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CLIRISIMAS JZ VB JVITH OUR
.EXCHANIGJSS.

Christmuas Eve! The exchange editor
lolling in his chair is flot quite certain
whether hie is awvake or asleep. In any
case he is dreaniing. Hie hias just been
reading the C/zristlmas Carol for the half-
dozenth timie, and the picture of old
Scrooge wandering about the city and
country under the guidance of the spirits
of Christmas Past, 1resent and Future is
fixed in is mmnd. If hie could only take
a sînîilar tril) to-night, wouldn't it lie jolly!
Why hie could visit ail the otiier X-nmen
and give theni an X-mnas -reeting ! Hollo,
who's this at my elbow ? A Christnmas
ghost ? Not nîuch-ghosts are shadowy,
indistinct sort of personages if there be
any truth in histoty and nîy strange visitor
is quite a substantial realîty. "lBon soir,
.Afonsiezir," hie says with a smile which
reveals a pleasant nîouth usually hidden
in a thick black beard, and his eyes are
laughing at my aniazement. IlYou-you
-have the advantage of ne, sir," I stam-
mer. IlAhi, yes," hie answvers stili smilîng,
Ilthat is true, but permit that I present
nme-M. Jul,, Verne,'* placîng one hand
on his heart while lie bows low, Ilwho is at
vour dispositions." The name is famniliar
enough to my ears but how or why its
possessor cornes; to be in nîy roomn I arn
yet at a loss to understand. I mutter
something, what, I scarcely know, perhaps
it is, "VYou have donc me a great honor,
M. Verne, won't you sit down ;" offering
hlm niy solitary chair and proceeding to
seat myseif on a trunk. IlI thank you
niuch," he replies, "lbut there is not the
time. Do wc flot go to visit your brothers
-what they caîl themseves-ex-men? "
He moves towards the window and i
follow. Now for the first tinie I perceive
that the bright moonliglit which had been
pouring in on the floor can no longer be
seen, for some dark object is hanging
before the window. My strange visitor
opens the sash and steps out, but instead
of landing on the grôund forty feet below
seems to ind a firrn footing somewhcrc on
a level with thc windowv. Emboldened by
curiosity I also step forth to, find myseif
on what seems to be the deck of a ship.
A perfect forest of masts riscs upwards
each masthcad being terminated in a very
large fan. Suddenly evcrything is brul-
liantly lit up as with clectric liglit, a sound

of machinery is heard,aillthe fans begin
to move and the marvellous ship (for suchi
it is> which had been stationary before- nmy
wvindov begins to glide smoothly and
rapidly througli the air. M. Vei nes
voice says beside me, IlIs is that you nnwv
commence to understand, my friend ?

And at last I can answer ycs. For
remiember having read of a wonderful craft
constructed by M. Verne for some Aiur.
ican scientists, in which they journeyed il]
over the world and viewed the unkîown
portion of the earth. And the great
Frenchman with an intuition of nîy admlir-
ation for himiself and bis works liasgit
me the use of bis latest invention in ordtr
that I niay be able to miake the Christ îîîas
visits I desire.

I'The niglit is clear and starlit. We ire
but a few hundred feet from the eartlî and
the cîty is distinctly visible. As we sail
over the Parliament buildings M. Verne
admits that lie hias donc them an injustice
once before whi- h he is now willing- to
repair. We cross the Ottawa river, and are
moving in an air line towards Montr.aI
at an cxtraordinary rate of specd. Soon
we arc descending in the neighborhood of
McGilI College and I proceed to hunt qp
the cxchangc editor of the Uni'ersit-
Gazet/e. "lThat wvas rather a hard rap
you gave us last month, old man, b)ut
ipeace and good-will ' is the motto of the
season. Shake !" Iii less time than it
takes to tell it wc are off again and bound
for Fredericton. As we glide over north-
cmn M1aine I arn thinking regretfully thai
this territory should bclong to Canada,
but doesn't. The UPùiversi/y .M/lotij is
at home and glad to sec us, but we can
dclay only long enougli to wish himi the
compliments of the season. Now we dra-x
ricar that naughty place we have sonietnies
in profane moments requested others to
go to-Halifaix. The atmosphere bus
become moist and briny by the timie ive
reacli the office of the Dalhousie Gazele,
but the editors generously provide us %vith
an antidote to chilIs. A moment later ive
are flo, ,'ng over Windsor, a town whli is
laved by the Avon, stream, of poetic
meniories. The Record man wants to have
us stay over, but wc convince hiini it is
impossible, and wvîth a Il MIerry Xmas " v
are off again. To cross the Avon frorn
Windsor to Wolfville doesn't take a hll.
minute ; the Athenceu, people must have
had some idea that we werc comnîg, for
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