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TIME was, with most of us, when Christmas Day encircling
al our limited world like amagic ring, left nothing out for us
to miss or seek; boundtogether al our home enjoyments,
affections, and hopes; grouped everything and every one
aroundthe Christmas fire; and made the littl e picture shining
in ou bright young eyes, complete.

Time cane, perhaps, al so soon, when our thoughts
over-leaped that narrow boundxry; when there was ssme one
(very dear, we thought then, very beautiful, and absolutely
perfect) wanting to the fulness of our happiness;, when we
were wanting too (or we thought so, which dd just as well)
at the Christmas heath by which that some ore sat; and
when we intertwined with every wreah and garland o our
life that some one's name.

That was the time for the bright visionary Christmases
which have long arisen from us to show faintly, after
summer rain, in the palest edges of the rainbow! That was
the time for the beaified enjoyment of the things that were to
be, and never were, and yet the things that were so red in our
resolute hope that it would be hard to say, now, what rediti es
adhieved since, have been stronger!

What! Did that Christmas never really come when we
and the priceless pearl who was our young choice were
recaved, after the happiest of totally impossble marriages,
by the two unted families previously at daggers-drawn on
ow acourt? When brothers and sisters-in-law who hed
always been rather cod to us before our relationship was
effected, perfectly doted on s, and when fathers and
mothers overwhelmed us with urimited incomes? Was that
Christmas dinner never redly eden, after which we aose,
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and generously and eloquently rendered honaur to ou late
rival, present in the company, then and there exchanging
friendship and forgiveness and foundng an attachment, na
to be surpassed in Greek or Roman story, which subsisted
until deah? Has that same rival long ceased to care for that
same priceless peal, and married for money, and kecome
usurious? Abowe dl, doweredly know, now, that we shoud
probably have been miserable if we had won and worn the
peal, and that we are better withou her?

That Christmas when we had recently achieved so much
fame; when we had been caried in triumph somewhere, for
doing something great and good when we had won an
honoued and ennolded name, and arrived and were recaved
a home in a shower of teas of joy; is it possible that that
Christmas has not come yet?

And is our life here, a the best, so congtituted that,
pausing as we alvance at such a noticedle mile-stone in the
trak as this grea birthday, we look back on the things that
never were, as naturally and full as gravely as on the things
that have been and are gore, or have been and still are? If it
be so, and so it seans to be, must we wme to the conclusion
that lifeislittl e better than a dream, and littl e worth the loves
and strivings that we aowd into it?

No! Far be such miscalled phlosophy from us, dea
Reader, on Christmas Day! Nearer and closer to ou heats
be the Christmas irit, which is the spirit of adive
usefulness perseverance, cheerful discharge of duty,
kindrnessand forbearance! It isin the last virtues espedally,
that we are, or shoud be strengthened by the
unacemplished visions of our youth; for, who shall say that
they are not our teachers to ded gently even with the
impal pable nathings of the eath!
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Therefore, as we grow older, let us be more thankful
that the drcle of our Christmas as®ciations and d the
lessons that they bring, expands! Let us welcome every one
of them, and summon them to take their places by the
Christmas heath.

Welcome, old aspirations, glittering creaures of an
ardent fancy, to your shelter underneath the haly! We know
you, and have not outlived you yet. Welcome, dd projeds
and dd loves, howvever fleding, to your nooks among the
steadier lights that burn around 8. Welcome, all that was
ever red to ou heats; and for the eanestnessthat made you
red, thanks to Heaven! Do we build no Christmas castles in
the douds now? Let our thoughts, fluttering like butterflies
among these flowers of children, bea witnesd Before this
boy, there stretches out a Future, brighter than we ever
looked onin ou old romantic time, bu bright with honou
and with truth. Around this little head on which the sunny
curls lie hegoed, the graces ort, as prettily, as airily, as
when there was no scythe within the reach of Time to shear
away the curls of our first-love. Uponanather girl’s face nea
it—pladder but smiling kright—a quiet and contented littl e
face we see Home fairly written. Shining from the word, as
rays sine from a star, we seehow, when ou graves are old,
other hopes than ous are young, other hearts than ous are
moved; how other ways are smoacthed; how other happiness
blooms, ripens, and decays—no, na decays, for other homes
and aher bands of children, nd yet in being na for ages yet
to be, arise, and Hoom andripen to the end d all!

Welcome, everything! Welcome, alike what has been,
and what never was, and what we hope may be, to your
shelter underneah the hoally, to your places round the
Christmas fire, where what is sts open-heated! In yonder
shadow, do we see obtruding furtively upon the blaze, an
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enemy’s face? By Christmas Day we do forgive him! If the
injury he has dore us may admit of such companionship, let
him come here and take his place If otherwise, unheppily,
let him go hence aswred that we will never injure nor
acaise him.

On this day we shut out Nothing!

“Pause,” says alow voice. “Nothing? Think!”

“On Christmas Day, we will shut out from our fireside,
Nothing.”

“Not the shadow of a vast City where the withered
leaves are lying deep?’ the voice replies. “Not the shadow
that darkens the whole globe? Not the shadow of the City of
the Dead?”’

Not even that. Of al days in the year, we will turn ou
faces towards that City upon Christmas Day, and from its
silent hosts bring those we loved, among us. City of the
Ded, in the blessed name wherein we ae gathered together
at this time, and in the Presence that is here among us
acording to the promise, we will receve, and nd dismiss
thy people who are dear to us!

Yes. We can look uponthese children angels that alight,
so solemnly, so beautifully among the living children by the
fire, and can bea to think how they departed from us.
Entertaining angels unawares, as the Patriarchs did, the
playful children are unconscious of their guests; but we can
seethem—can see aradiant arm around e favourite ned,
as if there were a tempting of that child away. Among the
cdestia figuresthereis one, apoa mis-shapen boy on eath,
of a glorious beauty now, of whom his dying mother said it
grieved her much to leave him here, aone, for so many yeas
as it was likely would elapse before he cane to her—being
such a little dild. But he went quickly, and was laid upm
her breast, and in her hand she leads him.
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There was a gdlant boy, who fell, far away, upona
burning sand beneah a burning sun, and said, “Tell them at
home, with my last love, hov much | could have wished to
kissthem once, bu that | died contented and had dore my
duty!” Or there was anather, over whom they read the words,
“Therefore we mmit his body to the deep,” and so
consigned him to the lonely ocean and sailed on. Or there
was ancther, who lay down to hisrest in the dark shadow of
gred forests, and, onearth, awoke no more. O shall they nat,
from sand and sea and forest, be brought home at such a
time!

There was a dear girl—amost a woman—never to be
one—who made a mourning Christmasin a house of joy, and
went her trackless way to the silent City. Do we rewlled
her, worn ou, faintly whispering what could na be head,
and falling into that last slegp for weainess? O look upm
her now! O look yon her beauty, her serenity, her
changelessyouth, her happinesd The daughter of Jairus was
recdled to life, to de; but she, more blest, has head the
same voice, saying unto her, “Arise for ever!”

We had a friend who was our friend from ealy days,
with whom we often pictured the changes that were to come
upon ou lives, and merrily imagined hov we would spe,
and walk, and think, and talk, when we came to be old. His
destined habitation in the City of the Dead received him in
his prime. Shall he be shut out from our Christmas
remembrance? Would his love have so excluded us? Lost
friend, lost child, lost parent, sister, brother, husband, wife,
we will not so dscad you! You shal haod your cherished
places in ou Christmas heats, and by our Christmas fires,
and in the season of immortal hope, and onthe birthday of
immortal mercy, we will shut out Nothing!
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The winter sun goes down ower town and ull age; onthe
seait makes a rosy path, as if the Saaed tread were fresh
uponthe water. A few more moments, and it sinks, and right
comes on, and lights begin to sparkle in the prosped. On the
hill -side beyond the shapelesdy-diffused town, and in the
quiet keeping of the trees that gird the vill age-steeple,
remembrances are aut in stone, planted in common flowers,
growing in grass entwined with lowly brambles arourd
many a mound d earth. In town and ll age, there ae doa's
and windows closed against the weaher, there are flaming
logs hegped high, there are joyful faces, there is hedthy
music of voices. Be dl ungentleness and harm excluded
from the temples of the Househod Gods, but be those
remembrances admitted with tender encouragement! They
are of the time ad al its comforting and peacéul
ressaurances, and of the history that re-united even upm
eath the living and the dead; and d the broad beneficence
and goodressthat too many men have tried to tear to narrow
shreds.



