A Christmas Wish.

Be source of every sorrow dried

For thee and thine this Christmas-tide;

May grief and trouble step aside

From paths you tread this Christmas-tide;

Let ugly things their heads all hide

Where’er you turn this Christmas-tide;

May joy and peace and bliss abide

Within thy breast this Christmas-tide;

May happy hours to happier glide

Each day of thine this Christmas-tide;

May friends all dear and true and tried

Surround thee close this Christmas-tide;

And may the Babe All-Blest reside

Deep in thy soul this Christmas-tide.

