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fli.it, far Im-Iow i» «>m niy ( hrislrim , 'Irrf, I srr d.irtr, lirfy, re! 'I'hratrrH in the

(lay liiiM', adornc'l Willi llic.c asvjtialioii'. as with iIk- frclic.l jjarlan'ls f»f llic rarc>l

llovvris, .iii<l ( haririmt; iiic yol.

Hut liirk ! 'Mic Waits arc playing,', arul tli»:y Urcak my <hiMi.|i shrp ! Wliat
itiia^^'c. do I a-vjcialc with the Thri -Irria iini ,i( a. I -,(«: them srf forth on ihr

( hii.tmas 'Vrvv't Known Ixfofc all tlir other,, keeping' f;ir apart from ail the

others, they );alhfr roinid my lilth: hcl. An ati^ci, Kprakin^; lo a j;roii|i (,f

shepJH'rrls in a fi'ld ; some travellers, with eyt-i nidifte'l, followin^j a star; a l»ahy

m a nian(;( I ; a ihihl in a paeious temple, lalkinj; with {;rave irien ; -i solemn
(i|;nre, willi a nnl'l and IxMutihd lur, rai^injj a dead (dri hy thf: hand ; ajLiain, near

a city ^ate, callinjj hack the son r»f a widow, (.n liis l»icr, to life ; a crowd of t)ef)ple

lofikinj^ throiijdi the o|)f:ne(| roof of a < hamher wherr- he sit ., and hltinj^ d'»wn a

sick per .on on a hed, witii r(»j»es ; the ,ame, in a tempct, walk mjj on the water to

a ship ; a};aiM, ow a sca-shorc, t<:a( hm^' a ^'reat multitude ; a(,'ani, with a child upon
his knee, and other (hildien round ; a;.;ain, re.torinjj M/dit to the Idind, speech lo

the dninh, hearin^^ to the deaf, health lo the sick, strenj'.th to the lame, knowledjje

to the i|;noranl ; a;;ain, dyin;^ upon a T'ross, watched hy armed soldiers, a tliic k

darknc-ss < (uniiij^ «^ii, the eailh hejdnnin;; to .hakt, and only one voice heard,
•' 1'orj.dve them, for they know not what tliey do."

Still, «»n the lower and maturer branches of the Tree, Thrislmas assfjciations

(luster thick. School-hf»oks ^liut tip ; Ovid and Virj;il silenf(r|; the Rule ui

Three, with its cool impertinent inquiries. Ion;,' dispose'l of ; T rente and I'laiitir;

acted no more, in an arena of huddled desks and fortn ., all chipped, and notched,

and inkeil ; ( rii ket hat ., '.tumps, and halls, left hij;h(;r nj), with the smell <S

trodden (.jrass and the softened noise of shouts in tl)e eveninj^ air ; the tree is still

fre-.h, '.till \n\y. II \ no more ((un<! home at (!hri .tmas tim(;, there will he hoy,

and ^'irls (thank Heaven!) wliiit; the World lasts; and they df> ! Yonder they

dance and play upon the branches of my Tree, dod bles;* them, merrily, and iny

heart dances and [days tr>o I

And I (/(> corrur home at (^hriilmas. We all do, or we all sh(.iild. We all come
home, or (uiidit to come; h(»nie, for a short holiday -the h^njjer, the luMter from
the ^'reat boarflinj^-sehool, where we are for ever vvorkinj^ at our arithmetical slates,

to take, and ^(wv. a rest. As to (^oini; a visitin(^, where can we not /;o, if we will
;

where have we not been, when we would ; starling our fancy from cnir Christmas
Tree I

Away into the wint(;r ])ros[)ect. There are many stuli upon tlie tree ! (')n, by
low-lyin^, mi-.ly j^rounrls, throu^di fens and fo(^;s, up Ir)n{; hill,, winding dark as

caverns between thi(,k |)lantations, ahnost shutting out the sparkling stars ; so, out
on broad heights, until we stop at last, with sudden silence, at an avenue. The
gated;ell has a deep, half-awful s(jund in the frosty air ; tlur gale swinjjs open on
its hinges; and, as we drive up U) a great house, the glancing lights grr^w larger

in the windows, and the opjjcjsing r(jws of trees seem to fall solerrmly back on
either side, to give u, place. At intervals, all day, a frightened hare has shf;t

across this whitened turf; ()r the distant clatter of a herd of deer trampling the

hard frost, has, for the minute, crushed the sihrnce \(i<). Their watchful eyes
beneath the fern may be shining n(iW, if we could see them, like the icy dewdropfi
on the leaves ; but they are still, and all is still. And so, the lights growing
larger, and the trees falling back before us, and closing ujj again behind us, as if

to forbid retreat, we come to the hf;use.

There is probably a smell of roasted cliestnuts and other grjod crimforlable thing:;

all the lime, for we are telling Winter Stories— (ihost Stories, or more shame for

lis—roujid the Christinas fir(r ; and we have never stirred, except to draw a little

Jiearcr to it. lUil, no matter f(;r that. We came to the house, and it is an old


