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THEY ad started long before the late dawn,and bad driven for hours tbrough the woods.
Pete had been but half awake when they
carried bim to the sleigh, and the sound of

the runners an tlie hard snow, the warm smell of
the homses, the hushed voice of bis mother, aillthese
familiar things 'bad broken aver his senses in wayes
of drowiness, edged with a shadowv foamr of dreams.
Between the ebb and flow of sleep he awoke to a
knowledge of the dim trees beside the trail, and af
a violet-blue sky covered wîth cold stars. Once he
saw the stars shining greenly through great flakes
and bars of rose, and the white trail before thers
was stained with pink and gald. Then the aurara
flickered away, and the snow was blue-grey again,
and the hîorses'ý breath hung like dust of silver in the
cold, dry 'air.

When lie awoke again lhe saw a white star bang-
ing in a sky that throbbed with clear colour, like
the pavements of that New Jerusalemn lis father'had
read about laist Sunday. Hie tried ta picture Zion
'behind her glowi 'ng gates, but he could not. For he
had neyer seen a city.

The trees grew clearer in the young liglit, and
taller and more solemn as the trail ran upward. The
white star sank deeper into its golden pavement, so
that it was noa more than a pointof pale fire.

"That is Venus," said Pete's father, pointing
with unused whip, "the old celestial Aphrodite,
goddess af pure love." Hie leaned back and touched
his wife's hand, and she smiled at him and at the
star. Pete could flot understand them, so lie went
ta sleep again.

More sleep, more dim dreams, with the thin air
nipig is breath, and the white trail lifting biglier

throghdark forest. Spruces reached ,out their
delicat draaping fans af deep grey toward the
sleigh, and shoak down loads ai fine dry snaw upan
thle barges. The sky overhead grew harder and
bluer, losing itis ricli inlay oi stars. But the winter
day was long in coming.

At last the trail turned eastward along the flanks
af a bill, massed ta the summnit with spruce and
white pine. Pete woke and wondered at these stately
trees, so mucli -laitier than the birches and merry
maples tliat ringed the clearing at homne.

Down in the south-east there showved a long
feather of criiihson, and then the round red winter
sun fioated slowly upward.

"The sun of Christmas," said Pete's mother
softly and she kissed him,

;Ae craws and whiskey-jacks hegan fighting
amnong the branches, and the cold, beautiful day
was born.

But Pete did not awaken fully until tbey drove
into a great clearing, and their j ourney was ended,
As be looked at'auit him, lie thauglit lie bad neyer
ýseen so wonderful a sight.

Under a long, thick shelter of liemlock bouglis
staod nearly two-score horses, shaggy, blanketed,
picking at heaps af hay. Men went dcswn the line
witb buckets, and the hardy brutes drank and
muncbed and quarrelled amnong tbeniselves con-
tentedly. Pete had scarcely believed there were sa
many horses in the world.

And surely everybody in the world,-men, wom-
en, and chidren like himself--ssurely they were al
gathered about that long building ai lags in the
centre af the clearing, that building with the cross
upon the roof.

"Is that the churcli?" whispered Pete. "TFather,
is that the churchi?"

"That is Gad 's bouse," answered bis father
gravely.

"God must need a pretty big bouse," said Pete
softly, "witb ahl those angels."

His father, Iaughing, unbarnessed the team and
led themn toward the sbed. People came-a bewil-
dering succession of faces-and shook bands with
him, and gave himn bot coffee and a tbick park sand-
wich, wishing bis mcgber "A merry Christmas,
rna'am." And then ail at once they were caight uip
in a littie crowd and swept inside the churcli.
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Level shaits af ligbt crossed aver the beads ai
the people fram square windows set deep with be-
neath the eaves. Pete thouglit that the six great
cedar trunks soared upwýard inta the.resin-scented
shadaws as if they were trying ta pierce the dimn
roof and toucli the calm hlue 'heaven beyond; and
bis soul throbbed witbin bim, like a 'bird striving
ta win frite and fallow them an untried wings. He
was filled with an acbing happiness.

Thýen the clergyman came in, and Pete found in
bim a friend. "Tlat's the man yau pulled out of
the snow-drift," be said, poking bis fatber with an
imperiaus finger, "and brouglit home for niother ta
melt." But bis father was bunting through a pray-
er-boak, and did not answer.

"Wben the wicked man turneth away from bis
wickedness that hie bath committed, and doeth that
whi 'ch is lawful and riglit, he shahl save bis soul
alive."

"To the Lard aur Ood belang merdies, and for-
giveness, thougli we bave rebelled against Him;
neither have we abeyed the vaice of the Lord aur
God ta walk in is laws wbich Hie set before us."

For the first time Pete beard the service. af bis
Cburcb, and bis soul fioated away on a tide af won-
derful words. At first be feit awed and a little
strange. But then the people stood up ta sing, and
tbey sang, "Cbriistians awake, salute tbe happy
morn. lie bieard bis yaung motber's beautiful yoice
leading ail the athers in the familiar tune. That
fluttering, imprisoned bird in bis breast seemed ta
find peace, and lie sang taa witb ail bis miglit, bis
eyes upon her face, Hie did niot know that bis voice
falhowed bers as a silver flute follaws a golden horn,
and that many were sulent ta listen.

Then, wben the Lord's Prayer came, lie and al
the other cbuldren jained in that, straggling a line
behind tbe grawn-ups. Wben lie rose fromn bis
knees, hie did not feel strange any more, thougli the
awe and tbe wonder remained.

"liow beautiful upon the -mauntains are the feet
ofhim tbat bringetb good tidings, that publishetb
eace, tibat bringetb good things of goad, that pub-
isbeth salvation; tbat saitb unta lion, 'tby God

reignetb."
And then the service was over, and Pete found

himself outside in tbe air witb ail the others, who
were talking of nothing but the new churchi and ail
it would mean ta them. lie fancied that if lie had
been allowed ta stay in the churcx, the angels might
have camec furtber down their brighbt ladder and
talked to bim. He looked back at the sOaring cedar
sbafts witb a laniging for wbicb lie could find no
words.

'During bis long drive home lie was s0 sulent
that bis father asked him if lie were tired, and if lie
liked ta go ta churcli. Pete said "Yes." lie coul
nat communicate bhis feelings. Hie couhd find na
words for tbe awe and joy that beld 'bim in a deli-
cate ecstasy, possible onhy in a soul flot long fram
God.

There are longings too dim for speech; there
are bopes toa fine ta endure a careless toucli. Pete
onhy spake ai the churcli once in the weeks that
followed.

"Wben are we gaing there again ?" lie asked.
But his mather sbook ber head. "It's too far, lad-
die, ta go oiten," she said wistfully.
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psigleft it undisturbed. lie was not airaid,
he loaked up at the trees and thouglit ai the lii
squirrels there cradled sale from the cold; lie lo
at the tangled undergrowth in the bollows, 2
thouglit that perbaps here or there the j ally bro
bears were dreaming. The woods were fullio aih
only it was Mie suspended, waiting until the
sbould rise and tbe sun be warm. once more.

It was very cald, and lie walked on quickly.
the trees did flot change. liere and there lie s
a proud pine falien, that liad disdained ta figlit
bile witb the upstart ehm and poplar. But the pi'
ai bis dream. upon 'Whose crests the, sky seemed
reist, sa vast, sa dark, ever watching, eyer murin'
ing-aof these lie saw nothing.

"The churcli is nat bere," said Pete. And
hardwood maples moved their long trailing brandi
and the wild cherry seemed ta whisper, "The ýchui
in the wilderness is nat bere."

III must go fartber," said Pete. And the lit
wind in the branches seemed ta sa>', "Go farth
go fartber."

Sa Pete went fartber into the woods, and ti
grew thicker and wihder about him. In a little h
law lie came upari a solitary wild doe, cutting avý
the ice witb ber isharp, delicate boaves ta reacli 1
grass and moss underiieath. She did not run avy
-onl>' looked at himi with ber great mild eyes.

"Do yau know wbere the churcli is ?" Pete asl
lier. But she only blew a chaud ai silvery. breý
vhrougb bier velvet-sait nostrils, and gazed at b
curiosly witb those beautiful, foolish eyes. Pi
went an, deep and de-eper into the woods.

It b'ad been alternoon when he started; a
child-like, lie held time in fia account, nor took a
thouglit ai those lie heft behind. The graund
upward, and soan it grew rougli and broken, W~
narrow, deep ravines and piles ai rack. Pete sera
bled around these witb sorte difllculty, for bis IÉ
were short and easily tired. But lie neyer thouý
ai turning -back, thaugli it was ver>' cald and
was already weary.

Outside the woods the winter day was drawi
slowly toward its end. In the dlelta ai the hoA
his ta whicb Pete climbed, there was abrea
twibigbt, beautiful and still. Fram one ai the 1
vines, a sbadow raised itself as lie passed-a shadi
scarcely seen upon the amethyst glimmer ai sna
that yet looked at bim witb eyes greener than a
emerald. Pete knew it was a timber-wolf, but
was not afraid.

"cDa you know where the churcli is?" 'be wlz
pered. Hîis lips were pincbed and stiffened witht
quiet toucli ai the cold, and lis vaice was faint.
the hitthe sound spread and grew upan the si1ef
like a ripple on a atili pool.

"Per-lease tell mie," said Pete. But the W
laded away like a wreath ai smnoke, and thereM
fia answer save the saund ai bis own voice ecli
iar away uinder the rocks. lie put bis fist suddef
ta bis eyes.

"Tbey know," lie said, "tbey alh know.I
see it in their eyes. But tbey won't tell."

lie dried bis eyea on 'bis rouig woahlen mit
and laoked about him. And lie was aware that E
ening liad camne.

T wouhd be difficult ta iniagine bow lie knewfor the twiligbt ai the woads was scarcel>'de
er. But it lacked somne gahden aftertbaught af I
Thle snow, stretching up and up between the r
until bis eyes could follow its glitter no furthe
the snaw was suddçnby veiled and spltenied, andt
blue sliadows spread and ming led together. P
knew that soan the stars would be coming out.

Upon a little chear rocky space stood a yoll
pine. Pete climbed ta it shawly and laid bis h
against its frozen bark. The trunk waa coe
with a dehicate broidery ai lichens, eadfi edged W
a silver rim of lrost. But Pete's chieek was so0c
that the irast-iriniges were unmehted.

lie clased bis eyea, weighted witli the touch
the cold. Hie coubd bear the sound ai the Chrisf
hymns swelling in bis cars, chear and sweet.
lie cauhd not ind the churcli in the wihderness.

Hie- opened bis eyes and looked up the stri
stemn ai the young pine. lie could see a r
square ai lilac-colour-ed sic>, in whicb a star h
1ike a silver lamp. lie clasped the tree with


