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by Clement Clarke MQore

' AS the night before Chnstmas, when all thr
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse; Rt
The stockings were hung\by the chimney with care, |
In hopes that ST. NICHOLAS soon would be there ; |
The childreh were ngstley all snug in their beds, '
\Vh‘ vmonsol '--3:? 1k dﬂﬂﬂﬁilﬁlhﬂl‘hea(h.
e ief, and | in my cap,
braing for/a long winter's nap,
hetejarose such a clatter, [ || jil 2l
‘Wi’ what was the matier. - |
[ fleyw like a flash, . l

open the shutters and threw up 1 i
moon on the breast of the new-fallen Snow <
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e |usire of mid-day to objects below,—= M
af J¢ ering eyes should appear,
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T :;f\h'eighl tiny reindeer,
ith a 5o lively and quick, |
o | knew. in 3 fooment it mit be St. Nick.  /
)

And his clothes were all tamished with ashes-and soot;
e of Toys he had flung on his back,

fnd he looked like a peddler just opening his pack.

es—how they twinkled! his dimples how merry|

| zedlwerelikemses.hisnoselikeacherryl

is droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,
beard of his chin was as white as the snow;

stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,
nd it encircled his head like

they like the down of a thistle.
But | heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight, = =~
“Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good-nights
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