have a plan to help my fellow men, an infinitely better
lan than this teaching scheme, one into which I can put
my whole heart.”

He was off on his magic carpet, leaving the. cares of
the world behind him, and strangely enough he was able
to make us listen.

His plan was, in brief, to give readings from Dickens’
“Christmas Carol” two days before Christmas. He would
make his own tickets and send the children out to sell
them:

AN EveNING wITH DICKENS—THE CHRisTMAS CAROL
Interpreted by Frederick T. Vander,
late of Drury Lane, London
Manitou Town Hall
Admission by Ticket Only

That cold December night came down in the best
Manitoba tradition, a windy night, with stars hang-
ing low in a sky of cold steel. A cold night never held
any of us in if we wanted to go out so the McClung
family was represented by three members—]Jack,
Florence and myself. The head of the house had a
curling game at the rink and pleaded his case by saying
that he must have exercise. Jack would have gladly
gone with his father, but I coaxed him to come with us
with the argument that the literary arts must be encour-
" aged, and everyone should hear the Christmas Carol at
least once a year.

The hall was a draughty place, heated by one stove in
the middle of the room. A straggling audience occupied
the zone around the stove and a fair pile of firewood
promised a continuance of heat. (The newspaper said
in its account of the gathering that “the intelligence of
the audience made up for the smallness of its numbers.”

Promptly at eight o'clock the Interpreter, Mr.
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