: " THE ATHENS REPORTER. DECEMBER 20

L

1916

 The Lesson
of Mazie

“Have you seen my Mazie™

The alert Sam O'Connor, newspaper
man aand “star” on the , paused
in his haste to catch the subway train
and glaneed into the appealing eyes of
the haggard woman at his side. No,
he badn’t seen Mazie, but a subtle
something permeated his customary
reserve, accustomed as he was to pass
scores of town-and-outs in the course
of his duties, and he halted. Perhaps
he was prompted by the fact that it
was Christmas eve, when, according
to all intents and purposes the world
wag preparing to rejoice on the mor-
row, and then again it might nave
beem the “oh,” uttered with the de-
“pair and abandon of a lost soul, as
the woman shrank am®grasped a kind-
!y mail-post for support.

The night was falling; the street
laumps began to twinkle; the night lifo
of the city had begun. Wearily the
woman, fairly well dressed, but with
a facraway look in her eyes, her cheeks
plached with cold and hunger, and the
lines of worry pictured on her kindly
face, swayed to and fro against the
friendly support. Past the two swept
e might life of tha city.

“Wo, I haven't seen Mazle,” 13 sald,
addimg meditatively: “Who is Mazie?*

may bittle girl; my .poor litfle girl,” she
aaid, as if pitying the ignorance of big
Sam, and, continuing: “She came to
New York three years ago. Whan she
first eame here she was a steno-
gragher. She wrote to me every week,
and then every two weeks. At last,
whom no letters came, I tried to bear
up under it, but I worried and -vore
vied, and, unable to stand it longer, 1
came here hoping to find her. For
four days I have scanned the passing
faces in vain. I bave asked policemen
to aid me. A few were kindly. Others
have laughed and told me to tell it
to the ‘Sarg.’ (an't you bhelp me to
find Mazie?

Sum, touched to the qulck by the
1oor mother’s plea, gave up all inten-
licm of going home on the subway
trajm that night. He had a mother
fn the long ago—one of the best--who
had taught him the difference petween
£ood and evil, right and wrong, carly
in Wfe. He had strayed from the
straight road often, and from partici-
pation and the object lessons uf others
knew the pit-falls of the big city-—and
he feared for Mazie. He knew what
to poor mother little realized—the
almost impossible task of finding ths
wirl. His duty plain, hesrcsolved to
become the temporary guardian of the
poor stranger, none too warmly clad,
und probably wanting in nourishment.

His trained facultics .were quick to
evolve the possibilities. He plied his
questions—name, last home address,
rlace ‘of employmeat, friends’ names
mentioned in letters and many others
—vapidly, and goon his fund of desired
information apparently complete, he
tumed his attention to the immediate
fulgre,

Sam stood pensive for a moment,

:ﬁgd:':? ‘s sﬁ'\;:";;in s‘:j‘; il_pl_ltloﬂtnh; She had planned to-return home as
Mazie for fybu, if possible, if you will [ 3008 as she had acquired the equiva-
lent of the capital with which she had

ollow myf directions, 1 sorry the
chanoe of ‘success is small, but we'll
do the besi we can. It {s necessary
that you care for yourself first, other-
wise you will be ill and unable to
comtinue your searcir. Come with me.”

Davod and wealk, almost caildishly
she followed wlere ho led to a quiet
restaurant. With a steaming meal she
ame preoccupled and failed to note
the disappcarance of the Samaritan.
Her first realization of his absonce
came as he reiurned and smilingly in-
formsed her that he bad telepuoned to
a (rfend, who would care for her that
night, and on the morrow they wouid
plan for continuing the search.

He loft her at his iriond's home,
realizing the wmagnitude and the hope-
leseposs of his quest, but resolved to
do his part in dispensing of Christmas
cheer.

e hailed 2 cab and suot first across
tewn anga then up Fifch avenue until
he came to the home cf Broker Joncs,
who had once employed Mazix

He knew nothing of her where-
abouts and declarea ho didn't want to
know. e said Maz.e hod been dis-
charged for insubordination, and Sam,
knowing the brand of employer he
must be, askea no fturther questions
along that line . By careful dursing
e seacured the nawie of a giri em-
nloyce who had been friendiy with
Maziewn ‘1his call was but the first of
many Sam made that night, ali to
seemingly no avall.

Sam, however, had hopes, and re-
tiring t{o bis rcom in a downtown ho-
tel, lounged avout.  Ho pulled a slip
uf paper from his pocket and mused:

“Yes, its a chance, a lone chance,
that's all, but who can say there is
no hope.”

“U'm curicus abeut Mazle. I wonder
if she 18 one of the army wiho have

acceptad the boarding house as the
apology of the home? Gracious, how
wany are there In this great eity

whose hearts never go out o the old
roof4xree home-in the country and the
Jdearess memeceries of tender associa-
tions. How many a boy and girl
has shifted the cuvironmont of life
antil thoy no lonzer think of the dear
old mother and fother at homa?

i 3 IT negligence— in
the years to come when the dear one
who slaved for them 1S no more and
rogreta are useless. 1 wonder 1f this
be e case with Mazie? But many
a heart is heavy on the day of ‘Peace
on ecarth, good will to men,” and from
‘ndications this poor old mother will
he no exception. However, Sammy,
Tet’s tarn in, mayhap the Kyrie Elle-
son of the morrow may cheer the
weart more than we think ia pos-
sidble*

And Sam slept.

Bright and clear Christmas morning
daweed. Sam arose and after a hearty
hreatfast went to his friend’s home.
After an hour's earnest conversation
ho prevatied upon the searching mothe
to’ stey there during the day, then
with Ms day's work done to go to

v i

ock.
aAnd you hunted for the stockings that

Sounded y&t and yet agaiao,

““Peace on earth, good will to men."”
_Shepherd

“Glory,

“‘Peace op earth, good will to man!"

Swept the angel llnzor-)onwnra,

Then when through the star-lit heavens,

“Peace on earth, good will te men!

have cost me a good bit
Tinker—My wife's clothes! What do
you mean? Brinker—Why, every time

A charming little frook of Delft
blue taffeta, bandsomely embroider-
ed in a rose design, the skirt grace-
fully draped slightly. below the hips.
Billowy tulle sleeves and underskirt
also of blue tulle with a band of sil-
ver embroidered insertion add a very
pleasing note to this delightful after-
ternoon gown, "

— g

woman's little cottage in a small
country village, the mother weeping
as the memories of the past enshroud-
ed her. Sam resolved to do his duty,
but longed sincerely for its early ac-
complishment. The kitchen fire was
soou lighted, and the friendly tea ket-
tle vegan to sing. As Sam gazed he
wondered at the invention which had
followed a similar gazing years be-
fore. A knock aroused him from his
reverie, and as he listened exclama-
tions of “Mother” and *“Magie” told
him his task was ended.
Mazie's story was soon told. She
had seen Sam’'s advertisement in a
moruing newspaper and had hastened
home in fear and trepidation, break-
ing her contract with a theatrical
company which weekly endowed her
with the munificent salary of $14 for
.wice-a-day appearance as a chorus
girl, When ghe first went to the big
city she worked in place after place
as a stenographer, her peroids of
employment were. everywhere short,
anpd her money dwindled. Her attire
suffered ard soon she was unable to
find employment at her chosen work.
She drifted until she found work
clerking in a store, scrimped and
saved enough money to secure, on the
installment plan by the way, present-
able clothes, and found a sympathetic
manager who placed her in a chorus.

left it. She did not write, because
she did not want “mother to know of
her position.
Pride had caused mother and her-
self untold suffering, but the happy
reunion washed the sands of the past,
and on this Christmas night Mazle
promised to never again stray to the
big city.
Sam was happy that nizht as he re-
turned to the city and realized with
a new import the words of Him who,
in the long ago, sald: “Inasmueh as
ye do it unto eane of the least of these,
My brethreu, ye do it unto Me.”
—.ee——

One Christmas Morning.

When at last ‘twas Christmas morning,
and you slipped from bed to ereep
Whispering. along tho hallway te the
landing dark and deep,

And then downstairs with wee bare feet
to find the missing sock.

“T'was the hour befuore the daybreak, but
you thought not of the

were hanging away up high,
And so full of funny bulges that were
welcome to the eye.
You see yoursclves as children when with
biz oyes shining bright
You openced up your stocking and went
dancing with delight.
It was really Christmas morning and
you wakened with a shoc!
And vou danced downstairs to see what
Canta’'d left vou In your sock!
In growing up a recompensg has come to
vou and me,
That having lost cur folly salnt we all
may Santas be; 4
Though we sometimes wjsh the fancy
that we_ loved so might be true.
When we feared old Santa would get
sinzed when coming Jdown the flue.
Now the eamer little children who are
waiting for the saint
Listen #ladly as we tell of him, and all
his glorfies paint,
Till we wish 'twas once more Ch~istmas
when we wakened with a shoaok,
And we all slipped downstalrs barefood
te find the migrsing sock.

v e e

CHRISTMAS CAROL.

IProm thaes tarry heavens descendlng
Herald amgels In thelr flight,

Nearer winging,
Clearer singing,
Thrilled with harmony the night;
“Glory. glory in the lhighest!™

Sweaeter, clearer,
Fuller, nearer—

The Christmas
= Spirit B

one of the least of these, my brethren,
ye have doné it unto me.”

Ag Jeanie sat on the old meadow
stile, in the radiant splendor of the
September afternoon, she was think-
ing of a Sabbath morning when her
father sat in the cottage door, his
great bible on his knees, reading the
sacred word to his family. It had been
8 bright summer morn, and the very
scent of the roses and lavender, and
the busy hum of the bees, seemed to
come back to her,

It was her father’s custom to re-
quire Jeanie and her little sister Dot
to repeat a verse, when he had fin-
ished reading. That morning, Jeanle’s
verse was, “Inasmuch as ye have done
it unto one of the least of these, my
brethren, ye have done it unto me.”

“What does that mean,
Jeanie had asked.

And papa had gaid:

you were 1o see a poor beggar, sit-

food, drink or ghelter, the great Lord
would regard your kindnesg just the
same as if Szstowed upon Himself.”

back to Jeanie as she sat on the old
8tyle. She repeated the verse softly
to herself, then, with tears rising im
her blue eyes, she glanced over her
shoulder in the direction of the vil-
lage church-yard, where her father
now slept, °
Childhood’s  sorrow, however, is
short-lived. She soon dried her tears,
and began to jingle the two silver
dollars in her pocket. Two round
ver dollars in her pocket, Two round
silver dollars! Oh, how hard and pa-
tiently she had worked for them, pick.
ing berrieg in the hot sun, for the
village market.
When they were earned. and she
held them 1n her little brown hand,
mamma had said:
“They are yours, Jeanie; you-ghall
do with them as ygu like, Buy a new
hat for yourself, gr—"
“Mamma, no, no, piease,” Jeanie
cried breathlessly. “I will do without
the hat; let me buy the dolly with
the eyes that go to sleep, and the
darling little bed to put her in, for
Dot the dear. Oh, mamma, she has
wanted them so long.”
“Do just as you please, ' Jeanle,
love; you worked hard for your mon-
ey.” mamma sald.
And now Jeanie was on her way to
the villaze, to make her purchase.
Dot wag weakly, and somewhat de-
tormed—poor little mite—and could
not accompany Jeanie. But Jeanie had
kissed her when she set out, and
sald:
“Now, sit here, and be patient, and
watch for me, Dot; I'll hurry =25 fast
as ever I can, and you shall have the
big dolly in your arms, the very min-
ute I get back.”
Jeanie thought of Dot as she jingled
the two silver dollars in her pocket;
and, springing from the stile, hurried
across the meadow. When she came
close to the great elm that gtood by
the wayside, she stopped short, Sit-
ting beneath it, wag a man with a
bandage across his eyes, and a little
dog at his feet. The dcg had a for-
iorn look, and his master was clad
in rags. Jeanie looked onm in silence,
for some minutes; and then diew a
little nearer.
“Good man,
asked.
“No, not entirely,” answered the
man. “I've had a sunstroke, and the
light hurts me.”
Jennie's tender heart was moved.
She drew still nearer, and patted the
little dog.
“What makes you sit here?” ghe
asked, at last. “Why don't you go
home?"”
“I am trying to get there, but walk-
makes my head hurt.”
How far away is your home?”
“Nearly a buudred miles.”
“Oh, oh! You surely doa't mean t¢
walk that far?” cried Jennie.
“1 did; but I can’'t make much head-
way now."”
The man laughed scornfully; a sad,
half desperate sort of laugh.
“Because I haven't got a cent, lit-
tle one.”
“Poor man,” sald Jeanie, “are you
hungry?”
“Not very; I got a bite cn the road.” |
“But you're tired and sick?”
“Yes.”
There was silence a minute or two:
The elin leaves rustled overhead, and
the littler dog watched Jeanie with
wisfful“entreating eyes.
“How much would it take to carry
you home, poor man?" she asked, sud-
denly.
‘“Two dollars.”
The child recoiled, as from a blow.
A hot color rushed inte her cheeks,
and her lips quivered. She put her
band in her pocket, and clutched the
two silver dollars.
“I'm sorry for you,” she said, hur-
riedly, “but 1 must go—Indeed 1 must
0.

are you blind?” she

She started off at a rapld pace, her
hand still clutching the money in her
pocket. Presently she stopped, how-
ever, and looked back; and between
her heavy respirations, she repeated

tha ve one |

13 tn—thes—feld AbIAIng,

Roused from sleep, that gladseme morn
Saw the glory,

Heard the story

That the Prince of Peace was horn;
glory. In ‘the highest!”

sSang the angel choir again,

Nearer winging,

Clearer singing,

Dled the song upon the' air;

Buj the glory

Of “that story

Grows and trlumphs everywhare;

Sounds that glorious song again,
Hear it nearer,
Sweeter, clearer—
Newel}

Brinker—Yes, your wifes clothes
of money.

her keme with him, he fa turn pro-
aising $e pursue the se~rch for Magie.
!-‘ ®hat evening teey entered the

your wife gets a new gown, my wite
must have one just es expensive!—
—Judge.

it unto one of the least of these my
brethren, ye have done it unto Me.”
Five mnutes went by. Jennie look-
ed towards the village, and then to-
wards the man beneath the elm tree.
“It 18 just as If the great Lord
Himself was sitting there,” she said,
at last in an awed tone. And slowly
turning, she retraced her steps. When
she reached the tree, her childish lips
were almost coloriess, so terrible had
been the struggle, but in her eyes
shone a steady and resolute resolve.
She put her hand in her pocket, and
drew forth the money.

“Here, poor man, take these two
do''era. and #o home,” sha sald.

The man pushed up the bandage
from his eyes and looked at -her.
“What?" he eried. in surnriss, nut-
ting aside her extended hand. “No,”
no. | ean’t take it.”

“You must. It is my very own. 1

“Inasmuch as ye have dome it unto

the money

Good-bye!”

her voice ehoking.

to you.

our prayers to-night, Dot and I, if )
left you sitting here”
Bhe forced the money into his hand.
“What's your name?” he asked.
“Where do you live?”
“Jeanie Goodwin’s' my name—I live
across yonder, at Halewood cottage.

The last few words ended with a
8ob, and Jeanie turned away,
the tears she could not keep back.

“Dot, we won’t grieve, will we?’
rhe whispered, that night, clasping her
little sister, as they nestled together
in the same bed. “Only think, Dot, "tls
Just the same as if the great Lord Him-
self had been sitting there, under the
elm trees, and we gave our money to
Him. We won’t fret about the big
dolly, Dot ™

“I'd rather give
We couldn’t say

to hide

papa?®

“Why, my dear, it means this: If
ting by the wayside, and gave him

This was the memory that came

dying recently at Marshland, had left
a !rm, bequeathing a pretty cottage
and grounds, and something over six

Gcodwin, a little girl, living at Hazle-
wood cottage, some two miles
Berryville, sald Jeanie Goodwin hav-
ing given him two dollars, to pay his
way to Marshland some seven years
before, when she found him sitting by
the wayside, ill and penniless, and he,
Hiram Burns, desiring to repay the
debt, with interest.

her hands.

up.
woman! You'll be able to pay my bin,
! you see. I've written back
burn; and, if you say so, I'll take yon
down to Marshland and see that you're

“No, of course,”

good, after all.”

want from their door. Dot was al
was frall, and at last fell ill.
-| heavy burden of
Jeanie’s shoulders.

sad of heart.
of nourishment and medical attention,

debt hung over
would soon make them homeless.

was no Christmas cheer for them,

little trifle for Dot!

a tall, slender girl, graceful as

an inclement afternoon;

bhad formed a purpose. i

see Dr. Farnsworth,
gone long, dear.”

just beyond it the giant elm tree.
Jeanie paused for breath a minute;
her eyes filling with tears. It saddens
us, sometimes, to see how sirong and
changeless nature is, when the dear-
est treasures of our hearts cesm to
be slipping away from us.
Jeanie hurried on, under the snow-
laden branches of the elm tree, and
along the self-same path her childisn
feet had trod on {hat memorable day
when she was on her way to purchase
the big dolly. She did ot recall the
circumstances, nowever; other aud
graver thoughts filled her mind.
She reached the village after g fa-
tigueing walk, and made her vay to
Dr. Farnsworth’s residence. The old
physician’s son, a young disciple of
Esculapious, just retdirned from
abroad, and getting ready to step into
his father’s snocs, occupicd the sitifng-
room, into which Jeanie was ushereaq.
He rose to his feet, politely inquiring
in what way he could serve her.
“Thank you; but it is old Dr. Farns-
worth 1 wish to see, please,” said
Jeanie, in her sweet soft voico.
And the young doctor lefy the room,
thiaking he had never secen a sadder
or a lovelier tace.

“Why, bless my soul, hera you are,
and I had just emdcred niy buzgy, to
¢ome over and sce you,” exclaimed the
elder physician when he apyeared.
“Then you know my mother is i
“No, I didn't; is she 117"

“Yes, sir; she’s been 1] for weeks,”
replied Jeanie, speaking rapidly, lest
ker courage should rail her; *“'but she
wouldn’t allow me to come to you, sir,
because—because we lhaven't the
money to pay you. But I ean’t eee her
dle for want of medical aid; and it
you’ll only go to see her, sir, if there’s
enything 1 can do, uny sort of
work——"

“Never mind, never mind,” inter-
rupted the doctor; “we’ll gpett'e all
that hereafter. You shonld have et
me know long ago. Come to the fji
and warm. You didn't walk over?”
“Yes, sir, 1 walked; but I'm not
ccld! and please, sir, if you'il be gcod
encugh to go at once ”

“Yes, yes; my bugzy will be around
in ten minutes. 1 was just coming
over to see you, Miss Jeanie. I've got
a lctter for you.” g
“A letter for me, doctor!”

“A letter for Jeanis Goodwin. That
muet be you. It came cnciosed to me
~—from Marshland. One Rathburn, a
wyer, sent. Here it {3.*

Jeanie recetved the letter, and look-
ed at it with wondering eves. Sho!
could scarcely break the real, her
fiugers trembled so. Dr, Farnsworth
busied himself with his medical bags,
& suppressed twinkl€ in hLis eyes.

The substance of the letter was 88
fcliows: A man, named Hiram Burns,

thovsand dollars in cash to Jeanie

from

“Oh!” exclalmed Jeanie, clasping

answered Dot,
obligingly, “and the rag dolly’s just as

Years went by; years of patient and
incessant toil to the widow and her
children, at Hazlewood cottage. But
their combined efforts falled to keep

most helpless, and the mother herself
The
care rested on

One winter arternoon found her very
Her mother was in need

poor little Dot’s pale face-betrayed her
lack of strong, wholesome food, and a
the cottage, which

Suddenly she remembered that it
was Christmas Day. But, alas! there

much less Christmas gifts. And yet
how she would have liked to buy some

Jeanie stood in the door, and looked
out at the fast falling snow. She was
a
young willow, and with a sweet, sad
face, and terder, resolute eves. It was
but Jeanie
was determined to face the storm. She

“Dot,” she whispered, approaching
ber sister’s low chair; “I'm going to
I shall not be

ORIGIN OF SOME
CHRISTMAS
LUSTONS

We are apt, most of us, to observe
the customs and traditions of the
Yule-tide with the feeling tha$ they
had their birth with the first ef the
greatest festivals of Christendom, The
Christmas tree, the gift giving, the
candles, the holly and the mdstletoe
have become so identified with our
celebration of Christmas that they

the radiant points to the Siar of the
Nativity. And yet itvis to antiguity
and heathendom that we owe the
customs we observe, the stock phrases
Wwe utter and even the mince pie, with-
out which no Christmag dinner 19
complete. The Germans, the Seandi-
navians, the Jews, the Romans, the
Goths and the Saxons have all eontri-
buted to make our Christmas festival.

“Merry Christmas!” It is on omr
lips from the stroke of twelve that
ends the vigil of Christmas eve until
the last candle has burned out on
Christmas night. If we think of it pt
all we accept “merry” as meaning
lively, sprightly’ and gleesomg, and
wonder a bit perhaps at its preferenge.
As a matter of fact, when the English
first used the old Saxon word in this
connection, spelling it “merrie,® it
meant gimply pleasant and agweeable,

with flaring coat and skirt.
and front having navy sill

fur.

Tue powbie feature or mosg o1 the
winter suits {is their gimplicity of
lines. However, the lavish treatment
of fur makes up for this plainness.
The suit shown is navy blue duvetyn

buttons. The high collar is of possum

= but we cling to it in spite of fts
changed character.
The day before Christmas we bring
into the house a great fir tree that is
made the centre of the festivities. It
is an old German legend that has pro-
vided us with this pretty eustom.
| Saint Wilfred, the tale runs, was one
day cutting down one of the sacred
oaks of the Druids. Ppresently a great

the cuffs
k crochet

months after,
Farnsworth’s son.
————l e

Sunny rooum tual used Lo pe ¢
“Rursery’ wheuw ¢ was a ba

don’s mother said: “NGW,

all dricd up and the litude
needies are dropping ail over
and wie waid bas L0 BWeep
every day.”

Gordon was sorry Lo have
taken down, for
and Christmas-y, and he knew

another Christmas tree, s0 i

one day more. I think thi
feel.
wait yntil to-morrow.

It was a rainy day, and as

gan to play~with all his toys
ter the other;

still hanging 6n the tree.
Gorden's fathier came
and lLe had rcad

up on the mountains, so that
diers couid noi get near them
among QGordon’s Chriztmas

castle came a lot of soldlers.
So this day Gordon got out
tle and scldiers and began

the goldiers on the ground at
tem of the hill—all in a row.

he dropped some beautiful
glass marbles that his Uncle
had given him, down on the
the castle.

thé rug to the bottom of the b
bangz! they woumld bump right
the tall soldiers

down. Cre after arnother

would roll the marbles down until by
and by every one of the seldiers would
be knocked over, and as they were
cnly wcoden scldiers, of course they
couldn’'t <et up by themselvesz, Then

Gorden would stend them all

row again and roll the marbles down

he hill until not a single sold
rtanding.

*“The next day Gordon’s meth
down the tree, and packed
beautiful thinzs that were on

put them away until next spring.

THE LIGHIS OF XMAS :VE.

They glimmer and glow on the
8]

now
‘Where the busy shoppers come and go;
Sleud{ and clear and full of cheea
n

Flashing the olden message dear

“It is more blessed to give than receive.”
O cheery lights of Christmas Eve!

Their radiance pours on the

oors
And the jumbled shelves of the

stores.
*Mid bustle and waste and stock

place

Where hardy buyers buy in haste

to-]

“Oh!"” echoed the doctor, looking
“Now, there’s luck, voung

to Rath-

earned it picking berries. 1 was

not cheated. And now a Merry Christ.

#o-
fng to buy a big dolly; but—but—<but™ mas to you™

. 7
/

Lest some one, forgotten,

grieve.
. O dazzling lights of Christmas Eve.

their falrest light iz shed to-n
Hut ghe homes where Christmas ht?eteg

30 'rdeeam bright
‘With tinsel swung. and with st

hung
e gaily marnished boughs amo:
alting to hold what Santa wil
O hapoy light of Christmas Eve
—Walter G. Doty, in the Edison M

Soine wecks later, as soon as her
mother was able to make the journey,
they went down to live in the pretty
coltege at Marshland, and, not raany
Jeanie married Dr,

FOR VERY LITTLE FOLX.

A Chriztmas 8tory of Gordon’s
Loy vasiie un the ki,

Was up in u.s biayrooun, a greal, big,

A few days alter Chrisuuas Gor-

1L think we will save to take down
your Chrisimas tree, for ii is

it logked s0 bright
be a whole ycar vefore he would huve
his mother if she wouldn't wait just
way ealmest all the giris and boys
And his mother said she wouid
his little friends were with him he be-

there were many of
them, and some of the little ones were

from Sgotiand
to Gordo@” many
stories of the old days Scotland,

when the groat generals and the noble
lords lived in sircng casitles set high

was a tiny castle, just like the ones
he had secn in the books his father
read the steries from; and with this

with them. I'irs{ he got a chair and
put a big, thick rug over it to make
it look like a steep hill; then he set
the gastle on tcp of the hill and stood

making belleve that the soldiers were
trying to get up to the castle.

The marbles rolled out of
the front door of the castle and down

and tumble

1t was lots of fun for Gor-
don, for yeu know it reclly didn’t hurt
the soldiers a bit, for they were only

made_of woed and their uniforms were
jul.?/{:d end Blue paint.

crowded

wind seized it and it fell, split in four
pieces. Behind it Saint Wilfrid saw a
young fir tree standing staunch and
unharmed, pointing a green spire to
the heavens. He thereupon proclaim-
ed it a holy tree and the tree pf the
Chyrist child because its leaves were
evergreen and its majestic spira point-
ed heavenward. He asked the people
to gather about it in their own homes,
where it would shelter nothing but
loving gifts.

On Christmas eve we {lluminate the
tree with many flickering candles —

mslgf i‘e.{:h t:e“cgitéag:.mcrostf: mth; Last Christmas iitie Gordon Bruce | unless we prefer safety to sentiment,
bcath;g in her face. The 2’1‘] ad OW | bad a fine, warge Cnrsiuas weeé aud | When we make use of the eleetrie
stile still d at: MeBGOW. | 1514 of L0yS, Jusi as luauy Oiwer oi. | lighted devices. One may choose

88 stood at the crossing, and NIChGLLS Luys ana garis vad. ‘Ane tice | AMong several picturesgue accounts of

the origin cf this practice. In me-
dieval times when the forests seemed
peopled with nothing but sacred trees,
there was a tradition of particalar
holiness being invested in an illumin-
ated tree. Then the ancient Jews
held a Feast of Light about Christmas
time in which candles were an import-

ausd a2
ny.

uordon,

> getung

syTuce
:heyh(.(;r tant featuré, so that their use may
them wup | oddly enough have been thus adopted
by the Christians. ‘The huge Yule
the tree | candle signifiad the eoming of the

light into the world. The most beauti-
ful idea is that our use of eandles is
derived from the fact that probably
when Christ was born twinkling lights
were burned in every house.

The holy and mistletoe indispens-
abje for holiday dccoration were orig-
inally, identified with some pagan fes-
tivals. ‘There is a tradition that hol-
ly is the bush in which Jehovah @p-
peared to Moses. 'The mistletog was
an object of great veneration to the
Druids, although only when it grew
upon an oak tree. ‘T'he propriety of
kissing under the mistletoe is a Telic
of an old Scandinaviam myth. It
ceems that Balder, the Apallo of the
North, was hated by one Loki begause
“everything that springs from fire,
air,  ecarth and water” had given pro-
mise not to hurt the former handsome

it would

[y

1e asked

s is the

none of

cne af-

Lhe sol- ’
. No6w | gentleman. Whoever it was had thus
presents | coerced all thmgs of the eoaiib and

sca, had some Low neglected to men-
tion the matter to the iunsigniticant
mistletoe. o Loki straighiway inado
an arrow of mistietoe, aud belng an
unprineipied chap inauced vlind lioder
to shoot Baider. Litile gocd did it
do him, however, for the guds resiored
Balder to life at once and prezonied
the nustitoe o the Goddess of Love to
keep. Kveryone who pussed uader it
received a kiss to show Lhai .i was
the embem of love, and not death, The
popularity of musticloe was uusabated
for centuries, bui ene old wiilvr &wys:
“Mistietoe  wuas  abandoned ‘n  the
Christmag decking of ehurcies wgeui-
er with kissing at 18¢ sci'vices, beraugd
both were found to set tho youug iads
ies and young gentlemcn a-reudiag of
the marriage service.

And dear oid Santa Cigus, or Caint

his cas-
to piay

the bot-
He was

* Then
colored
Goorge
floor of

hill, end
against

them | Nicholas, or Kris Knngle, as ycur pyre-
Cordon | fer—what delighttul myths from an-
tiquity have presented him wi.o his
reindeers and his whiskers co. Luck

of toys! The Seandinavian legcuu re-
lates the coming of udin, the wialer
god, who visited earth at the timo of
the Winter Solstiee or Feust. Gdmn
rode a white horse and preceded by
wolves and ravens was supposed tp
lead an army of souls that hud died
during the year. As Christiamiw tri-
umphed it was only over the unbap-
tized that he was-thought to have
power, and his army cune to be com=
posed_only of-the soulsof ¢hildrsa to
wihom he become a friend. Eventu-
ally he was said to bring the toys and
gitts to the children on earih. We are
satisfied now to tell the children that
he comes down the chimney with his
pack of gifts and disappears withcut
being beheld by mortal eye. In a little
Moravian village in imaus, Pennsyl-
vania, which is the only place in this
country where this custom ig thus ob-
served, Saint Nicholas, or Peltzaickel,
is yearly impersonated by sems yil-
lager, and visits every household on
Christmas eve to distribute gifts,

up in a

ier was

er took
up the
1t, d

trodden

sity, The mince pie is a survival of the
dis- | immense pies that the early Christiang
used to make in the form of a cradle

morrow | or manger. After several conturies

the ples were made smaller in size,
but were still made to carry ount the
fidea of the manger, In a gort of eoffin
shane.
ockings —_————
Muggins—Yes. he married her for
niuvq, her mmev,u Vnmv?vm__ﬂr;; e e
out? uggins—Oh, x makep
fonthly. ‘Bim feel ltke 30 cants,

seem &s inherent and peculiar to it as ©




