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Episode the First:

#,youre absolutely impossible in
your” superiority, Ronald.‘

wand you're s0 very ditticult in

ur—feminity, dear.”

The two angry pairs of eves
fought over the lunch-table. The
man was dead white; the girl flush.
ed crimson :ndl :lm her colon;lr‘
00, slowly drained away as she But he had seen he
:-ealized the unforgiveable ‘fnsultirofie up, before she rwﬁice.i‘,f %l;:
in the paused before her husband’s guard.
jast two words, ‘And no good tidings?”

This s wuere Mona and Ronald' Her lips framed 5 fll;‘:agsk::
Doyle had arrived on the road ot swer, but her eyes sought the
their married lite. At first bliss— gloom of the wood, the giant beech
unalloyed and vastly deepened by spectral in the fading light, on
the arsival of Hector Derek Fer- which one of the despnlring'onea
guson Doyle who was at Dresent had hanged himself, the rustling of
(in the absence of nurse) investi. dead leaves in an 'uneasy breeze.
gating the sawdust interior of his She felt horribly alone. :
Teddy Bear to the detriment of Mr,; -The man by her side watched
Bear and the appearance of the her, eager and calculating, until
nursery floor. (she turned to him, when "hlg ex-

Followed petty irritations, An- pression became pure solicitude.

¢ ¢4 940y

too long?  Yet it was

cloak ‘of sympath
un:!erstandln‘g. y and complete
lng’I;‘kl:a ssxt)cl)lx:ix:\.?{ cii(iogn:l;:g(]lng?srgt
he‘l‘gleodt l’:’lelll.lc(l? sslll(z))r 1o tie ground.

Nghtry m,” she replied

noyance by ‘Ronald that ‘Mona “And what is Ronnie doi
should trifle with “high-brow” let you roam about in thens‘ilot\g
movements, A vague feeling of without a gladsome message for a
jealously in Mona’s ' mind when stranger?”

Ronald spent so much time playing' The sensation of lonel
cricket or shooting things or fus- came crushing, ngks: b
sing over a motor-car. “Ronnie!” she repeate .
The motor-car! ~ That was the scious of the worldp of gittg:‘lx‘:g:s
cause of alll1 tthls unseasonable in her voice.
trouble on (Christmas Eve . The| rhere are so y
peautiful new Bentley ‘had arrived pridge Tlrlneo. m}iuﬁgﬂ?‘;s\m:ﬁg
a week ago. It was, Ronald poln-mjght have taken months of schem-
ted out, a 'Christmas gift for both ng  As it was, withun a flash
of them, He had since monopol Mona was in his arms. Between
ised the steering wheel with all the e passienate kisses he rained qn
sense of triumph and power it8 her he Lreathed pledges of protec-
possession gave until this morning |jon, devotion, love

when Mona had taken it to round| «“Come witl N
up neighbonurs for an informal Box-lgyce, To-‘:llgt;n,me;;oﬁull(::v)f' belﬁé
ing Day dance. She had been garved.. Together life will be

tive minutes late for lunch and glorjoys, 8D
Ronald, hungry and pacing the ,gm.f o te&zg yo\;llwlgeatgl&l:}:u:éaﬁr
vel in front of the garage, had de-|is Listen. At nine o'clock if X
clared that the car had been over-lseq 5 light .ln your room 1 will o
rivony to the end of the paddock where
Discussion of the incident hadlyy| light a clgm'ex:te——t‘hre:ht?xrna;
culminated in a normally kind and, o quarter of an hour later. Th
courteous sportsman being crudely .ome to me my" S . en
insolent to t’he'\\'omau he adoved.| " Ag ghe rode z‘slowl); Home e
“Qver-driven!” thought Mona. thought of Ronald. But Ronald
ferociously, as she slowly lald her|p.; inquiteq her, had insulted the
\ub\&napk&n on. the table, spark- womanhood ‘for  whose emancipas
ling with its polish and glass and|i, “che was enthusiastic and ‘her
siver, and, holding her head Yery, g tightened with cold resolve
proudly, walked out of the room. b
Outside the snow «drifted down,
covering the tenmis-court with its
kisses, flirting with the leaves of |
the pine-trees, bringing silence
with the promse of a Wwhite Yule-

[

Episode the Third.

But up to now we have forgot-
ten Hector Derek Ferguson.

Hector Derek Ferguson lay in

tidle. And  inside a rvemorseful [} 4 "
Jovie i howed "o greri e, K4 UTSHEP 1t VL
which 'he had forgotten to Lght. {s0ape on which the moon which

‘had  broken through the snow-

Episode the Second. clouds smiled. But Hector Derek

had sterner business on hand. He

thasas 23

B e taaataat R RSN
% A chr[stma? Tale«s: sasora anan, i

sill
think of these things when hey x:)c-'

to wrap her in a

The flakes were still falling an
hour later when the gates of the
stables clanged to hehind Mona, a
slim figure in her dark riding hab-
it, astride the back of the chest-
nut, Patty.

Dominating the countryside in

home were two eminences covered
with beech trees.  They tyrannis-
ed through sheer personality. One

.them . was' an anglents British

which the Doyles 'had made their:

had been reminded that, to mulct
Father ' (Christmas -suitably, he
must display his stocking on the
bedpost. Hector Derek’'s stock-
ings were small. They seemed
inadequate to contain what 'he hop-
ed for. He didn’t quite put it
that way, because he was still of
that honest age which can express
simple things without using four-
syllabled words,

phone, the Bible,

your

hearts; open

“Listen to the Angels’’

A CHRISTMA

By the ‘Rev. Dysoh Hague, Toronto

S MESSAGE

NE .wopders sometimes on the first Christmas if any others besideg the
wondering shepherds heard the angels’ song. How far was it broadcast
that silent night? We cannot tell. It may have run up on God’s invisible
wires to a}l the world. It may have been flung afar upon God’s radio so
that men in distant places might have heard it had they only listened in
It was a quaint thought that of the little girl who was sitting with her
mother one day when she suddenly said: Mother let’s sit very quiet
{or 8 minute. ?ﬁn’t let e speak a word. Let’s be very still; and let us
ry if we cannot hear angels singing up in heaven! ;
that little one was right? Who kn vas? Whey Jmows how far
not tell. - But of this we may/be sure, that if we put our ears of faith to the telephone
of God’s word there will come to us the evangel of the angels, ‘Behold I bring you glad
tidings of great joy.” and we too this Christ mastide will rejoice with joy unspeakable
and full of glory. Or if we will takﬁ up the record of Luke 2: 13, 14, in God’s Grama-
the songthey sang far away ther he hillsides
of Bethlehem, “Glory to God in the highest andon eaérth, 1)eace},]gooflv?fiﬁnto%gr}(llﬂrilsége;’
What a marvellous thing Christmas is'when you think of it! Italy may celebrate Gara-
baldi’s birthday, and France Najpoleon’s, and Germany Bismarck’s, and all Ameri-
cans Washington’s birthday, but nobody else in any other land. Only one Man ever
born into the world is given glory and honor by all nations and kindreds and peo-
ples and tongues. Many years ago a boy in England used to stay awake on Christ-
mas eve because he thought that he might hear the angels singing in the sky, as they
¢id the night that Christ was born. When 'he grew to be 4 man, he became an author
and in one of his writings he said: “I sho1ldn’t be a bit surprised if the angels are
sineing still, but we won’t hear them if we are not listening and opening our hearts to
let Christ in.” There is a happy and an unhappy Christmas. You know what I mean.
Close up your heart shut fast your eyes; stop your ears; refuse to see the poor, the
sad-faced, and the broken hearted; refuse to hear the sighs of the poor, and mai;ned
and the halt and the blind; refuse to think of the homeless and the wrecked and the
broken and those who tramp beside yow in. the cold winter in misery and hardship
and you will have and you will deserve to have an unhappy Christimas. Open L;p
hands’open up your ears; stop those family quar

we will hear

up * your

rels; dry up some tears on sorrowing faces;scatter seeds of kindness; echo the angels’ A
song; give gifts to bring cheer; and aboveall open the heart gates to let Christ in, and
then and then only will you have a happyChristmas, and its lasting joy.

We may not know, we can-

]
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% better.”
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As a taxi-driver, Mr, William It took Rumble a few minutes to
Rumble was, in appearance, pretty exwicate hus cap irom the surging
much to type. Of middle-age, mor- stream of vehicies, and then he
ose of mien, with a walrus mous- made for the nearest policemad,
tache, and an almost glassy stare who made a note of it, suggested
acqu:red by constant peering into he ‘went to the police-station, and
the tratfic, he was as good a speci- Wished him a Merry Chrnstmas,
men as one could meet of that| ‘“There’ll be no merry Christmas
class which wears voluminous ov- for me!” 'retorted Rumble, “un-

ercoats and carries its loose less I get hold of that bloke ., . 8’
change in some elusive depths truth! there’s over a quid on the
thereof. clock!” .

This, however, is regarding Mr.| ‘“Atd luck, mate,” sympathized
Rumble from an outward view- the policeman, Meanwhile, a man
po.nt only, which is, perhaps, un- had entered the taxi and asked to
fair to Mr. Rumble, who differed De dr.ven a short journey. For a:
from the average follower of his @oment, Mr. Rumble demurred.
calling, inasmuch as he worked for *“A bloke's just let me down for
no firm, but owned his own cab, OV a pouua”, he said. “And |
This is no mean distinction in the WA8 Jjust going to the police sta-
taxi world, and Mr. William Rum- ton.”
ble” was justly proud of it. He
had bought his vehicle on the in- Ioney after bad” observed the
stalment plan, and had completed DeW fare.  “It's Christmas time,
the purchase several years ago. and I'll give you a half-crown tip.
Everyth'ng, therefore, should have it} help to make up”
been all right with Mr. William _ The result was that Mr. Rumble
Rumble; and so, usually, it was, W25 slightly delayed on h's visjt
though not on the Christmas Eve (© the police station, where he
to which this narrative refers, was destined to receive a surprise.

He had had a busy day, which, A sergeant listened to his story
if followed by an equally profit: with patience. Then he said:
able night, would make for a “If your descript'on of the man
brighter Christmas in the Rumble i$ accurate, I thirk it must be th
household. But, strange to say, Man who was murdered about halt
such a night did not follow. ©On &1 hour ago in one of the streets
the contrary, it proved to be less leading from Shaftesbury Avenue
profitable than any he had exper- iDt0 Soho.  Better come to the
fenced during his career as a taxi- Mortuary with me. ~ There are
driver, two of our men up there now, We

“Christmas Eve, too!” be mut- W7 ‘"1°nhoued a- soon as it hap.
tered, as he heard a church elock P¢d”
chime ten. “And here's me with. = "

“Well, it's no use throwing good

wt Yot my qnid?” ask
S 'Rl THA they fnd any

a taxi private owned and can’t get "4 '
a blink'n’ fare.” B thng an

the hody?"
Mr. Rumble's “beat” lay in the _Tne fsevzeant disclaimed know!
Bayswater districtj where he ®d7e 0f such a thing. and a little

quiet squares At Willlam Rumble was looking
with thelr giant houses gloomy 10%D "D°- the dend face of his re-
and sentinellike. It was hls the- ¢&Nt fare

ory that one fare in such a quar- _1t's h'm o' right” he sald,
ter was worth two anywhere else, WN°menron a detective ‘nspector
But to-n'ght two “jobs” only had 2ek~d h‘'m a eries of questions re-
been his portion; and even they lating to the dead’s man’s move-
had been short journeys. He was Merts.  Rumble told him of the
frankly puzzled for eeveral times Visit fo the house at Kensington
he had been hailed, only to find and furished him with the address
his prospective fare walk away as (0 Wh'ch he.was driving him when
he approached to pick them up. he d'&~nrneared.  And that con-
“Anybod¥d think there was ""1°d Christmas Eve for Willam
something wrong with my face”, Rmh'e

he growled, as he noticed 1'ttle (Cont'nued on Page 11)
snowflakes dancing eerily about a i
street lamp, ‘“Owever, if it's go-
ing to snow, things may bet a bit

prowled about the

But things did not.  Things, in,

The Christmas
fact, grew worse, GraCker.
Meanwhile, Mr. William Imrnble1

drove his car round ‘the gloomy The craker we can’t do without,

Of that there's not the slightest

>
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o |3quare, hreaking out occasionally
¥ |[into imprecations about Christmas’
eve and all connected with it, for

l

Now mother's stockings would
contain quite a Jot of chocolates.
If only she hadn’t been fussing up-
stairs  for an unusual time hel
would already have acquired one.
At last there was quiet. If Hect-
or Derek had known that his moth-
er had been busy packing a suit-
case "and concealing it
stairs
aimsell strongly,
Mr, Karslake.

eartbwork; the trees on them had
been planted to commemorate: &
great national triumph, The
Clumps inspired love:in some, tear
in others, despair in . others still.
But all felt their oppression.
Patty rather than Mona took the
pleasant bridleways which  led
tirough three miles of flelds to
the Clumps. As they entered the
gloom of the trees a man stepped
forward hat in hand.

Mona had sometimes wondered
whether she really liked Bernard
Karslake Did he seem to dance
to well, too look at her a little too
steadily, to hold her hand a little

Who is Santa Claus?

Christmas - has many customs
which we all like to keep. But how
few of us know the way in which
they first came into being.

padded along to mother's yoom. \t

soon found some stockings and
chose the largest. As 'he left, it
struck him that Father Christmas’s
preference for night visiting indi-
cated ta desire for secrecy which
did not fit in with all that electric
light

So Hector Derek snapped it off
aad returned to his own chamber.
As he fell asleep ten minutes lat-
er he heard nine o'clock boom
forth.

Christmas Fare

And thus it came about that the
festival, it|pale and, by now rather trightened,
to feast|girl who stood lo(;kiu;l; Omth‘)[ th«;

ost delicate| window saw no sigha at the end
?‘;‘anlgz r'lI?}l\‘;;“\sm::hymwo have solof the paddock. The Knrsla}l;(}s
many good things to eat at Christ-| of this worid are cnuli‘mm ajn(l (&1;
mag, including turkey, plum-pud- | nard was taking no risks In case¢

o anything haq “‘leaked out”.
e, abd HACpLEb, Mona was standing there when

hoy husband came beind her. As

On the occasion of &
is always the_proper thing,

Lo would have expressed |, un English classic.

ot

avature, Charles Dickens.

. ..d u8 of uearts have
loving and forebearing spirit,
this joyous season of the year.
srouguout the whole of it, we see
the great heart of Dickens going
out to all who should be held in

tion of the incarnation of the Son
of God.

tion .of the supernatural;
all what is this hard, nmterial
world without
Keeping this in view, W
understand the transformation
regeneration, call it what we choose,
which took place in the hard mal-
arial soul of old Scrooge, the prin-

i Cla\.as ihis arm stole around her wgisl. as
Wather Christmas, Santa Claus | his soft “l"x'n emr}'yv .(lul"}tln:;u“\f‘:'m:;-
dpeant MeRMLT g i sgmo ltg\'ll,mro'r fl(:ol‘li:‘?‘t \::\ill:\;utxllldllxg f)au-
of his names, who is supposed to 3, Lte pratanding, pab
come dovl:u the chimney and fill the, sed over ‘her ¢ shaking l}lt;; g ll)lr‘l g:{
children’s stockings, is well-known ing her sobbing upon 1 . ".
inever, ; sountry. The name Santa “My dear, my dear, lpy on y‘m‘u ‘
Claus li ‘reﬂlly u corruption of §t|my adored 'husband, for ever ant
Nicholas, children, who gave secret |ever. o

A8 he, too, made his vow, the
eeills’ 0997 FOUERMTR \|sound of ringing bells tripped ac-
‘lvoss the snow. And the old moon
who, nearly two thousand years
had looked down on the hyringing
of Peace to the whole w 1d, just

Carols

Songs of joy and prals?l, ottez\ a;:\-
ompanied by dances, have bee

Sung by the énglleh tor more than a‘;"‘:‘;ﬁ :‘?srlfvery Ny
4 thousand years, being handed on gty Syohare pranches
fom the Druids to the Christian % ug okhn
Church. “On Christmas Day in the copper .

Morning” and “The Cherry-tree Ca:
Tol» are found in many languages,
with slightly differeng words.

them
of a

Frost above the pointed roofs,
' .| 1Snowballs in th: al_r——h i
Tt has long been the custom in Roses in the children’s cheeks
France to ael);l packets of sweets in And laughter every;:\‘v‘hesx;e,
coloured wrappers twisted at the Sun is hid away,hperk’g ?

end to keep thé contents from fall- Gloom across the skies

Ing out, The French called them
Wsaques, They were introduced in:
I Bngland about eighty years ago,
and from them the craker wae de-
Yeloped, Some milllone of erack:
8 are made every year dnd sold
W over the world.

Crackers

in lttle children’s eyes.

Christmas not quite what it was?
Better days of yor
Yet children hang

up

As they have done. before;

Still grows the holly on the tree,
Anq still the robin sings,

: Christmas  Trees
| jgthe Ohfhtﬁa- treo which  all
Canadian boys and girls regard as
essary esential for br:\per
y . intro
o ANERO% o0 1augh as all the children do,

: e om0t _Tor all the world's akin,
YOty whltow $hed | with, Thoueh cold. without 1€ mistisrs 1o
inated with the ancient 1T Warm hearts beat within,

ho used them, a¢ the Sat:
in of

mag time
Must still love childish things.

L el

proadly still—and

CHRISTMAS ROSES

Yet sunshine lingers everywhere

a?

their stockings

And those who would love Christ:
ittt A bt

8ir George Rowland Blades, M. T.

Ol i be London’s Lord Mayor for next
years He will be offleially installed
Novembot 9. i |

cipal figure in the tale. He and hig
partuner, Marley, in the legal busi-
ness had long had the bowels of
compassion dried up within them
by thelr hard dealings with their
fellow men, ' Marley, however, (o
begin with, “was dead, and that
lwas mno reason to doubt for
the register of his burial was sign-
ed by the clergyman, the clerk, the
undertaker and the chief mourner.
To use Dickens’ own words, Mar-
ley was “as dead as a door nail.”

| Mariey.

As Dickens develops his plan, we
gee that Marley had gone to the
region of the damned, and the only
desire granted him there, aftev
seven years of wandering up and

tion published by MacMillan & Co.,\rcslduar y legatee,
Hector Derek slid out of bed and | it yag round its }ivay into the hearts and .-mle:Y moﬁrncr
and homes of thousands of ipeople death had had
was bright with electric light 80 he | w0 hove neither the time nor the|hard soul of Scrooge, for, on the
maoney to expend upon the works|very
of this great genius of English lit-|Scrooge had solemnized his passing
In read-|by striking an undoubted bargain.
ing it in the spirit of its author,’Perhaps he made gain in contract-
. beeniing for a tombstone to be erected
enriched and awakened to a morve to the memory
at friend Marley.

remembrance in the annual ceiebra Character is best
himself.

No doubt Dickens works Was & tight+fisted hand at the grini-

out his conception by the introduc- stone,
bui ascer) Wrenching,

the supernatural? Hard and sharp as flint,
vo shall best Which no steel

Rev. W. Bruce Muir Addresses St. James' Literary Society oh the Classic-
Christmas- Tale of Old England. $
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by the “A Christmas Carol,” by Charles warning. Of course. Scrooge knew
by Dickens, has fong been recognized that Marley was dead. He had heenl
tou e loathoed Througl} his sole exccutor, his sole adminis-

r the medium of a little pocket edi- trator, his sole assignee, his scle again, it is only the power of LhcfScmoga that there were in London
aig sole friend, living God that can do so, and, sojthousands ol desenving poor want-

and even his
no effect on the

day of Marley's funeral,

of his departed t

Scrooge.

‘The  description of Scrooge’'s
left to Dickens
Here i, is: ‘““Oh, but he
Scrooge; a

grasping,
covetous old

squeezing, 4
seraping.
clutching, ginner!

haad

ter,

shrivelled his cheek, stiffened his
gait, made his eyes red, his thin,

was oun his head, and on his eye-|
brows and his wiry/ chin,
ways about with him; he jced his)
tl}{x\\' it one degree at Chrlsl.nuw.t
Extreme heat and cold had little
influence
could warm,

on Scrooge.
no

bittever than he, mo falling snow|
was more intent upon its lnu'pom-..l
no pelting rain less open to 2n-
treaty. Foul weather didn’t know
where to house him. The heaviest
rain and snow and hail and sleet,

down, finding no rest, no place, no
joy, was to go back to the time:
partioned sphere and warn his old
partner Scrooge from such a fata.
Much need had Scrooge of this

A Christmas Enigmé.

My first is In ace, but not in
spades,

My second isin hills but not glades.

My third is in hour, but not in

time,

My fourth is iIn viddle but no in

rhyme.

My fifth ks in wheels, but not in
rite.

My sixth ig in heat, put not in fire,

My geventh is In’'remember, but not
in forget. "

¢ [My eighth is in wavering but not
in regret.

My ninth is in smile, but not in
teay,

y whole is the happiest time of

the year.
Christmas, *

came - down  handsomely, but|
Scrooge mnever did. Nobody ever
stopped him in the street to say,
with gladsome 1looks, ‘My dear
Scrooge, how are you? When will
you come to see me? No beggar
fmplored him to bestow a trifle, no
children asked him what it was
o'clock, no man or woman ever
once in all his life enquired the way
to such and such a place, of
Scrooge. Kven the blind men's
dogs appeared to know him, and
when they saw him coming on.
would tug their owners into door-
ways and up courts, and then would
wag their tails as though they
gald, ‘No eye at all 18 better than
an evil eye, dark masten’.”

MThat is the picture drawn by
Dickens of this old, hardfisted,
hard-hearted partner of the firm of
Scrooge and Marley. Is theé picture
overdawn? [ do mnot think so.

Many of us in the course of life's
pilgrimage have met with similar
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DICKENS “CHRISTMAS CAROL” SPLENDIDLY REVIEWED :%ef.icii™
had made nothing at all. ‘
‘ It was a miserable story, and

he had suddenly remembered that
twelve months ago to the day, or

ong upon which he would not-have
reflected but for this recurrence of
bad luck on Christmas Eve a year

rather night, he had had an equal-|

doubt,
Since everyhody knows that it
Is always bounq to make a hit,
For after all, pray, does it not
“Go with a bang” and “cap the
lot.” o
. L

Chfistmas Cusﬁoms

office of old Scrooge, therc he sits|shall I put you down for?
on Christmas Eve. “Nothing!"” Scrooge replied. there are robbers after me!”
without is as cold
within, as he listens to the crowds

without stamping their feet uponiScrooge. “Since you ask me what

He kept his old grey eye upon his;wer.
clerk employed at the rate of fifteen|at Christmas and 1 can't afford to
shilling a week, ‘out of which
had to keep a wife and family. The
clerk
small room with a
that it looked like one coal, but|badly off must go there.”
the poor clerk could not replenish

his own room.
o warm
ey strluo'j;: which effort, not being a man af decroase the surplus population.”
& i strong imagination, he failed.
or nul(g;mu;uus !ﬂm; secret and scif- .. jfuu‘turge there hu‘xttzl into
contained « solitary as a - 3 g 0 X "

“Th:: (k:)ll\((l wll’:;:;:: yt‘r(::o ‘I:‘m"(},’;“ room Scrooge's nephew, who in & gentlemen withdrew.
fe i} i d theerful voice crled out, “A Merry sumed his labours with an improv-
edtures, nipped his polnted nose, cprigtmas, uncle! God save you!”

1ips blue, and spoke out shrewdly X\ '
; * Y said Serooge's nephew. “You don’t
in his grating voice. A frosty rhuwIm,(llmulhﬂ?gl( :m”‘:u:‘!'"

He car- opyi ? What rig ave y
wistmas? What rvight have you
ried his own low temperature al-|., bel l::erry“' 2 x )

b : g AR '®'you to
office in the dog«days, and ‘“""’-enough."

W tween Scrooge and
No warmth go.00ge growling and grousing nt
] _no wintry weatherigyerything and his nephew extoll-
chill him. No wind that blew Was|j,» the praises of Christmas, say-
ing that{ although it had neverput
a scrap of gold or
pocket, .I believe that it has done
me good and will do me good, an
1 say, ‘God bless it'!"

could boast of the advantage over q ?
? tion in which the half-stanved clerk
him in only one respect, They often|,eqking out from his room seems

The Grousing Miser.
- lhamled the credentials back. A vain
It.such beings are to be hornfendeavor was made to

The. weather
as the heart! “You wish to be anonymous?”

“l wish to be left alone,” said

he pavement to keep them warm. [ wish, gentlemen, that is my ans-
I don't make merry myself
he |make idle people merry. I help to
stitutions for ‘these people. They
cost enough; and those who are

copying letters in a
fire so small

was

“Many can’t go there; and many
t, for Scrooge kept the coal-box in would rather die.”

The clerk triedio| “if they would rather die,” eald
himself at the candle,
At Seeing clearly that it would ba
tho yseless to pursue their point the
Scrooge re-

, bd opinion of himself, and in a more
“Bah,” said Scrooge, “Humbug.” facetious temper than was usual
“Christmas a humbug, uncle!”” with him.

A Dismal Christmas Eve.

The hours of that dismal Christ:
mas KEve pass on, the cold and foz
\Vlm‘)t. reason have|,,gide only being equalled by the

merry?  Yowre PooTi.iq and fog of the room within.
Dickens, with that wonderfu
power of description which only he
can use, shows us the streets out:
side. The cold is intense and lab:
ourers are hurrying to and fro re-
pairing burst water pipes. Around
their braziers gather ragged men
and boys warming their hands and
winking their eyes betore the blaze
in rapture. The brightness of the
shops when holly sprigs and berries
crackled in'the lamp heat of the
windows made pale faces ruddy as
they passed, and on the scene the
lurid lights of the mansion. These
the residence of the Lord Mayor of
London 1it up the scene behind

“l do,’” said Scrooge. “Mery

be

Thus the dialogue goes on  be-
his nephew:

silver in my

After, some desuliory conversa-

to take great delight, Scrooge’s
nephew departs and as he leaves
the dismal office of old uncle

later,
tion of ideas which made him re-
capitulate the events of that night in much the same manner all over
a year ago.

ing the Strand when a distinguish-'selves:

|trowned and shook his head, and Td-looklng man, wearing a short has the greatest number of these

convin.e| .
him and asked to be driven to ap reverence than do those of any

address in Kensington,

through—what

ary, cryptic smile.
nothing to him.
might have been moved to curos- to understand what they say is dite,

of all, Willlam Rumble.

support the establishments, the in-|to interest him.
not going to permit h'mself to be Norway there is a pretty custom of

story of robbers,
the man to Kensington at his or- The furmers give their horsesrand

It was simply an associa-

Although Christmas is celebrated

the world, different countries have
At that time, he had been ply-|certain customs peculiar to themr
Germany is the one that

mperial beard, and speaking with perhaps, for German children re-
broken English accent, hailed gard Chritmas Day with far more

lother nation. It was from Ger-

Dickens goes on to show the trans-|ing even the common necessaries| ~And you must make haste!” many that the Christmas tree, lad-
forming work of powers which arejof life; hundreds of thousands in said the man, excitedly. “But en with gifts, was first introduced
not of this world. Reverting tothe|want of common comforts. What keep off the usual way. Go The idea, however, is really of Ro-

is it—Chelsea— [man origin.

A firm belief among German chil-
Mr. Rumble, smiled his custom-'dren is that on December 25th
It was all as animals have the gift of speech for
An ordinary man twenty-four hours. Their izability
but not a taxi-driver—least so their parents tell them, to ithe
Myster- fact that they have misbehaved
‘ous fares had long since ceased themeclves during some portion of
Further, he wae the previous twelve months. In

ty;

excited by a foreigner’s mythical providing a good dinner on Christ-
He just drove mas Day for all domestic animals

linary pace. cows an o oxira gupply of fodder,
At Kensington he was kept wait- While sheaves of corn and dishes

in Scrooge, “they had better do it.and|ing for an hour, and then his fare of grain are put out in the yard for

reappeared and asked to be driven the becefit of the birds. When
by a circultous route to a street in children in Holland hang up thei
the Rus+ian quarter just north of Stockings in readiness for the visit
Oxford Sireel. Mr. Rumble nod- 0f Santa Claus (who, by the way, Is
ded casually in acknowledgment there known as St. Nicholas), they
of his instructions and proceeded place a carrot in them. - This Is
m his way. idone for the benetit of the horse 01
So far, not a bad Christmas Eve, Which the old gentleman rides
The wmeter wag steadily mounting When going from house to house
up and already nearly a pound was |With his sack of presents. ~When
sog'stered. Not bad at all,|the rider sees that his faithful steed
thought Willlam Rumble. Is thus remembered he is believed
At the top of Shaftesbury Aven- to become more kindly disposed
ue, near the journey's end, the|bimself. and to increase the num-
cab was held up by the traftic for|Per and value of his glfts, The pro-
gome minutes, Mr. Rumble smil-|Per date, by the way, for a visit
ed. for it was to his good. Pres-|from the Dutch iSanta Claus {8 Dec-
ently the line of vehicles moved émber 6th. Still, whenever he ar-
on again, and then, for no reason |Tives, he is warmly welcomed.
in particular, Mr. Rumble looked| ©One of the commonest, as well as
round ‘nto his cab, and with a sud- °ne of the oldest, practices still as-
den snarl of anger, discovered it Soclated with the obervaltion. of
to be empty. ‘The foreign geu‘tle-‘\(‘h”“‘m“ in England is that of
man had left it during the traffic DUrning a “Yule log. It was always
hold-up. |lighted from a brand that had been
carefully saved {rom the prvelous
\)‘ear's log. ‘The word “yule” it is
|Interesting to note, I8 derived from
an old AngloSaxon one, meaning
December. At one time specially-

Wanted All He Saw
W 'made cardles were used at Christ-

Scrooge two other people enter it.lypich, in imagination. one may see
the fifty cooks and hutlers prepar-
ing to keep Christmas as a Lord
Mayor's household should.
(Continued on Page 11)
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ITYTm’re Good

Santa Claus will come tonight
1f you're good
And do what you know is right,
As you should.
Down the chimney he will creep,
Bring for you a woolly sheep,
And a doll that goes to sleep,

1t you'rve good.

The Benevolent.

They were portly gentlemen,
pleasant to behold, and they stood
with their hats off in Scrooge’s of-
fice, They were charitable gentle-
men, collecting at thls season of the
year for the many charitable insti-
tutions of London.

‘Scrooge. and Marley. [ Dbe-
lleve," sald one of the gentlemen,
referring to his list. “Have I the
pleasure of addressing Mr. Scrooge
or Mr. Marley?"’

“Mr, Marley has been dead seven
years,” Scrooge replied. “He  died
seven years ago this very night.”

“We have no doubt his liberality
is well vapresented by his surviving!But he'll come around this way
partner,” said the gentleman, pre-| If you're good,
senting his eredentials. With a wind-up bird that sings—

Santa Clans will drive his sleigh,
Through the wood,

characters. 1s there any wonder
then that Dickens introduces the
supornatural? 3

/

1t certainly was; for they hadjAnd a puzzle made of rings,
been two kindred spirits, At the|He will bring you many things
ominons word “Iiberality” Scrooge | Tt you're good.

Father: “I hope you like .your mag feasts. .
ghrlsm]ms dinner, v:llﬂllo. Did yon red? blue indT::::n N
ave all you wanted?”’ |  There q

‘Willle (much shocked): “I should angq aupe:telugl:.n,;l:g:l‘:t?d bl;“;lf:-
think not, father!'s {ferent parts of Great Britain with

“Because if I'd had all I wanted I Christmas. One that obtains |
should have eaten up a Christmas Devonshire 18 that a bright : :
pudding, a turkey, two ducks, ten|December 25th means a :ood'q ?b-
sausages, eighteen apples, two crop. In Yorkshire theve .?p
pounds of nuts, five pears, sixteen strong feeling againgt ba -
oranges, three boxes of dates, two ried on Christmas Da. elnﬁ Ty
hottles of prunesand a dozen bot- lagers in remote m{.‘ ot owvll-
tles of lemonade!” cestershire consider it very ::

POTECESE  afl ae TR lucky to have mow hoo
Ate Too Much. ousey.any time Sotwenn

in their houseg any time
December 8th and ‘Bm, In
e parts of Scotlanq there is a
“Visitors: “And do you like Christ- belief that the first member of a
mas pudding, Willie?” fawily to open the door of & house
Willle: “Not always, sir.” on Christmas morning  will have
“Why 18 that?” more luck dul ‘ext, twel
“I like it very much indeed on'Mmonths than body else in
Christmas Day. 1 go on liking it house. 1t is does mo other §
more and more until it hae all dis- the titic }
appeared and then somghow T don’t ducive
like it at all” one day of




