
Wnly the shepherds heard that song, 

To shepherds only-humble men, 

Clean as the wind-swept heights they trod, 

That message came, beyond the ken 

Of men who had forgotten God: 

And so He shamed our pride of 

Our craving for the joys that cease, 

When to the poor, that holy hour, 

His angels sang the song of peace. 

--Lucy Gertrude Clurkin. 


