L
'z
;
;
;

ance

AND

Qjml'l‘ltg[ :

FIDELITY.

Vol XL

CHRISTMAS.

Number XIIL

The Temperance Journal, -

THrR ORGAN of the GRAND DIvISION of the Sons of
Temperance of Newfoundland: yublished on every
alternate Tuesday, by the Publisiing Commillee, at
their Printing Oftice, No. 341, Duckworth Street, E.
Brack, Chairman of Committee, Agent. Subscrip-
fcon:—SIX SUHILLINGS, per ann., paysable in advance.

.

OONTENTS.

Christmas Carol, ...

What we owe to Christmas,

Christmas as it was and is, .
Christmas Eve at Manor Farm, ...
Christmas Graces ;:—Charity,

The Christmas Visitor,

A Timely Reminder, :

Comic Miseries of Christmas,

“ Forgotten :”—A Picture,

Christmas Editorial, <n

The uses of Christmas, ..

Christmas Announcements,

“ Old Scrooge” in a New Charaeter,

“ When the Christmas Snow is Falling,”
Christmas Evergreens,
“ A Merry Christmas,” .. .o
Happy Thoughts, ... ce
Christmas Firelight, s
Newfoundland—"To Be, ... o s
Christmas Tidings :—Local and Foreign,

CHRISTMAS CAROL.
THERE’S a song in the air!
There's a star in the sky;
There's a mother’s deep prayer!
And a baby’s low cry;

And the star sheds its fire while the Beautiful sing,
For the manger of Bethlehem cradles a King !

There’s a tumult of jo
O’er the wonderful birth,
For the Virgin’s sweet boy
Is the Lord of the earth :
Ay ! the star rains its fire,and the Beautiful sing,
For the manger of Bethlehem cradles a King!

In the light of that star _
Lie the ages impearled ;
And that song from afar r
Has swept over the world ;
Every hearth is aflame, and the Beautifnl sing,
In the homes of the nations that Jesus is King.

We rejoice in the light,
And we echo the song :
That comes down through the night
From the heavenly throng :
Ay! we sheut to the lovely evangel they bring,

And we greet in his cradle our Sariour and King.
Dr. J. G. Horraxp®

WHAT WE OWE TO CHRISTMAS.
(Scribner’s Monthly.)
WE PITY THE MAN who can find nothing

in the Christmas holiday but an occasion

of social merry-making, and the bestow-
al and interchange of gifts, and who fails to re-
alize that it commemorates the beginning and the
source of more blessings than he can count. The
hat he wears, the coat that covers him with com-
fort and comeliness, the house that shelters him,
the culture that gives him personal and social

value, the books that fill his library and enrich his
leisure, the institutions that organize his privi-
leges in church and State and society, the pic-
tures that adorn his home, the gentleness of cha-
racter and the harmony of sociul relations that
make life so sweet and safe, in contrast with the
conditions of savage existence, and even the qua-
lity of the air he breathes—for climate is modi-
fied by the changes wrought through Christian
civilization—are the result of the wonderful life
that, nearly nineteen hundred ﬁears ago, drew its
first breath in a stable, while the great star look-
ed on, and the angels tunefully told of God’s !
good-will to men. The life that began then and |
there became the way to happy immortality and
heaven.  The leader then born—himself perfec-
tion—took his place at the front of progress ; and
every excellence achieved by indiriduals and na-
tions has been the result of a faithful following
in his shining footsteps. :
What are we, in all that is admirable and desi-
rable in character and condition, that is not di-
rectly craceable to the manger at Bethlehem ?
The being introduced to an earthly existence there
brought with him the means for the redemp-
tion and transformation of a race. The best civi-
lization the world has ever seen was founded upon
the principles of the religion which lie taught.
All institutions have been good just in propor-
tion in which they have incorporated his spi-
rit and his precepta. The noblest inspirations of

been drawn from him. In ten thousand ways he
is the fountain of the world’s life, and those who
contemn his person and his mission must do it
dissuaded by the blessings which he bears to
them during every moment of their lives.

Let the children wish each other “ A merry
Christmas ;”’ and in the gifts that come to them
realize a pleasure that no other day of all the year
can bestow. They are young. and can know little
more' than the simple fact thav their hands are
full of good because Jesus Christ was born. o
what higher knowledge can we who are older, at-
tain? But with us the day should also be one of
wofcund gratitude, of sweet and solemn pleasure.

e commemorate the birthday of a personal
friend or of a public henefactor with gay festivi-
ties ; but the Eirbh-day of the Divine Redeemer
of a race calls for emotions deeper than merri-
ment, and for feelings more dignified and signifi-
caut than cluster round an extra good dinner.

“ A merry Christmas!” then, to the children.
aud a deeply happy and grateful Christmas to all!

et

CHRISTMAS AS IT WAS AND IS.
(Derbyshire Times.)

HE LITTLE RURAL VILLAGE where

the Saviour was born was neither pictures-

que, nor grand, nor in any way remark-
able. [ts olive vards, vinevards, trim fruit gar-
dens, and granaries, show that new, as then, it
was we!l nammed Bethlehem—the ¢ House of
Food.” In the spring the sloping hills are gay
with the scarlet anemone, blue pimpernel, white
valerian, and crimson lvekness, But now, in
the winter, when the figtrees are naked, all
looks barren, wild, aud poor. Last night, as of
old. the meuntains of Maob shut in the eastern
horizon with the same sharp outline; the orient-
al midnight, deep biune. not black, is still gem-
med by the same wonderful sturs. Thir was
the rcene —this solitary corner of the earth where
the words were spoken out of ITeaven which

have become the guniding hope of man. ¢ Oa

earth peace. good will towards men.!’ Those
words are heavenly munsic in themselves, even
without the celestial harmony te which the as-
tonished Shepherds listened. The story is still
told, and the lesson can come hiome to all of us,
-=** peace and good will.” How much of that
sweet lesson have we learned to put into prae-
tice? How much?

The family festival, the social meetings of
friends, even every united family is a little tem-
ple, where human loving kindness is the best
sacrifice. In the giandest days of the old Roman
Empiie a family meant a household of slaves,
serving cruel and capricions masters and mis-
tresses, who might scourge them to death at
their pleasure. Christianity brings ns the equa-
lity, the wholesome restraints, the mildness and
purity of home. Christianity has bronght us
chivalry, fair courtesy, and knightly love. [t
has raised woman te new honour, and given her
lier true mission in the world, not to contend for
her share of the rights of man, but to refine and
elevate the human character. The titles, the
grand old names, gentleman and gentlewaomnan
belong only to Christianity. Wedded love is
blessed by the memory of the marringe feast in
Cana. Children are made nearer and dearer by
the lovely and solemn words spoken of them.
The priunciples of * peace and good will ” spread
more certainly to the nation because they are
fostered in every family, -

0 many homes_ to-day were meat to eompres
hend the whole world, for Christ said, #* When
ve prav, Say Our Father.” Qur Fathier signifies
one family. If, as we are sometimes tempted to
think, that there is no amendment—that the
world is dark, and dreary, and wicked—we
must not forget that by slow degrees mankind
must accomplish its salvation, by its sacrifice of
self, by its toil in the spirit of the Master.
Christmas brings its hopes and dreawms, but it
has also its sorrows and memories, and no finer
chord could mingle with our hvinns to-day than
the thought of those who are with us no more;
having feught the good fight, haviug kept the
faith, they have gone ** home,”’ where their work
shall not be forgotten.  Christmas would not bhe
Christmas without its tears, and those who are
weeping in the season of our great rejoicings
do not weep as those who have no hope. The
spirit of the houris that of LOVE, —triumphant
alike over life and death: so that even the sor-
rows that now will intrude are hallowed be-
cause they recur ut a season of hope and joy.

CHRISTMAS EVE AT MANOR FARM.

(From the Pickwick Papers.)

g

kS X ND SO YOUR FAMILY has games in
the Kitchen to-night, mv dear, has
they?” inquired Sam of Emma.

““ Yes, Mr. Weller,”" replied Emma: ** we al-
ways have on Christmas eve. Master wouldn't
neglect to keep it up on any account.”

“ Your master’s a wery pretty netion of keep-
in’ anythin’ up, my dear,” said Mr. Weller: ** [
never sce such a sensible sort of man as he is,
or such a reg’lar gen’’'m'n."”

“Oh, that he is! ™ said the fat boyv, joining in
the conversation; “‘don’t he breed nice pork!”
The fat youth gave a semi-cannibalic leer at Mr.
Weller, as he thought of the roast legs and
gravy,

* Oh, von've woke up, at last, have vou?”
said Sam, )

.y §
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The fat boy nedded. X

“ 1’1l tell von what it is, vonng boa construc-
ter,” said Mr. Weller, impressively; ¢ If von
don’t sleep a little less, and exercise a little
more, wen you comes te be a man vou'll lay
vourself open to the same sort of personal in-
convenience as was inflicted on the old gen’I'm'n
as wore the pigtail.”’

** What did they de to him?” ingunired the fat
boy, in a faltering voice..

“* I'tn a-goin’ to tell voun,” replied Mr. Weller;
““ he was one o the largest patterns as was ever
tarned out—reg’lar fat man, us hadn’t canght a
glimpse of his own shoes for five and forty
year.” R '

* Lor!” exclaimed Emma.

¢ No, that he hadn’t, my dear,” said Mr. Wel-
Jer; ** and if you'd put an exact model of his
own legs on the dinin’ table afore him, he
wouldn’t ha' known ’em. Well, e alwn{'s walks
to his office with a wery handsome gold watch-
chain hanging out, about a foot and a quarter,
and a gold watch in his fob pocket as was worth
—1'min afraid to say how much, but as much as a
watch ean be—a large, heavy, round manafacter,
as stout for a watch, as he was for a man, and
with a big face in propertion. * You'd better
not carry that ‘ere wateh,” savs the old gen'l’-
m’'n’s friends, ¢ you’ll be robbed on it,” says
they. *Shall 1?’ says he. *Yes, vou will/’

savs they. *Vell,” says he, ‘I should like to
gee the thief as could get this here waich out,
for 1'in blest if I ever can, it’s such a tight fit,’
says he; *‘and venever I wants to know what’s
o’clock, I'm obliged to stare into the bakers’
shops,” he says. Well, then he langhs as hearty
af if he was a goin’ to pieces, and out he walks
agin’ with his powdered head and pigtail, and
rolls down the Strand vith the chain hangin’
out furder than ever, and the great round watch
almest bustin’ through his grey kersey smalls.
There warn't a pickpocket in all Loendon as
didn’t take a pall at that chain, but the ehain ’nd
never break, and the watch 'ud never come out,
80 they soon got tired o’ dragging such a heavy
old gen’l'm'n along the pavement, and he’d go
home and laugh till the pigtail vibrated like the
penderlum of a Duteh clock. At last, ane day
the old gen’I’m'n was a rollin’ along, and he sees
a pickpocket as he know’d by sight, a-comin’
up, arm in arm vith a little boy with a wery
large head. *llere's a game,” savs the old gen-
'm'n 1o himself, * they’re a-goin’ to have an-
other try, but it won't de!” So he begins a-
chucklin’® wery hearty, wen, all of a sndden, the
little boy leaves hold of the pickpocket’s arm,
and rushes headforemost straight into the old
gen’I'm’n’s stomach, and for a moment dgpubles
him right up vith the pain. ¢ Murder!’ says
the old gen’l'm’n. ¢ Al right, sir,” says the pick-
pocket, a whisperin’ in his ear. And wen he
come straight agin, the watch and chain was
gone, and what’s worse than that, the eld gen-
I'm'n’s digestion was all wrong ever artervards,
to the wery last day of his life: so just you look
abent vou, vonng feller, and take care you den’t
get too fat.”

As Mr. Weller concluded this moral tale, with
which the fat boy appeared mnch affected, they
all three repaired to the large Kitchen, in which
the tamily were by this time assembled, accord-
ing to annnal custom on Christmas eve, ohserv-
ed by old Wardle's forefathers from time im-
memorial, _

From the centre of the ceiling of this kitchen,
old Wardle had just suspended, with his own
hands, a huge branch of mistletoe, and this same
branch of mistletoe instantaneously gave rise to
a scene of general and most delighttul strnggling
and confusion; in the midst of which, Mr. Pick-
wick, with a gallantry that would have done
hononr te a descendant of Lady Tollimglower
hevself, took the old lady by the hand, led her
beneath the mvstic branch, and saluted her in
all courtesy and decorum. The old lady sab-
mitted to this piece of practical politeness with
all the dignity which befitted so impertant and

scrions a solemaity, but the younger ladies, not

being so thoronghly imbned with a superstitions
veneration for the cnstom: or imagining that
the value of a salute js very much enhanced if it
cost a little trouble to obtain it: screamed and
strnggled, and ran into corners. and threatened
and remonstrated, and did evervthing but leave

gentlemen were on the point of desisting, when
they all at once found it nceless to resist any
lenger, and snbmitted to be kissed with a good
grace. Mr, Winkle kissed the vounyg lady with
the black eves, and Mr. Snodgrass kissed Emily,
while Mr. Weller, not being particular abeut the
form of being under the mistletoe, kirsed Emma
and the other female servants, just as he caught
them. As to the poor relations, they kissed
everybody. not even excepting the plainer por-
tions of the young-lady visitors, who, in their
excessive confurion, ran right under the mistle-
toe, &8 soon as it was hung up, without know-
ing it! Wardle stood with his back to the fire,
surveying the whole scene, with the utmost sa-
tisfuction; and the fat boy took the opportunity
of appropriating to his own use, and summarily
devouring, a particularly fine mince-pie, that
had been earefully put by for somebody else.

Now. the screaming had subsided, and faces
were in a glow, and curls in a tangle, and Mr.
Pickwick, after Kissing the old lady as before
mentioned, was standing under the mistletoe,
looking vith a very pleased countenance on all
that was passing around him, when the vounyg
lady with the black eyes, after a little whisper-
ing with the other young ladies, made a sudden
dart forward, and, putting her arm round Mr.
Pickwick’s neck, saluted hiin affectionately on
the left cheek; and before Mr. Pickwick dis-
tinctly knew what was the matter, he was sur-
rounded by the whele body, and kissed by every
one of them. '

It was a pleasant thing to see Mr. Pickwick
in thee centre of Lhe group, new pulled this way
and then that, and first kissed on the chiy, and
then on the nese, and then on the spectacles:
and to hear the peals of langhter which were
raised on every side; but it was a still more
pleasant thing to see Mr. Pickwick, blinded
shortly afterwards with a silk handkerchief,
falling up against the wall, snd scrambling into
corners, and going through all the mysteries of
blind-man’s buff, with the autmost relish for the
game, until at last he canght one of the poor re-
lations, and then had to evade the blind-man
hinself, which he did. with a nimbleness and
agility that elicited the admiration and applause
of all beholders. The poor relations canght the
people who they thought would like it, and,
when the game flagged, got canght themselvos.
When they were all tired of blind-mman’s buff,
there was a great game at snap-dragon, and
when fingers enongh were burned with that,
and all the raisins were gone, they sat down
by the huge fire of blazing logs to a snbstantial
supper, and a mighty bowl of wassail, some-
thing smaller than an ordinary wash-house cop-
per, in which the hot apples were hissing and
bubbling with a rich look, and a jolly sound,
that were perfectly irresistible, :

*“This,” said Mr. Pickwick looking round
him. *¢ this is, indeed, comfert.”

“ Our invariable custom,” replied Mr. Wardle.
‘“ Everybody sits down with us on Christmas
eve, as you see themn now—servants and all;
and here we wait, until the clock strikes twelve,
to nsher Christmas in, and begnile the time
with forfeits and old stories. Trundle, my boy,
rake up the fire.”

Up flew the bright sparks in myriads as the
logs were stirred. The deep red blaze sent forth
a rich glow, that penetrated into the furthest
corner of the room, and cast its cheerful tit on
every face. :

“ Come,” said Wardle, “a song—a Christ-
mas song! I’ll give yvou one, in default of a
better.”

“ Bravo!™ said Mr. Pickwick. L

“Fill ap.” cried Wardle. ‘1t will be twe
hours, good, before youn see the bottom of the

the room, until some of the less adventurons|

bowl throngh the deep rvich colonr of the was-
sail; fill ap all round, and now for the song.””

Thus =aying, the merry old gentleman, in a
good, roeund, sturdy voice, commenced without
more ado:—

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

I CARR not for Spring; on hix fickle wing

Let the blossoms and buds be borne;

He woos them amain with his treacherous rain,
And he scatters them ere the morn.

An inconstant ¢If, he knows not himself,

Nor hix own changing mind an hour,

He’ll smile in your face, and. with wry grimace,
He'll wither your youngest flower.

Let the Summer sun to his bright home run,

He shall never he xought by me;

When he’s dimmed by a cloud I can laugh aloud,
And care not how sulky he he!’

For his darling child is the madness wild

That sports in fierce fever’s train:

And when love is too strong. it never lasts long,
As many have found to their pain.

A mild harvest night, by the tranquil light
Of the modest and gentle moon,

Has u far sweeter sheen, for me, I ween,
Than the broad and unblushing noon.

But every leaf awukens my grief,

Ax it lieth beneath the tree;

So let Autumn air be never so fair,

It is not the air for me,

But my song I troll out, for CHRISTMAS stout,
The hearty, the true, and the bold;

A bumper I drain. and with might and main
Give three cheers for thix Christinas old!

We'll usher him in with a merry din

That shall gladden his joyous heart,

And we’ll keep him up, while there’s bite or sup,
And in fellowship good, we’ll part.

In his fine honest pride, he scorns to hide

One jot of his hard-weather scars;

They’re no disgrace, for there’s much the same trace
On the cheeks of our bravest tars.

Then again [ sing till the roof doth ring,

And it echoes from wall to wall—

To the stout old wight, fair welcome to-night,

* As the King of thie S€asonsall] -~ = =

This song was tumultnounsly applanded—for
friends and dependants make a capital audicnee
—and the poor relations, especially, were in
perfect ecsiasies of rapture.” Again was the fire
replenished, and again went the wassail round.

i

CHRISTMAS GRACES :—CHARITY.

The primal duties shine aloft like stars;
T]ne charities that soothe and heat and hless
Lie scattered at the feet of men like flowers.

Wordsworth.

HARITY IS THE SCOPE of all God's com-
mands.— Chrysosi om.

NoruinG is more pleasing to God than an open
hand and a close mouth.— Quarles.

HEe who receives a good turn should never for-
get it : he who does one should never remember
it.— Charron.

It is another’s fault if he be ungrateful, but it
is'mine if I do not give. To find one thankful
man I will oblige many that are not so.—Seneca.

Gop is pleased with no music below so much as
in the thanksgiving songs of relieved widows, of
supported orphans, of rejoicing and comforted
and thankful persons.—Jeremy Taylor.

Grasp the whole world of reason, life, and sense,
In one close system of benevolence :

Happier as Kinder, in whate’er degree,

And height of bliss, but height of charity.—Pope.

THAT charity is not good which takes from in-
dependence its proper pride, from mendicity its
salutary shame.—Southey.

It is proper that alms should come out of a
little purse as well as out of a great sack; but
surely where therg is plenty, charity is a duty,
not a courtesy.— Feltham. ‘

TaAT charity alone endures which flows from
a sense of duty and a hope in God : which no la--
bor can weary, n o ingratitude detach; but which,
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like the great laws of nature, does the work of
God iu silence.—Sydney Smith.

Lzt your charity begin at home, but do not let
it stop there. Look at the universal church. ad,
forgetting its divisions, be a catholic Christian:
look at your country, and be a patriot : look at
the nations of the earth, and be a philanthropist.
—Henry Murtyn. '

My own experience, and every succeeding year
of my protracted life, have more and still more
convinced me that the *“end of the command-
ment is charity.” Little need we wonder that the
apostle who continually exhorted Caristians to
“love one another” was himself the disciple
“ whom Jesus loved.”—Bishop Gresweld.

Ir Gop has bestowed his gifts upon us in the
greatest abundauce, but has not given us a boun-
tiful heart and a charitable hand, he hath given
us but half a blessing.—King.

PropokrTION thy charity to the strength of thy
estate, lest God proportion thy estate to the weak-
ness of thy charity.— Quanrles.

To 6ive and to lose is nothing; but to lose and
to give still, is the part of a great mind. —Seneca.

PostauMous charities are the very essence of
selfishness, when bequeathed by those who, when
alive, would part with nothing.—Colton.

Give! as.the morning, that flows out of heaven!

Give! as the waves when their channel is riven!

Give! as the free air and sunshine are given;
Lavishly, utterly, carelessly give.

Not the waste drops of thy cup overflowing :

Not the faint sparks of thy hearth overglowing ;

Not a pale bud from the June rose's blowing ;
Give as He gave thee! who gave thee to live !

Pour out thy love like the rush of a river ;

Wasting its waters for ever and ever

Through the burnt sauds that reward not the
giver ;

Nobly, forgettully, reyally give.

Axp now abideth faith, hope, charity, these
t.lhree ; but the greatess of these is cHArITY.—SL.
*aud. .

THE CHRISTMAS VISITOR.

L[r_ T![E YEAR LONG the moon gives
ight,
And makes a silver day of night;
But once 4 year
She seems more near,—
Shows every night her steadfast face,
And fills the sky with tranquil grace:
“Tis hard to tell when day is done,
For day and night low into one.

Kind Heaven shines downward all the while,
And lights us with its constant smile
But once a vear
It draws more near;
Wide open stands the shining doar,
With gleams of light unseen before;
And all across flash glimpses fleet
Of upper joys and radiant feet.

'Tis ever s0 since love broke throngh,
And down the widening spaces flew;
That blessed vear
Our Lord came near;
For Him swung back the starry bonnd;
Deepened far up the great profonnd:
All Heaven swept outward at his birth,
Aud naught was narrow but the earth!

Now evermore He stands and waits
Some lifting of these lower gates;

But once a year

He waits more near:—
Shall the blest door be thrown =0 wide,
And only we the eutrance hide?
UNBAR ALL HEARTS, make room within,
Aud let the holy Christmas in.

.{lar system a very difficult matter.

A TIMELY REMINDER.

(Leeds Express.)

rejoicing and unteigned happiness, becanse

of the delighttul reminiscences which it re-
calls, and the pleasant family assemblages it oc-
casions. is nnfortunately a time wheun the trades-
man and the shopkeeper are too often put to se-
rious straits because of the unpunctuality of
their deblors. Certain pressing wants require
to be sapplied, or debts to be paid, and the man
of business often retires to bed at night with an
aching and weary head because of the anxiety
occasioned by his debtors, who, although per-
haps well able to do so, refrain from paying his
small account because to them it appears too in-
signiticant for immediate attention. Did the
persons who indulge in such false ideas know a
tithe of the misery which their culpable inatten-
tion often occasions, we are sure they would not
require to be so frequently dunned. Those peo-
ple do not know what it is to feel the-severe in-
cubus of a load of debt, or the business anxiety
which weighs dewn the tradesman. They are
unsable to see the shifts to which the man of
small capital is often put because of his debtors’
irregularity. At the present peériod of the vear,
when there is usually a general balancing of
books and & desire to be proved te be in a so!-
vent, if not in & wealthy, position, it is impera-
tive that we should as far as practicable remem-
ber that it is our daty to pay our debts.

We are not certain that many of the liquida-
tions and trade difficulties of the present disturb-
ing period are not the direct outcome of the evil
to which we have alluded. For instance, the
tradesman has sv often to write or dun seme of
his customers, and is so often dunned or written
to by Ais creditors, that, between the two he
loses his wonted energy and perseverance and a
collapse sometimes comes ypon him _before he:
dnticipates it. If time i (nonsy, =0 glso is erddit.
lnattention to these matters involves two im-
portaut considerations—Iloss of time in dunniag,
which etherwise might have been judiciously
emploved in expanding business, and the loss of
interest on capital, the latter of which is direct-
Iy equivalent to giving a discount on the goods
purchased. How, then, can we be astenished to
hear that the tradesman who knows his long-
winded cuastomer, adds to his sale price in order
to cover the loss of iuterest. But it is unfair
to put the business man into such a pesition.
because the fear of compeution will, in many
cases, cause him to suffer the lose of interest
rather than incur the rirk of losing a good, al-
though an irregular paying, custower.

But look at the matter in another and every-
day aspect. The artisan and the tradesman, as
also the professional man, laboar for the purpose
of making money. It is the duty of all to laboar
with diligence and perseverance; it is also pro-
per to expect that money will accrne to nus a~

G[IRIS'[‘MAS. which ought to be a time of

ly show the pressing importance of regularity in
our payments,

e

COMIC MISERIES OF CHRISTMAS.
(The World.)
TIIE GREAT ENGLISH FESTIVAL of St.

Charles Dickens is approaching, and Christ-

mas is at our doors. Christmas comes bnt
once a year, but when it comes it brings our
cousins up from the conntry; it brings our boys
home for the holidays; it brings post-hags tull
of bills; it brings a round of family gatherings
and a series of dyspeptic dinners. Yet, despite
all these cheering circnmstances, there are peo-
ple who do not like Christinas, and who, if they
are not able to obliterate its social observance
altogether, would rapidly join in a general effort
to mitigate the miseries of the festive season.

One of the most trying items in the programine
through which we are dragged during the merry
Christmastide is enforced participation in what
are called ““roand games.” In every other
month in the year, and iun the last days of everv
other month, we may sit and converse like rea-
sonable beings; we may smoke, play our rub-
ber, or enjoy.the luxury of silence and rest: but
daring the latter half of December we are. an-
der penalty of ostracism from Christian conside-
ration, required to assist at what is cruelly call-
od * playing® round games, Eveuning after
‘evening our digestion is disturbed. and onr need-
ful postprandial tranquility is upset, by the<e
abominable pertormances.  First in the category
of horrors come all those games which culmi-
nate in what are called *¢ forfeits.” It is hard to
say whether imbecility or impropriety be the
more conspicnons element in these exercises. A
man of average intellect, and even less than ave-
rage self-respect, condemned to ** smile at the
prettiest, langh at the wittiest, and kiss her voun
love best,” is a tryly melancholy, as well as idi-
otic, spectacle. The miserable vigtim, after.auf-
fering torture the most intense In mentafly se-
lecting his three objects, proceeds to evake, in
full front of some damsel, a sicklv smile, the ef-
fect of which is wofully marred by the inward
conviction that whilst complimenting her he is
offending every other woman in the room. His
‘“laugh at the wittiest” is a very grim render-
ing indeed; but, by choosing seme elder|y dame,
he can get more easily over his second diffi:ulty,
only to fall prestrate in dismay before the neces-
sity of execating his third penalty. It can hard-
ly be considered prudish te sugwest that promis-
caous esculation has its objections as well as-
charms, and that, in such a case as this. the kiss-
er and the kisee are each of them entitled to a
certain amonnt of sympathv. In a word, the
whole “ forfeit ” is idiotic and offensive.
Another excruciating ordeal is the game of

guesses. You are told to go out of the room.
whilst these who remain agree npan a word.
If you be a persan of the least commn sense,
you will listen at the door. and overhear the

the direct result of work. Remember that the
latter consideration fires the heart of the trades-
man. Now, let as examine a not abstruse com- !
mercial problem. Suppuse that the wearking

man. and the respectable persons whose incomes |
are derivable from property or industrial nnder- |
takings, should find that at tolerahly frequent
intervals their wages and incomes were stopped,
the outery which would be made, and the diffi |
culties which would occur, wonld be se wide
spriead as to cause a repetition of such an irvegu-

The moral view of the guestion is an interest-
ing one. The unfortunate facility witk: which
credit is given leads to results which have a ten-
dency to sap the very foaundations of that intey-
rity and nprightness which should be the un-
doubted characteristics of us all.  When lengthy
credit is given, excessive expenditure ofien sq-
pervenes, which would not and coulil not have
been entertained had pan:tual payvment of ac-

couuts been made. These arguments conclusjve- l

word when the inevitable imbecile inside, who

‘always forgets it, requires to have it repeated to
| him across the room just as vou are being call-

ed in. By this means vou may save vour own
credit, am_l even gain & reputation tor smart-
ness; but if you weaklv hesitate to avail vour-

| self of_ this help, vou find yourself facing a <o-
| lemn cirele of people tryving to lonk wise. whilst

you are persuaded, with deep and despoudent
conviction, that if vou be not absolately a fool,
you are looking the pictare of one. Your only
hope is that there are still bigger fools befora
you. You proceed to put vour guestions in an
appalling silerce, with evervbody staring at yvou,
and if yon are fortunate enongh to come upon a
plaver of more than normal stapidite, he will
bring the word into his au~wer so clumsily that
vou cannot help guessingit. A choru< of disap-
proval attends the miserable creature as he re-
Lires to the hall, to be tittered at by the maids and
contemptuously regarded hy the passing foot-
a(x)leu; and 80 the ** round game” goes merrily
n.
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