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THE TRUE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS

A Story of How the Christmas Spirit and Cupid Worked Together

By KATE H. MILES

HRISTMAS without much
money to spend is hard, but
Christmas without any of
the true spirit of the day is
unbearable.”

Nancy Langford spoke the

words aloud, although there
was no one to hear. She
was so thoroughly in earnest
that she felt she must relieve
her feelings by getting some
of those heated thoughts off
her mind, so spoke them
out to the crisp, frosty, De-
cember air, through which
she was traveling swiftly, settled comfortably 1n
the warm musk ox robes which made the light
and daintily built pung a luxurious resting place,
and drawn by a spirited little chestnut mare, who
seemed to enjoy the pace she was setting over the
smooth, well-packed snow of the country road.
There seemed no reason, if one could judge by ap-
pearances, why the driver of this turnout, herself
arrayed in a big fur coat, fur-gauntled gloves, and
fur hat with a scarlet wing on its side, should be-
moan the lack of that spirit which it seems a»t.th.l-s
particular season should permeate everybody within
the radius of (Christianity and the Christmas story.
Indeed, one could not discern, even after a careful
survey of the attractive face beneath the close fur
hat—almost the color of the little tendrils of hair
which curled up around its edge—any deep-rooted
evidence of discontent or melancholy. It was a ser-
jous face, and just now there was a pucker between
the golden brown eyes, and a little droop of sad-
ness to the mouth. Yet the eyes observed and
twinkled in sympathy with a squirrel who whisked
with business-like haste along a fence rail, and the
corners of the drooping mouth went up in a smile
which sent a glow straight to the heart of the
small boy who received it as he stood fastened in
his tracks by the snowdrift into which he had
plunged and waited for her to pass.

“There are all the Wheelers, or as many as can
get near the window,” she mused, the droop re-
turning, although she did not forget to wave her
hand to the faces in the window, watching so ex-
pectantly. “Poor kiddies, they think I'm going to
town to buy their *Christmas presents, 1 suppose,
and of course they won’t be able to L_mderstand when
they find they have been left out entirely. It seemed
the right thing when Mother and I decided that,
as we couldn’t afford to spend as much money for
Christmas gifts as we usually do, we should cut
the neighborhood families out of our list. We have
saved money and time, for the cooking has been so
much less with only our own family to consider;
but we've lost, 1T know we've lost so much more
happiness than the actual reducing of hou'sebolfi
expenses can ever repay. I know Mother 1isn't
satisfied, and I'm actually sorry I have to go to
town—and it’s the day before Christmas.” :

Soliloquizing along this line, Nancy let her little
mare dash over the smoothly-frozen road at its
own pace and they were soon opposite the town
which lay stretched along the bank of the broad
river, whose covering of pure and glistening cry-
stals was sparkling and glittering in the sunlight.
She guided the lively little beast down the bank,
then sighed deeply. ;

“I¢'s a beautiful world and ideal Christmas
weather. I must try and catch some of the right
spirit which insufficient attention or something has
failed to develop in myself.”

She did her best to keep the pucker from her
forehead and the droop from the corners of her
mouth, but it was hard to set these mood vanes for
fair, when, after leaving her horse at a stable and
finishing her few last-minute errands, she wandered
through the busy, good-natured crowds in the shops
and saw the toys and books and inexpensive gifts
in such quantities—and the poor little Wheelers
were waiting and watching so hopefully.

“Oh, you poor kiddies,” she thought’ in despair.
“Why are you so many? I couldn’t get one little
gift for each and have a parcel worth while without
the candy and cookies and other things which I
haven’t got home.” ;

Things before the golden brown eyes grew misty,
so their owner was startled when a voice at her
elbow spoke her name.

“Hullo, iMiss Nancy?
shopping ?”

She managed to smile at the big broad-shouldered
fellow who had worked his way to her corner, and
she hoped he did not notice the droop and the lack
of cheerfulness. His glance seemed to rest on some-
thing. satisfying to its owner, and his expression
would lead one to believe that there was no lack in
what he had found.

“Not half as far up to my eyes as I would like to
be,” she confessed in a tone which plainly implied
that there was more to tell. :

Nancy knew this man, Harold Binney, the young
manager of one of the local banks, very well, as
she did all the eligible young men about town, but
she was surprised at her feeling of pleasure in this
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encounter and at her sudden desire to pour out to
him her tale of woe.

“I never heard a lady make a remark like that
before. You arouse my curiosity, for, strangely
enough, I was just thinking along this very line—
wishing I knew of some poor young beggars who
would appreciate a few pennies spent on them.
That’s the real Christmas idea in my mind—not
this empty meaningless exchange of obligations. I
have just got away from the bank and I've been
wishing I had some real Christmas shopping to do.
Was that your idea—sighing for suitable subjects
for your efforts? I dare say we can find some: if
we go about it properly.”

Nancy’s golden brown eyes were clear and direct
and sparkl_mg as she gazed at the pleasant face
above her in a speculative fashion as though debat-
mg"whet.her or not she would speak.

‘I see you've got something on your mind, Miss
Nancy, so can’t you share it? If you know of
someone who will fill the bill for our Christmas
phlla.nt'hr-o-pic efforts, it’s your plain duty to con-
fide in me. If you will you’'ll be distributing kind-
ness in more than one direction.”

& ‘T believe,” said Nancy slowly and uncertainly,
I believe I'll tell you about the Wheelers.”

“Good for you. I knew you had a good card.
Tell me about the Wheelers by all means, and
while you are telling me can’t we test that shop-
per’s lunch which the ‘Palms’ people advertise?”

A very few minutes had wrought a marvellous
change in Nancy’s feelings. Her poor little
Wheelers were looking and longing for a share, a
wee tiny share, of Christmas; this big- hearted and
rbxg-_bodicd man was anxious for a suitable oppor-
tunity to show his faith in the season’s teaching.
Surely it would be right for all concerned that she
should unburden her heart. Thus she reasoned as
they worked their way up the crowded street, chat-
ting gaily, and noting now and again, with newly-
aroused interest, some special figure in the throng,
which touched them with its unconscious joy or
pathos. An old man, poorly clad and bent with age
and rheumatism, stumping along with a cane,
brought a lump to Nancy’s throat when she saw
the brightness of his face and the smile of interest
and admiration he cast, as she and her attendant
passed close by. When she saw a group of happy
youngsters standing entranced before a Santa
Claus, who was performing in a shop window, her
heart warmed towards the would-be patron of her
un-Santa ‘Claused ones.

“And now for the Wheelers,” smiled -her com-
panion across the little table as they waited for the
shoppers’ luncheon of baked beans and brown bread
and aromatic coffee.

“It’s rather hard to tell you all about it,” con-
fessed Nancy, looking out of the window with un-
seeing eyes, “but I'll have to try or you won’t under-
stand.” ~Bravely, with now and then a little glance
of appeal for sympathy at the silent and interested
listener, she told of the necessity for lessening the
Christmas expenses and of the doleful result as
far as the Wheelers were concerned.

“I didn’t even make some cakes and candy for
them, and T just can’t bear to think of their dis-
appointment. I have known all week that some-
thing was wrong and to-day it came to me in full
force what it was.”

“Thanks,” said the man simply when she had
finished her story. “I'll show my belief in your
true spirit by saying I'm glad your Wheelers are
unprovided for, and glad and grateful for the
opportunity you are giving me. Let’s eat something
and then make a list of the entire Wheeler family
with suggestions for gifts for each. Why, the pros-
pect of some real Santa Claus work gives me an
appetite that makes these beans look good to me.”

Nancy was happy, and when Binney produced
pencil and notebook and bade her begin with a list
of possibilities from which they might later choose
a reality for the ‘Christmas pleasure of Mrs. Wheeler
she gave herself over to the joy of the task. Through
the family they went, from Miss Valerie Wheeler
aged fifteen, whose name struck awe to her fairy
godfather, down the seven steps to Nancy, the ba‘tl)—y
of two years. : S
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