
A PIONBEB1 CHRISTMAS.
weird Memores ot Forest and Firesti

Drawa £rom the Past,

BY NAMLIN GABRLrD.

The firet Christmna that I seem to re
member fully has a wonderful quality t
me. Like a picture by Rembrandt, i
has but one bide defined, the other mel4
away muto shadow--luminousa hadow
where faint light pushes across and lure
th- wistful gaze on and on into the un
fathomable, where beginninge lie hidden

The first I recall of my Brst Christma
1 an riding behind my parents in a hug
pleigli, amid high snow-drifts, sculpture
iaio sLrange foirma. It i. growing dusk
Bafore us in a similar seigh, my younà
ii nelp, a r iant in is,a, is leading the way
I can see him outlinied against the duli
orange sky. He stands erect, holding
the reins of of bis swiftly-moving horsme
in one of bis powerfu bands; occasion
ally he shouts haok to my father, who i
burie&l in a thick buff4locin coat.. Mv
nother is only anuther ligure wrapped

in shawls.
My sister and brother are beside me

under the blankets on the etraw. My
brother is asleep, but 1Iam on my knee
looking aheadl. I see now my unele mil
houettel on the duli, orange notch be
tween two purple banks of trees. That is
the plaoe where the road pierces thé
woods. Suddenry, with rush of wind and
jingle aof bells, we enter the darknues o
the forest, and the road begins to climb

I cannot remember much after that;
I suppose I grew sleepy. I have a dira
memory of clirnbing hills. of Ihe sq'all
or leigh-runners, over bridges, and of
the gurgle of ice-boind water, but i i
ait futied with drearni-.

I wua rouseil st hlut by the vigaorous
' aouch o my unlA ad bit hearty voice:
'Wake Up a 'p*ayy'r lodgin'." Ilooked
up and siaw faher otanding beside the
leigh. I saw the dark branches of trees

overhead, and heardl the siound of many
voices from the warnmly-lighted littie
cahin's open door.

I bundled out, heavy with old and
sleep. As I stood there my uncle
xeached up bis ams to take my mother
down, fnot knowing or the rhenmatitm
in her wrists. She gave a sharp ucream,
and my uncle's tean started away on a
swift run rouund the curve of the road to.
ward the ga •..

I stoîd like one in a dream, seeing the
flying team an i the wonderful race of
my uncle toward the gate ta intercept
the runasways. E ran silently, with
magnificent'action, his head thrown up.
As the team dashed through the gate
bis left band caught the end board, and
then I saw nothing further of the run-
away.

We went into the houae. It was a
little bouse with two main rooms, the
kitchen and the sitting-rooms. l the
sitting-roc'm was an open fireplaco, tbe
firai had ever eeen 8een -o wonder and
a deligbt.

The women folka talked and laughed,
creating an atmophere of good cheer.
The childreu wore put te warmn befare
the lra, where grandiather mat, a reti-
cent and srniling old man of great aise.

I supose the roon was por enough,
but 1 did notoe that in tb. glow of
thet. open fireplace. I heard my young
and pretty Aunt Rebecca out in the
kitchen opuning oyster cans -a great
treat were oysters to us-and Aunt De-
baoah brougbh ns in a handful of won-
dorful littie raokera.

Mother sat oit in the kitchen near
the table and viaited with f uaunts
while they worked. S ion father carue
" iatimring" in with his hearty voice do.
minalng Lho laughter of the women.

"Got anything good. to eat 7"
"Not unless ynu braigh it," replied

my saicy Aunt Deborah.
"Well. I guess l'il go home &aoin.

Whats the use a' goin' viaitin' unies
you git somethin' bettern' commonti

The women asked.about the runaway,
but father knew as little as they about
it. At last my Unole David came in.

"Did you stop 'em ?" evrybody
asked.

"You bet," h e replied In his laoulo
way. "How's them oysters ? Im bol.-
1er as a beech log."

The fragance of the oyster soup wa.
kened me more than the loud, hearty
talk, and when we drow round the table
in the littie lean-to, kitnhpn every fauce
shuone with the lighît of Christmîas. The
þig pan ef oyster soup ( whih We had
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only twa or three imes a year) and the
paper bag of crackers formed the entire
meal. It was an oysaer supper in full

* meaning of the term.

Blowly, one by one, the compamny drew
back, and a subdued jollity suoceeded as
al went back to the stting-room. There

- among the women, a few patterns were
o shown and exchanged, while the men
t told tones of logging and hunting, and
s bears uand wolvs and Indians.
, - The children listened with acared and
s fascinated sauls, till at las& father (who
- couldn't whistle a tune, but who never
. got enough of music) called out in his
e peremptory way :
e IlCome, get that fliddle ont, Dave.
d Deb, open up that melodeon."
. Ah! that was the best part of it al-
g the music. It made Christmas worth
. while. It was tweeter than oyster soup.
1. Uncle David played-old dance tunes
g that have pased from fiddler to fiddler
s until they have become veritable folk-
- songe. Then they al sang whille he
s twauged the fiddle like a guitar, as an
, accompaniment. Aunt Deborah and
a mother sang "Neille Wildwood," and

'Belle Mihune," and "The Drummer
eBy," and then father demanded all the
nMi war songs-"Just Before the Batile,

a M >ther," sud "The Day of Jubileee.'
Tired of singing at lat, Uncle David

. struck into 'Hnest John" or some
other old fauhioned quare dance. One
Of my aunts came skipping acroSs the
room to whore.father sat. There was

f a saucy daring in her attitudes.
S Cone on. old man 1" she said. The

war had made my father bonut and stiff
before bis time, but he sprang up.

" I don't tae no such stump as that,"
,' h. shnuted. The rest laughed, sud

Uncle Frank drew a broorn-stick along
the fi )or, making bideons bowls. Unclo

3David p)ayed on" abaaxbediy, wile wo
obildren abriekef with delight to ueo

ifither bow and serans oi4, dance ail
sortse of doublebuffes and singe-
xhufBes and nigger break-downs. Mother
j bined in tco, and it seemed very won-
derful te us. Grandfather smiled and
patted bis kneei in time to the muuie.

"Oh, [Im to olda" shouted father as
ho dropped back into a.chair, and the
glde of tin ended as quickly as it had
begun. Laughing an breathing bard,
they ail took seats and fell into silence,
facing the fire, and Uncle David, his
soul mellowed and subdued, played
wild. strange tunes h bad picked up
omtowbere without instruation-almoat
withnut repetition-strangely sweet and
weiid te nie, worth infinitely more than
Christmas presents. Love songs ome
or them were, full of sombre, longing
affections, whch I could dimly fe], but
could not uandermtand.

He played "Xaggie, Air You Sleep.
in," and the wind outside went to my
soul. Volces cried to me out of the cold
and illimitable hill-Iand forests-voices
that pleaded and wept :

Oh,tlot me In, for loud tie in u
Goes roarin' 'er the moorland ra. 1

My uncle's baudsome face grow sad,
somehow, li Lb.emidet aofhappineus.
He forgot hia young wife and bis isteras;
bis eyeslooked awayuinta storms, the
futurs seerned ta menace hi.

e .etoppet abruptly, nd ut the
violin la iLs box, as if ta bide bis emo-
tions.

M. father broke the ilence with an
abrmnt sigh.

o Wel, veli ILlook her., 's ime you
yonngsters climbed the etairs. Backy,
where do these fellers go M"

Aunt ebeeo olnod ot us rnee-
tively. IlWuil, nov', I don't know. I
gues we'lil neod to make a bed bere on
the tlibr."

"Goody 1" cried my brother, "thon
We'll ses ganta (Jius."

The othen people locked at each other
and sniled. Withth ijndiferent air of
one who bas a perfect underatanding of
it ail. Isoorned to besosilly.

"Mighty litte you'Jl ses of Santa
laus Lthis night," said my aunt. "IHle

can't get down hors such a night as
this."

For once in my life I was to be able
to bang my stocklng befor s. dreplace,
and it revived my waning enthuaum.
Kother, with ber abounding drollery,
hung up the big stocking which went
over ber shoes. verybody laughed.ab
everybody's joke, sd ooon evrything
was arranged for the night.

· - - - -

I felt' Lhe illimitable presence of the
Wisonrsin fnresta to the north. Ta my
child-mindi is cabin was like oaship set I
i 5fay gea4 WouN see~ q‡ moie now, All i

I knew of the world was in the tales my
father told. The road we bad comse ran
back a alender and desolate track, back
to out home coule-I could not tell the
direction of iL. Thon my mind came
back in a strange way to a visit I bad
made somewhere to a dark, awift stream
which ran under a little bridge. There
was a mysterious bag moored there by a

e, sud iL suggeated bage of gold and
ro berd soamewere. IL swung to and fro
with a wild motion. IL grew dusk as I
looked, and the wind grew cold and I ran
away as fast as possible and-then my
eyes came open and I realised I had been
dreamong p lunLb.lirst atage of aleep

1 oould bear the wmenlaughing and
moving about ,and alost my ahiver of
fear very soon. I heard the rattle of
paper bagasand parcels. I knew it was
my duty to go to sleep, but I couldn't
compose myself to it. People slept close
together in those days. Making a bed
on the floor was too common to call for
comment. The men gave up the
beds to the women and went
noisily up-atairs to camp down on
the foor of the low chamber.
There was no fear of ventilation up
stairs or down. The wind drove the cold
uinder the door, and along the floor the
frnt crept.

I loy facing the firmplace, after all had
become still, hearing the trees .oughing
outside, hearing the sad wail of a nat at
the barn and watching the lire die away
-but when the deep sleep of childhood
came upon me I forgot Santa Claus and
the stocking. I woke in the early light
to hear Uncle David building a fire, and

.thon came my brother's outories end the
hurly-burly of good cheer and hearty
greeting from old and yonng. Mother's
ig stocking was overfowing with pota-

toes and wads of papet, with some little
present fan down at the toe. Every-
body had oomotbing, if it wene nothing
more than an aid door-knab or a dough-
nut.

The ahildren bad tin herses and tin
ealdiers,b sdmonkeys on sticks (poor,
pathetio little toys these), and best of
all, candy-wonderful candies of all con-
ceivable sorteY The war bad made
candies an almost unattainable luxury
-but Ohristmas would be empty and a
hollow mockery without candy and muts
(" boughten nuts," not hamel-nuta and
nickory-nuts, of wbich we had plenty,
but the other atrange kinda.)

The burly-burly lasted tLi breakfast
ws called, and everybody who could
find place est around end attacked the
vonison snd patatees whicb foirred the
mesa•.

The forenoon pasaed quickly with
sleigh-rides with Uncle David, with
games with the tin horses, and the din-
ner came, for which the youngstera had
little appetite. Turkey bowed humbly
before candy. I do uot seem to remen-
her leave taking, or the ride homeward.
I remember ouly the desolate cold of
the kitohen at home, into which we
tramped and sot In our wrap., until the
fine began ta noar in Its iran cage.

Oh,r inde of he vinter night I Oh
fire-Iight and the shm nof tender eyes
How far away yen ser to.nigbt, se
foint and fa, each dear faoe aeinth s
s Istar.

Oh, uncle by the Western ses beyond
the reach of Christmas snow, does not
your beart hunger, like mine to-night,
for that Christmas Eve among the trees
ý-for the shine ai undimmed eyes, for
the hair untouched by gray, ion;the
qaint, great figure seated in sombte re-
yerie before the fine ?

®I all lies ithe unchanging land of
the pat. IL, charma, its trange domin-
ion, cannot be felt again, except u nre-
miniscent dream. No maoney, no rail-
way train cau Lake us back ta IL. its
power waa the mystical union of youth,
fire-light, great lorests, music, and the
voies of moaning winds. A union which
can never come again to you or me,
father, mother, brother, any more than
the prairies can rAturn again, unscarred
by the spade and ploagb.--TA Ladie'
Home JOtM,.

The Church Times, in a conlidential
wbisper to Its friends, says this week:

" The Queen la not hend of the Church.
Henry VIII. usurped the title, but it
was abolished in the reign of Queen
Mary, and wben it was offered to Eliza-
beth she rejected-it with borror, and the
title bas nover legally been revived."
The respect shoren to the onecience of
Q'aeen Bess ia the only new feat une iri
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fact. It i.comical to tbink of slisabeth
túrning with pious horror from the bait
of supremacy. However thia may be,
the passage reads fairly enough tii! we
bethink oureelve t uaknWho dibeod of
the CSnurch ? ilion the uncandid and
roguieh subtlety of this answer comes
out. He knows there is no bed if tie
Queen in not head, and he knows that
we know it, and he cleverly slips over
the vacuum a proclamation to the:effect
that so and so is not head, which does
not tell us who in. We see in the Angli-
can E.stablishment a complete hierarchy
up to Archbishops. Then it stops short,
and no questioning can draw from even
the High Churoh party, to whom head-
ship in essentia, a clear answer au to
where or who tbe had is. The Queen
is not head, that is all; a mere negative
one true to the Protestant tradition of
negation and denial. la the Archbishop
of Canterbury bead ? They will not
dare to say so, for all antiquity discards
the idea of the supreme headehip being
veated in Archbiehops. That would be
to create local Churches at once. We,
on the contrary. are content with the
logic of facts. That one is the head who
does the duties of head. The Queen
appoints the Bishops, summons anad dis.
misses Convocation, rules, revises, gov.
erna the Anglican Communion in ail
thinge. Convocation before the "Refor-
mation" could decree and rule e- now it
cannot paos one law without the Royal
sanction. The Queen is head, and all
the fine-spun sophistry of legal tisles and
usurpation is dust to blind dupes, and
keeps the figment alive of a Church
bound in fetters yet. free, of a Church
laden with heresies yet orthodox, of a
Church not infallible yet tuo beeard
and obeyed._M

TBE SasT COUQH CUn.
Dr. Waad'e IIorway Pine Syrup in Lb.

safeat Wd bet cure for cougba, colde
aathma, brnohitisa rebshroat, sad al
throat snd lung troubles. Price 25a aud

There are two kinds of unhappy peo-
ple in the world-those who are sad be-
cause they are not known, and those
who are zmiserable because they are
known too well.

3 B.E. CUEMS SIXc HEADACE.
Gentlemen,-Having suffered for a

number of years from sick beadache, I
concluded to try B.B.B.. and by the time
I had uaed two bottles I was cured, and
bave not had any symptoms of it since.
I eau safely recommend B.B.B. for sick
headache. Mn. A.. A. Gamsby, Orono,
Ont.

ConA: Did you ever go to a fortune-
teller's? Merritt: Yen, my dear. I
went to Bomerset Houe to lind out
about your fatber's wili.


