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THE FIRE ON THE HEARTH.

—

|11, the old-timed erackling fire
Tpon the eheerfal hearth !
e Oy, the longing and desive
For the fire on the hoarth !

In the blessed olden time
The open fireplace

Gave to our rugged clime
A cheery, ruzged race.

Then home was bright and clear
When winter ruled the right ;

Thoogh storms blew lond and drear,
The house was waem and bright.

Around the glowing hearth
Gathered the old and young ;

Brimful their hearts of mirth,
And pure the songs they sung.



THE FIRE (N THE HEARTH

When Chrisimag, old and hright,
Sent Banta Claus around

From house to house ab night,
The steckings could be found.

He found the hearth full wide
Faor sledge and tiny deer,
And hig good zelf beside,
Though by with Chrisbas gear.

Now [urnnee-holes and paint,
And Lideous stove-pipes drear,
Shat out the dear old Saint
And half the Christmas cheer.

Ouy wize progressive race
By medern homestead laws
Have cloged the fireplace
And banished Banta Claus.

Oh, the old-timmed crackling fire
['pon the cheerful hearth!
Oh, the longing and desire
For the fire on the heavth |



IN BLEEPY HOLLOW. ¥

WINTER EVENING.

WaEN evening came of wintry day
We turned from labor or from mirth,
With feet half frozen on oar way,
Crunching the snow upon the earth,
Bound homeward through the biting air;
When first in sight of home we came,
Oh, how the brightening, crimson glare
Of glowing coals and aparkling fame
Came rashing with bright smiles to meet ug,
Came stretching forth warm hands to greet us,
Far through the evening’s dusky shadaows,
Now leaping over frazen maadows,
Climbing the hille with ruddy facos,
To give and to receive cmbruces, —
To bid us weleome home again |
Bo in Chaldea bright stars of even
Came down of obd from seats in heaven
To whigper in the ears of men
The seerets of the wordds of light,
To cheer lone watchers of the night.

But we have quenched the cheery ray
Which melts the heart of Winter cold,

And eomfort ehanged for fashion’s sway,
And exiled the gweet hame of old.



8 THE FIRE 0¥ THE HEARTH

For now we keep the fire in prisong,
In iron dangeons low and davk ;
The glare of gilt and paint bedizens,

But not one ghmmer, not a spark
Of par old happy five dave come
To rollick in our pelished home.

THE HEARTII-STONE BANISHET.

We vo exiled old, red-headed Nestor,

The hearth-stone we "ve turned out of door,
Crar five "8 & heated * Nor'wester,”

Our hearth iz a hele in the feor.

The yomngsters, like prisoners breaking
From dungeon-walls, leave the dull place,

And the loves of the homestead forsaking,
Run down to perdition apaee.

Fond hushande, the wretches, are ready
At evening to sup and he off,

With billiards aud clubs grow wnsteady,
And euitable sabjects for Gough,

Some stick to the varnish and stacching,
The polish and tinsel and alage,

But wearily sigh to he marching
With Nebuchadnezzar fo grass.



