Great Spirit, Reveals
Story of Christmds,
By Katherine Edelmen

N THE far-flung land of the
west the early winter had
been unusually mild and al-
hough it was nearing
o e e 0, T
a8 I an , almost, -
m:l!:ev in its mildness, 2
erywhere that the message of
the Christ Child had reached, men
and women were busy and happy
preparing for the great day, a new
and added joy of life surging with-
in their hearts. Into each home
there -had come & strengthening
and rekindling of family ties and
—a & new birth of
: .| love and service

Out on the
reservation,
however, the
Indians went
their tasks as
usual, for no
hint of the
wonder and the
glory of the
Christmas time
had yet come
to them. And if
they felt a mys-
terious some-
thing in the alr
at this time,

they understood it not at all, for
the brightness from the Star of
Bethelehem had not yet burst upon
them.

Moonlight Brook was very lone-
ly—she had only little Silver Star,
her daughter, with her now—the
big chief had sent Strong Oak, her
husband, with other braves, on a
mission to' a distant village, And
Moonlight Brook had missed him
every hour, for their love was satill
burning as bright as the big camp
fire that blazed near the tepees at
dusk.’

Her love of the great open spaces
helped to cheer her during the long
hours of his absence, Every day
with little Silver Star she wander-
ed afar. In these lonely places that
she went there always came to her
the sense of some unknown pres-
ence—the hand of some great
power.

Early one ‘'morning Moonlight

Brook called little Silver Star to
her and told her that they would
go for a long walk, away up to
Roaring Creek. Moonlight Brook
was lost in wonder at the beautv of
the scene, but a great and sudden
change had come over the day.
Now, looking at the lowering,
, threatening sky, she declded that
she must make all possible haste
back to the village. For with the
darkness and the gloom that had
come over all there had come, too,
from across the prairie a low men-
acing wind that carried with it at
times- small,- dry- snowflakes.

With Silver Star tn her arms
Moonlight Brook started in the
direction of the village, walking
with the swift, strong stride of the
woman who Ilives much in the
open. The snow now was coming
down in large flakes and the wind
had grown blizzard-like in 1ts ve-
locity. Hope was fast dving with-
fn her, for she was trembling from
exhaustion. ‘Then overwrought
nature did the thing which she had
tried hard to keep from happening
—she sank ‘'upon the snow—her
last thought as she felt consclous-
ness leaving her, to wrap the blan-
ket closer about lttle Silver Star
and to waft a prayer to the Great
Spirit to take care of Strong Oak
when she was gone, *
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But prairie has many storles
to tell strange things that have

happened there, and on this day
there was added to the list another
of those coincidences whirh harwan
oftener in renl T

would have us
believe. For
Strong Oak and
his came
by the very spot
whaere Moon-
light Brook. and
Silver Star lay
a short time
after they ha”
sunk exhausted

Some of th-

men ‘had trie”

to take the oth-

er trail, bv'

soathing with

in him, tha"

strange, un

known force -
which comes to all at times, made
him choose the Roaring Creek trail
instend and he found his loved
ones and with the help of the
guides they reached the village in
safety.

A few hours later, Moonlight
Brook and Strong Oak sat hand in
hand, the estatic happiness of be-
.ing reunited surging within them.
Moonlight Brook over
and over that it was a miracle
that the Great Spirit had wraught
that Strong Oak should have found
her. And Strong Oak told her that
while. he had been gone he had
heard the story of the Christ Child
who had come upon on this

day, which ever since has been’

called Christmas. As Moonlight

. Brook .listened to the beautiful
story that has been told so much,
but which keeos its thrill throuth

" the ares, she felt that this day was
, indeed a day of miracles, for, like

her bronzed brave, the story

brought her a wonderful peace and

stilled the restless longings which
had come to her so often in the
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18 years, holiday plans, gifts

good times at the. Manor

had been chosen with the sole pur-

pose of giving Madeline “the best
Ohristmas yet.”

daughter of over-indulgent ‘parents,

the favorite of fond aunts and uncles

- Madeline . soon b d

The Origin of Ancient Beliefs That Still Persist
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By Sir Charles Igglesden.
,CHRISTMASTIDE arrives in an
e of for it
must be remembered that the intro-

to receiving whatever her: youthful
fancies desired. On the sixth Christ-
mas eve, just as the little girl was
going to bed, Santa Claus appeared
in fine array, Placing his pack with-
in her reach, the jolly old fellow
gave her an unlimited supply of
toys and sweets. The twelth Christ-
mas was marked by a party at the
neighboring hotel; neither care nor
expense were spared in making the
event a grand one.

It was drawing near the Christ-
mas season again. Mr. and Mrs,
Clark held lengthy . consultai®ns.
What shall we give our girl this
year?” For once in her life Madeline
umonled ‘“‘th and unint d. “It

y another week of ties,
gifts and enbemmmenu?'“ she
thought, to herself, and impatiently
answered, “Whatever you like,”
when asked what wonderful plans
they would make this year.

Dec. 10 brought a fa‘ letter, bear-
ing a foreign postmark. Mr. Clark’s
sister wrote from China that all her
sisters, their husbands, her brothers,
their wives, were having a family
Teunion at Vancouver. “Let Madel-
ine visit some friends and we par-
ents will enjoy a carefree, happy
Ohristmas together, Leave as scon
as possible. Let’s give Mother and
Dad the surprise of their lives.”

Mr. and Mrs. Clark looked at each
other in glad anticipation, but in &
moment ‘the thought unexpressed

.but present in each mind was, “But
what about Madeline’s celebration?”

The young lady in question entre-
ed the study at that moment. Hear-
ing of Aunt Sue's plan, she urged
her parents to go. The novelty of a
[o) alone appealed to her,
and practiced’ in the art of coaxing
she persuaded her mother and
father to acccept the invitation.
“But who will give you a Merry
Christmas?” asked Mother reluc-
tantly. Then Madeline told her
hastily-conceived plan of inviting
Aunt Betty and Cousin Ruth for
Christmas and New Year's Day.

“The week before they come, I'll be
busy with Nora and Jane getting
ready for my guests,” she said. -
the 17th Mr. and Mrs, Clark
left on the First Montreal train,
and Madeline, in her new-found
freedom, did an unheard of thing.
‘With a large basket and a well-filled
purse, she set out alone to do her
Christmas shopping. Other years
each gift had been ordered by her
mother, but now, in the throngs of
eager shoppers, Madeline felt =a
strange, wonderful thrill. *“Christ-
mas is the time for loving and
giving,” she heard a mother explain
to a little girl, as they chose g gift
for Daddy, from whom, it was evi-
dent, they were hiding in the crowd.
Even the tired clerks seemed filled
with a kindly spirit of good cheer.
A little boy and girl ragged and
shivering, stood with noses pressed
against the pane of the toyland
window. Their eyes were wide with
longing, and Madeline knew for the
first time the real joy of giving as
she led the little ones into the store
and bought each the most loved toy.
The Salvation Army stood at one
of the busy street corners, singing
and playing alternately. The beauti-
ful Christmeas carols rose above the
hum, and these words were sung
in a sweet soprano voice:

“How silently, how silently,

That wonderous gift was given

8o God imparts to human hearts

The blessings of His Heaven.

No ear may hear His coming

But in this world of sin

Whel;umeek souls will receive Him
s

The dear Christ enters in™

Tired and wearied, Madeline wené
home, but in her heart a little song
kept ringing. e

Then followed a wonderful week,
more shopping, the selection of a
Christmas tree, planning with Jane
the Christmas dinner, and getting

ted with the neighbors and
assoclates of everyday life. S8uch a
score of friends Madeline found in
the least expected places—dear, poor,
lonely people whom she could give
to, and love, and entretain for
Christmas.

On Christmas eve, as Madeline
eat alone, tired but intensely happy,
she listened to the songs of the
carolers in the street below. The
morrow would be busy with the
entertainment of Aunt Betty and
Ruth, and the others, who were
coming to the Manor, lest Christmas
to them should be lonely and un-
lovely. S0 because Madeline was
using all of Jesus' birthday
others, in the hush of the evening
hour there came to her the sweet
fulMilment of the message, horne to
her on the snowy, wintry air;

“0' Holy Child of Bethlehem,
Deacenid to us we pray;
Cast out our sin and enter in,

A

Christmas angels
Thelr great glad tidings tell, .
O come to us, abide with us,
Our Lord, Emmanuel.”—Exchange

Christmas Customs
Are International’

—Christmas
national. The origin of Christmas
grows out of the momentous events
in Syria. The Christmas tree comes

of hanging

presents is from the French, Santa
Claus is the Dutch Kriss Krinale,
of many generations’ standing. .
England first used the plum -
ding and the yule Tog at a&lst-
mas-time. The turkey is America's
novel contribution to the Christ«
mas family party” (Christian En-

tion of Christianity was respon-
sible for many of the commonplace
superstitions of today.

The strict line of demarkation
between the priesthood and the un-
educated people was very pro-
nounced, and many common super-
stitions of today, symbolical of re-
ligious ritual, can be traced to this
fact. Th eexplanation of the super-
stitlon connected with the ladder,
is that, when placed a wall,
it forms the emblem of the Trinity,
and only the priest could pass
under it in the old days.

The origin of a vast number of

, other superstitions apparently ab-

surd can be traced to the witch,
who carried on her trade, or nefar-
lous practices—whichever term you
like to use—by scaring the people
of the countryside.

For instance, she might see a
woman pass a-load of hay and warn
her that unless she bought an anti-
dote at once, bad luck would befall
her. Thus, the meeting with a load
of hay was henceforth looked upon
as unlucky. And hundreds of simi-
lar instances can be found—super-
stitions utterly ridiculous with lack
of tangible explanation other than
the one I have given.

Much superstition once sur-
rounded the mistletoe. The head of
a family considered it incumbent
upon him to kiss every woman in
the house, the dignified wife, his
cheery ¢aughters and giggling maid-
servants. Unless this custom was
carried out bad luck would befall
the house for twelve months. In
the West of England it is urged
that if the mistletoe be not burned
on Twelfth Night, all unmarried
couples who have kissed beneath
it will be foes before the énd of
the year

Holly must be broueht into the
house at Christmastide, but it is
absolutely necessary to burn it and
never throw it away in the dustbin.
‘The origin of this superstition is
that the holly berry is the food of
the robin. which, in ancient days,
was looked upon as a holy bird.

No Christmas evergreen should
ever be allowed to remain in the

house after Twelfth Night, and
even at the present time a formal
ceremony is carried out in some
parts of England by taking down

the deporations, carrying -them -

into a garden and burning them.

If this solemn ritual be not car-
ried out, the house will be visited
by evil spirits,

A child born during Christmas-
tide, lasting from Christmas Day
until New Year's Day, will always
be lucky, but,it must always be
pricked with a holly leaf, on the
right leg if it be a boy and on the
left leg if it be a girl. Should snow
be on the ground at the time of its
birth, the infant should be rolled
in it before it is six hours old.

This custom of rolling a newly-
born child in the snow was carried
out by the old midwives until quite
recently, and one of these old wo-
men whispered to me that she be-
lieves in many places  this risky
practice is indulged in surrepti-
, tiously today.

A lover on Christmas morning
should walk to the house of his be-
trothed and, if the snow is on the
ground, throw a snowball at her
window, If there be no snow, a
small pebble also ensures happi-
ness and possibly marriage during
the year. '

There is a general superstition
that if a girl sits on a table she will
never be married. But Christmas
Day is an exception. If she should
be desirous of attracting the at-
tention of & man in the room on
that day, she should sit on a table
and thus secure his admirati-n.
If the balt is taken, the fish will be
landed before the 21st June.

Green, except for ‘an Irish gir], is
a colour considered unlucky for a
bride, but anyone married on
Christmas Day or Hoxing Day can

tiring to bed, to keep the Devil from
coming down the chimney; coal is
repugnant to him, while, on the
other hand, he enjoys the warmth
of hot embers. On Christmas night,
however, the Evil One dare not
come down the chimney whether
the embers be red or black, and you
can safely leave the fire burning
all night,

You ‘will find no more super-
_stitious men than the shepherds,
and there is a tradition in Romney
Marsh that at ddwn on Christmas
morning every sheep faces the East

three times

and bows o

A parson one visited an old
shepherd on his sick-bed and was
requested to read his favourite
hymn in which the following line
occurred:—“The roseate hues of
early dawn.” The old man, who
could not read, had always believed
these words were: “The rows of
ewes at early dawn.”

A common practice of the shep-
herd is to make a cross with his
fingers on the back of fifty-two
sheep on Chrisfmas Day. This en-

I sures fifty-two lucky weeks for the
flock.

Some cottagers in Ireland live in
awe of Christmas Day, for it is a
custom of the head of the house to
light a huge candle on Christmas
Eve, and the manner in which it
burns determines the fate of at
least one member of the family.

This candle is placed in the win-
dow, and lighted, while the family
gather round in fear and trembling
lest it should flicker out after burn-
ing  only a few seconds. If this un.
toward event happens, it means a
death in the family; if, however,
the flame burns on, it means a
lucky year for all those who are
assembled in the room.

To have the good old Christmas

wear it without the sl st risk.
We find several other instances
where a certain action may bring
bad luck during the rest of the
year but good luck on OChristmas
Dav. For instance, it is unlucky to
cut your nafls on a Friday, but
should Christmas Day fall on a
Friday, you should make every
effort to cut at least one nail for
good luck.

In the ordinary way it is consid-
ered necessary to rake out all em-
bers from a fire-grate before re-

dding served without a sprig of
holly would be unthinkable; but it
is not generally known that the
reason for burning spirits is not to
give the pudding a svecial taste. but
the flames drive the Evil Spirit
away, leaving the holly surrounded
by =ood luck.

The eating of a minece ple starts
on Christmas Day and continues
to be a dish for twenty-eicht davs.
For everv mince pie eaten in a dif-
ferent house, a month of good luck
for the coming year is ensured.

Christmas And
“God Bless Us
Every One!”

Continued from page 2

So we know that the Christmas
celebrations were not in the be-
ginning of religlous significance.
But with Christianity’s dawn the
many old customs that remained
were given a religlous symbolism.
There are a number of our pres-
ent-day customs that are pictur-
esque and interesting because of
their great antiquity.

When we tramp into tiee winter
woods and bring home loads of
scarlet-berried holly and mistle-
toe we are merely following in the
footsteps of our pagan ancestors.
When we wreathe our doorsills and
windows with the beautiful, waxy
white clusters of mistletoe, when
we ornament the mantle above the
bright fire with 1its darkgreen
clusters we are but unconsciouslv
repeating the pagan custom of old
when the Druids, the ancient priests
performed their mystical rites upon
their forest altars.

The cutting and burning of the
Yule log is, today, as important as
a feature of the Christmas cele-
brations of the manor homes of
“Merrie England” as it was before
the world knew the meaning of a
true Christian observance of the
season. The cheery, heartening
salutation “Merry Christmas!” orig-
inated in England. This greeting
has never been known to fail in
brining a smile to even the most
woe-begone countenance.

And an Engilsh Christmas is, in-
deed, & wonderful thing to exper-
jence. Even the very tales of the
Englishman’s Yuletide make our
hearts beat faster and our imag-
inations run riot. The time has
not yet arrived when Dickens’
“Christmas Carol” with its descrip-
tions of the Christmas market
stalls with their long rows of
hanging geese decorated with
bunches of sage and onlons, of
tarts, puddings and sweetmeats
will lose its delicious charm and
mouth-watering powers.

And who can write about Christ-
mas without thinking of the hum-
ble, though none the less delectable
dinner presided over by proud
Bob Cratchet—and Tiny Tim seat-
ed at the board with his frail,
small fingers clasping his spooi
and repeating honest Bob's bless-
ing as he gazed upon his adorlng
family—"God bless us, every one! '
Poor little Tim with his erutch
across his knee!

Some suthorities stae that the
Christmas tree as we know it
originated in Scandinavia. Others
claim that the Geermans first made
use of it, Certain it is that we, in
our own land, did not have our
brightly d trees until after
the German immigrant arrived.

Christmas carols are sung In
many lands; in England, in France
where they are called "noels” in
Wales, Treland and Ttaly and in
many other countries. In Ttaly, at
the season of Advent, the Cala-
brian shepherds troop down from
their hills and chant thelr unusual
mountain songs in the citles. The
word “carol” is derived from “con-
tare” meaning to sing and “rola.”
an Interjection of jov; therefore it
18 not A musical form peculiarly
belonging to' Christmas, although

—N

REAL SPIRIT

II" THE 7real spirit of
Christmas is within us
we will, indeed, find that
it is more blessed to give
than to receive, and we will
give out of the fullness of
our hearts and because of the
joy that giving brings us.
instead of from any other
motive. So to get the real joy
of giving and to receive the
richness of the Christmas
spirit in fullest measure, give
because your heart prompts
you to and forget all else.—
Katherine Edelman,

« )

it is usually assoclated with this
season. One of the most ancient, if
not the very oldest carol of a re-
ligious nature is the exquisite,
“While Shepherds Watched Their
Flocks by Night” It was written
by Nahum Tate, England’s post
laureate in 1692.

Quaint "old English carols that
are still sung are: “God Rest You,
Merry Gentlemen,” “Good King
Wencesles” and “The Holly and
Ivy” These were sung by the
waits who went from house to
house in the old days. A whole
hook could be made interesting by
recounting the customs of the an-
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20550

Carols Sung by Waits Who Went
House to House

clent carol singers of the different
lands.

In connection with the Christ~
mas candle which has been used
as a beautiful symbol in many
countries from ancient days to the
present it is interesting to know
that even the gypsies, those wan-
dering, . mysterious vagabonds of
unknown origin and self-confessed
paganism, have a legend about a
burning candle that was set at a
certain season to light the way of
a mother and child across the
darkness of a desert land. This
legend is to be found somewhere
in an old-book—perhaps it was re-
counted by Greorge Borrow—but the
writer of these lines has been un-
able to locate it again.

After all, it is the spirit of any

that truly counts,

The Three Ships

As I went up the mountain-side,
The sea below me glittered wide,
And, eastward, far away, I spied
On Christmas Day, on Christ-
mas Day,
The three great ships that take
the tide

On Christmas Day in the morn-
ing. .

Ye have heard the song, how these
must ply .
From the harbors of home to the
ports o' the sky!
Do ye dream none knoweth the
whither and why
On Christmas Day, on Christmas
Day,
The three great ships go salling by’
On Christmas Day in the morn-
ing? C

Yet, as I live, I never knew
That ever a song could ring so
true,
Til I saw them break through a
haze of blue
On Christmas Day, on Christmas
Day;
And theymnrvvel]mu ancient flags
they flew
On Christmas Day in the morn-
ing!

From the heights above the bel-
fried town

1 saw that the sails were patched
and brown,
But the flags were aflame with a
great renown
On Christmas Day, on Christmas

And on e'very mast was a golden
. crown
On Christmas Day in the morn-
ing.

anclent ships
Were their prows a-plunge to the
Chersonese ?
For the pomp of Rome or the glory
of Greece,
On Christmas Day, on Christmas

Day,
Were they out on & quest for the
Golden Fleece
On Christmas Day in the morn-
ing.
And the sun and the wind they
told me there
How goodly a load the three ships
bear,
Tor the first is gold and the second
... 18 myrth
On Christmas Day, on Christmas
Day ;
And the third is frankincense most
rare
On Christmas Day in the morn-
ing.
They have mixed their shrouds

with the golden sky.
They have faded away where the

On Christmas Day, on Christmas
Day ?
Will ye see three ships come sailing
by
On Christmas Day in the morn-
?
—ALFRED NOYES.

Perhaps the best of all possible
ways to heopwwum during the
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Wreaths, Garlands
Gay Shout “Merry
Christmas!”

T a joy it is to'come into &
home scented with spicy pine
and hemlock, so suggestive of Yule-
tide that each room fairly shouts
“Merry Christmas!” And what a
real pleasure, too, to gather the
greens and dispose them so that
they express all the kindliness of
the blessed season, intensifying the
delights of the “friendliest” period
of the year!
As garlands, the various types of
greens may decorate windows and

* doors, or they may be massed on

mantels or tables,

To make a flexible rope of green-
ery, supply a foundation of heavy
twine and to this attach the short
sprays of pine, hemlock or spruce,
interspersed regularly with clusters
of laurel; or for a more decorative
effect use the artificial berries with
the greens. Fine flexible wire is
best for fastening the sprays in
place.

Another use for greens is in the

formation of window wreaths. Ar- °

range the small sprays on a heavy
wire foundation, taking care to keep
the wreath symmetrical. Small
groups of red berries, regularly
placed, give character to such a
decoration.

Santa Claus or Cupid?

It was Christmas Eve—quite the
most glorious "Christmas Eve Vir-
ginia Ray had ever known. Every-
thing was ready for the party—
her party—from the “Merry Christ-
mas” place-cards to the splendid
Christmas tree that would be
ablaze all evening with little lights
and colors.

Virginia pinned ! the last red
stocking to the mantel, and turn-
ed to her mother. “I think it was
real mean of Ceorge not to offer
to play Santa Claus for me,” she
said. “After his having a nice cos-
tume, too.”

“But, dear, her mother answer-
ed, “How could he when you quar-
reled? I didn't know you had in-
vited him.”

“I didn't, but of course I would
have, if he had been just the least
bit nice,” Virginia pouted, and hur-
rled off to get ready to receive her
guests. Her mother, busy with
last minute details, smiled in what
might have been reminises of her
own youth. A few minutes later he
went to the phone, held a brief
conversation, and as she hung up
the receiver she called up the
stairs: “Hurry, dear, I do believe
some of your guests are coming.”

“Ill be right down,” Virginia's
voice preceded its owner by only
a second. “Do I look all right,
mother?”

“All right” sald Mrs. Ray's
voice. and her eyes said, “Lovely,”
and her heart sald. “Mv darling!”

Virginia, responding to an ur-
gent bur-inggg! admitted her ear-
liest guests. Half an hour later,
when the rooms were filled with
merry, chattering young people,
the orchestra struck up the first
dance. Escorts led their laughing
pariners to the centre of the floor,
but Virginia did not dance the
first number—she had not invite
George. Neither had she invited,
as her partner, anyone else.

That dance was over, and an-
other, and another. The Christmas
tree was admired; the mistletoe
was found, and put to its proper
use; occasional silences made clear
the distant sound of carollers; the
clock struck ten—eleven—twelve.

At that moment the ruests were
surprised (and so was Virginia) by
the sound of sleigh bells, a hearty
“Merry Christmas,” and the ap-
pearance, from somewhere near
the tree, of as jolly a Santa as one
could imagine. Near beside him
stood Mrs. Ray.

“Why, Mr, Santa Claus, I do be-
leve,” and then she presented him
to the company. “My old childhood
friend, Mr. Santa Claus, has come
to pay us a visit. and as he is
loaded down with his various gifts,
which must be delivered tomor-
row morning. I suggest that he
give any of us who are to receive
his attentions, our presents now.”

“I didn’t know Virginia,” said
Pudgy Clark, the fat and awkward
youth who had stepped on Virgin-
fa’s toes during the last dance, “I
didn’t know you believed in Santa
Claus.”

“I don't!” Virginia snapped.

“All right,” he laughed,
needn’t bite my head off.”

The favors distributed, Mrs. Ray
called Virginia. “Here, dear, you
and Santa lead the grand march.
If you will all follow, I think we
might find some refreshments in
another room.”

“Richto!” sald Santa, in a de-
cidedly unfrigid voice. Somehow,
Santa knew just where to go. But
then, of course, Santa Claus
knows everything.

He even knew, a few moments
later, when Virginia excused her-
self from the party, and slipped
back to the other room, now in a
state of partial disarray, and( and
even the orchestra members were
enjoying the repast in the other
room) forlorn in its emnptiness.
Virginla was feeling particularly
forlorn and particularly proud.

Santa Claus must know every-
thing, for he knew just how long
to wait before he, too, wandered

from the merry group and foined
Virginia. And he (or was it Cuoid
knew just what to say to make
this really the most wonderful
Christmas Eve in all Virginia’s
life, Just what it was I am not sure,
but he must have told Vireinia, for
presently she said, “I know; I
Know,” and she had cheered up
\ quite a bit before he put his arm
around her. Somehow she wnsn't
s0 forlorn—nor quite so proud.

After a while they walked over
to the tree together, and they lis-
tened to the carollers; and then,
somehow, they stobped right under
the mistletoe! What George sald

“you
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Puts a Halo on

Another Heack?

Artist Finds New Place for e

Circle Because of a Ser-
vice to Mankind,
By Christopher G. l'iawd

A

at his watch with some anxi-
ety.

painiings had been successful be-
yond: his hopes, there had bzen
congratulations, and flowers, and

The hospitality of the
old southern home: had been g}
lavish, the exhibition of his 41
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AVID SPENCER looked again ~gg 0"
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commissions. Quite overwhelmed =¥

with courtesies, and attentions,
charmed by the quaintness and
beauty and customs and scenes new
to him, the artist longed to linger,

and was loath to leave the old city. *
But the northern train that ho

must take was almost due, the sta-
tion was distant, and his hosts had
seemingly forgotten all about it,
until they suddenly appeared wiih

apologies and delivered him to the

black coachman and the family
coach. Fortun-
« ately, the train,

burdened with
" its load of

Chrigtmas

cheer, was late,

also, so that

when it moved

on Spencer was

among its pas-

sengers.

The rather

monotonous

landscape threw

him back upon

reflection, and

he found him-

self reviewing

the sights and

experiences of

his visit with

pleasant am-

usement, Again he witnessed the
bargaining of the old market. “Is
you got enny aigs?”? “I ain't sed dat
I ain’t’” “I ain't axed yer is yo'
ain’'t, I axed yer ain't you is.” He
recalled the curious operations of
the revival meeting that had so
{llustrated the picturesqueness of
negro character and hummed to
himself the song that had there
been so intensely sung:

Dere’s a halo on His hald,

.A halo, ch my Lawd.

But dere’s one for me He sed.
A crown ob glory wen I'm daid
A halo, oh my Lawd,

' Dat's de kind ob hat ter git,

A halo, oh my Lawd.

In rain or shine hit’s boun’ ter fit,
I sholy am a'wantin’ hit,

A halo, oh my Lawd.

And I kin feel hit sproutin’ now,
A halo, oh my Lawd.
A crown ob shinin’ on my brow,
Each time to Him I mek a bow,
A halo, oh my Lawd.

As the train sped on the artist’s
reminiscences were interrupted by
the voices of the conductor and
one of the passengers. “But this
train does not stop at Redfield”
the conductor was saying, as he
looked at the old man's ticket. “Tt
must sure stop this time,” answer-
ed the passenger; “I just got o
see Jim once more before he goes.
I only got the message this morn-
ing. I want to wish him a merrv
Christmas and a happy New Yerar
whare he's
goin’.” The
conductor hesj-
tated, thehn
seemed to yield
as he passed on
and the old
man sat back
in his seat, una-
ware of the
atmosphere” of
sympathy
around him.
Shortly after
the  bell rope
was pulled, the
train drew to a
halt, and kind-
ly 16oks follow-
ed him down

”
the aisl2 and on to the platform of

the little station.
The incident was barely finished

and the train had attained but
little headway when there was A
sudden and terrible jolt, followed
by a crash and the bumping of the
cars over the ties, then a stop and
an affrighted silence, broken by the
voice of the Pullman porter, cry-
ing out, “We's run through an
open switch and we's wrecked,
but ne’ min’, de train am standin’
on de groun.” Engine, baggagc
cars and dining car were off and
broken, but the Pullmans remained
on the track. “If we hadn't stop-
ped at Redfield,” said the con-
ductor, “we'd 'a’ been going forty
miles an hour and all heaned up,
at the bottom of the embankment.’
In the artist’s studio today there

is a picture of the Christmas
Christ, with the halo that belicv-
ing love has placed upon His head.
And just below it another halo
rests ubon the head of an old man,
plctured there because of his un-
conscious but rea] service of man-
kind.

was whispered In her ear, so we
shall never know, but Virginia was
fauching as she answered him.

“Why, George,” she said. “how
dare you say I don't believe in
Santa Claus?”
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