A PIONEER CHRISTMAS,

Weird Memorles of Forest and Fireside
Drawn From the Past,

BY HAMLIN GARLAND.

The first Christmas that I seem to re-
member fully has & wonderful quality to
me. Like a picture by Rembrandt, it
has but one side defined, the other melts
awav into shadow—luminnus shadow,
where faint light pushes across and Jures
th- wistful gaze on and on into the un-
futhomable, where beginnings lie hidden.

The first I reoall of my first Christmas
I am riding hehind my parents in & huge
gleigh, amid high snow-drifts, sculptured
juio sirange forms. It is growing dusk.
Bafore us in a similar sleigh, my young
uudle, & giant in a122, is leading the way,
X onn sre him ountlined against the dull.
orange skv. He stands ereot, holding
the reins of of his swiltly-moving horsss
in one of his powerfu! hanids; ocossion-
a'ly he shouta back to my father, who is
buried in a thick bulfslo-skin coat. Mv
mother is only anuther figure wrapped
in shawls.

My sister and brother are beside me
under the blankets on the straw, My
brother is asleep, but [am on my knees
looking ahead. Isee now my uncle sil-
houetted on the dull, orange notch be-
tween two purple banks of trees. That is
the plaoe where the road pierces the
woods. Suddenty, with rush of wind and
jingle of bells, we enter the darkness of
tha forest, and the rord begios to climb.

I cannot remember much after that;
I esuppose I graw sleepy. I have a dim
memory of climbiny hills, of the squall
of sleigh-runners, over bridges, aud of
the guryle of ice-bound water, but it is
all fused with dreams.

I was roused at last by the vigorous
touoh of my uncle and his hearty voice ;
* Wake up a"'pay y'r lodgin’.” Ilooked
up and saw farther standing beside the
sleigh, Isaw the dark branches of trees
overhead, and heard the sund of many
voices from the warmliy-lighted little
oahin’s open door.

I bundied out, heavy with oold and
sleep. As I stood there my uncle
roached up his arms to take my mother
down, not knowing of the rhenmatism
in her wrists. She gave a sharp soream,
and my uncle's team started away on a
swift run ronad the cuxve of the road to-
ward the gare. .

1 stad like one in a dream, seeing the
fiying team ani the wonderful race of
my unole toward the gate to interoept
the ranaways. H- ran silently, with
magnificent action, his head thrown up.
As the team dashed throngh the gate
his left band caught the end board, and
then I saw nothing further of the run-
away.

We went into the houza. It was s
little house with two main rooms, the
kitchen and the sitting-rooms. Iu the
sitting-room was an open fireplace, the
first I had ever seen seen—a wonder and
a delight.

The women folks talked and laughed,
creating an atmosphere of good chesr.
The children were put to warm before
the fire, where grandfather eat, a reti-
cent and smiling old man of great eize.
~ Isupvpose the room wWas poor enough,
but I did not see that in the glow of
tbat open fireplace. I heard my young

_and pretty Auant Rsbecea out in the

kitchen opening oyster cans—a great
treat were oveters to us—and Aunt De-
borah brought ns in a handfal of woo-
derful little crackers.

Mother gat out in the Xkitchen near
the table and vigited with my auats
while they worked. &)on father came
“gtomping” in with his hearty voioce do-
minating the laughter of the women.

" @Got anything good. to eat ?” .

“Not unless yon brought it,” replied
my srucy Aunt Deborah,

“Well. I guess ['ll go home again.
What’s the use o’ goin’ visitin’ unless
you git somethin’ betterna’ acommon

The women asked about the runaway,

" but father knew ag little as they about

it, At lust my Unole David oame in.

“Did "you stop 'em I’ everybody
asked, _

“You bet,” he replied in bhis laconio
way. “How's them oysters? I’'m hol-
ler as & beeoh log.” : . '

The fragance of the oyster soup wa-
kened me more than the loud, hearty

-talk, and when we drew round the table

in the litt'e lemn-to kitehen every face
ghone with the light of Christmas, The

big pan of oyster soup (Which we had
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only twa or three times & year) and the
paper bag of crackers formed the entire
meal. It was an oyater supper in full
meaning of the term.

Blowly, one by one, the company drew
back, and a subdued jollity succeeded as
sll went back to the sitting-room. There
among the women, a few patlerns were
shown and exchanged, while the men
told storiex of logging and hunting, and
bears and wolves and Indians.

- The children listened with scared and
fasoinated souls, till at last father {who
couldn’t whistle a tune, but who never
got enough of music) called out in his
peremptory way :

“ Come, get that fiiddle out, Dave.
Deb, open up that melodeon.”

Ah! that was the best part of it all—
the musio. It made Christmas worth
while. It wassweeter than oyster soup.

Unole David played—old dance tunes
that have passed from fiddler to fiddler
until they have become veritable folk-
songs. Then they all sang while he
twanged the fiddle like a guitar, as an
sccompaniment. Aunt Deborah and
maother sang “Nelhe Wildwood,” and
“Balle Mihone,” and “The Drummer
Buy,"” and then father demanded all the
old war songs—*Just Before the Battle,
Mither,” and “The Day of Jubileee,”

Tired of singing at lust, Uncls David
struck into “Honest John” or some
other old fashioned equare dance. One
of my aunts came skipping across the
room to where father sat. There was
a saucy daring in her attitudes.

* Come on, old man!” she said, The
war had made my father bent and stiff
before his time, but he sprang up.

“ ] don't take no such stump as that,”
he shonted. The rest laughed, and
Uncle Frank drew a broom-stick slong
the fl »or, making hideous bowls, Uncle
David played on’ absorbedly, while we
cbitdren sbrieked with delight to see
father bow and scrape and dance ail
sorta  of doubleshufles and single-
whnffes and nigger break-downs, Mothar
j sined in too, and it seemed very won-
derful to us. Grandfather smiled and
patted his knees in time to the music.

“0On, I'm too old!” shouted father as
he dropped back into & chair, and the

gale of fun ended as quickly as it had

bezan. Laughing and breathing hard,
they all took seats and fell into silence,
facing the fire, and Uncle David, his
soni mellowed and sobdued, played
wild. strange tunes he bad picked up
somuewhere without instruotion—almost
withnnt repetition—strangely sweet and
weird ¢¢ me, worth inflnitely more than
Christmas presents. Love songs some
of them were, full of sombre, longing
affectiors, which I conld dimly feel, but
could not understand.

He played “Maggie, Air You Bleep-
in,” and the wind outside went to my
soul. Volices cried to me out of the eold
and iillimitable hill-land forests—voices
that pleaded and wept :

# Oh, 16} me In, for loud the linn

Goes roarin’ o'er the moorland eraggy.’’

My unele’s handsome face grew sad,
somehow, in the midst of happiness.
He forgot his young wife and his sisters;
his eyes looked away into atorms, the
future seemed to menace him.

He stopped abruptly, and put the
violin in its box, as If to hide his emo-
tions. . . .

My father broke the wilence with an
abrapt sigh.

“Well, welll Look here, ’s time yon
youngsters climbed the siairs, Beoky,
whare do theae fellers go "

Aunt Rebecca looked at us reflec-
tively, “Waell, now, I don't know. I
gness we'll need to make a bed hereon
the floor.”

“Goody |” oried my brother, “then
we'll see Banta Olans.”

The. other people looked at each other
and smiled. With the indifferent air of
one who has a perfeet nnderstanding of
it all, [ scorrad to be &o silly.

“ Mighty little you'll se¢ of Santa
Claus this night,” said my annt. “He
:gp’r;’ get down here such a night as

is.”

" For ones in my life I was to be able

to hang my stooking before a fireplace,

and it revived my waning enthusiasm,
Mother, with her abounding drollery,
hung up the bi st.ockigg which went
over her shoes. I e;yb v laughed at
everybady’s Joke, and soon everything
was arranged for the night, .

I felt the illimitable presence of the
Wiroonsin forests tn the north. To my
child mind this cabin waa like a ship set
in gray geas Would seem o me now, Al}

I knew of the world was in the tales my
father told. The road we had come ran
back & slender and desolate track, back
to onr home coules—I could not tell the
direction of it. Then my mind came
back in a strange way toa visit I bad
made somewhere to & dark, swift stream
which ran under a little bridge. There
was & mysterious bag moored there by a
rope, and it suggested bags of gold and
rogbere somewhere. It swung to and fro
with a wild motion. It 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 realized I had been
dreaming in the first atagec of sleep.

I could hear the women laughing and
moving about, and [ lost my shiver of
fear very soon. I heard the rattle of
paper bags and parcels. I knew it was
my duty to go to sleep, but 1 conldn’t
composs myself to it.  People slept close
together in those days. Muking a bed
on the floor was too common to call for
oomment. The men gave up the
beds to the women and went
noisily upstars to oamp down on
the floor of the low _chamber.
There was no fear of ventilatica up
stairs or down, The wind drove the cold
under the door, and along the floor the
froat orept.

I lay facing the fireplace, after all had
become still, hearing the trees soughing
outeide, hearing the sad wail of a ~at at
the barn and watching the fire die away
~—but when the deep sleep of childhood
came upon me I forgot Sants Claus and
the stecking. I wolke in the early light
to hear Uncle David building a fire, and
.then came my brother’s outcries snd the
hurly-burly of good cheer and hearty
greeting from old and young. Mother's
big stocking was overflowing with pota-
toes and wads of paper, wilh some little
present far down at the toe. Every-
body bad something, if it were nothing
more than san old door-knob or & dough-
nut. :

The cbildren had tin horses and tin
soldiers, and monkeys on sticks (poor,
pathetio little toys these), and best of
all, candy—wonderful candies of all con-
ceivable sorts! The war had made
candies an almost unattainable luxury
~but Christmas wonld be empty and &
hollow mockery without candy and nuta
(“bougbten nuts,” not hasel-nuts and
hickory-nuts, of which we had plenty,
but the other strange kindu.?

The hurly-burly lasted till breakfast
was called, and everybody who eould
find place sat around and attncked the
veniiaon and potatoes which formed the
meal.

The foremoon passed quickly with
sleigh-rides with Unecle David, with
gemes with the tin horses, and the din-
ner came, for which the youngsters had
little appetite, Turkey bowed humbly
before oandy. 1do not seem to remen-
her leave taking, or the ride homeward.
I remember only the desolate cold of
the kitochen at home, into which we
tramped and sat in our wraps, until the
fire began to roar in ita iron ocage.

Oh, winds of the winter night! Oh
fire-light and the shine of tender eyes!
How far away you seem to-night, so
faint and far, each dear face shineth as
a star,

Ob, uncle by the Western sea beyond
the reach of Christmas snow, does not
your heart hunger, like mine to-night,
for that Ohristmas Eve among the trees
—for the shine of undimmed eyes, for
the hair untouched by gray, for the
guaint, great figure seated in sombze re-
verie bafore the fire ?

Itall lies in the unchanging land of
the past. Its charms, its strange domin-
ion, cannot be felt again, exoept in re-
miniscent dream. No money, no rail-
way train can take us back to it. Its
power was the mystical umon of youtb,
fire-light, great forcsts, music, and the
voies of moaning winds. A union which
can never come again to you or me,
father, mother, brother, any more than
;hetgrniriesdca.n r;tuin 8 a.lnf.r\msoarred
by the spade and ploagh.—The Ladies’
Homs Journal.

The Church Times,in a confidential
whisper to its friends, says this week :

“The Queen is not head of the Church,
Henry VIII. usurped the title, but it
was sbolished in the reign of Queen
Mary, and when it was offered to Eliza-
beth ghe rejected it with borror, and the
title has never legally been revived.”
The respect shown to the cnnscience of
Qreen Bess is the only new feature i
tuig familiar shadowing of undeniable
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fact. It is comical to think of Elizabeth
tarning with pious horrer from the bait
of supremacy., However this may be,
the passage reads fairly enough till we
bethink ourselves to ask, Who is head of
the Church? ‘then the uncandid and
roguish subtlety of this answer comes
out. He knows there is no head if the
Queen is not head, and he knows that
we know it, and he cleverly slips over
the vacuum a proclamation to thejeffect
that so and 8o isnot head, which does
not tell us who is. We see in the Angli-
oan Establishment a complete bierarchy
up to Archbishops. Then it stopa short,-
and no qguestioning can draw from even
the High Churoh party, to whom bhead-
ship is essential, a clear answer-as to
where or who the head is. The Queen
is not head, that is all; p mere negative,
one true to the Protestant tradition of
negation and denial. Is the Archbishop
of Canterbury bhead ? They will not
dare to eay so, for all antiquity discards
the idea of the supreme headship being
vested in Archbishops. That would be
to oreate local Churches at once. We,
on the contrary, are content with the
logio of facts. That one is the head who
doea the duties of head. The Queen
appoints the Bishops, summons and dis-
misses Convocation, rules, revises, gov-
erns the Anglican Communion io all
things. Convocation before the “Refor-
mation” could decree and rule 4 now it
cannot paes one law without the Royal
sanction. The Queen is head, and all
the fine spun sophistry of legal titles 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, ofa -
Church not infallible yet to be heard
and obeyed.

THE BEST COUGH CURR.

Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup is the
safest and best cure for coughs, colds
asthma, bronohitis, sore shroat, and alf
throat and lung troubles. Price 250 and

i

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

-
B B.B. CURES SICK HEADACHE.

Gentlemen,—Having suffered for a
number of years from sick headache, I
concluded to try B.B.B.. and by the time
I had used two bottles I was cured, and
have not had any symptoms of it since.
I ocan safely recommend B.B.B. for sick
headache. Mrs. A. A. Gamsby, Orono,
Ont. ..

Cora: Did you ever go to s fortune-
teller'a? Merritt: Yes, my dear. I
went to Bomerset House to find out
about your father's will.

— ]
T. FITZPATRICK, L.D.S,,

DENTIST.

Toeth without Plates a Spacialty.

No. 54 BEAVER HALL HILL,
MONTREAL. %6

 F. KELLY, |
Ruling, Binding and Embossing

No. 1 Bleury Street,

MONTREATL.

Marble and Granite Works

GQTE-DE&IEE, IlﬂNTREA.Lc .
T. BRTIET, .
| IMPORTER AND MANUFACTUREBOP
Honuments, Headstones, .
| Vaults, Posts, Copings,
And all kinds of Gemetery and Architectaral

AlfKInds of Repairing
at Moderate Prices.
. ‘Reridence: COTE-DE»-NEIGES.




