In Bethlehem’s Shed
Dear Mother, we hail thee in Bethlehem’s shed

With St. Joseph bowed down by that bare manger-bed,

Where the Infant Child-King, of long ages foretold,

Like the lowliest on earth lies in swaddling clothes rolled.

No pageants and pomps here attend on His birth;

No honours are paid Him by great ones of earth;

From doors harshly spurned – but this cold cheerless cave

Gives a shelter the sharp winter midnight hours crave.

Yet the mightiest of monarchs had nought ever known

Of the greatness now guarding this rude manger-throne,

For Heav’n’s glory haloes this grot where He lies

And bright angel-choirs greet His birth from the skies.

With you both, lowly bent on this straw-littered floor,

Oh, Mary and Joseph, our King we adore;

And our voices we join with the angel’s refrain

To implore that His peace o’er the wide world may reign.
