A Stary, of the Wonder of Christmas,
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' was nbt possible T’o; the doc-
tor to see the man’sfacéy But y
did not wish to see it &
profoundly dépressed
of a face that had once
Yhis end

evant, disjointed discourseg.
ters that seemed to have no.relati
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“Now you have the place, with'ng
name attaghed fto it, Try to think
about semething”else. I wantyou to

fgée a woman in this‘house. I am g

ing o tell you about hef. . She
e 1o uman creatire that ¢
Y Ptathink of anything

o

" to the vital matter. He now. réturned |:

to it— in 3’ sentence. f

“] 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 |’

verdiet 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.

“The miracle didn’t happen to me,
but 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 séen
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 vacht 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 thel
sea clearly. The ripple of the water |
alone indicated the vicinity of the
ocean. The deck of the yacht nright
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.

“TI was speaking of a miracle that
‘happened.”

The voice was lower and on a soft-
‘er note, # .

“Did you .ever read t
cording to St. Luke? .
think about that ‘Gospe
story of the Nativity as it il
in that Gospel; not the othe
of it. You wouldn’t understand®

He broke off suddenly in
course. ¥

‘Do you think it makes any diffess
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. y

“That may be true,"ﬁ said; “con-
sequently I' am not gbifie 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 aceustomed to the
confessions, the intimate stories of

en. . He knew ‘the 'mental

pis;‘as he knew the quickenad

F*the falling temperature, at

the €nd of-life. and he respected it as

something”to be endured. He was
silent. . e 5

The.man began his narrative with
a query; a query that was a state-
ment’ rathér than an interrogation. ‘

“Have you forgotten what a De-
cember night is like in North America |
or is everything hot and soft to you? i
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 i

& light drift of snow-—not_ heavy.
flakes that so quickly cover the world,
b but that thin mist of snow. that drifts
gaimetimes in the chill air. Think of a

gat. -country hoyse. on.a hill, a

el road passing out at a pillared
way, leading
1 And
hir ouse. these'
ark-grounds, as the.only thing of |
“im a ctude country walied in
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"“You see, the miracle didn’t ¥
pen to me; ‘happéned to her,

one doasg npt farget ‘the details
niiracle, : N b

He went on. o :

“You keep the @ 3 ind
and when I get through ‘you un
derstand why I Sayishe was the lovelic
est human creature that ever lived.
[ want you-to think of her as she was
that night—that Christmas eve—that
night the miréecle Happened. She wore
a house-gown of iri€-blie, beautifully
embroidered in Japanese designs; het
yellow hair, seft, heavy. and delicate,
hung in two- wriststhick plaits “on
either side of "her face,  extending
themselves over the iris-blue to the
knee. Her features were yery mearl
perfect, her eyes large, ‘the moutK
small, but the deminating beauty of
the woman- was her exquisite figure.
One never could wish to-~chanhge a,
contour of-it. s

“You see, she had beén a beauty
from the cradle; it-was a sort of pro-
fession to her—a sort of genius in
her. 'The will behind évents had de-
gigned 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
mirgcle 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. X

“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 irrevoeable act, delib-
erately considered. She had the will
to dismiss any peril in events, sbut
i enings can not be willed

Cout ofilife; She knew,

kage that might lie j
T, a8 one knows vi

€ \der one’s foot 1
ingtant ;

i
E 'was only vaguély interested. He
was wondering how soon this voice

would close. It was the worst case of

embolism he had ewen seem: Already
the man’s legs were paralyzedd How
soon would .a detached fragment
floating in the blood-stream stop his
heart? %y

But in spite of that lack of interest

he was beginning in his imagingtion
to grasp the details of this picture.
They were clear, accuraté details,
and in his mind the doctor saw the
woman and the house.

The monotonous voice of the man | quality in

held him, and he seemed to move up
to the extraordinary scene as one ad-
vances to a window. He forgot about
the dying man in the chair. He began
to live in the 'tense drama of the
story. 'The woice in the dark went on.

“The drawing room was in a soft

light, The windows were covered with

heavy blue curtains, closely drawn;
a great blue divan stood across the
room before the fire; the lamp on the
table beside it was screened by a
shade; the logs in the fireplace smold-
ered. §

“The woman did not move under
this introspection, but her face hard-
ened. 'This house—which she, herself,
had insisted upon—was the only thing
of beauty in this raw land. The town
beyond was a Southern village, with
development superim-
upon it, and over against it
were the mountains and their simple

inconceivably primitive.
The motives moving her h

)

ately ithe - ofiag
hard-sur fd

ed béfore
closed

thing

“Fortune favored f
her figmly, s
‘“SWe had sent the
d;m;..xL the village,
a Lgery de
all ral‘rhed Now ‘on 2
i, telephone.’ |« g
5 “She 201, @ cig
fon cloisonne
rdivan. Lighte
fire. How &fr

bolts the way of lanother™

were silent life would go on
“She drew in the smoke ‘andg

haled it in tiny /blue threads.

{ glanced about the room. She lovg it,
and had taken #n extreme .cafe i
bringing out the|beauty of it.

I realized how, ‘ew
Christmas decoration.—~the holly
misletoe , the inevitable greep
sure taste had, nevertheless, pfreserv-

i¢ soft, vague charni of this room
d suddenly, as tho it/were a
pression, the significance of
“ight appeared. It was Christmas
eve. She smiléd; the conventions had
been kept, she had, even, a present
for her husband! And she remember-
ed how, with 3 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 way.
. “‘She threw $he cigaret into the fire
er fingers. behind her: back,
i ithe body, ex-
was incredi)

e dining-roo g trip
“she'/ stumibled, and _was
,gm’{,&h'e rang ‘back

“The woman
her hands elutched:
gesture i

side her, in the’
It was outside.
away. It was somewhere in the close
neighborhood of the house, and it
continued. The low, wailing cry went

and gentle,

"But it was not far [

he story;] he ‘had been fol
woman, /both in: her physical .en-
r.ment ahd in her iragic embtional
lexity. )

MYes,” he said, I understand it.J3

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

Again' 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| g

here,” he said. “I wanted you to ve-
alize this, to understand evepything

;about if right here. You see
‘cominfg. to, ‘that part of the Gospel

According "to St. Luke that I was
talking about a while ago.”

E went on ag tho there had been

no break ‘in the narrative; as tho
he were reading a story from a book
of romance, |

“She knew who these people were:
there were mountain people. The man
did' not_speak, but the woman now
addressed her. Her woice was soft
4% are often the voices
of these mountain women.

“We got.loki; dn’ the mule came
in here, I'reckon she knéw there was
a stable; animals know a lot.

‘SLost!i”

‘“The woman, in the door echoed
the word in astonishment.

“How could ;ou be lost? Where
were you going?”

4 fWe were going home; we live in
the mountain.’

“fAnd . you lost your way? Im-
posgible, Every one knows the roads
about here’ *
£fWe don’t. We never came to the

own before.’ ;

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

“ You, with a young child, out on
a night like this! ¥You can’t remain

re. You must come with me, to the

at once. T heard'the child cry.
It must be cold.’
“The other answered softly.
““Yes, he did cry. T donit think he
was cold. } don’t know what made
him ery.’

;. “Then she moved forward out of

on clearly audible. It appeared 'to fill Jithe shadowy darkmess that enveioped

the vast empty spaces of the house,
to extend itself, to fill the world,
“And to the _ startled woman it
seemed to possess ‘aiquality even
more disturbing.* It groped about in
silence, as tho it felt blindly for

something it was séeking! It was ail
voice, §.¥

the weak, feeble
helpless, dependent in distress,

“She listened, and presently her{
composure returned. : -

“ She went toa window
drawingroom on the side of the housg
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 Mouse,
very near, in the direction of the cow-
barng,

*“She had herselfinow completely in
hand.

She had beéen startled. In, spite of
her imagined composure shé had. been
on some strain, and a play of fancy
had thereby attended the arrival of
this exgnt. She was able now calmly
to regard -it, and to considér what
should be done. There was,-of course,
one thing only to be done, She muét |
find out who had arrived and get ril
of them. i L

“Witnesses of ‘the

here events

d about to happen must “be prevented

of the [ ¥

her.
Bat, at the thfeshold she paused
#he man beyond her in

“the mule? We've
Ut the mule might

the mule ane
,

id: not relpy. The
or him,

an sleep in the; hay.’
added, as tho the idea

fort to her:

fare friendly.’

#me out into the light, and
he mistress of the great house saw
er clearly.

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

.around her head. The baby in her

A¥ms was covered-with a white lamb-
skin,

“The cows, scarcely visible i
line of stalls, disturbed d;ukftlgs‘stg;
the man seeking food for the mule,

’ -
hire' potired 1mte
{ , *She saw a man
on this path whose fea
de ficure were vitalized Ol
ancy. He advanced among the
ering shrubs, like some 17
\at adventure in the morﬁiﬁ&of
5 Mok s A

aused.
§lidn’t make up that sentence,
. That’s the way she thought
. In a moment she would be

the ﬂatlx‘\w:here his hand, if he should
1

-extend it, would touch her . golden
garment, ‘was this woman! It was a
persisting lobsession, It was mlsome
strange manner a part of hepself.
That’s how she felt about it, It was
like a deféct in the eye, that no
strain, no trick of vision would elim-
inate; yes, that was it. It was some-
thing etched forever on the lens of
the eye. She could no longer see with
out it.: Let her try. She returned
from a garden, heavy with odor,
through a casement door into a great
room of masked dancers, her mouth
thrilling with a kiss; a saturnalia of
sound .and color; every fairy costume
swinging by this riot, but never over-
run by it, as tho excluded by « wall
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? I
very immobilityv was appalling .
neither coaxed nor menaced. It Te-
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 as t her will. She would be
rid of thic 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 <orry. I was thinking of some-
thing else.’

“I know what that’s like. You can
do a lot of thing when you are
thinking and not kaow about it. Be-
fore he was horn—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.’

{

“RDEHIND the leaded glass of the

door hung a great wreath of
holly crimson with berries. The sym-
bol recalled the significance of the
nigh the mistress of the house,
and it recalled also the venture upor
which she was determined. And for 2
moment she was annoycd 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 den 0
night of Winter, to a mother with 2
child.

“Better, of courss, if it could have
been avoided. It might make matters
a trifle more difficult. But such a per=

(Continued on next page
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