A Christmas Story

(By Josiah Dwight Whitney, in the
Escuing Post.)

This is the story or the only man who
ver can truthfully say that he has seen
he dance of the Snow Children in El-

lenburg,

The

side of
meadow,

Ellenburg graveyard lies on the
a beautiful hill facing a great
and in the centre stands the
most beautiful spruce tree that ever
was seen, with the roundest, most
sSymmetrical lines, tapering to an ex-
quisite point at the top. - Every year
it seems to grow prouder and more
hardy than the vear before, although
the oldest inhabitant say that the
seedling  was brought over from Nor-
way by the settlers of the village more
than a hundred years ago. As no
one in Ellenburg is as old as that, or
¢ven feels that old, tae story is only a
story,

However, evervone in
¢xeept the village cobbler, who is by
occupation and temperament a narrow-
minded  person, knows perfectly well
that the Snow  Children celebrate
Christmas  eve around the Norway
spruce every 24th of December, just
as the clock is striking midnight. It
is not. given to everybody to see them

in fact, nobody but John Christian
ever really saw them. They say that
those  who go to the hillside out of
mere - curiosity  neither hear nor see
anything, while some who have acei-
dentally strayed with their minds busied
over the prospective happiness of their
children  on the morrow have heard
sweet music playing, of a sort that
no orchestra in Ellenburg, Inseboren,
or Jensen's Ford has ever been known
to produce. It came from the direc-
tion of the great spruce, and some
say they heard shouts of childish
laughter mingline  with the music,
But  when they crept cautiously over
toward the tree and peeped out from
behind a Lroad headstone to see what
the festivity might be, forgetting en-
tirely their own chicks and the morrow,
the spruce was dark and deserted, save
that most people declared that a bright
star in the cast seemed to be burning
more brightly than any star was ever
known to burn, directly over the beau-
tiful tapering summit of the Snow Chil-
dren’s tree.

Hans Engeborg, the oldest inhabi-
tant, says that the spruce was planted
by one of the carly “settlers whose lit-
tle daughter died in the middle of
winter.  The child was buried, so Hans
says, with wild strawberries and snow-
flower, on a Christmas eve, in the white
hillside; and the seeding spruce was
placed over ler grave, where, even
though the ground was frozen as deep
as the gravediggers penetrated, it took
Toot and grew into a goodly tree before
the thaws set in.  The father came and
placed the toys he had bought at the
foot of the evergreen, and while he sat
on the new-made mound with his face
in his hands, he saw a vision of the
Infant Jesus, Iying in @ manger in Beth-
lehem, and there were angel voices sing-
ing joyous music—which left the father
very, very sad, but seemed to cure the
bitterness in his heart. And so the
spruce  has grown for {hese hundred
years--at least, that is what Hans Enge-
borg says. Perhaps he embroiders on
the story as the vears go by, but at any
rate Hans declares that all the little
ones who have heen laid away on that
hillside since
died celebrate Christm
ing about the great spruce,
and all the other people in
call them the Snow Children, although
they have never seen them; and’ they
eay that the reason why John Christian
saw them was that he loved little chil-
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the first settlers’ little girl |

dren as much as any mortal man could, |

and happened to be on  the
Christmas  eve when he came very near
to giving his life for one of them.

L0 N R

night, that starlit
evening when  the stockings were be-
ing hung! John Christian had  risen
from a sick-hed and gone across coun-
try five miles afoot, in fulfillment of
his annual  custom of taking a basket
of Christmas thing<. a fat goose, some
cranberries  and apples— red-cheeked
Spitzerbeigs - and plum-pudding, to an
aged dame who lived alone in a cottage
b_V a wood. Onee upon a time, a dozen,

a single

Fes, more than a dozen and a )
ago. the old woman had %
kindly act to'a ilaxen-hdge child of

three who called Christian father; and
Johin had nevey forrot
night like this fo would have preferred
o stay at home and make limselt

comftortabie

It was a Dhitter

his own roaring logs,
“Shades Tl
mother!” cried,
Iitt]e cottage and
“And the ficlds
here ang Ellenbuig.”
"Cold weatiior makes a
mas,” croaked the old dame, ~And
good Lord should send one to you, who
remembers this old wreck like s
A merry Chrictmas to You, John!"
“Is little to remembe; Nou, mother,
ald 2 sorry  Christmas  that
Curist will be having. usual,
was eighteen ot her
teen  years ago, that the little ¢
tina was taken away on the flood;
and twelve since  the  wife wias takon
and * left John Christian alone thie
world. And Christinas, when the «pi!
dren have the Jmp,wIml time, brines 1h»
little Christina back— ang she langls
and I heay say ‘Daddy, | have a

night,
the
chair.

cold
entered
into
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he as

sink 2
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Wris-

n

her
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1 denly

hug for you!" and ‘the Jey in my heart |

goes out and leaves a cruel lamo in
stead.”

“John, you should forget all that,”
8aid the dame who tried ouce a year
to be soothing, for Curistian was about
the only visitor che had, “The Master
will comfort, ior he took the little
snow-flower to he His own. Who knows?
Perhaps slie dances with the Suow (‘hil
dren to-night.”

“No, no! Not that!” said Christian.
And then for a long time he sat gaz-
ing at the flames as they leaped up
about. the hickory loga in  the fireplace.
And defiantly he bade thke dame good-
night and went out.

It was colder than ever ag Christian
took his way homeward through the
fields, drawing |lLis sheepskin coat
eloser about him.  The
white with the thinnest iimaginable cov-

grlet of featheéry snow; the moon threw
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i binding snow
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round was |in the world to h

the shadows of the tall chestnuts and
beeches in long, pale streamers across
the brilliant earth; and amdist the
tracery of the woods lay a soft, inef-
fable mist. Presently a ‘flake of sSnow
fell on John's nose, Then a breeze
Sprang up and drove clouds up from the
horizon till the moon was hidden, At
last the flakes flew thick
and Christian swung his arms
drive the chill away,

The last mile of his walk
him by the rustic bridge over the little
stream which winds its way  through
the meadow overlooked by the burial-
ground. The snow was blinding ‘now.
John Christian's blood euddenl
led and ran hot at the sound
faint ery of distress from near
bridge, "To him it was the same voice
of a child which hod called to
terror  eighteen Years before,
the darkness ang. flood had
about the one child which (lod
given him Oh-h! Help! Oh, the cold
water — some one!” ( hristian stumbled
down the embankment  and  saw a
struggling figure in {he water, Ie ran
out on the 1ce, and it hroke with him
also. Then a pair of hands clutched
him about the neck and dragged him
under, tightening on him, like the grip
of death. “I'or ler sake! Tt
have been (hristinat®
self, as the chill water cut
marrow of his bones and
choked him till he ‘s
der.

It was not difficult to release the
rhnl\ing hands, but John Christian,
sick, cold and exhausted, found if
harder to  extricate himself and the
owner of the hands from the
Each time that  he tried to lift him-
self up, the ice broke, So the struggle
went on till at last, when Christian
succeeded in pulling himself out on
the shore with his precious burden, he
was nearly exhausted.

It that was helping
now, ‘Come.” she seemed to he wying,
‘we must run. We shall freeze. Run!
It means death to stay here.’ And the
hands that had before  choked
helped Christian to his  feet.

Oh, but. it seemed cold to poor .Tohn
Christian! "Che wind drove the snow
into his face and bit his  flesh like
needles;  his temples  seemed to be
sheathed in a helinet of ice; and lis
wet elothes became wsteel and tor
his flsh as he walked.  Yet he must
get Over the Dbridge he diag-
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the burial-ground, just as the
clock €ounded the miduight Thour.
might have been little Christina,”
kept muttering.

Suddenly atl  Christian's
ceased and the air about
ae warm and baliny as a summer’s day.
He saw 2 Qhristmas spruee  hefore him
in a blaze of light, and the Snow (hil-
dren were “oh™ing and “ab™ing about
it. The branches had never looked quite

suifering

him heeame

he

so beautiful. and at the very tup shone |

a star which was brighter than the
brightest. flaming arc-light vou ever saw.,
There were twinkling candles
burned in all the most dazzline
and apples and oranges of the reldest
red and the yvellowest yellow hanging on
the tips of e boughs. The Snow Chil-
dren looked up at the pretty bauhles on
the tree. the tinsel and Pop-corn Strings,
the colored glass balls anl the

puinted toys, Then they lang
ous laugh  and danced round
Lolding hands,

The ground under fhe tree
ered with sparkling snow: it
soft as velvel and the dren's
no marke.  The childven al)
thin white dresses, and =lid not
and. for that matter,
felt himself

most  delicious
a chorus
mnting carols

colors;

the tree

Wius cov

as
leet
wore
K8eem

seemed

to be cold at all
whe
urrounded by the
warmih and heard
thousand angels ¢l
sky.

“Christina! Christina '™ )
But no little flaxen-ha ]
ed the call. The Snow (
their dancing aud stood
wistiully.  One

“He would have glven Wis )jfe f
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as of a
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eried alond,
child answer
Iren =topped
looking at him
s2id:
or us.”
Christian could noi have toll
as that e up later in his own
veak, with a yellow
tiired nurse stamling heside hin. wear
ing the same w istful expression he had
seen on the faces of the Snow Children,
“Yon have been very sj Yonu
Lotting pueumonia’
“What has Lappened
Christian, never Mo ing
the nurse,
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great-grandiat
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Hreat many vears, [
at the brid in
and walked jtno the reek.
pulled me out. |t was braye.
you.  Yon (id beeause  yon
ioved a little girl of youi own.
Christian long time
after this. He was 17 Ik
the years to the time whon {he
hetz had come down with such un
swent nearly the
town of Ellenburg anay sud
as a chiess player sweeps the hoar]
with a stroke of his arm. [le gaw
three-yvear-old ohild dinging to g }
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drageed me ont of
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carried beyond sight,
“Yes, there was a litt
loved once,” said Christi
Wias  ocarried away in g
willed ehould "be 100
and-—we never- found
she i8 alive to day: perhaps not,
lind  golden hair like yours, and
gest hrown eyea, which
lor one of us, but beautiful.
lier father more than any
man could give -that perfeet love and
confidence of a child, |t she wuore a
Woman to-day, she might see that her
father is a rough, mannerloss dog, with
no caim to anybodys love nr admira-
tion.. But in those days she was too
young to know. He was the best
er cves, und in return

le girl whom 1
at last, “She
flood
tod blr for us,
her,

She

She gave
ITown wo-

slie wae adored.”
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the nurse, hastily. She had turned
away from Christian and was loul;ing
shading ler eyes
i,

asked the man

with the muslin curta
“How did you know
in bed. |
“Because when You were freezing to |
you cried ,
thought
my name,
eyes are
have told
were as she
of tears

out ‘Christina!” twice, and |
it was strange, for that is
And don't you see that my
browr -Christian could not
what color those eyes
were they-—And, father
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"Twas the night before Chris
all through the house

tmas, whep
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as stirving, not even a
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The stockings were hung by t!}
with care,

In hopes that St.
there,

The children were nestled
their heds,
While visions of sug
their heads, |
mamma in her kerchief and I in

my cap.

Had just settled our
winter's nap,
When out on the Lawn
a clatter,

I sprang from my
the matter.
Away to tie window 1
Tore open’the shutters

sash,

moon, on

fallen snow,

Gave a lustre of midday
low,

When what (o
should appear,

But a miniature sleigl
reindeer,

With a little
quick,

I Knew in
Nick.

More rvapid than cagies Lis o
came,

And he whistled. and shouted,
them by name

“Now Dasher! Now Dancer! Naw
er! Now Viven!

On, Comet! On, ( upid!
Blitzen!

To the top of the porch, to
the wall!
Now, dash away,

allre
As dry leaves tha
ricane flv,
When they meet w
to the sky,

e chimney
Nicholas soon would be |

all snug in

ar plums danced in |
brains for a long |
there rose such |
bed to see what was

flew Jike a flash, |
and threw up the

The the breast of the aew-
to objects be- |
my - wondering eves
and eight tiny
old driver so lively and !

a moment it must he Saint
ursers they
and ealleq
Pranc. |
On. Dunder ang
the top of |
dash aw ;|v_\. dash away
t before the wild hue- |

ith an obstacle, monnt

i That shook when lLe langhed

[ A wink of his exes and a

i e sprang to hi- ~leigh,

I “Merry

So up to the house-to
flew,

With the sleigh
Nicholas, too,

And then in a twinkling I Lea
roof

The prancing and pawing of
hoof.

As I drew in my head ang w
around,

Down the Chimney Saint Nichol
with a bound,.

He was dressed all in fur from hLis head
to his foot,

And his clothes were all tarnished with
ashes and soot:

A bundle of toys he had flung on
back

And he looked like a peddler
ing bis pack.

His eyes, how they twinkled,

ples how merry

His checks were like rosos,
a cherry,

His droll little mouth was
a how,

And the beard on his ¢hin w
as the snow!

The stump of a pipe L
teeth,

And the smoke. jt
a wreath,

He had a broad
belly,

p the coursers they
full of toys and Saint
rd on the
cach little
as turning

as came

his
just open-
his dim-
his nose like
drawn up like
a4s as white
e held tight in his
encireled his head like
face and a little round
like a bowl
mll cf Jelly.
He was ehubby and pinmp— a right
old elf,

I laughed when T saw
of myseif.

jolly

And him in spite

twist of his
head,

Soon gave me to know |
dread.

He spoke not g word, but went straight
{o his work

And filled all the stock
with a jerk,

And, Iaving his finger aside of

And giving o nod, up the chimney he
rose,

had nothing to

ings, then turned

nese,

to his team gave
a whistle,
And away they
a thistle:
t I heard him exclaim ere 1
ount of sight:
Christmas
good-night ™
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It had rained and rained
rained,
For ten days
of Nebrask:' liad
soaked by water

the sky
The Kaw
mal  size,
brooks and
the Kaw were
e, and makinge

this particu
beer ked
which fell
River twice jts
and the rivers
creeks which empiv inio
roaring and eplutter-
the Kaw more and

Wias

stopped
bridges
were weak

The railroads  had
o run trains. Many
gone, and many more
twisted out of shape,
But the

Tramp. Oy
ing for work,
vears
Whiy

be gun
that's
woMe was

stop - the
searchl
i three

could not
and on he came,
the fi: time

rams

“He liad |

and buaby,
I

mtion
his wifs

h fine

Hnk of

res

nearing the town of |
Fairbfire, and about e mije \w\t.’
of 1 depqo’ and - radroad  vards
(where he  expected  to fin work,
for had once been o railroad
man) he came upon a bridee over
which the water was pouring. '
And the Tramp stopped—and prn_\’-'

e

he

Could it be. he asked God, that |
he wae about |
man once again,

the storm would etop him? f
As the big, ragged man stood near
the bridge, which it did not seem he
possibly cross, a little chjld |
him ;md’

looked into his
Of course, the
For something

eves,
Tramp was surprised,
like three years all'
when he came
near them.
“What. wouldst manp’’

thu, big

| asked the child, I

80 the Tramp plucked up his oog- |
ing ecourage and told his story—and
how he wanted to g0 to work.

Gleefully did the little fairy child
laugh up into his bearded face.

“Come with me,” the child eald,
and ran nimbly up. the great sfeel’
framework from bridee

which the

hune. and wi!
Yet reached.,

So the tramp followed.,
with the child leading, her hair f]y-
Ing and drenched by the rain, her
clothes clinging to her tiny form, the
wo of them were on the very top-
most, steep girder.

Yet the Tramp—now become g man
—could not bear to gee the child
thus exposed to coid rain‘and danger
and so he picked l.or up in his armes
and wraped her close in his coat. And
they croseed the mad stream in gafety,
But when they reached the other eide
the child disappeared all in a minute,
right out of his arms.

Next day the superinten
railroad was glad to
looked ¢o big and ¢
tramp is not o
not the spirit of h
which came to 1ii
fairy.

the water had not

and soon,

dent of the

trong. And the
sure that i§ was
is own little child
m in the guice of a
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CABIN DAYS RECALLED

A CHRISTMAS STORY BY
ELLEN R. C. WEBBER, in Vancouver Sunset

Nika tickeh milka glatawa okook
nika house, mas kloshe pola khisaghalie
LXhee klatawa okook illahie,

Tenas cultus potlach, hyin cultus hee-
heg.

lika wa-wa halo,—nika
tymtum ;- hyin ely!

hyin  sick
Mika Sikhs.

I was living just beyond the ragged
fringe of civilization when these invi-
tations were sent out to my neighbors,
just across the river; the only neigh-

IS within ten miles.

My cabin home was in the heart of
the Cascades and Jjust on the bank of
the Fraser where it comes tumbling,
white flecked and roaring still, high-
walled canyon.

The river is narrow here; and just
on the other side lived Capt. George
and Capt, Jim, two brothers, with their
families.

It was early in December when “Luey
George” came across in her canoe to
visit me and tell me of her anxieties
about the great holiday season.

Lucy was slim and pretty, with hair
gl smooth and braided. Her print
dress was clean, her white apron spot-
less and her braid shawl, when remov-
ed from the head and shoulders, was
neatly folded and hung over the back
of an unused chair.

“Baptiste is more bad.” she told me
sadly, “the priest, he say we must not
go to the mission this Christmas day
to meet all the people, cause this east
wind he blow so cold mebbe Baptiste
he be daid in the canoe. Baptiste, he
heap cough sick; some day he not get
out his bed; he not eat nothin’ and le

“I think pretty soon he go way long
0’ Alee, he not come back no more, no
more!”

The words came with a plaintive moan
as the little mother who had lost one
boy just a few months before through
this same dreaded white plague, clasp-
ed her hands and rocked her body for
ward in grief for her oldest son: her
first-born.

And so it came that we planned our
Christmas party and {hat these curious
invitations were sent out. We hurried
an order off to the store for toys and
gifts for our friends, and then we
cooked and baked. 1In al] pmlmhilil_\"
it was Baptiste's last Christmas here,
and it must be made a happy nn«ll
merry one, |

Now. T had often imagined T was
somewhat weak in Chinook grammar
and construction. and the note of :
ceptance written by Baptiste and deliv-
cred by Jimmie. jun.. strengthened my
doubts on that subject.

This is Baptiste’s note:

Mrs, Webber.
Kind friend.
Your nice kind

ac

letter ask us come |
over to Mour hnlxw( make me Nery i
glad, also make my father glad. and
make wmy mother glad. and my broth-
ers and sisters, they were glad also,

I read vour very welcome letter my
vather he laugh till he most  doe he
self.  We think you like learn Chinook
some dav we learn You talk it alright. |
S0 good-bhye: we mnel oblige you: we
sure come over in our canoe on the
big day for vour potlateh and good time,

Your friend. Baptiste.

The novelty of the preparations for
this unique Christmas party gave zest
and  cuplovment 1o every hour
bor ex=ended upon it,

British* Columbin hiold
treasures for the decorative art,
let berries  which may be dug
under the snow. long  coral-like
WOSSY vines. everlasting, and a
so - closely  resembling English
that it is difficult to detect the points
of diffevence, No Izbor was spared
in this line. d in corner of the
large living room the laden trec, rib-
bon-trimmed  and Lo tinslled proved
attractive to the  children, white and
Indian alike.  Aeross the other corner
a big damp sheet was stretehed. and
excited  mueh curiosity.  The  long
table down the centre of the room held
three very attractive picces, aside from
the cold chicken and wild duck, the jel
lies. cookies and candies, These were
the decorated Christnias cake, and two
large tissue paper “pies” le in Jarge
milk  pans. ench  “pie” showing
cighteen bits of baby yibhon protuding
from the “cruses.”

The evening that {hese were
pared proved cold and thre atening, The
wind  rushed in!‘-rmiltunli‘\' down
the canyon. a coyotte lowled on  {he
mountain  side., How and again
R e rmsh and rom
Of snow and rock wliding down
some the that
numerous. Lonely and wild, hut grand
Iy beautiful were the surroundings of
this isolated cabin home,

Not too early did our guests arrive;
native etiquette and Indian pride for- |
bids that any shall appear too eager to
aceept i Kindness gifts.
When the rather
the clatter of the Indians they
beached their canoes we went out to
the porch 1o wait their coming and to
tiat - we o cordially welcomed
Eaclhi one of the ten, cven to
little tot  Charlie, came to me first
with a and the greeting, ! yas
Kloshe Christmas,”

Amongst these people. a woman, the
oldest is first in  all house- |
hold or family  affairs,  AJ] gifts are
from her: all smallness and meanness
credited to hef:  a  man has 10
sile, barter, yifts or hos-
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and

all pre-
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and
away crecks a
told
sheer eliffs are

of nO

nes; or

we canoes, or

HES

show
Lhem,

how
present,

voice in
pitality.

s they entered the living room
Captains  George  and = Jim stopped
short on the threshhold with an em-
phatic "\)’hur»!" expressive of  admir-
ation.  L#iey and Mary laughed at
their respective “men” and gently
chided them -on their bad manners,
But the old men absolutely turned
their backs on Indian etiquette, and
boldly walked about looking and ad-
miring, as they exclaimed, “Whoo,
Skookum, hyin “skookum!'" (Ah, good,
very good!) And Mary arg Lucy sat
with their children about them and
said meekly, “Oh, T ahamed my o}
man act €0 bad!” And then when I
exclaimed in mock sternness, “Don’t
You say that! Those two fine old
men; 1wy husband’s tillicums; hyas
kloshe tilficums'” (Highl)' valued, orJ
extremely good)friends).

no more fat stop his bones. (
!
!
|

[ and their meanings, it would bear

| this

of la- |

Sear- |

holly |

when

. entert

| to hear bout dear little C

luok

Lhey laugnea gleefully and
th:

at their lords more in pride
shame, :

My children soon had thei play
mates  before the tree and cach  wae
| eagerly choosing which gift  he haoped
was his, but not a child, not even
little  Charlie, aged only three, touched
that spread table or asked for a thing
to be given them. Neither at any time
Was a  child’s voice raised above a low
Soft tone that could not annoy us
elders, ang there were five besides my
own, who were not so weii behaye!
S0 far as excitement led them on.

The sheel seemed to attract
attention, so 1 tolgd them if  they
would sit in the dark I would show
them' what it hid. They looked like
frightened children, but played Dbrave
and I took the lamps  Dbehind  the
scenes  where I had arranged for
shadow pictures. Fist a lone  moun
tain shone on the curtain, then an
antlered deer came acrc followed
by an Indian with a gun. Round and
round the mountain they went, then
Up one slope and down the other. The
race was long and the excitement of
the audience was great and  their ad
vice to hunter wis no doubt good, but
at last the deer raced skyward  and
out of sight while the hunter was loft
on the top of the mountain, “Whaoo!
Tamanong! ™ exclaimed the men, which
that or

muceh

S,

mcant the
Shostly,
fNext came
by each canoe slipping down the
monuth of a big sturgeon, ewising much
laugl:ter, Many  games  were plaved,
fames that did not  seem to entertain
very pleasantly, and then came the tree,
Baptiste dressed in fur coat, pillows, seal
skin cap, and cotton Latting beard made

Jolly old Santa ( lans,

He was a pupil of the Mission school,
so he could read the names on the gifts
nicely, Ribons, dolls and aprons, as well
as the goodies, went to each: chiid ex
actly alike, and the wlso
equally,

But when Santa calied Cap
name, and gave him, stood  be-
fore the three, a long-haired, blue-eyed
doll. T really thought the women would
20 Into with laughter, while
the old man Imgaed, kissed and petied
it, tiil little Katie, his dau er,
it from his arms,  when profe
great disappointment 1hat Wits
her rather than for himself.

I never saw a Christmas
thoroughly enjoy cacli gift

deer was magie

a canoe race which el
open

boys farred

din Jing's

as e

nysteries
ha

ol

party

OF S0 joyou

| Iy appreciate each. little jole,

After stripping the tree we sat down
to a supper. Do von imagine that v

| guests were greedw, or noisy at tab'e?
{ Their visits at the Mlission
| too

schools are
frequent for this, and the
have taught them very nicely,

But  one little Indian custon: they
tain.  To one wniniated in their manner
an ap-
i not

the

sietors

re-

but it
prompts

srecdiness

vice which

pearance of
pretiy
act,

Upon leaving the table, euch Indian
Zuest placed in a  clean ndkerchief
the remmants of cake, pie, fruits, efe,
left upon the platoes, This  was 0
signifty that they had rec more
| than they conld possibly desiye of food
too good and tempting to be refused or
rejected: a delicate compliment you un-
derstand, to the hiostess,

The bran pie with its lottiry of xifts
came next, and amid muel vigeling and
changing of strings  all waited Ca, fain
Jim's nal to pull, With 2 “\Wah
Hoo, wah H-0-01" Captain Jim and his
relatives, big and little, puve mighiy
pulls, and hauled forth small vifts: more
laughter and noise and trading of prizes
and the pie was cagerly
rounded, The zest of Llding
in this, to fish for a prize and enjoy

v brief momoent the uncertainty, the
ht be™ of the half donbttul, halt
hopeful results,

After this the entertainment of the
elders proved a puzzie, Baptiste with
his paint box, his pattern books or flow
ers and landscape, and nitural his
toryv had  gone into g corne: by Lim
self and was lost in the oy men
his gifts.  The childref were jooking at
their picture books and caressing their
dolls: and there is no little mother nor,
loving than the litglo Indun ver
her dollies,

But suddendy
| to me. and | to the hean bag, 1

S0on- taugnt my  onests e
“Bivds in the Busl™ and over
loss or gain of those beans they
hilariously  excited  tij) I
afraid ti would hecome Critged,
Women their heuds, {h
they game  hugeely,
langhter o
became  too

ved
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o

his

on of

il

an oanspiration
flew

came

lvsteries
the
arew
most
The
orh
but
inten<e
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oy
Ner lost
enjoved !
the  men

watehfulyoss
they would scize thejr
them into a realizing cense of
they were, with a few
in their native tongue,

“Birds in the Bush® kept them  well
i till midnight. vwien with
words of thanks and Kindly farewel!
they bade me Zood night,

In April the next  yeq
Annie Jim was laid to rest
flaxen-haired doll in her
rom the h«rlx fields came &
nie from Baptiste. I think

neyver

noticenhle,

arms and shake
where
it 8

shus)h words

ned

liftle
\\.1‘1 ‘.’"T
Lafer
to
like
He's

Hed

s
ietter
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Huvlie,
dead. He just sick- littie
quick. jie take that Jitt)e
gave him for present ip
he sick. My maother
grave long him,
it long of him. |
ing up there lie Ji hette)
so I go see little Charlic
now. Your true friend,

Witlie,

tin

bed

she put

mayhe |
K nay e

e like

But Baptiste waited stitd,
Ul of the leaf” in
year.,” and - his paints books
were hig last companions weeks
of confinement and in‘\)rilirf to walk
about fell to his lot at Inst,  )Mis just
Zift to me was a string of | teeth
a necklace that shoul] me
from danger and secure 1 v alwave
a brave heart, :

Dear little Charlie, and Annie, and
Baptiste, I truset and believe that  in
that better land each day is a “Happy
Christmas” and that Your yriftgiare-
many, and your joys unending, and
may your white friend be worthy ‘te
receive your welcome “maybe <o, pretty
soon.”

this

and

f
y

When

“
ensitre

O

was .



