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Dorothy, dear,

) W here fhe wind is asleep
in fhe snow.
TWhat do you see, and whaf do you bear?”

ST sce {he sfars in fthe slix_* and mniere,

HAnd T hear fhe bells chime low.”
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“For the birth of Chrisl

fhe church bells chime

j:{nd fhe slars are

fhe anqels’ eyes —



Bul fhey shine the brighfest af Chrisfmastime
To lead where the Chrisf-child lies.”

JRotfher bas qathered fhe sficks and wood

To blaze on His birfhday bright,
If we followed fhe star do you fhink we could
Find TJesus, and ask BHim fo make us good,

jf-lhd fo qive us a i8S for good-nigﬁf‘?

Kather has made the bouse-place qay

WWith holly, and laurel, and vew,

Bul whaf is Ihe use—whafever vou say—
If Be sleeps in a manger wrapped in hay

‘:ﬂ'nd doesn’f sce whaf we do?



Thal great qold sfar is fhe one —if qrows
HAs you look, and beckons fo vot,

If led fhe wise men, as Dother knows’;




We followed and found Him too!

TWe ought fo fake Bim some gold and myrrh—
Hnd frankincense foo, is right.
e Raven't fhose, buf my coaf of fuy
Will keep him warm, and so I prefes
P pretey
o carry Bim fhaf fo-night.

“Tll fake Bim my preffiest foys,” said lay,

“Hnd my book with fhe cross and crown!
Hnd both my rabbifs, fhe buff and fhe gray,
Had fhe Chrisimas roses we picked fo-day /

- Before the snow came down.” %
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There were fwo liffle bearfs beafing fast fHaf night,
©wo voices flaf joined in prayer,

There were four litfle bands fhat held qiffs fiqht,

JHnd four blue eyes wiffi love made briqht,
And four liffle feef on fhe sfair.

©hey pass fhrough fhie crackling freezing snow,
Through fhe slecping woods and lanes

Through fhe whife whife silence ffie children qo,

Hnd sce fhe ruddy warm gleam and glow

Through fhe, coffage window-pancs.

4 At lasi fhey came fo a wee bright light
At the edge of fhe wide, wild moor;
‘Oh! it must be here—Dear Star, qood-night,
We will always love you—vyou led us right;

This must be {he sfable doog.”
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; @‘9%(% jind Dorothy opens fhe door, and cries

=

“Be is here—OI! fLay, how sweef!”

E

|
£ (( A liffle baby wifh wide qray eyes,
J And liffle pink curling feef.

HAnd fhere on his mofher’s lap he lies,

“Qp! where do you come from, vou children dear,
On (hristmas nighf fhrough fhe snow?”
“We came by fhe wood and fhe edge of fhe mere,

We followed fhe sfar, and if brought us Rere

And showed us 1ﬁe way fo qo.




“UWe Radn’f {he frankincense nor fhe qold,
Nor yef any myrrh fo bring;

Buf we Have brought BHim fhese fhings we hold,

Our rabbifs, our foys, and a coaf for fhe cold,

To wrap round your Baby Ring!”

The mother spoke—and Der voice was low

And soff as fhe voice of a dove:
“Uou dear liffle children, Christ loves you so
For coming fhrough darkness and over fhe snow

To bring Bim your giffs and your love.




“Buf Riss my Bab\_f, and come away,
Hnd wben you

are safe at bome

S

HAsk Dother fo fell you the fruth and say

‘o

W[ hefher you could find Christ fo-day

‘Dowever far you might roam.”



Phe laid ﬁer-ﬁaBY down on his bed,

And went with fhem over fhe moor,
Bhe held their hands and genfly led;
But never anofher word she said

Till she left fhem safe af fheir door.

Then Day and Dorothy fold 1heir fale,
JHAnd when fheir molher had heard
Bow fhey crossed the wood, and fhie moor, and the vale

Hlone in fhe snow, her dear face qrew pale







“On! L‘IlZoiﬁe'r',” cried fRay, when fhe fale was d‘one,
* Hnd wasn't if frue af all?
We looked for a manger, buf fhere was nofc—-
Oh! wasn't fhe baby fhe BHoly One
Who was born in a sfable sfall?”

> Since fhe blessed Chrislmas morn,

S/ Buf every day of every vear

Since Ihen some liftle baby dear

o

1’}08 info Dis world been born”

JRother said, and sighed—Dbuf she siqhed and smiled—

“It’s long since De lived amonq men,

Bul in every liflle sinless child,
By passion and wickedness undefiled.
Be lives on earfh again.”

€. 2Tesbit.















