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happy:; ond how could it %e otherwise >
His family ‘ere rc-united, his. dearest
houschold tteasures ave on all sides of
him, and if he be a man of some imagin.
ative power he may, while the young pco-
ple merrily chat, and the elder oncs gos-
aip about anything and everything plea-
want, call up before his mental eye a
vision of the same scene being enacted in
every dwelling in the land, from the high-
est to the lowest, and while thus engaged
philosophise on the effect of: the festival
of Christmas on socicty at large. He
discerns in Christmas not an ordinary
feast, but one in which unstucied and in-
voluntary hemage is offered-to the Divine
Being, not only by our worship of Him
and our gratitude for His bounties, but
by the unbidden spontaneous feeling that
to give to the poor is to give to Him, who
gave Himself up for. us, for rich and poor
alike.”

New ‘Year's.Day is also an interesting
Anniversary—being generally observed
as a day of social intezcourse, and mutual
congratulations, May 1864 be to- our
patrons, friends, and the public, a year of
snoral, intellectual and general progress—
a.year of prosperity—a year of happiness,,

GRATITUDE:

When the nature of gratitude is con-
sidered in its proper light, as a.debt
which we have contracted, and which
eonscquently must be discharged, we see
at once that the merit or, demeris of the
individual to whom we owe this debt has
nothing whatever to do with the payment
of it. A generbus mind would perhaps
feel more bound to discharge it to an un-
worthy object, simply because where re-
spect ox, love was wanting, gratcful feel-
ing would;be all that could with propriety
be offered.  But, as in all;such cases, the
debt, though just, must still be painful
and humiliating, it is of the utmost im..
portance, both to young and old, that
they should be careful never to be the
willing recipicats of obligations from per-
sons whom they nceither, love nor esteem.
‘They nced great watchfulness in this re-
spect, and sometimes from. their over-
willingncss to incur obligations, involve
themselves in connections and associa-
tions highly disadvantageous. It is an
exeallent plan fer young women always
to put this guestion to themselves before
they accept au offercd kindress— Is the
person wito offers it one whom I should
like to feel indebted 103" Or, “Am]
prepared to make all the xeturn of grati-
tude to that person which would, under
similar circumstances, be due to the moat
praiscworthy and distinguisbed individual
of my acquaintance I—Mrs. Lilis.,
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SNOW AT CHRISTMAS.

What better sport is there than sliding
down hill? Take your sled ona clear,
winter day—start from the top. of a. long
slippery hill—and—away you go—sliding,
rushing along—faster and faster—your
vcry blood daneing in your veing—now
jumping over this knoll and then over
that—bouncing away to the bottom of
the hill. \WVhat if your feet arc cold, and
your fipgers too? Off of your sied quick,
and trudge back again—the exercise will
warm you ready for another start.

Well do I remember a good time Thad
years ago. It was two days before Christ-
mas—there was a heavy fall of snow,
and all of us boys, ang some of the girls
too, were rcjoicing oyer the capital fun
we should have as soon as it stopped
snowing.,

In the.afternoon.as we. left school; one
of eur number, who was always prophe-
cying about the weather, said, ¥ Sce!,
Low. red.it is in the west! and look, the
wind is in the.north~—it will stop snow-
ing before morning, and will be cold
enough.” ¢ What sport we will have
then!” said another who stood by; ¢1I

run a race with any of you!”

And sure enough, the next morning it,
was clear and cald, and half an hour be-
‘ fore school we boys were at. work, clear-

ing away the snow, and making a gnod
path on the hill just Lack of the school-
house ; before we had finished, however,
the bellrang, and with red checks and
cold fingers we rushed into the school-
house out of breath, and flocked about
the stove, where there was a rousing
wood fire ; some.of us.who were too cager
to get warm paid for it dearly-—soon, our
fingers and toes began to smart. Upon.
the advice of some one, ws ran our
fingers into our bair; but wbat were we
to do with our toes? e were not left
lang to consider—the teacher calling the
school to order dirccted us to find our
scats, and we soon forgot our pains in
getting ready for recitation.

As it was. the day before Christmas,
we were dismissed. early in the afternoon.
Once out of school, there was a rush for
sleds ; and boys and girls, all of us were
ready for a start. We found our hill one
glare of ice, with decp snow banks on
both sides; we soon found out how this
came.  Oac of the boys asked permission
10 *‘go out” during the morning exer-

will have my ¢ Gen. Jackson,' ready to.
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cises, and had taken the opportunity teo
draw several buckets of water, and. pour
it upon the track we had openeds

Soon we were at it, * Gen. Jackson'™
taking the lead, followed by several larger
combatants. 1 was rcady with my long,
sled, scated. in front stcaring, with twe
of the girls behind; all were cheering,,
laughing, and shouting, **out of the way,,
or I'll run over you!” Gen Jackson did,
keep ahead; but some said, he did not
start fair. We were soon buck again for
another start—one of our number, more.
adventurdus than the rest,- took his sled
in his hands, ran a short distance, and
then threw himself at full length on the.
scat, using his feet behind for steering;,
when half way down the hill, and at full
speed, suddenly his sled turncd, and,
away he went head first into the snow
bank, nothing left but his feet, kicking
furiously in the air; he soon found his
way out, with a red face and clothes
covered with snow. We all laughed,
heartily,, whieh so.vexed him, that he
left‘the hill and was not- scen again that
day.;. but I was as. unfortunate, for soon
after, when near the bottom of the hill,
with my sleigh load of girls, over we.
went, k into a bed of snow, they here,,
there, and,everywhere ; and what a time,,
sleds whizzing past—boys halloving, girls
crying—all in confusion. We soon found
that we were all safe, no one hurt, and:
all was forgotten in the excitement. The
next day was Christmas, warm, and the
snow melting;, acd from the way the.
snow-balls flew one would think we were
bound to make the best use of it. But
talking ahout snow-balls puts me in mind
of a story I read not long since in a book
called, ¢ The Private Life of an Eastern
King,” in which an Englishman, who
lived for some time in Qude, in Hindos-
tan, describes, at length, the strange do-
ings of the king of the country. He was
a whimsigal, passionate, and often very
cruel fellow, with the power of doing
pretty much as he liked. One day they
told him about snow and snow-balling,
and.he tried to imitate the fun with flow-
ers for snow-balls, Icre is the story :—

¢¢ Christmas sports led to a description
of what winter was; winter led to snow;
snow to snow-balling. We described to
his majesty the art and pastime of snow-
balling as well as we could. To a man
who had never scen snow, it was not very
easy to describe it vividly.



