"BARRIN
(Mill-Ingliz ta’ Thomas Hardy.)

Lejliet il-Milied ; nofs-il-ejl,
“Da’ l-waqt ghiar-rkobtejhom geghdin”
Qal wielied mill-kbar hemm kif konna
Mal-magmar fid-dar migburin.

Sthajjilna naraw dawk il-gwejjed
Ghogiela fil-magiel mifrux;
Hadd min'na m’ghaddielu minn. rasu
Li hekk il-barrin ma kinux,

Fi zmienna ftit huma li jfanstu g
Di' d-dehra sabifia! Imma jien
Infioss 1i 'kk xi hadd f'dik il-lejla
Jehid : “Imxu narawhom- flimkien

L-ifrat ghar-rkobtejhom fil-ghura
L1, tfal, konna nzuru”, hemmhekk
l:}len mxeghu immur qalb id-dalma
it-tama 1i jista' jkun hekk.

Dun KARM.

THIC OYEN

Christmas Eve, and twelve of the clock,
“Now they are all on their kness”,
An elder said as we sat in a flock
By the embers in hearthside ease.

We pictured the meek mild creatures where
They dwelt in their strawy pen,

Nor did it occur to-one of us there
To doubt they were kneeling then.

So fair a fancy few would weave
In these vears! Yet, I feel,

If some one said on Christmas Eve,
“Clome ; see the oxen kneel -

In the lonely barton by yonder coomb
Our childhood used to know”,

I should go with him in the gloom
Hopmg it might be so.

Tromas Harpy.





