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wore venerated by the convent. Then
followed the Mass, one part only of
‘which need delay us here. To heighten
vhe jubilant character of the Bequence
‘hefore the Gospel, as was the practice on
all principal feasts, it was prefaced by a
peal frotn the great tower; and 8o soon
asthe Mass was over the joy bells rang
out again, whilat the King left the
Chureh.
TIE CHRIBTMASTIDE,

After the religions celebration of the
day, Henry returned to the palace and
there held high festival such as Bury
had never seen before. On Christmas
Day, a8 on two or three otherof the
greater festivals of the year, it was the
praclice of the house to invite all
the dependents of the monastery
of overy grade to dinner. This crowd of
guests was distributed in accordance with
tneir rank or character, Thus, all those
who were connected directly with the
service or the custody of the Church
itse’’, and all that pertained to the
¢ ich, dined with the community in

* the great refectory. The chief officers,
the Abbot’s gentlemen and yeomen, with
other persons of credit and poeition,
would dine with the Abbot in his hall ;
while, again, the chief officials of the
Obedientiaries of the monastery, forty-
eight in number, were accommodated in
the guest-hall ; and so on with others of
lesser degree down to_tho turnbroach
aud the disher. In this way, all coo-
nected with the Abbey were ever re-
minded that they formed, with the
monks themselves, one great family—the
family of 8t. Edmund—bound together
by ties and affection.

But to-day there must naturally be
some displacement when the King took
the' place of Abbot and a kingly court
had to be provided for. But Bury Abbey
was big enough and its hospitality ample
enough for all—the new guesta and the
old friends also. The stores of plate
which had accumulated were sufficient
to supply the table even of a King, al-
though Abbot Curieys had already sold
much as saperfluons. Abbot Thomas,
for example, had alone given to the
house 18 large sitver dishes, 18 salts, 25
silver cups—of which 8 were gilt—4
water pots, 3 bowls, and other pieces of

_plate, weighing in all over 105 pounds.

Moreover, the establishment as =
whole, in the number of persons who
wero engaged on some duty or other, was
on such a scale as in these days it is diffi-
cult to realize. Every part of the com-
plicated service was nccurately mapped
out and for every piece of work there
waa n special servant or officer, whose
duty and responsibility was clearly de-
fined. Moreuver, the houskeeping of a
-great Abbey was continuous from year’s
end to year's end, and the house was
always open and the family on the spot.
Nothing strikes one more, in looking
through the records of a complica-
ted administration like this than
‘the way in which all needs were
:foreseen. Nothing is too small to escape
attention, or too minute to be left to the
chance of accident, and nothing was left
-to be counted as anybody’s business ; and
thus on the one hand all knew for what
they had to answer; on the otherif there
-were defaulta the failure could be visited
.on the defauiter personally.

Unfortunately in this case we have
‘not, as in 8o 'many others, the actual
menu of the dinner, but on the evidence
of similar records it may besalfely assert-
ed that each man was expected to do
justice to the ample hospitality in & way
alarming tous with our modern appeti-
-ties. Fortunately the hours were early,
and all had time to prepare themselves

for further functions, for in those daysin

matters of religious vbhservance everyone
was called upon to do his duty manfully.

The visit of Henry VI.to St. Edmunds
bury for the Christmastide of 14334,
which wo have attempted to describe,
seems more like a journey to dreamland,
so changed is all the world. Of Edmunds-
bury itself and allits glories scarcely one
stone remaing upon another. But of
his visit one special memorial is left. 1t
is a book often shown as one of the trea-
sures of the Nationmal Library at the
Museum, and is the copy of the poet
Lydgate’s life of St. Edmund, which was
wot only written asa memento of this
royal visit, but is the identical volume
presented by the author to King Henry.
The illustrations from this precious

manuscript  have become familiar to

.others besides the antiquary. One of
‘them, representing lhe young King at hia
devotions before St. Edmund’s shrine,
--together with the verses_ dedicating. the
wolume to Henry, is ‘copied at. the com-

mencement of this account. How many
are there, we wonder, of those who have
examined this volume, and turned over
its pages, who bave ever realized the cir
cumstances in which it had its origin ?
But it remains & witness of a life that in-
deed is past and gone, but which was
onco as real and a8 absorbed as our own,

T ——
CHRISTMAS WHEN I WAS A
BOY,

BY ROBERT J. BURDETTE.

Christmas was much farther apart
when I wasa boy thanit now is. It
came, by the almanac, once a year,
which was right and regular. But such
long years have never been, gince long
ago. Posaibly one reason why the arriv-
al of Christmus was long deferred each
year was that we lived in the West, It
was the West then — that long-departed
land of pioneer memories and forgotten
adventures—and Christmas came, like
the wise men, from Cdistant lands. It
came to us from the east. Had it started
inthe summer time it could have* staged
it " over the Alleghenies; and then, if
haply there had been some water in the
Ohio River, as there sometimes is in the
sUmmer time, it would have taken boat
for St, Louis, and there, finding an Illi-
nois River packet with two decks and a
texas, capacity for one hun cabin
Eassgn ors and all the freight that could
bo piled on without falling off, and draw-
ing about four inches of water, it could
have reached Peoria the same year.

But then it wouldn’s have been Christ-
mas. It came in the old-fashioned way,
on runners, with jingling bells and clatter
of reindeer hoofs, up bilt and down dale,
flying across wide stretches of drifted
prairie, lying in the starlight like a
frozen sea, skimming over frozen rivers
and ice-bound lakes. It took & long time,
for the distances were mazuificent as the
prairies. I coulid understand it all very
clearly at that time.

1t was so easy to understand a great
many things when [ was & boy that have
been dark and perplexing problems and
inscrutable mysteries since I became a
man, and put away the pleasant theories
of childish things. Concerning Christ-
mas, have I not heard with my own ears
and those of brothers’, the reindeer
scampering over the roof above our
heads? Did I not one night hear the
cheery shout of encouragement from no
human voice, and heur the crack of a
whip that was plated by fmiry hands in
“Christmas-tree Land,” as the antlered
team of six-in-hand leaped from cornice
to the ground ? Icould have proved it,
too, if 1t hadn’t snowed that night and
covered all the tracks of reindeer and
gloigh. Did I not lie awake one night
and hear subdued laughter in the room
where hung all onr stockings ? Indeed I
did. Aund 8o excited was I that, instead
of creeping softly down the hali, Isprang
from bed,and ran pad-padding to the door
of the sitting-room,and as I pushed it open
did I not hear the hurried rustling of
robes ane scampering of feet # By the
Sacred Books of the Sybil and the Great
Pocket Book of Rockfeller, I did! I
rushed in and looked up the chimney,
but he was gone. 1 peered into the
room where slept my parents, but their
paintully labored breathing told me,
with impressive emphasis, how they
slumbered. I had nearly caught Kris
Kringle in the act.

T think once, indeed, I did see him. I
can’t remember when nor where. But I
must have seen him, because my con-
ception of him, indeed my personal
knowledge of his appearance, is a
memory of my early childhood. It has
never ochanged. To this very practical,
steam-engine aud dynamo, spookless
day, I see him as I saw_him then with
the same face he wears in the pictures,
the same garments in which the cos-
tumers array bim for Sunday-school en-
tertainments, although with a different
voice. His voice in the old days was
deeper and jollier and more impressive.
Sometimes, in these latter days, I have
sat in the audience at our Sunday-school
Christmas festival, and heard & boy,
tifteen yvears old, whose voice was
“changing,” take the part of “Sania
Ciaus” in & snowy beard 1800 years old,
less or more. And when the boy speaks
through that motionless beard—no mat-
ter how loudly and rapidly and shrilly
the boy talks that venerable beard never
moves & hair——my emotions so overcome
me that I never like to sit where the
boy’s father and mother can see me. It
seems to make them very angry at me,

But_it isn’§ my fault. Somehow when

I feel badly I have to cry,orlaugh, or do
aomebhmf.

When 1 was a boy, I knew nothing of
Santa Clans, His name was Kris Kringle.
Occasionally in some of Kris Kringle’s
books there was mention of Santa Claus.
But we locked upon him with great dis-
favor, and called him “Sandy Claws.” He
was generally believed Lo have come from
Buston, whereas Kris Kringle came from
heaven, which is, possibly, the reasm
why he has been superseded in popular
favor in these latter days. I always ac-
cept the inevitable, aud I have long
since most loyally transferred my allegi-
ance from Kris Kringle the Was to
Santa Claus the Is, but still I feel there
is loving power and reminiscent influence
“in that strange spell,” a,g,n,0,i,g, b,
m, e—name.

One thing I do most distinetly reniem-
ber, with all the tenacity and accuracy
of an old settler’s reminiscences. Kris
Kringle seldom failed to bring a sieveful
of snow with him. During his resign the
dreaded ** green Christmias,” marshaling
the inevitable * fat graveyard,” was the
exception. I could prove this, but I don’t
have to. When I know a thing, that
should be satisfactory. And it is often
much easier to know a thing than it
is to prove it. This bappens to be one
of the things. But it did snow, in
those older days. Sometimes it snowed
right on Christmas day, just ns it
does in the buoks which are distrib-
uted at Christmas time in Florida and
Southern California. The first winter we
lived in Illinois we bad a Christmas ac-
cording to the books. My brother and I
had new sleds. Not store sieds, gaudily
decorated with stenciled trotting horses
and a name that no sell-respeciing boy
would give to a stone-drag, let alone n
sled, but real hand sleds, made by a re
gularly ordained carpenter. They were
not s0 good as they wounld have been had
we made them ourselves, of course, but
they were far and far away better than
store sleds. They were ready for the
snow about the last week in Nuvember.
And early in December the snow came
down. Andstayed down. Aud kept on
coming down. It drifted up to the win-
dows and over the fences. The country
roads were turned into embankments.
When the first flakes came tluttering
down, & double case of whooping-cough
trundled itself into our house and took
iwo boys by their respective necks and
kept them on the war-path until the
springtime brought its healing sunshine
and malarial mud. Then it resigned and
guve place to “fever 'n’ ager.”. But all
that winter was made of gala days to
boys who couid get out. Every ull was
a toboggan chute, and every bob-sled or
sleigh that drove past our windows
dragged after it a long trail of juvenila
humanity that had * hooked on.” Think
of two boys entertaining the whooping-
cough and gazing through the windows
at that panorama of boyish joy week
after week, and then talk about the
martyrs ! And the worst of it was, there
was no need for our remaining in quar-
antine. But we hadn’t lived out West
long enough to kunow that. The next
winter my youngest brother had it. He
went to school with it, coasted with it,
and one night while skating, broke
through the ice with it. It did him good.
He was all throngh with it by the end of
January. We were & tough people oul
West in those days, and a boy who
couldn’t help build a snow forlt or go
a-gkating when he had the croup was
cunsidered effeminate.

Hanging up our stockings when I was

& boy wus not the hollow farce which it |

now is. There were fireplaces by.which
stockings could be hung up. To hang a
collection of stockings of assorted sizes
around a black and cheering register,
smelling of sulphur from . defective
heater, is & profanation. And hanging
them in front of & cold and calmy steam
radintor should be prohibited by law, 1t
tends to make children skeptical and
atheistic. In the oldex days Kris Kringle
had a broud chimney to cume down, and
a fireplace as big as a sture box _tojump
out of. There was a mantlcpiece like
unto a sideboard, from which the stock-
ings depended. Sometimes if a long
stocking were hugg in tho middle, 1ge-
curely held by a pin, the draft would
draw it partly into the fireplace during
the night. Then the whole family would
be aroused, and we would go shuflling
about the house, like 8o many shivering
phantoms, hunting for the fire,

The old-faghioned firepluce had mose
drawbacks than the back-loz. Asa rule,
the bigger the fireplace the colder the
room. All the heat that could be drawn
from every room in the house went up

the big sitting-room .chimney. Eternal
summer must have lingered fomewhere
up in that great stach. 'hoseold fire-
places were splendid things in which to
roast apples.  And the soles of your bare
feet. You could hold your feet out be-
fore the glowing tire until they curled up
and warped and crinkled with intense
heat. Aud by the Lime you got them to
bed they were cold as blocks of marble.
Your feet, that is. Not the apples. You
didn’t take them to bed.  You took long
strides and walked on your heels tu keep
them warm. That is, your feet. They
filled the room with a grateful flaver
when they began to sizzle. The apples.

Tho old-fashioned fireplice was no leas
romantic and interesting in the summer
time, when it was enclosed with a
light paper screen. When a child,
romping about the room, fell up against
that pictured screen, and went plunging
and screaming right through the Lake of
Como, those placid waters never reguined
their pristine placidity. Even when the
arlist of the family restored the picture,
by pasting its shattered edges together,
and coloring them with laundry bluing,
the scene of the tragedy was emphasized
in & manner teo ghastly to contemplate.
The tragedy always [(ollowed the act of
breaking through the like. The drown-
ing, indeed, was looked upon as a sort of
comedy, and waa highty enjoyed by the
bystanders, until the Life Guard. armed
only with herslipper, rescued the sur-
vivor of the wreck. Then any person
under the age of fifteen, who had any
tears on hand that were about ripe
enough o shed, could find n ready mar-
ket for the entire crop as fast as the
shedder could turn them ont.

Most of tho Christmas presents in
those days were designed by the manu-
facturers for the hanging stocking.  Any-
thing too big to o into a stocking had to
go over to somebudy’s birthday.  In any
tanly where there was more than one
child, the old relinble “ Noal’s Atk” was
always looked for. We hailed with
ncclamations of astonished recognition,
Noalhi and Mrs. Noalh, Messieurs and
Mesdames Shem, Ham and Japeth,
There was no way of telling the men
and women apari, they were exactly
alike; but the elephant and giraffe you
could distingnish at a glanee, on account
of the spots on the givalle.  So also the
dog and the cow : becnuse the cow was
always white and blue, while the dog
was invariably plain blue.  Within
twenty-four hows afler the landing on
Ararat, the baby would have all the
paint sucked off Shem, Ham and the
hired man, and the doctor would be sent
for. He told us, once a year, returning
with the breathless messenger, to keep
the candy out of the baby’s reach, and
let it wean itself on tho restof the ante-
deluvians if it found them to its liking,

The red monkey climbing a red stick
was another regular Chiristmns visitor,
He was highly esteemed as a Jight
luncheon by the baby. It never seemed
to aftect the infant vopleasantly, to him-
self that is ; although the cloudy sym-
phony in red and bluc about his innocent
mouth was apt to make the beholder
shiver. But it made the monkey look
sick. Then there was a soldier on a box,
with & major-general’s uniform, beating
a drum. You turned a crank, the gen-
eral lifled his sticks high in the air, and
something in the box made & noise as
much like a drum as o peal of thunder is
like a piccolo. These things as toys
were of no great value, butas practical
and useful object lessons they were be-
yond all price, on the minus side.

It seems to me—and isn’t my fanlt
that the success is fairer and lovelier
than the- sunrise—that there was some-
thing more Christmasy about Christnas
whenI was aboy. lts pleasures were
simpler’ ite gifts were cheaper and
heal:hier. At lenst, I cannot remember
to have read, save in these later years,
acticles in family journals and magazines
uewailling the burden of toil and worry
and expense in the planning and mak-
ing, or purchasing of Christmas presents.
« Krnsmus gits ” we called them when I
was a boy. It didn’t and doesn’t have
much refinement of culture in the spell-
ing and the soifnd thereol. But the peo-
ple who made them didn’t rush into the
papers to tell how much it cost them,
and how glad they were that it was all

-over for another year. But last year and

the year before, I read such articles in
print. .So did you. Wherefore it seems
1o me that we killed Kris Kringle a full
century toe soon. We have more cur-.
rants in our Christmas cake under the
reign2 of Bants. Claus, it is true. Bot we
have also more flies in it.—In Ladie’
Home Journ.d. ‘ :



