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attraction of geniality and good
feeling to all who come within its
magic circle. Its leapingand dune-
ing flames adding a sparkle to ¢ven
prosaic conversation, and filling the
pauses with musical silence.

Most of all has its banishment
taken from the joys and imagina-
tive glories of the Christmas festi-
val, and defrauded the children of
our wiser and more scientific age of
their ancient heritagein Santa Claus
and his legendary visits: the fear-
ful joy to childish ears of listening
for the patter of reindeer hoofs upon
the snow covered roof, the tinkling
of fairy bells, and the mysterio s
descent of the rotund and saintly
figure through the labrrinthine
chimney throat, wuns orched by
smouldering embevs to deposit in
the traditionary stockings ranged
along the mantel such wondertui
and delightful gifts,

Far remote from town and city
m isolated country houseand wood-
side cabin the tutelary divinity is
still the Kriss Kringle of early love,
whose rites of mystery and merii
ment are still celebrated under the
holly and the mistletue by rustic
swains and apple-checked maidens.
and a younger generation of Jack
Horners whoafter the time-honored
tradition on thisauspicious day still
<it in chimney corners ecating gen-
erous slices of Christmas pie,
whereof each fresh discovery of
hidden plum maketh fresh oceasion
of wonder and gratulation.

Apples are roasting on the broad
hearthstone, and on the high chim
ney piece are shining pewter tank-
ards and flagons, wherein at stated
times sparkleth and foameth the
newly drawn cider. Here when
the air is yet redolent of roast goose
and plum pudding, and the delicate
sweet herbs which enter into the
composition of stutting dear to the
heart of childhood -now circleth
the famuly group their number

augmented by the cheerful faces of
fr ¢ dand neighbor, and thearriva,
of some far-dwelling son or daugh
ter. ‘The little ones graciously per-
mitted to sit up ‘‘for this night
only,” end erstwhile nestling beside
grandmamma's big chair, deep in
the discussion of the several me-its
of dolls and hobbyhorses, bhave
been tucked into curtained beds,
each with a wooden-limbed doll o
furry dog clasped to the infantine
breast, the spirit whereof walketh
through the fairvland of infant
dreams.

Outside the wind rattleth the
casement, and the frost gathers its
fern like tracery over the pane,
while inside the red brand falling
down sendeth a storm of sparks up
the roaring chimney.

The dark-eyed daughter, v
round cheek shielded from the
ruddy blaze by the family news-
paper, readeth thercfrom the tale
of witcheraft or of ghost haunted
dwelling. The solitary skater on
lonely 1ce-mantled pool lingereth
tu cat yet one more marvellous and
fantastic floutish ere he turneth
away to join the light and warmth
and jocound laughter of the home
circle. Far off along thelevel coun-
try roads is heard the faint music
of merry sleigh bells where rustic
beaux and belles are gathering in
gay cavalcades at some country inn
tor the dance.

Returning townward the lights
wwinkle bravely along streets des-
erted for once by the hum and
bustle of trade. The passer by
encounters only here and there a
hurrying passenger or vehicle going
to or returning from some festive
scene. For to-day the tradesman
and the man of business have laid
aside the cares of the . ork day
world, and every eve 1 -ams a wel-
come, and every tongue i s ready
the friendly salutation.

As if the solemn and joyful news



