Musings by the Christmas Firelight.

Upon this holly-wreathed hearth there’s not an ember’s glow

But lights me shrines with memories filled from days of long ago,

From Christmas-tides of other years ere grief or care oppressed

A heart that bounded warm and free within my youthful breast.

Through fifty winters back I see, as though but days had gone,

Those hours that brought a glad release from college, desk, and don.

Those happy home-returnings, home to Christmas fetes and fun,

To mountain, moor, and woodland, home; to hare and hound and gun.

What bliss to tread old haunts again! on old fond scenes to gaze;

To meet long-sundered friends around the piled-up yule-log’s blaze;

To join the chorused carols circling festive board spread wide,

And round the mistle-bannered room in gleeful measure glide.

Loved comrades in those vanished days, a hearty carefree crowd,

Tracked far with me the heathery hills when merry horn pealed loud;

Held revel high by brook and brake, waked echoing woods and glens,

And riotously sported long o’er frozen lakes and fens.

How fare they now? sad count, indeed, the cycling seasons keep:

A broken few like me are left o’er days more blest to weep.

Yes, dark’s the tale of years, but all a decade’s worst could do

I’d dare for one such Christmas now as those of old I knew.

