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A Story of the Wonder of Christmas.
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He -paiised.
“Now you have the plade, with no 

name attached to it. Try to think 
abolit something else. I want;-you to

r was not possible ïoj- the doc
tor to see the man’s facév But' 
he,did pot wish to see It'again. 
It had profoundly depressed 
|§pirruin of a face that had once 

now, at tatf «d 
the vices o( ’he,

see a woman in this house. I am 
ing to tell you about he#. She 
the lovelier.-human creature that i 
-Jived. Yog can’t.’think of anythin)id will fî<Y 

&kurCf f<>* /,
Seen talking for a longtime; 
relevant, disjointed discourWi 
ters that seemed to have no relation* 
to the vital matter. He now returned 
to it— In a sentence.

“I have known a miracle to hap
pen,” he said.

It was a reference to the doctor's 
decision when he had been searched 
out in this 'South-American port to 
visit an American on his yacht in the 
bay; a wealthy, dying American. The 
verdict was correct. The man was dy
ing. Only a miracle could save him. 
The doctor had been frank about it. 
The man continued with his sentence.

1 “The miracle didn’t happen to- me, 
hut it happened to another.”

'He paused, and looked up. The 
Southern Cross hung low down in the 
heavens, that wonder of the sky vis
ible below the equator.

“Do you know what night this is?”
The doctor did not reply. One did 

not need to be reminded that this 
was the night before Christmas. All 
the emblems of the great Roman 
Church were lighted and displayed in 
this South-American city; to be seen 
dimly from the dark bay, like illum
inated cells in the hive of some cliff- 
bees. The bay was dark as tho the 
night were packed into it; merely the 
outlines of the yacht were visible. 
The sick man in a long deck-chair was 
only a shadow. The doctor sat a little 
way beyond him, near the rail. He 
could neither see the man nor the 
sea clearly. The ripple of the water 
alone indicated the vicinity of the 
ocean. The deck of the yacht might 
have been the floor of a drawing
room; there was hardly any motion.

The sick man went on. The doctor 
thought he indicated the great con
stellation above him with a gesture 
altho he could not see the gesture.

“Wonderful emblem, the 'Cross,” 
he said. “Religions are a profound 
mystery.’ . .

He paused.
“I was speaking of a miracle that 

happened."
The voice was lower and on a soft

er note.
“Did you ever read the Gospel Ac

cording to 'St. Luke? I want you to 
think about that Gospel.»#! mean the
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“You see, the miracle didn’t ha 
pen to me; ii happened to her, ai 
one doe* not -forget the detail»zcJ|
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He went on.
“You keep the. details in your mind 

and when I get through you will un
derstand why I say she was the loneli
est human creature that 'ever lived.' 
t want you to think of her as she was 
that night—that Christmas eve—that 
night the miracle happened. She wore 
a house-gçwn of iris-blue, beautifully 
embroidered in Japanese designs; her 
yellow hair, soft, heavy., and delicate, 
hung in two- wrist-thick plaits On 
either side of her face, extending 
themselves over the iris-blue to the 
knee. Her features were very nearly 
perfect, her eyes large, the mouth 
small, but the dominating beauty of 
the woman was her exquisite figure. 
One never could wish to change a 
contour of-it.

“You see, she had been a beauty 
from the cradle ; it was a sort of pro
fession to her—a sort of genius in ] 
her. The will behind events had de
signed 'her for a life of pleasure—not 
for the sort of life she had gotten 
into. She was standing before the 
wood-fire in the drawing room of this 
big house. I want you to start in with 
that so you will get the details of the 
miracle clear in your mind.

“She was alone. The last servant 
had gone on this night to the village. 
The house was silent. 'She thought 
there was a vague menace in this sil
ence.”

He paused. ,
“You see doctor, I know all about 

this. I know the very impressions she 
had, but it was not a sense of fear 
that impregnated this silence. This 
woman wasn’t afraid. She was mov
ing toward an irrevocable act, delib
erately considered. She had the will 
to dismiss any peril in events, *ut 
tragic happenings can not be willed 
away. A lack of fear does not face 
them opt of‘life. She knew Unlawful 
wreckage that might lie ji ' 
the dhor, as one knows v« 
the Hner under one’s foot 
the. instant ripped up by 
ice, or the gleaming expre 
in the canon -under 
bridge. The» things 
But one took the- risk 
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r. t he' doctor was 
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lir. He had entered into' the sctitis 
‘the story -j he had been follerffing 
■Jwoman, noth in- her physical en- 
pi ment and in her tragic emotional 
aplexity.

act iso' simuler a| a w#5? * 
telephone in thel butler- 
gate of bronze would *w«t 
on its hinges, opehing one a- 
life and closing! with its» y Yes,” he said, “-I understand it.

I understand it as a story, but I 
don’t understand it as a miracle.”

Again1 the man in the chair made 
some sort of a gesture which the doc
tor could not see.

“That’s the reason I stopped just 
here,” he said. “I wanted you to re
alize this, to understand everything 
about it right here. You see/ I am 
coming to that part of the Gospel 
According ’ to St. Luke that I was 
talking about a while ago.”

ktfiflMe ;'"iWRoÔKed like »
ihire' peered inttf the cup 
■ She saw a man ascend-

inMon this path whose features and. 
wise figure were vitalized wth tne- 
peeancy. He advanced among the 
flowering shrubs, like some emrnt 
godhat adventure in the morning of 
the world." '

HeSppused. ,Js
“I midn’t make up that sentence, 

Doctol That’s the way she thought 
about W. In a moment she would be 
in his arms; and there to the left of 
the path\ where his hand, if he should 
extend would touch her golden 
garment, was this woman ! It was a 
persisting wbsession. It was in .'some 
strange manner a part of herself. 
That’s how she felt about it. It was 
like a defect in the eye, that u<> 
strain, no trick of vision would elim
inate; yes, that was it. It was some
thing etched forever on the lens of

and had taken fin extreme .cat in 
bringing out the I beauty of it. / She 
realized how, evén with the difficult 
Christmas decoration.—the holly, the 
misletoe , the inevitable greerf—her 
sure taste had. nevertheless, «reserv
ed the soft, vague charm of thjs room 
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nëy|,-:impression, the significance of 
thCBfiight appeared. It was Christmas 
eve. She smiled ; the conventions had 
been kept, she had, even, a present 
for her husband ! And she remember
ed how, with a man’s clumsy finesse, 
he had hidden a bulky package be
hind the clothing in his wardrobe, 
imaginging that he was concealing 
there the beautiful mink coat which 
she had so cleverly permitted him to 
divine she wished. Well, she would 
need it- to-night. And it was time to 
get things on the wgy.

“She threw the cigaret into the fire 
linked her fingers behind her back, 
and lifted her firm, lithe body, ex-
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thrilling with a kiss; a saturnalia of 
sound and color ; every fairy costume 
swinging by this riot, but never over
run by it, at tho excluded by a wati 
invisible but adamant, was thi rad
iant thing.

“Anger, resentment siezed her.
“Why should her joy in life ' e- 

negatived by a thing like this? 1 * 
■very immobility was appalling . K 
neither coaxed nor menaced. It re
mained always the same, a part of 
her, projected eternally through the 
lens of her eye—a sight defect.

“The resentment moved her. She 
would assert her will. 'She would be 
rid of this intruder. And with her 
hand extended toward the latch of 
the door, she turned. And at once the. 
disturbing fancy fell away like the 
unsubstantial fabric of a nightmare. 
There were only a mountain woman 
and her child meekly beside her. The 
woman spoke. There was a friendly 
sympathy in the soft voice.

“ ‘Did you get cold? You walked 
pretty fast.’

“I’m' sorry. I was thinking of some
thing else.’

“‘I know what that’s like. You can 
do a lot of things when you arc 
thinking and not know about it. Be
fore he was born—she indicated the 
child by an affectionate note of the 
voice—‘I used to do all my work 
without knowing I’d done it. I was 
by myself most of the time.’

Where

the butler’s pantry. On her way 
through the dining-room a rug trip
ped her; she stumbled, and was 
startled by a cry. She sprang back
and half turned. •

“Somewhere a child wailed feebly. 
“The woman remained on tiptoe, 

her hands clutched in an involuntary 
gesture against -her breast. She
thought the soutlgüras just here, .be
side her, in the hobse. But it Vas not. 
It was outside. But it was not far 
away. It was somewhere in the close 
neighborhood of the house, and it 
continued. The low, wailing cry went 
on clearly audible. It appeared 'to fill 
the vast empty spaces of the house, 
to extend itself, to fill the world.

“And to the . startled woman it 
seemed to possess a quality even 
mojre disturbing. It groped about in 
silence, as tho it felt blindly for 
something it was seeking! It was a 
quality in the weak, feeble voice, 
helpless, dependent in distress.

“She listened, and presently her 
composure returned.

“ She went to a window of the 
drawingroom on the side of the housf 
toward the direction from which the 
sounds seemed to emerge. It was 
clearly a very young child, and it 
was crying on this side of the house, 
very near, in the direction of the cow- 
barn#.

“She had herself-now completely in 
hand.

She had been startled. In spite of 
her imagined composure she had been 
on some strain, and a play of fancy 
had thereby attended- the arrival of 
this ev;nt. She was able now calmly 
to regard it, and to consider what 
should be done. There was,-of course, 
one thing only to be done. She roust 
find out who had arrived arid get rH 
of them. ’ «

_____  _ ___ t “Witnesses here of the events
'The motives moving her husband ' about to happen must be prevented

id-out
tppen, -town before.’

“The woman in the door seemed, 
all at once, to realize the situation 
before her.

“.‘You, with a young child, out on 
a night like this! You can’t remain 
here. You must come with me, to the 
house, at once. I heard the child cry.

ence about names or the places where 
things happen?”

The doctor replied to that.
“Yes,” he said. “It sometimes 

makes a great deal of difference; a 
name is a Symbol.” It was an answer 
that the man did not expect, but he 
reflected upon it. ,

“That may be true,’-’. St said ; “con
sequently; I am not gbiilg to give a 
name or indicate the place where this 
thing happened.”

He moved in the chair as tho he 
adjusted his big body to a more com
fortable posture. The doctor was in
different. He was accustomed to the 
confessions, the intimate stories of 
broken inen. He knew the ‘mental 
symptoms, as he knew the quickened 
pulée afilr tfie falling temperature, at 
the end riMife. and he respected it as 
something to be endured. He was 
silent. / ' '

The man began his narrative with 
a query ; a query that was a state
ment rather than an interrogation.

“Have you forgotten what a De
cember night is like in North America 
or is everything hot and soft to you? 
Well, try to remember what such a 
night it like. Think of the sky hard 
bright, full of stars, the earth crisp; 
the air sharp—a bit of wind carrying 

'« light drift of snow—not, heavy- 
.flakes that so quickly cover the world, 
but that thin mist of snow that drifts 

lÉtirnetimes in the chill air. Think of a. 
b»at country house on a hill, a 
■gravel road passing out at a pillared 
■qtj upon a paved highway, leading 
■efiks a raw land to the sea. And 
BhinV of this place—this house, these 
■ark-|rounds, as the-only thing of 
Beauty in a crude country wailed in 
Kjr mountains. You know the sort of 
Ktnintry east of the Appalachian 
grange running southwestward 
F through America.”-- '
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‘ SnefflgiBhe out into the light, and 
rw nnsirees of the great house saw 
her clearly.

“She had the slender figure of the 
young mountain women; the dark 
hair and the olive skin. She wore a 
Iwisey driess woven in some loom in 
the hills and dyed with copperas; a 
narrow shawl, hand woven of soft 
wool, also dyed with copperas was

weire “DEHIND the leaded glass of the 
door hung a great wreath of 

holly crimson with berries. The sym
bol recalled the significance of the 
ni y ht the mi-tress of the house,
and it recalled also the venture upon 
which she was determined. And for a 
moment she was annoyed by the pres
ence of the mountain woman—unfor
tunate that she should appear just 
at this time to require a shelter.

“Still, one could not deny it, on a 
night of Winter, to a mother with a 
child.

“Better, of course, if it could have 
been avoided. It might make matter, 
a trifle more difficult. But such a per” 
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