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'floral as well as bis inteliectual quali- from a f ount of benevoience and kind-
ties, and make us love the mail, at the ly charity. Not oniy bis'1 Oid Christ-
s4mre time that we admire the author. mas,' but ail Washington Irvings

Atthis season of the year, when ail writings, breathe the spirit of Chris-
Uleni are, for one brief day, in bar- tian love, with which ail hearts shouId
ntollY, we can sympathize most truly be filied at Christmas.

wihan author whose writings spring

KASPAR.

BY R.RUTLAND MÂNNERS.

'rf' IS Christmas Eve, aild a cold clear niglit,
T And the earth 18 filled with the white moonlight,

Which fails through the frosty air from oil higli,
Prom the crystal blue of a winter sky,
And glittering rests on the drifted silow,
And gieams on the half-iced stream below;
And the forest's naked limba arrays
With ilumberiess trembiing diamond sprays,
By the Frost-king there unradiant atrewn.
Now iiiumed by the white-fire toucli of the moon.

iRound the mountain's base the river glides,
Prom the gloom of the pile on its rugged sides,
And creeps through the Yale by the evergreen shade;
IBy the friilging eiders, ail leafless made;
iBy the hazel-copse ; by the ice-bound wheel
0f the moated, loilg unhusy miii,
And into the quiet burg liard by
Whose quaint tile roofs sharply rise on high,
Till beyoild 'tis iost in a distant wood,
Where its voice alone stirs the solitude.

The village churcli caps a ileighbouriilg bll,

0rrowu with ivy and tufted moss;
'Neath giant wiiiows weirdly stili,
'Which a shadowy net-work weave across
The snow's white f olde on roof aild tower,
There deftiy spread as by magic power,-
0'er which. points the spire with its cross on high,9
Seeming set 'mid the brilliailts that fill the sky.

From the gothic windows a dim liglit creeps
Through the ooloured. panes, and softiy glows


