,




    For their guide was a beautiful, wonderful star.




     




    The star was so beautiful, large, and clear,




    That all the other stars of the sky




    Became a white mist in the atmosphere,




    And by this they knew that the coming was near




    Of the Prince foretold in the prophecy.




     




    Three caskets they bore on their saddle-bows,




    Three caskets of gold with golden keys;




    Their robes were of crimson silk with rows




    Of bells and pomegranates and furbelows,




    Their turbans like blossoming almond-trees.




     




    And so the Three Kings rode into the West,




    Through the dusk of night, over hill and dell,




    And sometimes they nodded with beard on breast




    And sometimes talked, as they paused to rest,




    With the people they met at some wayside well.




     




    "Of the child that is born," said Baltasar,




    "Good people, I pray you, tell us the news;




    For we in the East have seen his star,




    And have ridden fast, and have ridden far,




    To find and worship the King of the Jews."




     




    And the people answered, "You ask in vain;




    We know of no king but Herod the Great!"




    They thought the Wise Men were men insane,




    As they spurred their horses across the plain,




    Like riders in haste, and who cannot wait.




     




    And when they came to Jerusalem,




    Herod the Great, who had heard this thing,




    Sent for the Wise Men and questioned them;




    And said, "Go down unto Bethlehem,




    And bring me tidings of this new king."




     




    So they rode away; and the star stood still,




    The only one in the gray of morn




    Yes, it stopped, it stood still of its own free will,




    Right over Bethlehem on the hill,




    The city of David where Christ was born.




     




    And the Three Kings rode through the gate and the guard,




    Through the silent street, till their horses turned




    And neighed as they entered the great inn-yard;




    But the windows were closed, and the doors were barred,




    And only a light in the stable burned.




     




    And cradled there in the scented hay,




    In the air made sweet by the breath of kine,




    The little child in the manger lay,




    The child, that would be king one day




    Of a kingdom not human but divine.




     




    His mother Mary of Nazareth




    Sat watching beside his place of rest,




    Watching the even flow of his breath,




    For the joy of life and the terror of death




    Were mingled together in her breast.




     




    They laid their offerings at his feet:




    The gold was their tribute to a King,




    The frankincense, with its odor sweet,




    Was for the Priest, the Paraclete,




    The myrrh for the body's burying.




     




    And the mother wondered and bowed her head,




    And sat as still as a statue of stone;




    Her heart was troubled yet comforted,




    Remembering what the Angel had said




    Of an endless reign and of David's throne.




     




    Then the Kings rode out of the city gate,




    With a clatter of hoofs in proud array;




    But they went not back to Herod the Great,




    For they knew his malice and feared his hate,




    And returned to their homes by another way.


  




  




  Christmas Bells


  (Henry Wadsworth Longfellow)
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    I heard the bells on Christmas Day




    Their old familiar carols play,




    And wild and sweet




    The words repeat




    Of peace on earth, good-will to men!




     




    And thought how, as the day had come,




    The belfries of all Christendom




    Had rolled along




    The unbroken song




    Of peace on earth, good-will to men!




     




    Till, ringing, singing on its way,




    The world revolved from night to day,




    A voice, a chime




    A chant sublime




    Of peace on earth, good-will to men!




     




    Then from each black accursed mouth




    The cannon thundered in the South,




    And with the sound




    The carols drowned




    Of peace on earth, good-will to men!




     




    It was as if an earthquake rent




    The hearth-stones of a continent,




    And made forlorn




    The households born




    Of peace on earth, good-will to men!




     




    And in despair I bowed my head;




    "There is no peace on earth," I said;




    "For hate is strong,




    And mocks the song




    Of peace on earth, good-will to men!"




     




    Then pealed the bells more loud and deep:




    "God is not dead; nor doth he sleep!




    The Wrong shall fail,




    The Right prevail,




    With peace on earth, good-will to men!"


  




  




  Christmas At Sea


  (Robert Louis Stevenson)
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    The sheets were frozen hard, and they cut the naked hand;




    The decks were like a slide, where a seaman scarce could stand;




    The wind was a nor'wester, blowing squally off the sea;




    And cliffs and spouting breakers were the only things a-lee.




     




    They heard the surf a-roaring before the break of day;




    But 'twas only with the peep of light we saw how ill we lay.




    We tumbled every hand on deck instanter, with a shout,




    And we gave her the maintops'l, and stood by to go about.




     




    All day we tacked and tacked between the South Head and the North;




    All day we hauled the frozen sheets, and got no further forth;




    All day as cold as charity, in bitter pain and dread,




    For very life and nature we tacked from head to head.




     




    We gave the South a wider berth, for there the tide race roared;




    But every tack we made we brought the North Head close aboard:




    So's we saw the cliffs and houses, and the breakers running high,




    And the coastguard in his garden, with his glass against his eye.




     




    The frost was on the village roofs as white as ocean foam;




    The good red fires were burning bright in every 'long-shore home;




    The windows sparkled clear, and the chimneys volleyed out;




    And I vow we sniffed the victuals as the vessel went about.




     




    The bells upon the church were rung with a mighty jovial cheer;




    For it's just that I should tell you how (of all days in the year)




    This day of our adversity was blessed Christmas morn,




    And the house above the coastguard's was the house where I was born.




     




    O well I saw the pleasant room, the pleasant faces there,




    My mother's silver spectacles, my father's silver hair;




    And well I saw the firelight, like a flight of homely elves,




    Go dancing round the china plates that stand upon the shelves.




     




    And well I knew the talk they had, the talk that was of me,




    Of the shadow on the household and the son that went to sea;




    And O the wicked fool I seemed, in every kind of way,




    To be here and hauling frozen ropes on blessed Christmas Day.




     




    They lit the high sea-light, and the dark began to fall.




    'All hands to loose top gallant sails,' I heard the captain call.




    'By the Lord, she'll never stand it,' our first mate, Jackson, cried.




    . . . 'It's the one way or the other, Mr. Jackson,' he replied.




     




    She staggered to her bearings, but the sails were new and good,




    And the ship smelt up to windward just as though she understood.
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