THE CHARLOTTETOWN GUARDIAN |

a
| PAGE SIXTEEN

e e R 0 0 1 1 0 8 1 4 R R R 0

:]’ OMESICKNESS, per-

haps, had brought him
back. Old Peter Johansen
buttoned his threadbare over-
coat, blew warm breath on
his rough hands and jumped
to the ground. There was no
railroad detective to grab him
for riding that freight train,
because this was the day be-
fore Christmas. All but the
homeless, like himself, seemed
busy preparing for the Day of Days.

Forty years, Peter reflected, since
he last set foot in Clark City. It had
been a year after the big earth-
quake; a year after all hell broke
Joose, killing his parents and sis-
ter as they sat at dinner in the little
house on Vine street.

Peter remembered: How he had
come home late that evening; how
the earth besan quivering like a
beast possessed; how he had

Peter stood alone for a long time
watching the star appear.

searched like a madman through
,the ruins of that shock-wracked,
fire-swept bungalow. Then, as Clark
City began rebuilding, he had drift-
ed off in a daze to roam up and down
the earth—a ne'’er-do-well, a hobo!

But always he remembered Linda,
dear little sister Linda. In 40 years
her memory always came back
stronger than ever on Christmas
|Eve, for it was then that they used
{to climb Lookout Hill hand-in-hand
‘at dusk, watching the evening star
!rise in the heavens.

That, perhaps, was why he was
|back this Christmas Eve.
| ‘““Alrnost dusk now,’” he reflected,
(‘trudgL-lg along Clark City’s busy
thoroughfare. Christmas crowds jos-
‘ﬂed him, for he was a hapless wan-
fderer with no place to go.

No place to go? Not Peter! Soon
he found his way to the old residen-
tial district where Lookout Hill rose
like a sentinel.

‘“The same old hill,” he told him-
self. ‘‘Little Linda! If you were only
here now to see your big brother!
No—thank God you’re not here, for
your big brother is ashamed of him-
self!!”

At the crest Peter stood alone for
a long time, watching the star ap-
pear as it had since that first night
over Bethlehem. He didn’t notice
the old lady until she spoke.

‘‘Beautiful, that star, isn’t it?”’

Peter fumbled with his grease-
[stained cap.
| ‘“Yes'm, it is.
Lookout Hill."”

‘‘Many years ago," she continued,
almost in a trance, ‘‘my little broth-
er and I used to watch that star
rise in the heavens each Christmas
Eve, until—'" (she wiped a tear
away)—'‘we were separated some-
thow during the big earthquake. He
'was killed, they found out later.

‘“Each Christmas Eve ever since
T’'ve come back here, just to remem-
ber him. I hope he's happy up there
in Heaven.”

Peter was staring at her, fairly
ready to shriek, for it was Linda!
No doubt about it, now!

He recognized the tilt of her nose,
Junchanged by the years; the famil-
jar ring of a voice that somehow
had failed to grow old. But he held

imself back, for Peter was
@thamed of himself.

She didn’t notice him shuffle off

fter awhile, for Linda was still
(watching the star.
/*In the freight yards he found an
empty boxcar and bedded down un-
‘der some straw in a corner. After
‘a while he felt the car move, and
somehow he was glad.
{ "“Yes, it was Linda,” he sobbed
#o himself, “but I just couldn’t tell
er. Thank God she's slive and
thappy. And Thank God she re-
gmembers me on Christmas eve as
& was, not as I am.”
\_After awhile he fell asleep.
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Cakes Prinfed in Germany
A famous Christmas cake in Ger-
[many is Aachen Frinten, from which
the English word *‘:rint” is derived.

. |In the days before book-printing the

idea of imprint belonged to the bak-
ing business to express the making
of patterns in cakes. Many of these
lcakes have figures representing the
old gods Wotan and Thor,

Santa May Not Smoke Cigars
Santa Claus, perhaps, doesn't
moke—or he would be better in-
ormed on the =uality of cigars,

— ‘
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IT WAS midnight on Christmas
Eve. Seven-year-old Jack,
having baffled the sandman
since eight o’clock, tossed back
the covers and crept down-
stairs.

Now, at long last, he would
learn the truth about Santa
Claus. Man or myth? Chim-
ney sweeper or a lovable old
red-nosed gentleman?

When the clock struck one Jack
was still sitting patiently in the chair
by the fireplace, watching the em-
bers glow and wane. Tinsel on the
nearby Christmas tree glistened, It
was all very exciting, but where was
Kris Kringle?

The noise Jack heard a moment
later might have been Santa but it
didn’t come from the chimney.

Quickly the boy jumped back in
the shadows while he heard the din-
ing room window raise slowly. A
gush of cold air, heavy footsteps,
and then Jack heard the window
close.

Frightened, he crept forward un-
til he could see where blue moon-
light filiored into the dining room.
There Jack saw—not Santa Claus
but a masked burglar, systematical-
ly looting the silverware!

Szconds later his softly slippered
feet carried the lad upstairs into
his parents’ bedroom. The boy shook
his father.

“Dad!"’ he whispered loudly, eyes
blazing. *‘Dad! Walke up!”

“Grrummph,” came the slecpy
answer,

‘A burglar, Dad! Wake up! Call
the police!”’

Not waiting, Jack reached for the
bedside telephone himself. His moth-
er still slumbered.

“Operator?’’ he asked. “Send the
police over to our house right away!
There's a burglar downstairs!’”

By that time it was out of Jack's
hands. His parents were wide
awake now, clinging to their hero

Jack reached for the telephone
himself,

son and listening. During the next
two minutes they heard a stark
drama—downstairs the dining room
window opened and closed. In the
distance, growing ever nearer, was
the hum of a motor which they
knew would be the police car,

They heard it stop outside. Then
came a shout, ‘“Stop thiefl”” A brief
scuffie, and they knew the burglar
was captured.

Next morning Jack was awakened
by his father.

“Son,” he began, eyes twinkling,
‘I forgot to ask last night how you
happened to hear that burglar.”

Jack blushed.

“lI was downstairs, Dad, waiting
for Santa Claus. Wanted to see if
he really does come on Christmas
eve.”

His father laughed heartily.

“But Jack!” he protested. “Don’t
you know that Santa Claus never
comes when little boys and girls are
watching? I'll bet he’s been here by
this time, though. Let's go see!”

Downstairs Jack’s surprise was di-
vided between two equally fascinat-
ing subjects. Around the Christmas
tree were more presents than he'd
ever seen before, including a brand
new bicyclel

But off to one side was a joily
looking, blue-uniformed policeman.

“‘Sonny,’’ the copper began. ‘‘That
burglar you captured last night was
‘Lightning Pete,’ a most notorious
house breaker."”

Jack’'s jaw dropped.

“Best of all,” the policeman con-
tinued, ‘‘there's a $500 reward for
his capture, and it all belongs to
you. Here’s the check.”

Jack could barely say “Thank
you,”’ so amazed was he.

“I guess,” he inally mumbled,
‘“that Santa Claus is wearing a blue
uniform this year.,

Shepherd Village Plays Bethlehem

Les Baux in France, a village of
shepherds, puts on one of the most
dramatic Christmas celebrations in
the world, and has done it yearly
for over a thousand years. The peas-
ants act out the whole Bethlehem
story with real oxen, Thousands of
visitors come every Christmas eve
to see the event.

Christmas in Sweden
Sweden celebrates her Christmas
December 24 with fish and rice por-
ridge. gu.

By CLvoE WiLsoON

ILL YARDLEY poked a

tentative eye outside his
blanket. It was daylight, at
last. Across the tiny cabin
Jim was snoozing quietly, his
measured breath almost
drowned by the roaring wind
outside.

Bill's eyes surveyed the
cabin with its old stove and
rickety furniture. Cozy
enough, perhaps, but this was
no way to spend an entire
winter, even for the sake of geo-
graphical accuracy. Several hun-
dred miles to the south, in Winnipeg,
the government office was waiting
for early spring when Bill and Jim
could finish their surveying assign-
ment and bring back a report.

\:u-.\\mv;n
The pilot dumped overboard a huge
bundle.

Ahezd, meanwhile, were two months
of this maddening snowbound si-
lence.

Bill's glance drifted to the calen-
dar. Suddenly he caught his breath—

“Jim!'"" he shricked. ‘‘Wake up!
Wake up! Do you know what day
this is?"” ~

Jim groaned, stirred a bit, and
answered sleepily.

“Tuesday, ain't it? And so what?’’

“Jim! It’s Christmas Eve!”

A few minutes later they found
themselves staring blankly out the
window, almost wishing they’d nev-
er discovered it was Christmas.

It was kind of childish to let on:

that you cared, Bill thought. So he
put on his parka and headed for
the door.

“Let's forget it, Jim,” he advised.
“I'm going to look at our traps and
get some fresh air. Be back soon!’’

It was no picnic, trudging through
knee-deep drifts for two hours. To
make it worse, the traps were all
empty. Even the animals were stay-
ing inside in this weather.

“Wondar if they'll miss Christmas,
too?”” he mused as he neared the
cabin,

Suddenly he heard a faint hum in
the sky. It grew nearer. Unmis-
takably a motor—an airplane!

Bill raced for the cabin dcor.

“A plane, Jim!” he cried. ‘“‘Get
some black smoke going up the
chimney!’”’ Then he raced out to
the clearing.

The pilot saw him gesticulating
wildly, or else he saw the fresh
black smoke over the cabin. The
big ship circled, flew off to the north,
turned and came back, flying low.
Over the clearing it almost stalled
as the pilot dumped overboard a
huge bundle that plummeted into
the snow almost at' Bill’s feet. Then
he waved and sped away.

They got it inside, somehow,
though they wanted to open the bun-
dle right where it landed. Once the
rope was torn loose an oilskin pouch
flew out. A note was inside. From
the boss:

“In case you boys have forgot-
ten,”” it read,. ‘‘tomorrow’s Christ-
mas. Herewith the makings, includ-
ing some presents your families
asked us to send along.”

Bill and Jim looked at each otl.-
er, then they cheered.

“Merry Christmas?’” asked Bill.
“Why, it's the best ever! Wait'll
you taste this turkey!i"
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53 Sundays in Year
According to the Gregorian cal-
endar, every year has 53 days of the
one it begins on. Generally speak-
ing, the year contains 53 Sundays
every five or six years. This oc-
currad in 1928, 1933, 1939, and again
in 1944, 1950, 1956, 1961, 1967,
etc. The United States naval ob-
servatory pointe out that in any con-
tinuous series of 28 years, five have
53 Sundays, unless the series in-
cludes a year whose number ends
in two ciphers without its being a
leap year, as in 1900, 1800, 1900.
When leap year begins on Saturday,
two of the six-year periods fall con-
secutively.—Philadelphia Inquirer,

0ld-Time New Year Serious

Oldtime New England was serious
on New Year's, as witness the title
of a book published there in the year
of 1702 by one Richard Standfast:
“A New Year's Gift for Fainting
Souls, or, a little handful of cordial
comforts scattered through several
answers to 16 questi and objec-
tions: As also doubting Christians
invited to Christ.”

Chinese New Year’s Greeting
The Chinese New Year’s greeting

RESH snow crunched un-

der Dick Wright's shoes
as he stomped into the waiting
room.

Old Peter was still there,
still minding his telegraph
key as he had when Dick was
a boy. But now it was Christ-
mas; now Dick was home
from the city, a successful young
architect,

As he walked up to old Peter's
grilled ticket window, Dick recalled
the last time he stood in this station.
Two and a half years ago, it was,
the day after Jean had left for New
York in search of a career.

““Just can’t stand Marysville,"” she
had told him. “You'll understand,
Dick, won't you?"

He had forgotten as best he could.
Nothing in Marysville for him then,
either. There had been a quick de-
cision, a closing of half-open doors,
a tearful good-by to his parents and
then—off to the city. It was odd
how a blow like that could give a
fellow determination. Today, just
30 months later, he was coming back
home with a career already carved
out.

Old Pete looked up from his sheat
of train orders.

“Well, Richard!’’ he cried. “Glad
to see you, boy, and a Merry Christ-
mes! Your folks know you’re com-
in'?”

‘““Merry Christmas to you, Pete!”
Dick answered. It was nice, at

that, to see a familiar face.' ‘‘Mind
if I use your ’'phone? I caught an
early train and Dad wasn’t expect-
ing me until tonight.”

A few minutes later the old fam-
ily car was carrying him home, His
Dad looked older, and a mite wor-

“Heard from Jean, son?’’ he asked,

ried. Something was on his mind.

“‘Heard from Jean, son?’’ he final-
ly asked.

“No, Pop,” he answered truthful-
ly. The house loomed up ahead now.
“Why do you ask?’

‘‘Oh, just wonderin’, son, that's
all, Forget it. There’s Mother wav-
in’ at us up yonder!"

But Dick couldn’t forget it. Marys-
ville and Jean were like ham and
eggs. He thought about her when he
stopped at the drugstore that night—
they used to drink sodas there.

Maybe Dick was looking for more
of those memories next morning
when he started out alone on skis
for Murray's hill. They used to
play there in the winter, he and
Jean.

“Forget it, you imbecile!” he
snapped at himself. ‘‘That’s a closed
chapter in your life!’”

It was a couple of hours later that
he saw her. Skiing down Murray’s
hill for the last time he rounded
Horseshoe bend to find Jean direct-
iy in his path! There was a shriek,
a thud, and then four feet sticking
out of a snowdrift.

“Jean!” he cried, unstrapping his
skis and running to help her. ‘Are
you hurt?”

It was rather unromanue, per-
haps, pulling her out feet first. But
she laughed at him and fell down
again, pulling him after her.

““You're going to get your face
washed for that, Mr. Wright,” she
cried.

He came up sputtering to find her
suddenly serious,

“Dick dear,”” she said, ‘“I was
wrong, Mother wrote that you'd be
home for Christmas and—well, 1
had to come too. It's you and
Marysville that I want, not New
York. This morning when I saw
you going past our house, I some-
how knew that I should go with you,
Not just today, Dick, but always!”

It was like ham and eggs, Dick
thought, only the next day was
Christmas—and Christmas meant
tuglwyl’

Beginning of the New Year

Various dates were used in differ-
ent countries, for the beginning of a
year, but America followed the Eng-
lish custom of using the date of
most early Christian countries—
about the beginning of the ecclesi-
astical year. The Gregorian calen-
dar, establishing January 1 as the
beginning of the year, was adopt-
ed by England and her colonies in

is “Sul-hi,” or “May joy be yours,” 1763,
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(A CHRISTMAS STORY)

By Roso.r Wheeler

DITH’S drab room over-
looked a snow-covered roof.
Not the clean, cheery snow like
they had back home on the farm
but a murky gray covering on
which rested the soot of a thou-
sand city chimneys.

“So this is Christmas,” she
moaned, leaving her chair to pace
the floor, “Oh! What I'd give to
be buck home tomorrow!”

But then, Edith had two Christ-
mas presents to which she eould
look forward. Today, Christmas
eve, the mailman MUST bring her
annual package from home. And
tomorrow there would be Christmas
dinner with Ken—dear Ken who was
working so hard these days that he
could hardly take
time off to think
about Christmas,

Edith heard the
bell ring down-
stairs and she
skipped to her
door, opening it
softly and waiting
tensely while the
old landlady, an-
+  gwered.

Yes, it was the
mailman! And then came the shrill
cry: “Miss Harris! Mail for you!”

Edith practically leaped down-
stairs, for there would be her pack-
age from home. Then her heart
sank, for the landlady handed her
cnly two letters, a greeting card
from her friend Margie and (of all
things at Christmas!) a bill from
the department store.

Edith climbed sorrowfully back to
her room and wept. Something was
wrong, for Mother and Dad never
forgot her at Christmas. She cried
spasmodically the rest of the day,
while downstairs she heard the
other roomers shouting Christmas
greetings as they arrived and de-
parted.

But finally Edith consoled herself,
for she could still look forward to
Christmas dinner with Ken tomor-
row!

He was due at two o’clock that
day, and after church Edith hurried
home to get ready. At 1:30 she
was seated restlessly awaiting the
doorbell.

She was still waiting at 2:30, for
Ken did not arrive. And Edith was
getting hungry.

Three o'clock passed, and Edith
frowned.

“What could have happened to
him?" she asked herself.

At four o'clock she cried. It was
too much! First her family had for-
gotten, and now Ken had chosen
Christmas day to tell her in this
painful fashion that he didn’t care!

At 6 p. m. misery began mingling
with the pangs of hunger. Edith put
on her coat and started to the corner
restaurant. But she never got past
the door. There she ran into a
breathless Ken.

{‘Edith, dear!” he cried. ‘‘Sorry
to be so late, but I knew you'd un-
derstand when you got my note.”

‘But—" Edith was confused, “I
aidn’t receive any note, Ken.”

““What? But I sent a special de-
livery message when the boss asked
me to finish that
laboratory experi-
ment this after-
noon. What hap-
pened to it?"

The blundering
old landlady an-
swered him,

‘“Please come
in or go out, and
close the door,”
she barked from 2z
the hall, Then— X

“Incidentally, Miss Harris, 1 for-
got to give you these things. They
arrived this afternoon.”

She handed Edith the missing spe-
cial delivery letter—and a huge
package from home! Edith tore into
the Christmas box and found a note
from Mother. They’d had a bliz-
zard; couldn’'t get to town; she
hoped Edith would get the package
Christmas' day.

A few minutes later a happy Edith
sat across the table from her Ken
in the little restaurant around the
corner.

“And now, dear,’”” he began very
carefully., ‘‘How about your Christ-
mas present for me?’’

“But I gave you the fountain pen,
Ken,"” she protested.

‘“Yes, silly one, and I eppreciated
it. But if you want to make me
still happier, listen to this. The buss
came in tonight and sald I'd done
such a fine job on that research
project that he was raising my sal-
ary. Know what that meuns?”

‘‘Not the faintest idea,” Edith lied.
For, after all, you can't take the
words out of a mun's mouth when
he's about to propose!

Ladger Feast

On2 of the mnng.ut surviving
Christmas customs the badger
feast held at Ilchester, Somerset. It
was started by poachers in Norman
times, says the Montreal Herald,
and has continued without a break.
The lads of the village catch a
badger, kill and dress it some time
before the feast. On Christmas eve
it is strung on a spit over a huge
fire at the inn and cooked. slowly.
Wuen it is ready the party attack
it with fingers and pen-knives; no
cutlery other than this is allowed.

ByJules Bevan

LD MARIE didn’t quite

understand about Santa:
Claus, but her little Pierre!
did. Pierre went to school
with the other boys while Old
Marie sewed dresses in the!
sweat shop. It had been that
way ever since Jacques died,
two years after they left suns
ny France and came to New York,

“Mammal” little Pierre would
ask her at night, “Please, Mamma,
will Santa Claus bring me the violin
from Rubens’ pawn shop this Christ-
mas?"”’

Then he would stare expectantly
while Marie tried to find an answer.:
She usually promised him Santa
would, for little Pierre wanted the
violin so badly. But as Christmas
grew nearer the groceries and coal

Pleez, M’sieur, a penny! She cried
to the passers-by.

and shoes used up all her savings—
there was nothing left for Pierre's
violin.

Marie was usually stolid, but she
felt sad when she left the sweat shop
Christmas eve. Little Pierre would
be home waiting for Santa Claus

and the violin.. Pierre had seen it|~

in the window at Sam Rubens’ pawn
shop only yesterday, a big five-dol-
lar price tag tied around its neck.
How sad he would be if this Santa

Claus fellow forgot him!

Marie was swept along in the
Christmas Eve traffic, downhearted.
But despair gave way totriumph,
for a plan suddenly came to her!
amid this confusion: She would beg
for alms like her gran’pere had done
back in Paris! These Americans—
they seemed happy enough to help
her on Christmas eve! s

‘‘Pleez, m'sieur, a penny!’ she
cried to the passers-by on Broad-
way. ‘A penny for my leetle Pi-
erre’'s violin!”’

Marie had collected seventy-eight
cents before the big Irish policeman
saw her.

‘‘Here now, old gurrul!’’ he pro-!
tested. ‘‘Oon’'t yez know ye can't'
panhandle here? Come along now’
to th’ station!’ !

A few minutes later old Marie was
pouring out her story to the gruff
desk sergeant. She was confused.

‘Thees panhandling,” she com-
plained. ‘‘You say I cannot do it.
But I only try to get money for tie!
violin, so your Santa Claus weei:
come to my leetle Pierre. See?’’'—
she held out her money—‘I only
need four dollars and twenty-two
cents more!” |

‘“Well, now, that's different,” the
sergeant replied. ‘‘Come boys'’—
he addressed the policemen gath-
ered around his desk—‘'let’s kick in

the five dollars to but a violin for | .

Marie’s little Pierre! Bure now, and
where's your Christmas spirit?' j

A few minutes later a grateful old
Marie was hurrying down the snow- .
covered side street to Sam Rubens’!
pawn shop. But alas!*Sam was just
handing the violin to a well-dressed :
old gentleman as Marie stormed in,

‘‘Pleez, m’'sieur!" she cried. “You
mus’ not buy it. The violin, she is}
for my petit Pierre. See? I hava}

five dollars!”

The white-crested purchaser was
dumbfounded.

“But 1 ," he ed. “I
have just bought it for my grlnd-!
son’s Christmas.” ! i

“N’importe!’’ Marie protested, ad-
amant now. “You mus’ sell it to,
me. The policeman, they have (lv-‘
en me the money, see? My leetle!
Pierre, he will be so disappointed!”

The old man looked at Sam. ,

‘‘Have you another violin?'’

“For seven dollar I got a better
one.” Sam'’s eyes lighted up, It
looked like another sale,

““All right, madame,"” the gentle-
man spoke to Marie. ‘Here's your
violin. Give me the five dollars.’”

‘“Merci, m’sjeur]”.. Old WMarie
cried. ‘‘My Pierre, he will be so
happy!” With that she dashed out
into the night, happy at last.

Pierre was asleep when she ar-
rived home, but he found the violin
on the table next morning. It glis-
tened like new inside the weather-
beaten case.

““Mammal’ he cried with glee.
“Mammal The violinl But how—
where—who gave it to me?"”

Old Marie's eyes filled with tears.

“Santa Claus brought it, Pierre.
Of course—Santa Claus, Then there
was the policeman and the kind
gran'pere . . ."”

But Pierre didn't hear the lasi.
only knew Santa Claus hadn't
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The merry, innocent music of Scottish carols was so pe.
morselessly drowned in the thunder of the Reformatioy
that little of it survived Yet the people must have loveq
and clung to their Chrisunas songs,for too frequent are the
records of punishment for “plaing, dansin, and singin off
fylthe carrolles on Yeull Day, ab evin,” or for “go
about in ringls ' and carrelling vpon ye day callitt Zoul
day.” Long after the “carreling and wanton synging in the
kirk” had been silenced the old simple ballads of tne
Nativity lingered in the country’s folk music, and though
in many cases the words were translations from the Ger.
man their rendering into homely Scots gave them a robust
oharm quite distinct from the spiritual loveliness of soms
English carols. So they sang of the Babe in the Manager:—

“Quhen He was borne nane did Him snib,
To ly rycht law in till and Crib;

Ane Ox, and Asse, rycht tenderlle
Refrescheit Nis humanitie.”

IN VARED STRAIN !
In some a “mirry and sportsum” note sounded forth to
herald the season of thanksgiving and rejoicing;—

“Hay Zule now sing and mak myrth,
Sen Christ this day to vs is borne.”

In quieter vein were the words of another old hymn,—

. “We suld loue God and myrrie be,
And dryve away dispair:

For Christ is cumin from hevin sa hle,
our fall for to repair.”

TO THE TUNE OF “BALULALOW”
Loveliest of all is the carol set to the music of that old

lullaby, “Balulalow,” & mingling of tender adoration and -

royal splendour, as {ixe following verses show:

“My Saull and lyfe stand up and see
Quha lyis is an Cribbe of tree;

Quhat Babe is that sae gude and fair?
It is Christ, Goddis Son and Heir.

O God that made all creature,

How art.Thou now becomit sae poor,
That on the hay and straw will lie
Amang the asses, oxen, kye?

And war the warld ten tymes sae wyde,
Cled ouer with gold, and stanis of pryde,
Unworthie it war, zit to Thee
Under Thy feit and stule to be.

The Sylk and Sandell Thee to els,
Ar hay, and sempill sweilling clais
Quharin Thou gloris, greatest King,
As Thou in Heaven war in Thy ring,

O my deir Hart, zung Jesus sweit,
Prepair Thy creddill in my Spreit,
And I sall rock Thee in my hart,
And neuer mair fra Thee depart.

.Bot I sall praise Thee evermoir
With sangis sweit unto Thy gloir,
The knees of my hart sall I bow,
And sing that richt Baluladow.”

PUNISHMENT FOR CAROLLERS

Christmas had reigned with much pomp and pageantry
in Scotland long. before the zealous ministers and kirk
sessions began to ordain that ‘“carrelleris in all tym cum-
ing be punissit as fornicatouris,” and that all merry-
makers who celebrated the holy season by dancng through
the towns with masks and bells, by playing football, or by
“hurling with stollis en the streitis,” should be put in the
jougs or make similar penance for the better “keiping of #
Christian and decent ordour about the tymes observit be
sum superstitiouslie. and prophanelie.”

From light-hearted pre-Reformatlon days comes a glow
of richness and colour such as Willlam Dunbar achieved at
the passing of “dully nycht” and the uprising of the sun in
“hevin imperiall” to hall the Saviour’s birih. Joy-inspired
his verses soar into a paean of grandeur:—

“Archangell, angellis, and dompnationis,
Tronis, potestatis, and marteiris seir,
And all ye hevinly operationis,

Ster, planeit, firmament, and speir,

Fyre, erd, air, and watter cleir,
To him give loving, most and lest,
That come in to so meik manier:
Et nobis Puer natus est"

“TWELVE YULE DAYS”

Less exalted is the old traditional Scots carol, the
the “T'welve Yule Days,” that parade of mediaeval courtli-
ness through which we follow the gallant king and Gis
ever-increasing  generosity. The rigmarole opens lghtly
and simply enough:—

“Thé king sent his lady on the first Yule day,
A papingo-aye:
Wha learns my carol and carries it away?”

But the days pass on to Twelfth Night and the gifts pll¢
up from that solitary peacock until we reach the climax:—
“The king sent his lady on the twelth Yn'~ #-°

Three malds a-merry dancing,

Three hinds, a-merry hunting, an Arab.... .1000,
1 !; 11 that was brown
- Ul h

Three ducks a-merry laying, a "

Three goldspinks, three starlings, a goose

Three plovers, three partridges, a paplngo-,nye:

Wha learns my carol and carries it away?” v

Not content with this, another verse is sometimes adfdlol
for full measure, though the git hints, at a falling-of
interest on the lover’s part, fori— .

“The king sent his lady on the thirteenth Yule da)’& e
Three stalks ot merry corn, three maids a-merry da

ing"
and so on, .
“IN ROSE-MERRY SCOTLAND"
“Merry’ was indeed the key-word for such Amustd

ing the popular mediaeval legend of the little Christian
bogunesohyaow’l.butowodonmhndomofmp“
tlest epithets it has ever had. :

“Oh down, oh down in rose-merry Scotland,

1t rained and snowed both hard;

Two little boys weut out one day oh,

For to play with their ball."

. s
Compared with England’s rich store, our Scottish ¢ro8

are
are very small in number. How t melodles
1 , many of them distan
few which have lingered b_nwtlhcdf“h"m
at Yuletide:— ¢

"',Wc "mr wﬂb and .M" »
mirth, merrie s
Flay, pleasance, i —Weekly Scotsman




