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CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF HOUSEHOLD WORDS,
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» [Condueted by
nooks among the steadier lights that burn & is boy on earth, of
around us. Welcome, all that was ever real{a aﬂummumm i

to our hearts; and for the earnestness that
made you rea_i, thanks to Heaven! Do we
build no Christmas eastles in the clouds now 1
Let our thoughts, fluttering like butterflies
among these flowers of children, bear witness !
Before this boy, there stretches out a Future,
brighter than we ever looked on in our old
romantic time, but bright with honor and
with truth. Around this little head on
- which the sunny curls lie heaped, the graces
sport, as peliily, as airily, as when there
was no scythe within the reach of Time to
shear away the curls of our first-love, Upon
another girl’'s face near it—placider but
smiling bright—a quiet and contented little
face, we see Home fairly written. Shining
from the word, as rays shine from a star,
we see how, when our graves are old, other
hopes than ours are young, other hearts
than ours are moved ; how other ways are
smoothed ; how other happiness blooms,
riti&na, and deeays—no, not deea for
other homes and other bands of children,
not yet in being nor for ages yet to be, arise,
mﬂ)ﬂuam and ripen to the end of all !

Welcome, everything! Welcome, alike what
has been, and w%at never was, and what we
huﬁe may be, to your shelter underneath the
helly, to your places d the Christmas
fire, where what is sits open-hearted! In
yonder shadow, do we see obtruding furtively
upon the blaze, an enemy’s face ? Christ-
mas Day we do forgive him ! If the injury he
has done us may admit of such companion-
ship, let him come here and take his place. If
otherwise, unhappily, let him go hence, as-
sured that we will never injure nor accuse him,

On this day, we shut out N othin?; !

“ Pause,” says a low woice. “Nothing?
Think !"

“On Christmas Day, we will shut out from
our fiveside, Nothing."

“ Not the shadow of a vast City where the
withered leaves are lying deep 1" the voice re-
plies. “Not the shadow that darkens the whole
zlobe! Nottheshadow of the City of the Dead 1

Not even that. Of all days in the year, we
will turn our faces that City upon
Christmas Day, and from its silent hosts bri
those we lo amunﬁm City of the D
in the blessed name wherein we are 'gn.th&mi
together at this time, and in the Presence that.
is h&tl'fl among us ifm .d
we will receive, and not dismiss, th
who are dear to us! 7 Boage

Yes. We can look npon these children
angels that alight, so golemnly, so beautifully,
among the living children by the five, and can
bear to think how they departed from us.
Entertaining angels unawares, as the Patri-
archs did, the playful children arve unconseious
of their ; but we can see them—can
see a tarm arcund one favorite neck,
as if there were a tempting of that child
away. Among the celestial figures there is

to the promise,

mother said fl: guieved her much to laaw]*&}
here, alone, _r-wm&uﬂ ears as it was likely
would before Ie.a.m&: he ing
such a little child. But he went quickly, an
‘was laid upon her breast, and in her hand she

leads him. ;

There was a t boy, who fell, far
away, upon a burning sand beneath a burning
sun, and said, ¥ Tell them at home, with my
last love, how much I could have wished to
kiss them once, but that I died contented and
had done my duty ! Or there was another,
over whom they read the words, “Therefore
we commit his body to the dark!™ and so con-
signed him to the Kmly ocean and sailed on.
Or there was another who lay down to his
rest in the dark shadow of great forests, and,
on earth, awoke no more. O shall they not,
from sand and sea and forest, be brought
home at such a time !

There was a dear girl—almost a woman—
never to be one—who made a monrning
Christmas in a house of joy, and went her
trackless way to the silent City. Do we re-
cellect her, worn out, faintly whispering what
could not be heard, and falling into that last
sleep for weariness ? O look upon her now !
O look upon her beaunty, ler =erenity, her
changeless youth, her iness! Thedaught
of Jairus was recalled to life, to die ; but she,
more blest, has heard the same voice, saying
unto her, “ Arise for ever!"

‘We had a friend who was our friend from
E;iﬂyday with whom we ﬂﬂ':an.pimm}ltha
changes 'that were to come upon our liv
and g;:rrily imagoi how w:P:mnlﬂ'- _m
and walk, and think, and talk, when we came
to be old, His destined habitation in f.ha-{-'}‘i:ﬁ
of the Dead received him in his prime. §
he be shut out from our i - rémem-
brance ? Would his love have so excluded us ?

Lost friend, lost child, lost pum, t, sister,
brother, husband, wife, we wi mbmﬂbmr&
you ! You shall old your cherished An
our Christmas hearts, and by onr Christmas
fires ; and in the season of immortal hope,
and on the birthday of immortal mercy, we
‘will shut out Nothing !
Th&mte:hmngnmm over town and
nll?e‘ ; on the sea it es a rosy path,
ek 'ﬂmA f n moments, and mtl]::
water, EW Imore t sinks,
and night comes on, and lights begin to
sparkle in the p On the hill-side 1
yond the shapelessly-diffused town, and in
the quiet keeping of the trees that gird the
v}]la.g&‘-l-steepla, mnnzlhmnm are cut ;atmm,
anted in common flowers, growing in grass,
Eutwin&rl with lowl br&mﬁﬁm many
a mound of earth. town and n.l!ags,tbg: ;
are doors and windows closed against o
¥

‘healthy music
‘and harm ex-
cluded from the temples of the Houschold
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Charles Dickens.]  WHAT CHRISTMAS IS TO A BUNCH OF PEOPLE. ' 3

Gods, but be those remembrances admitted
with tender enc ement ! They are of
the time and all its comforting-and peac

unitadervanuﬁgn earth the living and the
dead ; and of t o
ness that too many men have tried to tear to
narrow shreds.

ey

WHAT CHRISTMAS IS TO A BUNCH
OF PEOPLE.

Tug Farner oF A Faamny rubs his hands
with a W smile when Chrigtmas eomes ;
and yet he now and then raises one finger to
the calenlating “organ™ of his craninm with
rather a thoughtful air, su ive of certain
bills and taxes, which he is resolved shall not
weigh upon his mind. Why should they ?
He will get through his Christmas bills some-
how or other, as he has done before. He has
no doubt of being able to muster the money
to “ article ” his eldest son fo a hiﬁhl]r respect-
able solicitor ; he has laid up a small
portion for his eldest danghter, and makes

: Eﬁﬂ-j sure of doing as much for the others hi

e time they are old enough to be marrie

He has a good business ; his wife is a clever
i ;. they live happily together; the
holly-berries smile at with the well-
remembered sparkle of early days; he there-
fore determines to enjoy the merry season as
of old. What 1Iii" he tfataﬁ see ]l:na]i'-a-dcﬁizn n]:lare
hairs displaying themselves, as though to
gf‘?}’w him that another year has passed, and
a certain line or two in his face does look a
trifle deeper than when he had last observed
it? What have such small matters to de
with the real age of a man? A man is as
old as he feels, and no more. The fact is,
the Father of a Family is as young as he was
twenty years ago; so he gives his hair an
additional and rather flonrishing tonch with a
comb, puts on a new waistcoat, brushes the
gollar of his ecoat, and, looking dewn with
on his boots as he sets his hat
lightly upon his head, sallies out upon the land-
i ce, and shouts a jaunty inquiry as to
ﬁ;nhin-wifaand daughter will be ready to
ﬂmmchurch. The boys arve gone on b

but impatient, tattoo with his rs upon the
banisters, and inhaling eve iﬁ: and then a
savoury whiff of sweet h rising up from
the kitchen.

Tre Moraer or A Faminy has a world of
anxions thoughts about her. She likes Christ-
mas ; it is, no doubt, a pleasant time ; there
are mw sweet memories and hopes attend-
ing it, and altogether it must be considered as
hapﬁy : but the buteher's bill, she knows, must
be heavy—the baker’s too—and as for the

cer’s, she is almost afraid to think of it.
egides thig, there is a new dress-maker’s bill,
“whieh she has not yet told Mr. Broadback
about. But how was all this to be avoided ?

hile he stands thrumming a pleased, |

As to herself, she could not do with less, nor
her eldest daughter, especially on the eve
of her marringe—a happy marriage she most
devoutly hopes it will be. Then there are the
growing girllf,aaﬂ of whose dresses have got
80 ingly short, that ghe could almost
wish the follies of Bloomerism had been
softened and translated, and entered England
under another character—as a Persian,
Turkish, or Polish ladies’ *fashions” just
imported from Paris—so that mebﬂmg
economically elegant might have gradually
been introduced, inch by inch, as it were, to
the great saving of the Mothers of large families
of danghters. As for the bonnet-maker, she
muat wait, It is unknown what sums have i'mu
id that bonnet-maker in the conrse of the
t six years. Perhaps it would be best not to
think any more of these matters just at present.
At any rate, Mr. Breadback shall have a
Christmas Jinner; ghe will take care of that ;
and all their relations and friends whe are
invited shall be made as happy as possible.
Toe Erpesr Sox has a mixed feeling
about Christmas. He has mo very romantic
impressions of the study of the Law ; but he
wishes to begin life, and to take the first step
towards making his way in the world ; and as
he is to be articled to Mr. Benjamin Shee
gkin early in January, he looks upon the
intermediate time rather impatiently. At
least he would do so, but that his ceusin Ellen
is to dine with them on Christmas-day, and
stay on a visit for a week !
whieh there will be round games and forfeits,
and he will “go ers” with his cousin,
and dance with her, and show her all his law-
books, and decoy her under the mistletoe-
bough ; and so he expects to pass a very
merry time before he goes to the office of Mr.

Sh%ﬁﬁakm,
at Christmasisto Tae ELoest Dave
we may pretty well infer from the in
ightness in her eyes, the frequent blush that
suffuses her soft chaaia, the occasional pensive
air suddenly a.wakeninilnp with a smile, the
tender sigh, and the additional pains she takes
with héT'gbenuﬁ.ful hair, which is never out of
order, and yet she thinks it continually needs
to be brushed and smoothed, and set to rights,
To her, Christmas evidently comes with a wed-

ing-ring concealed in a wreath of e
il:i.gs the eldest son, there are “m.;"
and these rollicking young chaps are home

for the holidays; and Christnas to them is
(weather permitting) an endless snecession of
sliding and snow-balls, and hoops, and going
on the ice ; and Plum—puddiﬁ and mince-pies,
and games at blind-man’s-butf, and other romps
in the evening, with Eﬂﬂp—dl‘ll%ﬁn after supper.

Torae Youxeest CaLp—alittle bright-eved
fairy of five years old, in a white and ui}r-
blue froek, purple eash, and red shoes—
Christmas is a season of romance. It is a
whirl of shining hours, in which there are
new toys of mysterious beauty, and dances,
and kisses, and cakes of all sorts, and sweet-




