SHE ROCKWOODL REVIEW

was a pot-pourri of theresinous but
spicy odors of cedar and hemlock
and pane, recently gaithered, and
converting the hving room, and
kitchen and parlor, o veritable
bowers of evergreen, towhich row-
an berries of bullnt scalet and
fall guthered maple leaves, pressed
to presetve their vivid colors, im-
parted the forest splendor peculiar
to Canadhiian woodlaunds, The house
had become a nook tn Picoie land,
to which the roarmng blaze commu-
nicated heat and hght peculiarly its
own, And then, when city news
had been hastily told. and one of
the clocks had  been warningly
struck the village through, dinner
was announced, nund gr.ests and
hosts assembled wround the tuble
in the common room  What a for-
midable task was tefore cach one
of them. and with what courayge
and re ig.ation thev awaited it!
The Daisyd -han gins. «f whom
there were two on the verge of
womanhood, waited at the table,
dided by a willing 1f clumsy brother,
while William took its head, and
Mary its foot, and the guests from
Thrivewell, half solemn, half joe-
ose, settlel down to the cne great
labor permitted on Chrstmas Day.
Another table, of s mexhat less
rroportions, served for the enter-
tainment of the vounger members
of the great Lightheart and Merry -
weather families, andif they didn t
take advantage of ther opportunitv
and loudly make the mostof at,
they wouldn't havedeserved a hittle
of the goad things of which they
<o heartily partook.  Soup was dis-
nensed  with that day, as @ mere
waste of time and energy, but the
main table steamed and creaked
under the bounteous load which
cookstove and freplace had made
~eady.  Alarge wild-turkey, stuffed
with chestnuts, served with cranb-
erries, and Fairly divided with dark
meat and light, and just *aleetle

.

tuste” of the bacon with which «
hal beer larded, was the grand
picce-de-iesistaree  aithough  ne-
b.dy cailed it that. and was unam-
mously  deoclered  wnsurpassable ;
roast-beef, the proverbial standby
«f & Yorkshire feast was merely
tritted with; some partridges. shat
by Harry Merryweather a week
o, for this very dinner, were duly
disposed of ; and a couple of ducks,
speci dly fed by Mrs. Merryweather
for the occasion, were complimented
upon their plumpness and flavor,
and dailied with; and so the meaty
e rtion of the dinner ended.  What
Will had done in the way of execu-
tion it is scarcely fair to record, for
the entertairment was his own, and
cvery man does as he likes with
that, but it is venturing little to
assert that Master Juck of olden
times, with his ample leathern wal-
let, would have stood astonished
had he been permitted to witness
the mysteri- us disappearance of
the contents of sundry well-heaped
plates which the carver bad con-
tinued to attend to during inter-
misston from the labors incident to
his position,  But we have not fin-
1~hed our Christmas dinner.  The
dessert was fully up to the preced-
iag courses. Plum pudding, blaz-
iny with proof whiskey, mince pies,
crisp in crust and rich in rasins.
pnmpkin pie and tempting tarts,
and cheese and celery, wound up
the feast, Tew and coffee, rich
with unaduiterated cream, hickory
nuts and rosy apples, tempted those
who had still a stomachic corner
unfilled, and it was strange to see,
but true to tell, that the younger
stomach had the greater capacity -

a phenomenon patent to the world
but never yet accounted for Rol-
licking laughter, sly jokes which
made the country cousins, male
and female, slightly blush, and
stories of town doings. and rural
gossip, spiced the eatertainmeut,



