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to the front door 1 told hlm that the father of the littie gîi1
was with nme and that we wanted hlm to show us the way
to lier rooni and toi1 eave the door open so as flot to com-
promise huiseif in case of any trouble and if he missed
a horse in the mornlng flot to say anything about iL.
Thomas calied out a few words in Dutch te which
Vanzyl answered froni the veranda on which lie was
standing; I recognized some of the words as a Masonie
formula and surprised them both by niaking myself known
as a Mason aise. My task then became easyý as I knew we
could ail trust each other. Vanzyl went to the door of the
rooni, for there is only one storey in a Boer farm lieuse, and
opening it lie iixnped softiy in. As I glanced through the
open door I saw the golden Iight f rom the African moon
which liad just risen, shine on the face of the rugged father
and briglit cotintenance of the little girl when, witli sudden'
opening eyes she saw the beioved features of the parent she
had tliought of se lovingiy. As they claspecl each other in
close embrace the oid Duteli dock ini the kitchen struck the
heur of tweive and Christmas day had dawned on that war-
weary land and with it in our little party came, "Peace on
earth and good wiil to nmen."

I need addi little further; Harold and I were invited
te corne fnte the bedroen and lier father told lier that we
two Canadians had bronghit hiim there. So Wilhemina gave
us both a hearty kiss and in the softest of toues wished us
a Merry Christmas.

We procured a horse frem Thomas' stable and assist-
ing our wounded prisoner on it, we deliberately'broke the
rules of war, for we sent our captive away a f ree man. And
that is how we began Christmas of the year 1899.
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