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Christmas time! That man must be a misanthrope indeed, in whose breast something like a jovial 
feeling is not roused — in whose mind some pleasant associations are not awakened — by the 
recurrence of Christmas. There are people who will tell you that Christmas is not to them what it 
used to be; that each succeeding Christmas has found some cherished hope, or happy prospect, 
of the year before, dimmed or passed away; that the present only serves to remind them of 
reduced circumstances and straitened incomes — of the feasts they once bestowed on hollow 
friends, and of the cold looks that meet them now, in adversity and misfortune. Never heed such 
dismal reminiscences. There are few men who have lived long enough in the world, who cannot 
call up such thoughts any day in the year. Then do not select the merriest of the three hundred 
and sixty-five for your doleful recollections, but draw your chair nearer the blazing fire — fill the 
glass and send round the song — and if your room be smaller than it was a dozen years ago, or if 
your glass be filled with reeking punch, instead of sparkling wine, put a good face on the matter, 
and empty it off-hand, and fill another, and troll off the old ditty you used to sing, and thank God 
it’s no worse . . .

Who can be insensible to the outpourings of good feeling, and the honest interchange of 
affectionate attachment which abound, at this season of the year. A Christmas family-party! We 
know nothing in nature more delightful! There seems a magic in the very name of Christmas. 
Petty jealousies and discords are forgotten; social feelings are awakened, in bosoms to which 
they have long been strangers; father and son, or brother and sister, who have met and passed 
with averted gaze, or a look of cold recognition, for months before, proffer and return the cordial 
embrace, and bury their past animosities in their present happiness. Kindly hearts that have 
yearned towards each other but have been withheld by false notions of pride and self-dignity, 
are again reunited, and all is kindness and benevolence! Would that Christmas lasted the whole 
year through!


