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YES, VIRGINIA,

[}

“Js there a Santa Claus? Mil-
Hions of children have asked that
question, since visits from St
Nicholas began to be associated
with the observance of Christmas.
In 1897, one girl wrote to the edi-
New York Sun, asking

hm abol Santa, and ‘the next
day an editorial appeared, an edi-
térial that has been reprinted

thousands of times since

Here i5 that famous editorial:

The Editorial

ure in answering

prominently the

. expressing

the same reat gratific-

ation that its author is

numbered the friends of
The St *

Dear I am 8 vears old.
Some of le friends say there
i8 no Santa Claus.

Papa sayvs, “If you see it in The
Bun, it's s0.”

Please the truth; s
there a S S ?

VIRGIN O'HANLON,

115 West Ninety-Fifth Street.
Virginia your little friends are
wrong. Thev have been affected
by the skepticism of a skeptical
age. They do not believe unless
th see. Tt think that noth-
not compre-
e minds. Al
. whether they be
ren's are little. In
of ours man is |
in his in-
pared  with  the
about him, as
e intelligence cap-
ng the whole truth

measured
able of

. there is a BSanta
as certainly as
and devotion

Yes, Vi

THERE 1S A SA

childhood fills the world wo!
extinguished.

Not believe in Santa Claus! You
might as well not believe in fair-
ies! You might get your papa to
hire men to watch in all the
chimneys on Christmas eve to
catch Santa Claus, but even i
they did not see Santa Claus com-
ing down, what would that prove?
Nobody sees Santa Claus, but that
is no sign that there is no Santa
Claus. The most real things in
the world are those that neither
children or man can see. Did you
ever see fairies dancing on the

know that they
to your life its
d joy. Alas, how
t 1d if there

t were no Vir-

ginias. Th
1lke faith then, no poetry, no ro-

istence. We should have no en-
joyment except In sense and sight.

mance to make tolerable this ex- 'and see what makes the noise in-

v would be |

ere would be no child- .

lawn? Of course not. But that's
no proof that they are not there.
Nobody can conceive all the won-
ders there are unseen and unsee-
able in the world.

i You tear apart the baby's rattle

side, but there is a veil covering

the unseen world which not t.he"

inothmg else real and abiding.

NTA CLAUS

ed strength of. all the strongest

men that ever lived could tear
apart. Only faith, fancy, poetry,
love, romance, can push aside

that curtain and view and picture
the supernatural beauty and glory
behind it. Is it all real? Ah, Vir-
ginia, in all this world there |is

No Santa Claus! Thank God, he
lives and he lives forever. A
thousand years from now, Virginia,
nay, ten times ten thousand years
from now, he will continue to

yThis eternal light with which istmngcsb man, not even the unit- 'make glad the heart of childhood.
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: SWEET CHIMING BELLS
o« b Y L t only at the thrill of
Christmas Belis! What a jubil- piness—-no
gnt note rings out as they clash the gliding ride but at the pros-

and clang in the clear, frosty air!
Nothing so truly symbolizes the
hilarious joy of Saviour's birth

as peal r o pe of tumultuous
bells. When Oid oge stuck his
head out of his upstairs window
immediately following his amazing

ams that God used to
from a miserly, cranky

series of dr
change him

old man uman being, it
was the bel t enhanced his |
new-found They were fairly
rollicking out from Old London's
steeples—St. Clements, St. Brides,
St. Dunstans, St. Giles, All-Hal-
Jows and the rest—and the sound

1y thrilled the rejuvenated

Scrooge, whilst the picture pre-
sented by the sparkling snow and
the happy people hurrying to di-

vine services made him bubble over
with goodwill and genuine happi-

Bells are a wonderful invention,
way you look at it
1 is shrouded in mys-
at they go a long way
denced by mention of

1t literature. Bells
ones) were said to
hed to the gar-

k as Moses day
—and he ophet  Zechariah
speaks of horses being adorned

| to support the dead weight of a |
huge chimer, and a derrick to get
it into place. The largest bell to
be cast was termed, “The great
bell of Moscow’'—weight, 200 tons;
height, twenty-six feet. It cracked
at the first attempt (1735) and
was merely set up on a pedestal
to be viewed with awe. However,
another try was made and suc-
ceeded, ringing out its deep-toned
diapason from the great cathedral
for many years.

Weighty Bells

The second largest bell is at
Rangoon, Burma, and is reckoned
the world’s most perfect large bell.
Big Ben, London's best-known bell,
is thirteen and a half tons in
weight, and his voice is known the
world over, thanks to radio's ma-
gic scope, for it tells the world
what time it is in London.

A bell that is decidedly unpop-

pects of roast turkey and good
fellowship within.

Reminder of the First Christmas

“Ring out, wild bells”; may your
voices never be silent; remind us
again and again of that first
Christmas, when the joybells were
set a-ringing at the tremendously
exciting news that the world's long
night was o’er—that God had—*in
the fulness of time’—at last sent
a Saviour whose coming meant
“peace and goodwill” and a hap-
piness men had never dreamed
possible.

I heard the bells on Christmas Day

Their old familiar carols play,

And mild and sweet the words re-
peat,

Of peace on earth, good will to
men.

€ The Mystery of

God’s Firmament

Pirst Christmas” may be inter-
preted. in many ways. In all such
interpretations we must put our-

selves - as nearly as possible into

the social and psychological frame
of mind of those whom we try to
understand. The astronomer knows
that through the ages the word
ustar” has been used to indicate
almost any celestial phenomenon.
We still speak of “falling stars”
or “shooting stars” which we know
quite well are not stars at all. In
more ancient times the comet was
called a “hairy star” and was de-
rived from the Latin word coma,
meaning hair. The planets were the
«wandering stars’ as opposed to the
“fixed stars”, and from the Greek
word for wanderer we derive our
word “planets.”

The Star of Bethlehem could
have been any of these. It could
even have been a ‘‘new star” or
nova which suddenly burst forth
with a many-thousand-fold in-
crease in brilliance, due to some
great stellar catastrophe. These are
all explanations of what the “star”
could have been. Had it been any
of the above, it would have been
seen by many peoples, and in liter-
ature would have been found re-
ferences to the appearance of the
object which attracted attention.
But nowhere in the literature or in
the folklore of any of the peoples
noted as astute observers of celes-
tial phenomena do these referen-
ces exist.

From this we are forced to
clude the appearance of the
was a sight given only to
Wise Men to see.

A Christmas Prayer

Soon will be the midnight hour
And the joy-bells forth shall ring
From every steeple, every tower—
To herald the new born King.

con-
star
the

Holy! Holy! the choirs will sing-—
Babe of Bethlehem, Holy One!

Peace and joy to the faithful bring
At this hallowed Christmas dawn.

Faith and hope we all must show

As we kneel and pray to Him.

Pray the wicked through Him
shall know

Unholy deeds no joy will bring.

Pray every man from malice part
That no one e'er the Christ deny.
Supplication from each one's heart
Will richest garlands multiply.

Pray they'll find the joy of living
In God's peace and tranquility—
He, the breath of life Is giving

From His Heart so full and free.

May the star that led the Wise
M

en
To the Infant’s lowly bed
Brightly shine o'er Earth aln—
Those seeing—may to Christ be

led.

—Lena Vessey.

Portland 5, Maine.
(Formerly of Montague).
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The “STAR” which signaled “the

(By Lorna Boone)
Nevvy wished his worn shoes
wouldn’t make so much noise on

the cobblestoned alley. In the
darkness, he saw the discarded
Christmas tree standing tall beside
a trash barrel and even the rank
odors of the alley couldn't drown
out the faint fragrance of pine
needles.

Nevvy shivered, taking his hands
from the dublous protection of his
pockets to pull his one mitten on.
The tree, his tree! (Just as he
hefted it, he heard a shout)
Someone was ocoming down the
path that led from the big -house
to the alley.

For an eleven-year-old Nevvy
was fast, but the shout came again
and then hard, pounding steps.
Then, abruptly, he stopped as a
large hand grasped his shoulder.

The grip on Nevvy’s thin shoul-
der tightened as a loud voice de-
manded: “Where're you going with
our tree?”

Nevvy twisted around to face &
husky boy in a letterman's sweaf-
er. “You threw it out.”

“Does that mean yau can take
it? You alley kids start in young.”

“It wasn't stealing,” angrily,
Nevvy heard his voice shake. “To-
morrow the trash man would have
got it.”

The light from a neon sign spot-
lighted them. “You are young,”
the boy said, letting him go.

“Thirteen,” Nevvy spoke quickly.

“Don't lie,” the older boy count-
ered sharply. “Look, this is my
tree...”

“All right, so I'm eleven and I
know it's your tree.”

“But today's the third of Jan-
uary,” the boy sald, in a friendlier
voice. “What do you want an old
dead tree for anyway?”

Nevvy wanted to say, “You
couldn't understand,” but then he
looked at the tree, still green and
fragrant even if the needles were
shattering, and spoke carefully.
“We haven't had Christmas at our
house yet and...and we need a
tree"”.

“That's tough,” the boy said;
“how come?"”

“Reasons.”

“Tell me why or I wont give

you this tree.”
Nevvy let the tree go, watched
it rock back and forth on its

Every Christmas, the Greenside
Sword Dancers perform their Yule-
tide dance on the turnpike in the
centre of their village near Shef-
field. The dancers are local work-
ers from the mines and quarrles,
and this traditional Christmas
custom can be traced back to the

days of the Norman Conquest.

represented on Christmas cards
and calendars as “white”, yet re-
cords show that even in Dickens

and coaching times, Yuletide
weather was more often of the
warm variety. In 1852, for in-

stance, the Christmas Day temper-
ature reached 56 degrees, while in

ular to young folk is the school

with them.
Iy Cuses

But the ze-sized church bell
does not appear on the scene—at
least, not 1at  we can discover—
until the si century. Their use
was not merely to summon wor-
hippers to church; early Chris-
tians believed that their peals
drove the devil away from the

souls of dying believers . Perhaps
there was a modicum of science in
the belief that their brazen caco-
phony would dispel a threatening
:storm, for ra akers have prov-
ed that a violent noise, the blast
of a cannon or something similar
can and does affect the weather.
As recemtly as 1852 the Bishop of
Malta ordered the bells to ring out
at the approach of a fierce gale,
which they r an hour, Whe-
ther it nplished anything is
«not recorded
It must have been a glorious say
for England after the war when
the long-absent clamor of bells
n azain. They were ordered to
ring the reoent war, as
counds  would

,craft;
that, in the event of a sudden in-

also, it

*yasion by sea, the church bells
+ would ring out in unison as a sign
¥ for Engalnd teo awake and resist
the foe. Luckily, that eventuality

did not arise and, on the cessa-
Y tion of strife, the ban was lifted
Y and the bells chimed out agdin.
« Bells seem to belong to a church,

¥ but they have been used in other

# eonnections. As clock-chimes they
i’lerv(‘ well to mark the passing
% hours, quarters and halves; as a
% similar service, they are found
« useful on board ship, while the
% thundering fire-engine clears a
§ way for itself by the clattering
% bell. But few folks liked them on
¥ the locomotive. Overseas immi-
% grants were puzzled and a little
G’ amazed as their vessel approached
% Canada’s shores or wended its way
¥ up the St Lawrence to hear what
& they thought were ochurch bells,
« only to find the sound emanating

¥ but grew larger and larger. Tt
peemed to be the ambition of the
founders to make Iarger and still
jarger bells, although they knew
hat it would take a massive tower

bell. Don't we remember hurry-
ing to school, praying that we
might get these in time to avoid
| the master's shamp eye and tongue,
| suddenly hearing the blatant cla-
!mor of the bell, and realizing, with
| sinking heart, that we couldn't
“make it?”

Jingling Sleigh Bells

Perhaps the most charming
bell is the sleigh-bell variety —
strings of them being draped over
the horses' backs and suspended
from the shafts of the cutter or
bob. Some horses even boasted &
fine brass bell, dangling from an
arciway above the animal’s neck.
There is but a step between these
bells dnd “dear old Santa's jingle
bells”, the mention of which sets
the kiddies’ hearts throbbing with
Christmas anticipation.

But how bells can change their
mood! The same church chimes
that rang out the news of peace
or poured out a paean of pralse
| for some wedding, can strike a
| poignant note of awe and sadness
1&,0 the heart when they tell the
world of the death of some devout
worshipper. “Toll” is the word
used then; “chime” is when the
belle strike the merry note, “Toll”
is also the word used when the
grim jail bell indicates that a
wretched murderer has paid the
penalty for his crimes. Bells can
ring the changes on a variety of
expressions,

But, coming back to Christmas,
the bell is a seasonable symbol.
Think of the gleaming, silvery
ones that adorn the Ohristmas
tree, Picture the fancy, paper
ones that dangle from the door-
ways of our homes. Think of the
ecstatic tinkling of sleigh-bells—
still heard in many parts of Can-
ada (not quite obliterated by the
hideous chug-chug of motor ve-
hicles) coming to us faintly across
the glittering snow. The rhythmic
beat of the sounds speak to us of
joyfully speeding horses for, the
faster the animals trot, the quick-
en the stroke of the bells, only
slowing to a stop and a final jan-
gle when the ecreatures stop in

|

,|front of the farmhouse, clouds of

steam issuing from their wide nos-
trils. Then their jolly passengers
tumble off into the snow, rosy
faces nnd‘ sparkling eyes telling of
glowing health and radiant hap-

1898, spring flowers were picked in
the South of England and birds
were seen building their nests out
in the open. On the other hand,
Christmas 1860 was attended

“The good old days” are mlwsysl

!

Are you willing to forget what you have done for other people, and
to remember what other people have done for you; to ignore what the
world owes you, and to think what you owe the world; to put your
rights in the background, and your duties in the middle distance, and
your chances to do a little more than your duty in the foreground; to
see that your fellow-men are just as real as you are and try to look
behind their faces to their hearts, hungry for joy; to own that probably
the only good reason for your existence is not what you are going to
zet out of life, but what you are going to give to life; to close your book
on complaints against the management of the universe, and look around

by | you for a place where you can sow a few seeds of happiness—are you
thiok snow and 17 degrees of frost. | willing to do these even for a day? Then you can keep Christmas.

standard,

son

home,

and,

‘cause there wasn't
keep care of the little kids ‘cept
me when my dad was job hunt-

kept the baby
and they aren't sure
little
of them — we

thinking of

“Tell me the rest,” the boy said
“Please”,
“Not much to tell. Only the hos-
pital
premature
it's going to live.
kids — there’s five

But the

his
mother, hardened his voice. “Rea-
didn't have a tree is we
couldn’t afford it. No job for my
dad, no dough. And the reason we
didn't have any Christmas sooner
was because of my mother. ,She
was in the hospital having a baby.
Then they let my mother come
right before New Year's,
anybody to

‘cause it's

promised them Christmas and
we're going to have it. I was go-
ing to take this tree home for &
starter. Me and my dad have been
making presents, but, my gosh; you
gotta have a tree! Even they know
that.”

The boy was quiet a long time.
Then,, “Your brothers and sisters
still believe in Santa Claus?”

“Oh, sure, I gave them a story
about Santa Claus waiting until
my mother got home to come to

our house. They’re beginning to
wonder though.”
“Listen,” the boy’s voice was

eager, “let me be Santa, will you?
We have a sult I could wear with
some pillows. Hoy about it?”
Nevvy felt the boy’s enthusiasm.
“Sure,” he answered, off-handedly.

“I1f you want to.” Inside he was
thinking how thrilled the kids
would be.
“That'll be keen,” the boy saia
“Are you sure you don't mind?"
Nevvy knew then that the boy
really wanted to do it. “Heck. no,”
he said sincerely; “they’ll love it
Look, I'll give you the address and
you come down in an hour—rl
leave the toys outdoors for your
pack, Oh, apnd I'll have the win-
dow—the front one—open for you,
It'll take me awhile to get the
tree up.”

“Swell,” the boy sounded excited.
“Merry Christmas,” Nevvy called
after him and picked their Christ-
mas tree up, not caring how mugct
noise his shoes made as he ran
down the alley.
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The Management and Staff

of

P'\AARITIME CENTRAL AIRWAYS

wish their many friends and patrons

a Joyous Christmas Season

and a

Bright New Year
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Farlane Bros. offer.

No more appropriate Gift than a Gift of Furniture that will please
the whole family. Glance at the many Gift suggestions Mac-

THIS CHRISTMAS GIVE
FURNITURE

You will'make no mistake
in contributing something to
the comfort and attractive-

ing.
FURNITURE 18

MAS GIFT PROBLEM AND
MacFARLANE .BROS.
THE
SHOPPING PROBLEM.

THE AN-
SWER TO YOUR CHRIST-

18
ANSWER TO YOUR

UPHOLSTERED
ROCKERS

OCCASIONAL CHAIRS
Flectric HEATING

ness of the home. PADS

A gift in furniture will be
useful and practical. A gift X
that will last for years and END TABLES
glve genuine pleasure to the
whole household. BED THROWS
‘«Come in today and see
our fine selection of furni- COMFORTERS
ture gifts—highest quality .
at prices that defy match- CUSHIONS

DOLL CARRIAGES

DUNCAN PHYFE TABLES
ALSO MANY OTHER FINE ITEMS TO
CHOOSE FROM

" FLOOR LAMPS
CLOTHES HAMPERS
HASSOCKS !
COFFEE TABLES
MIRRORS
BEDSPREADS
RADIOS
TRICYCLES
SLEIGHS
TABLE LA

DIAL 9928

MacFARLANE BROS. rusmuse

Fo FORRRIID

J%fffcf for the HOME!

92 KENT ST. (Opposite OFCY)

PERPRI T T T d S TS Sl S

SPEAKING FOR

MARITIME ELECTRIC COMPANY LIMITED

m»wmnmmi

CHRISTMAS LAsTS ALL YEAR 'ROUND
WHEN YOU GIVE ELECTRICAL GIFTS

.




