
THE FIUST CHKISTMAS-TREE
earth. Firmly tlioy grnspcd tlic axe-helvcs and

awun^ the shining; blades.

"Tree-god!" oriwl Winfried, "art thou angr^?

Thus we smite thee !"

"Tree -god!" answered Gregor, "art thou

mightj' ? Thus we fight thee !"

Clang! clang! the alternate strokes beat time

upon the liard, ringing wood. The axe-heads glit-

tered in their rhythmic flight, like fierce eagles

circling about their quarry.

The broad flakes of wood flew from the deepen-

ing gashes in the sides of the oak. The huge trunk

quivered. There was a shuddering in the branches.

Then the great wonder of VVinfricd's life came to

pass.

Out of the stillness of the winter night, a mighty

rushing noise sounded overhead.

Was it the ancient gods on their white battle-

steeds, with their black hounds of wrath and their

arrows of lightning, sweeping through the air to

destroy their foes?

A strong, whirling wind passed over the tree-

tops. It gripped the oak by its branches and tore
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