
OUR DUTY TO THE POOR—HOW WE OBSERVED IT ON 
CHRISTMAS  1

For the Advocate : 

 e Old Year draws rapidly to a close. A cold storm of wind and snow 
heralds the approach of the New Year. All day long the snow has been 
falling heavily, flake by flake,—  

“—————heaping field and gateway  
  With a silence deep and white. 
* * * * *  
Every pine and fir and hemlock  
  Wears ermine too dear for an earl,  
And the poorest twig on the elm tree  
  Is ridged inch deep with pearl.” 
  

 Looking out over streets and fields and the near hills, all robed in a 
wide spreading mantle of snow, we can hardly believe that this is our 
usually mild tempered capital. Suddenly the chilling breath of bleak, 
rugged New England has descended upon us. How piercing is this icy 
wind, how bleak these dreary wastes of snow! Close the shutters,—draw 
the curtains tight. Let us gather around the cheerful open fire, with hearts 
glad and grateful that we are not obliged to brave the stormy night. How 
pleasant, in warm houses, are these long winter evenings. How bright and 
cheery with books and work and games. But does no shadow come over 
the brightness, no cloud over our gaiety when we think of the many poor 
and destitute ones; those who have no homes, or who live in places so 
miserable that they do not deserve the name of home? ose who are 
perishing with hunger, shivering with cold; who know nothing of the 
comforts which seem simple necessities to us? Let us not, amid our own 
enjoyments and occupations, safe in happy, comfortable homes, forget 
these needy and suffering ones. “Freely ye have received, freely give.” Let 
us remember this admonition, and try to give to others some of the cheer 
and comfort which gladden our own lives. First let us give—according to 
our ability—material gis,—food and fuel and clothing. ese are 
essentials. No amount of sympathy, no pleasant words, no kindly smiles, 
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no sensible advice, can take their place,—as some persons seem to 
imagine.  
 No matter how high our aspirations are,—mentally, morally, 
spiritually for ourselves or for others, we all “need the lower life to stand 
upon,”and absolute, physical needs must be attended to. en all are 
better fitted to appreciate the higher, richer gis,—loving sympathy, kind, 
cheering words, wise counsel, tenderest pity. Let us give these fully and 
freely. Let them supplement all that our slender purses try to do. Let the 
recipients of our bounty feel that our hearts are in our gis. In Lowell’s 
exquisite poem, “e Vision of Sir Launfal,” the poet makes our Savior 
say—  

“Not what we give, but what we share, 
For the gi, without the giver, is bare. 
Who gives himself with his gis feeds three,  
Himself, hungering neighbor, and Me.” 
  

 And how greatly are we all blessed in our efforts to help others. 
Deeper and sweeter becomes the happiness of the light-hearted and 
happy, and those to whom sorrow has come, out of whose lives much of 
the brightness has gone, never to return in this world,—even these find 
their burden greatly lightened by thinking of and working for others, as 
nothing else can lighten it.  
 It is a proof of the good and generous impulses that there are in 
human nature, indulging all our selfishness, that it gives us so much 
pleasure to hear of any incident of special liberality and thoughtfulness 
for the poor. Such an incident occurred in our city on Christmas Day, 
when two noble Christian women gave a bountiful dinner to a number of 
very poor aged women. e table was laden with all the good things of 
the season, and the wrinkled, care worn, weary old faces gathered around 
it beamed with a pleasure and satisfaction such as had rarely, if ever, been 
reflected upon them before. One old woman exclaimed that that day and 
the day on which she was emancipated were the two happiest days of her 
life!  
 Rev. Mr. Grimke, having been requested to ask the blessing, made a 
few remarks, of which the following is the substance.  
 “My dear old friends, I have been invited to ask a blessing upon this 
feast. Before doing so, however, let me wish you a merry, merry 
Christmas, and congratulate you upon being here under such pleasant 
circumstances, and that your lives are spared to see this day,—a day 
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which commemorates the advent into our world of One who, I trust, is 
not a stranger to any here; and the noble presence of whose life has come 
down to us through the centuries, fulfilling the prophecy of the angels—
‘Glory to God in the Highest, and on earth peace and good will to men.’ 
 When he was upon the earth he was the friend of the poor and the 
suffering. He went about doing good, healing all manner of diseases, 
giving sight to the blind, unstopping the deaf ears, and feeding the 
hungry; having no where to lay his head, and yet bearing wherever he 
went sunshine and joy and gladness. Eighteen hundred years have passed 
away since, a little out of Jerusalem, on the mount of Olivet, he breathed 
the parting blessing upon his disciples and ascended on high. But thank 
God all still feel his presence in a thousand influences that bless mankind,
—influences out of which have come that spirit of love and sympathy 
which feeds the hungry and clothes the naked and comforts the 
sorrowing. As I stand here to-day I am reminded of words which fell 
from his lips, that will convey to you much more fully than any words of 
mine, how near and dear to him were the poor and suffering, and what a 
large place they occupied in his great and loving heart. ‘When thou 
makest a dinner or a supper, call not thy friends, nor thy brethren, neither 
thy kinsman, nor thy rich neighbor, but when thou makest a feast call the 
poor, the maimed, the lame, the blind, and thou shalt be blessed. For they 
cannot recompense thee but thou shalt be recompensed in the 
resurrection of the just.’ And here you have to-day an exhibition of the 
same beautiful, Christ-like spirit in this feast which has been spread for 
you by these kind friends,—Mrs. Claflin, the wife of one of our 
distinguished representatives from Massachusetts,—a State dear to all of 
our hearts,—the home of the great and lamented Sumner and Wilson and 
Garrison,—the home of Phillips and Whittier and Claflin,—a lady, who, 
in her own home, has made her influence felt as the friend of the poor 
and the suffering, and who here in the Capital of the nation reaches out to 
you the same tender, sympathetic heart, and Mrs. Jacobs, the best part of 
whose life has been devoted to the alleviating of the sufferings of the poor 
and the oppressed, and to whose great and loving heart no sacrifice is too 
great to be made in the interest of humanity. And I know, my dear old 
friends, for I see it in your bright and happy faces, that the prayer of your 
hearts is that the blessing promised by the Savior may be fulfilled to these 
kind friends. I rejoice with you all, and thank God for all such evidences 
as this that the spirit of Christ is still abroad in the world.” 
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 How thoroughly the good old souls enjoyed their feast, and how 
kindly and carefully they were waited upon by the ladies who gave it. To 
them it was indeed a memorable experience, an event never to be 
forgotten. e memory of it will keep green and fresh in their minds 
through all their remaining days—and be to them “a joy forever.”  
 ursday, December 30. 
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