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blaze on his winter hearth, and through the snow drift and cold, looks for-
ward to the cvoning, when the prattie of bis littie ones, or the columuns of
bis newspaper shall refrcsh hini after his days toil. Fur hiim the New Ycar '
brings hope with rcuiewcd toil, and as ho passes the hearty wish fur a happi I
one to his noighbour, ho fecis that iiîdustry with mnutuàl good will an assist
in making it so.

A January night when the moon is in power, is be-autiful f0 bchold-she
shines s0 calm and purely on the white earth, while the' stars for once, uar;
rivalled in their glistening b*y the frost that spnarkle-s on its b)osonîi-thLe
shadows of the 1cluis trees gliiner iii the flui isiootîliglit ou the saaowy
expanse, and the silver clouda float over the blue sky as swect fàncies Pma
ovcr the quiet soul.

Ali is so stili, so calmn in earîli and air,
You scarce wouId start ta meet a spirit tliere.'l

But it is tise stillnoas of awe, the repose of maijc4ty. lit summner the biush
of its mid:ïight breathes of rich s.ofttness, like the swcet dreanis of a sloop- ý
ing child, but iii tho noon of night in January whcn you look through the
fro6ted window pane on wbose fantastie devices the inoonlight sicfs s0
coldly, and mark the deep) repose of the sleeping earth as she lies ander lier
Suir canopy, and thon gaze up)on that clear blue sky wherc a thousand stars
are burning in glory, you feel as if you were watching the slumibers of a
giant, for the storm-king is but resting in those dark old woods, giving bis
empire but a breathing time.

January bas its steril realities, but it bas also its softer potry-the
beauty and sublimity of winter strike the imiagination powerfully and oel
forth its lofticst thboughts. Mlany of tho poots have rcvelled in ifs glories,
and some of their mightiest strains owe their birtit to the inspiration of wintcr.
Its fierce tempest and tyrant dominion, togther with its bright boId beauty
are noble themes for song, and natures ivorshippýer avails himnself of their
power. But we muet not bring poetry to our aid, or we would swell a
volume in praiso and admiration o? winter-a sunsot in January is poetryî
in italf-the ro6y hue on tho white snow is a swcet verse front the epic of
mature When the purple aud gold clouds

«iGather one by one
Sweeping in iomp round the dyiag *un,,"

and the whole earth lights up for one moment, as if it were a saule for the
liat good-byc.

The lover o? poetry nee" no uttered thought to ethace the beauty o? tii.
fair seene, his own feelings will aupply cvery image and chaunt to bim the
umt thrilhing anthese. But we must take our leave of January, at least in
manuscript and leave its beauty to more actual realization. Liko evcry otiier
pcriod of the year it bas itq s.-unhitie andl shadow, its Leauty and darkncss,


