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cHi w S TAX'AS
ON TH[ ]FARM
By Au8gustus'Bridle,

CHRISTMAS in the spirit may be the same
as it always was. And of a311 places in the
world the farm is the place where it ought
to be the saine yesterday, to-day and forever.

But a few years has made a large difference to the
celebration of this great festival on the f arm; a
decade or so of progress-and the thing that was
is now no more, because something else bas taken
its place. And the city mans who visits the f armn
for his Christmas holidays is the one who sees this
rem'arkable change, with ail tbe vividness of novelty
and ail the concentration that naturally cornes fromn
the observance of Christmas.

Twenty-some years ago, wheni young Joe Smiles,
at 111gh School, decided to visit the 6ld hornestead
Christmas timie, be went down to the mrarket, where
the folk were sure to bc with a sleigh-Ioad of thîngs.
And lie rode homle twenty miles or less sitting on
the wbeat-straw bebind the seat with a buffalo-robe
over hlmn-or a patchwork quilt. They got home
by ten o'clock; borses bedded down and fed and a
big supper.

Next day wbile Dad and brother Tom crosscutted
stovewood on the chip-bîll, the Young man from
town strolled over to Ebenezer Cburch to help the
girls decorate up witb evergreens, trim the coal-oil
lampa and trig up the cedar tree hauled from the
swamp. In the evening tbere was a final rebiearsal
of the programme for the Christmnas Tree. Chord-
ing orn the organ was a fine art. Sophie Smiles
had it dcown to perfection. She was able to vamp
to a mouth-organ in eitber D or G. A mouth-organ
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deal to amuse the wood-sawyers by doing naval
manoeuvres on the chip-bill with bis tail fanned np
for a sal and bis wings down and bis comb flopping
red over bis pink wattles.

But as Dad said, it wa-s the pride that cometb
before destruction. AIl the Smîles were pretty
well versed in Scripture those days; especially
Proverbs.

Well, the men f olk didn't hurt tbemselves working
in Christmas week. There was too much going on
in the kitchen. AN up and down the line the main
business was wood-sawing, an occasional hog-killing,
bauling up drags from the bush, somebody filing a
crosscut saw to.be readly for the sawlogs.

M/ OST of the barns had good strawstacks, and
none of them very big. But it's well-remnem-

bered wbat a thrifty picture those strawstacks made
for a mile and moýre; bow Dad Smiles could tell
from- the way some nieighbour Jet bis cows eat holes
inito the oat-straw near the bottom and the bogs
burrow into the caves of the straw, just wbat a
poor coot that neigbbour was. Smiles always bad
bis stack in a pole Pen. Thriftily at the beginning
of winter lie mounted to the peak withi the straw-
knife and kicked off a patch of snow. Carefnlly
he heaved off the frozen lumps ôf wbeat-straw and
cut bis way down a Iedge 10 the dry straw that used
to bave in it a good deal of foxtail and ragweeds
and very often chess; for in those days of stump
farming it was bard to keep the fields dlean. And
along about Christmas time quite a few of the folk
had started to cnt those ledges in the stacks. It was
just becoming the custom, too, for thc cows to find
binder-4wine in the straw, tbongh a good many
farniers stili bound the wbeat by band; and it was
a well-to-do fnrmnpr thnt rnillri nffn)rti ni~hA
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f ull of déemi-semi-quavers and incidental solos and
al] sorts of accidentais.

Joe felt a little dubious about taking bis place
in the old country choir that was still led in a sort
of cantankerotis, bull-headed way by Dave Durnan.
Dave's real role was sliver-on,,a-rail ba-sso; but
there were big, doubtful moments on a beavy hymn
or a ponderous selection from Excell's Anthem Book
when lie flung the whole weigbt of bis influence
on to the soprano part.

>The first byrnn that Christmas Snnday morning
wvas one that Joe Smiles had first persuaded the
choir ta sing on sncb an occasion --"Hark! the
Herald Angels Sing." But before the first verse
was haîf over Joe felt sorry he had done it. The
tenor and the alto, sncb as there were, got lost in
the woods of unusuial barmony. The soprano Part
got up around G and went right to pieces. Dave
Durnan, potunding ont a wbole lingo of errors on
a bass part bie didn't know at aIl], kept casting vicions
glances at Joe, who knew every note of it but badn't
voice enough to keep Dave on the course. So wbile
the preacber-who bad two more appointments to
preach that day-read the second stanza, Dave
nudged Joe in the rilis and said, sotto voce:

"Say, yon hang on to the bass. I'm goana take
a whack at the air. $he's goin' plnmb to pieces."

H1e did it. But the bigb notes got him. On the
first lot with the choir in unison be got a frog in
bis throat. On the second series, one note higher,
where the barmony came in, bis voice slivered into
two parts and slid uip into a yodel. Dave turned
red as a beet and stopped entirely. The congrega-
tion looked urn from their books and the nreacher
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choi~r had~ practised that: besides,
drive-shed the Dave, wbo, by that time, had got

crns nsed to lay bis voîce and gave Young Joe an
ýtting micklling antbem solos conld be snng in i
xvever, and be quite as weIl as in town.


