Tucker Free Library & White Birch Active Living

THE PAGE-TURNERS HOLIDAY

Read your specially curated holiday story, poem, or
excerpt to capture the magic of the season. Please
consider the following questions that we will discuss at our
gathering.

1) Did you feel the magic of the story, poem, excerpt?
2) What was your favorite part of the story, poem, excerpt?
(Highlight and prepare to read aloud)

3) What feelings did your selection conjure up?

4) As you were reading, did it trigger any memories?
5) How did the characters evolve in your story, poem,
excerpt? Did your opinion or memories change?

6) What was your reaction to the piece you read? Do you
remember reading it before?

7) Will you share it with anyone else?

8) Free associate, wax nostalgic, reminisce!
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DEAR EDITOR: I am 8 years old.

Some of my little friends say there is no Santa Claus.
Papa says, ‘If you see it in THE SUN it’s so.’

Please tell me the truth; is there a Santa Claus?

VIRGINIA O’HANLON.
115 WEST NINETY-FIFTH STREET.

“Yes, Virginia, There is a Santa Claus”

Eight-year-old Virginia O’Hanlon wrote a letter to the editor of New York’s
Sun, and the quick response was printed as an unsigned editorial Sept. 21,
1897. The work of veteran newsman Francis Pharcellus Church has since
become history’s most reprinted newspaper editorial, appearing in part or
whole in dozens of languages in books, movies, and other editorials, and
on posters and stamps

https://www.newseum.org/exhibits/online/yes-virginia/



The True Meaning of Christmas (recited by Linus)

by Anonymous

Linus' speech about the true meaning of Christmas is the highlight of A Charlie Brown Christmas.
Retrieved from The Bible, King James Version, Book 42 Luke, Chapter 2, verses 8 to 14. [Image of Charlie
Brown and Linus is a screenshot retrieved from Wikipedia under fair use.]

Retrieved from A Charlie Brown Christmas:

"| guess you were right, Linus. | shouldn't have picked this
little tree," said Charlie Brown. "Everything | do turns into
a disaster. | guess | don't really know what Christmas is
all about. Isn't there anyone who knows what Christmas

is all about?"

"Sure, Charlie Brown, | can tell you what Christmas is all about,"

said Linus. [Linus walks to center stage.]

"Lights, please."



And there were in the same country shepherds abiding

in the field, keeping watch over their flock by night.

And, lo, the angel of the Lord came upon them,
and the glory of the Lord shone round about them:

and they were sore afraid.
And the angel said unto them, Fear not: for, behold,
| bring you good tidings of great joy,

which shall be to all people.

For unto you is born this day in the city of David a Saviour,

which is Christ the Lord.

And this shall be a sign unto you; Ye shall find the babe

wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a manger.

And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the

heavenly host praising God, and saying,

Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace,

good will toward men.

--Book 42, Luke (002:08-14)

The Bible, King James Version

[Linus picks up his blanket and shuffles off-stage.]



How The Grinch Stole Christmas Poem

Every Who Down in Whoville Liked Christmas a lot...

But the Grinch, Who lived just north of Whoville, Did NOT!
The Grinch hated Christmas! The whole Christmas season!
Now, please don’t ask why. No one quite knows the reason.

It could be his head wasn’t screwed on just right.

It could be, perhaps, that his shoes were too tight.

But I think that the most likely reason of all,

May have been that his heart was two sizes t00 small.
Whatever the reason, His heart or his shoes,

He stood there on Christmas Eve, hating the Whos,

Staring down from his cave with a sour, Grinchy frown,

At the warm lighted windows below in their town.

For he knew every Who down in Whoville beneath,

Was busy now, hanging a mistletoe wreath.

“And they’re hanging their stockings!” he snarled with a sneer,
“Tomorrow is Christmas! It’s practically here!”

Then he growled, with his Grinch fingers nervously drumming,
“] MUST find some way to stop Christmas from coming!™
For Tomorrow, he knew, all the Who girls and boys,

Would wake bright and early. They’d rush for their toys!

And then! Oh, the noise! Oh, the Noise!

Noise! Noise! Noise!

That’s one thing he hated! The NOISE!

NOISE! NOISE! NOISE!

Then the Whos, young and old, would sit down to a feast.
And they’d feast! And they’d feast! And they’d FEAST!
FEAST! FEAST! FEAST!

They would feast on Who-pudding, and rare Who-roast beast.
Which was something the Grinch couldn’t stand in the least!
And THEN They’d do something He liked least of all!

Every Who down in Whoville, the tall and the small,

Would stand close together, with Christmas bells ringing.
They’d stand hand-in-hand. And the Whos would start singing!
They’d sing! And they’d sing! And they’d SING!

SING! SING! SING!

And the more the Grinch thought of this Who Christmas Sing,
The more the Grinch thought, “I must stop this whole thing!”
“Why, for fifty-three years I've put up with it now!”

“] MUST stop this Christmas from coming! But HOW?”
Then he got an idea! An awful idea!

THE GRINCH GOT A WONDERFUL, AWFUL IDEA!

“] know just what to do!” The Grinch laughed in his throat.
And he made a quick Santy Claus hat and a coat.

And he chuckled, and clucked, “What a great Grinchy trick!™
“With this coat and this hat, I look just like Saint Nick!”

“All I need is a reindeer...” The Grinch looked around.



But, since reindeer are scarce, there was none to be found.

Did that stop the old Grinch? No! The Grinch simply said,
“If I can’t find a reindeer, I’1l make one instead!”

So he called his dog, Max. Then he took some red thread,
And he tied a big horn on the top of his head.

THEN He loaded some bags And some old empty sacks,
On a ramshackle sleigh And he hitched up old Max.

Then the Grinch said, “Giddap!” And the sleigh started down,
Toward the homes where the Whos Lay asnooze in their town.
All their windows were dark. Quiet snow filled the air.

All the Whos were all dreaming sweet dreams without care.
When he came to the first little house on the square.

“This is stop number one,” the old Grinchy Claus hissed,
And he climbed to the roof, empty bags in his fist.

Then he slid down the chimney. A rather tight pinch.

But, if Santa could do it, then so could the Grinch.

He got stuck only once, for a moment or two.

Then he stuck his head out of the fireplace flue.

Where the little Who stockings all hung in a row.

“These stockings,” he grinned, “are the first things to go!”
Then he slithered and slunk, with a smile most unpleasant,
Around the whole room, and he took every present!

Pop guns! And bicycles! Roller skates! Drums!
Checkerboards! Tricycles! Popcorn! And plums!

And he stuffed them in bags. Then the Grinch, very nimbly,
Stuffed all the bags, one by one, up the chimney!

Then he slunk to the icebox. He took the Whos’ feast!

He took the Who-pudding! He took the roast beast!

He cleaned out that icebox as quick as a flash.

Why, that Grinch even took their last can of Who-hash!
Then he stuffed all the food up the chimney with glee.
“And NOW!” grinned the Grinch, “I will stuff up the tree!”
And the Grinch grabbed the tree, and he started to shove,
When he heard a small sound like the coo of a dove.

He turned around fast, and he saw a small Who!

Little Cindy-Lou Who, who was not more than two.

The Grinch had been caught by this tiny Who daughter,
Who'd got out of bed for a cup of cold water.

She stared at the Grinch and said, “Santy Claus, why,”
“Why are you taking our Christmas tree? WHY?”

But, you know, that old Grinch was so smart and so slick,
He thought up a lie, and he thought it up quick!

“Why, my sweet little tot,” the fake Santy Claus lied,
“There’s a light on this tree that won’t light on one side.”
“So I'm taking it home to my workshop, my dear.”

“I’1l fix it up there. Then I’ll bring it back here.”

And his fib fooled the child. Then he patted her head,



And he got her a drink and he sent her to bed.

And when Cindy-Lou Who went to bed with her cup,

HE went to the chimney and stuffed the tree up!

Then the last thing he took Was the log for their fire!

Then he went up the chimney, himself, the old liar.

On their walls he left nothing but hooks and some wire.
And the one speck of food That he left in the house,

Was a crumb that was even too small for a mouse.

Then He did the same thing To the other Whos’ houses
Leaving crumbs Much too small For the other Whos’ mouses!
It was quarter past dawn... All the Whos, still a-bed,

All the Whos, still asnooze When he packed up his sled,
Packed it up with their presents! The ribbons! The wrappings!
The tags! And the tinsel! The trimmings! The trappings!
Three thousand feet up! Up the side of Mt. Crumpit,

He rode with his load to the tiptop to dump it!

“PoohPooh to the Whos!” he was grinchishly humming.
“They’re finding out now that no Christmas is coming!”
“They’re just waking up! I know just what they’ll do!”
“Their mouths will hang open a minute or two,

Then the Whos down in Whoville will all cry BooHoo!”
“That’s a noise,” grinned the Grinch, “That I simply MUST hear!”
So he paused. And the Grinch put his hand to his ear.

And he did hear a sound rising over the snow.

It started in low. Then it started to grow.

But the sound wasn’t sad! Why, this sound sounded merry!
It couldn’t be so! But it WAS merry! VERY'!

He stared down at Whoville! The Grinch popped his eyes!
Then he shook! What he saw was a shocking surprise!
Every Who down in Whoville, the tall and the small,

Was singing! Without any presents at all!

He HADN'T stopped Christmas from coming! IT CAME!
Somehow or other, it came just the same!

And the Grinch, with his grinch-feet ice-cold in the snow,
Stood puzzling and puzzling: “How could it be so?”

“It came with out ribbons! It came without tags!”

“It came without packages, boxes or bags!”

And he puzzled three hours, till his puzzler was sore.

Then the Grinch thought of something he hadn’t before!
“Maybe Christmas,” he thought, “doesn’t come from a store.”
“Maybe Christmas...perhaps...means a little bit more!”
And what happened then? Well...in Whoville they say,
That the Grinch’s small heart Grew three sizes that day!
And the minute his heart didn’t feel quite so tight,

He whizzed with his load through the bright morning light,
And he brought back the toys! And the food for the feast!
And he, HE HIMSELF! The Grinch carved the roast beast!

The end of How the Grinch Stole Christmas



int version of Winter-Time
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poets.org

https://poets.org/print/poem/46e786¢t-2263-4362-beel- /72210150407

Published on Academy of American Poets (https://poets.org)

Winter-Time

Late lies the wintry sun a-bed,

A frosty, fiery sleepy-head;

Blinks but an hour or two; and then,
A blood-red orange, sets again.

Before the stars have left the skies,
At morning in the dark I rise;

And shivering in my nakedness,

By the cold candle, bathe and dress.

Close by the jolly fire I sit

To warm my frozen bones a bit;

Or with a reindeer-sled, explore
The colder countries round the door.

when to go out, my nurse doth wrap

Me in my comforter and cap;

The cold wind burns my face, and blows
Its frosty pepper up my nose.

Black are my steps on silver sod;
Thick blows my frosty breath abroad;

And tree and house, and hill and lake,
Are frosted like a wedding-cake.

Credit
This poem is in the public domain.
Author

Robert Louis Stevenson

10/18/2019, 2:16 PM



Print version of Winter-Time https://poets.org/print/poem/46e786¢f-2263-4382-beef-772ef6158467

Born on November 13, 1850, in Edinburgh, Scotland, Robert Louis Balfour Stevenson

Date Published: 1885-01-01

Source URL: https://poets.org/poem/winter-time
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Visit from St. Nicholas by Clement Clarke Moore | Poetry Found... https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/43171/a-visit-irom-st-nic...
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A Visit from St. Nicholas

BY CLEMENT CLARKE MOORE

"Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse;

The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,
In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there;

The children were nestled all snug in their beds;
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads;
And mamma in her 'kerchief, and I in my cap,

Had just settled our brains for a long winter's nap,
When out on the lawn there arose such a clarter,

I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash,

Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash.

The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow,
Gave a lustre of midday to objects below,

When what to my wondering eyes did appear,

But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny rein-deer,
With a lictle old driver so lively and quick,

I knew in a moment he must be St. Nick.

More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,

And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name:
"Now, Dasher! now, Dancerl now Prancer and Vixen!
On, Comet on, Cupid on, Donner and Blitzen!

To the top of the porch! to the top of the wall!

Now dash away! dash away! dash away all!"

As leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,

When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky;
So up to the housetop the coursers they flew

With the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas too—
And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof.

10of3 10/18/2019, 2:17 PM



A Visit from St. Nicholas by Clement Clarke Moore | Poetry Found...

2 of 3

As I drew in my head, and was turning around,
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound.
He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foor,
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soor;
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back,

And he looked like a pedler just opening his pack.
His eyes—how they twinkled! his dimples, how merry!
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry!

His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,

And the beard on his chin was as white as the snow;
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,

And the smoke, it encircled his head like a wreath;
He had a broad face and a little round belly

That shook when he laughed, like a bowl full of jelly.
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf,

And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself;

A wink of his eye and a twist of his head

Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread;

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose,

And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose;

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle.

But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight—
“Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night!”

Source: The Random House Book of Poetry for Children (Random House Inc., 1983)

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/43 171 /a-visit-from-st-nic...
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LITTLE TREE

FAMILY
CHRISTMAS

little tree

little silent Christmas tree
you are so little

you are more like a flower

who found you in the green forest

and were you very sorry lo come away?
see i will comfort you

B nyY
SEL ECTED AND t‘NTROl)UCLD

Caroline Kennedy

because you smell so sweetly

i will kiss your cool bark

and bug you safe and r:;gf)t
just as your mother would,

only don'’t be quid

" {llustrated by Jon ] Muth

and Laura Hartman Maestro

lock ~ the spangles
ihat slecp all the year in a dark box
dreaming of being taken out and allowed to shine,

UBUC’ the balls the chains red and gold the fluffy threads,
y |
J AFFRE FypeRGH put up your little arms

NEW YORE

and i'll give them all to you to hold

every finger shall bave its ring
and there won't be a single place dark or unbappy

E.

E.

CUMMINGS



then when you're quite dressed

you'll stand in the window for everyone to see
and bow theyll stare!

ob but you'll be very proud

and my little sister and i will take bands
and looking wp at our beautiful tree
we'll dance and sing

“Noel Noel”

4 WR A FAMILY CHRISTMAS




CHRISTMAS TREES

A Christmas Circular Letter

T city bad withdrawn into itself

And left ar last the country 1o the country;

And when berween whirls of snow not come to lie
And whirls of foliage not yet laid, there drove

A stranger 1o our yard, who looked the city,

Yet did in country fashion in that there

He sat and waited 1ill be drew s out
A-buttoning coats to ask him who be was,

He proved to be the city come again

To look for something it bad left bebind

And could not do without and keep its Christmas.
He asked if I would sell my Christmas trees,

My woods—ihe young fir balsams like a place
Where houses are all churches and bave spires.

I badn’t thought of them as Christmas trees.

1 dowcbt if 1 was tempted for a moment

To sell them off their feet to go in cars

And leave the slope bebind the house all bare,
Where the sun shines now no warmer than the moon
L'd bate 10 bave them know it if 1 was.

Yet smore P'd bate to bold my trees except
As otkers bold theirs or effuse for them,
ngmi the time of pﬂﬂmb’r gmw:b,

The trial by markes everything must come to
I dallied so much with the thought of selling

ROBERT FROST

Then whether from mistiken courtesy

And fear of seeming short of specch, or whether
From hope of hearing good of what was mine,

1 said, “There aren’t enowgh o be worth while.”
“I could soon tell bow many they would cut,
You let me look thewn over.”

“You could look

But don’t expect I'm going to let you bave them.”
Pasture they spring in, some in chiamps too close
That lop each other of boughs, but not a few
Quite solitary and having equal boughs

Al round and rownd. The latter be nodded “Yes” to,
Or paused to say beneath some lovelier one,

With a buyer’s moderation, “That would do.”

1 thought so too, but wasn’t there to say so.

We climbed the pasture on the south, exossed aver,
And came down on the north.

He said, “A thowsand.”
“A thousand Christmas trees—at what apiece?”

He felt some need of softening that to me:
“A thousand trees would come to thirty dollars.”

Then I was certain I had never meant

To let hint bave them. Never show surprise!
But thirty dollars seemed so small beside

The extent of pasture I should strip, three cents
(For that was all they figured out apiece),
Three cents so small beside the dollar friends

I should be writing to within the botr

Would pay in cities for good trees like those,

DECK THE HALLS w



Regular vestry-trees whote Sunday Schools

Could bang enough on to pick off enougb.

A thowsand Christmas trees I didn't know [ bad!
Worth three cents more o give away than sell,
'tf er‘,‘ E‘{ fllﬂ\vr' !’v a 5['"!'1'( lﬂIleahO"

Too bad I couldn’t lay ont in a letter.

I can't help wishing I could send you one,

In wishing you berewith a Merry Christmas.

A FAMILY
[STMAS

CHRIS

SELECTED AND INTROD

UCED BY

Caroline Kennedy

Musteated by Jon | Muth

and Laura Hartman Maestro
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Ghnistmas QBells

by
HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW

£k

I heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old, familiar carols play,

And wild and sweet

The words repeat
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom

Had rolled along

The unbroken song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Till ringing, singing on its way,

The world revolved from night to day,
A voice, a chime,
A chant sublime

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Then from each black, accursed mouth
The cannon thundered in the South,
And with the sound
The carols drowned
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

It was as if an earthquake rent

The hearth-stones of a continent,
And made forlorn
The households born

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And in despair I bowed my head;
“There is no peace on earth,” [ said;
“For hate is strong,
And mocks the song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!”

Then pealed the bells more loud and deep:
“God is not dead, nor doth He sleep;

The Wrong shall fail,

The Right prevail,
With peace on earth, good-will to men.”




int version of In Memoriam, [Ring out, wild bells]
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poets.org

https://poets.org/print/poem/cbe53f11{-b815-4dd7-97b5-7e>4e8cd4 /01

Published on Academy of American Poets (https:/poets.org)

In Memoriam, [Ring out, wild bells]

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky,
The flying cloud, the frosty light:
The year is dying in the night;

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.

Ring out the old, ring in the new,
Ring, happy bells, across the snow:
The year is going, let him go;

Ring out the false, ring in the true.

Ring out the grief that saps the mind
For those that here we see no more;
Ring out the feud of rich and poor,

Ring in redress to all mankind.

Ring out a slowly dying cause,
And ancient forms of party strife;
Ring in the nobler modes of life,

With sweeter manners, purer laws.

Ring out the want, the care, the sin,
The faithless coldness of the times;
Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes
But ring the fuller minstrel in.

Ring out false pride in place and blood,
The civic slander and the spite;
Ring in the love of truth and right,
Ring in the common love of good.

Ring out old shapes of foul disease;
Ring out the narrowing lust of gold;
Ring out the thousand wars of old,

Ring in the thousand years of peace.

Ring in the valiant man and free,
The larger heart, the kindlier hand;
Ring out the darkness of the land,

Ring in the Christ that is to be.

Credit

This poem is in the public domain.

Author

10/18/2019, 2:21 PM



rint version of In Memoriam, [Ring out, wild bells] https://poets.org/print/poem/cbe53f1f-b815-4dd7-97b5-7Te54e8cd4701

Alfred Lord Tennyson

Born in 1809, Alfred Lord Tennyson is one of the most well-loved Victorian poets.

Date Published: 1850-01-01

Source URL: https://poets.org/poem/memoriam-ring-out-wild-bells
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The House of Christmas

G.K. Chesterton

By: G. K. Chesterton

There fared a mother driven forth

Out of an inn to roam;

In the place where she was homeless
All men are at home.

The crazy stable close at hand,

With shaking timber and shifting sand,
Grew a stronger thing to abide and stand
Than the square stones of Rome.

For men are homesick in their homes,

And strangers under the sun,

And they lay on their heads in a foreign land
Whenever the day is done.

Here we have battle and blazing eyes,

And chance and honour and high surprise,
But our homes are under miraculous skies
Where the yule tale was begun.

A Child in a foul stable,

Where the beasts feed and foam;

Only where He was homeless

Are you and I at home;

We have hands that fashion and heads that know,
But our hearts we lost - how long ago!

In a place no chart nor ship can show

Under the sky's dome.

This world is wild as an old wives' tale,

And strange the plain things are,

The earth is enough and the air is enough

For our wonder and our war;

But our rest is as far as the fire-drake swings
And our peace is put in impossible things
Where clashed and thundered unthinkable wings
Round an incredible star.

To an open house in the evening
Home shall men come,

To an older place than Eden
And a taller town than Rome.

http://www.gkc.org.uk/gkc/books/house.html
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1e House of Christmas, by G.K.Chesterton

2 of 2

To the end of the way of the wandering star,
To the things that cannot be and that are,

To the place where God was homeless

And all men are at home.

http://www.gke.org.uk/gkc/books/house.html

B Up to G.K.Chesterton's Works on the Web.
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"Music on Christmas Morning." by Anne Bronté (1820-1849)

First Publication: Poems by Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell London: Aylott and Jones, 8, Paternoster Row,
1846. pp. 45-46.
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[Page 45]
MUSIC ON CHRISTMAS MORNING.

MUSIC I love-but never strain

Could kindle raptures so divine,

So grief assuage, so conquer pain,
And rouse this pensive heart of mine—
As that we hear on Christmas morn,
Upon the wintry breezes borne.

Though Darkness still her empire keep,
And hours must pass, ere morning break;
From troubled dreams, or slumbers deep,
That music kindly bids us wake:

It calls us, with an angel's voice,

To wake, and worship, and rejoice;

To greet with joy the glorious morn,
Which angels welcomed long ago,
When our redeeming Lord was born,
To bring the light of Heaven below;
The Powers of Darkness to dispel,
And rescue Earth from Death and Hell.

While listening to that sacred strain,

My raptured spirit soars on high;

I seem to hear those songs again
Resounding through the open sky,

That kindled such divine delight,

In those who watched their flocks by night.

[Page 46]
With them, I celebrate His birth—
Glory to God, in highest Heaven,

Good-will to men, and peace on Earth,
To us a Saviour-king is given;
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Our God is come to claim His own,
And Satan's power is overthrown!

A sinless God, for sinful men,
Descends to suffer and to bleed;

Hell must renounce its empire then;
The price is paid, the world is freed,
And Satan's self must now confess,
That Christ has earned a Right to bless:

Now holy Peace may smile from heaven,

And heavenly Truth from earth shall spring:

The captive's galling bonds are riven,
For our Redeemer is our King;

And He that gave his blood for men
Will lead us home to God again.

ACTON.

[Next]
8 - "*’_%_ &

Notes:

http:/digital.library.upenn.edu/women/bronte/poems/pba-christmas...

No manuscript for this poem is known to exist. It is therefore difficult to date.
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CHRISTMAS PARTY AT THE
SouTH DANBURY CHURCH

DONALD HALL

A FAMILY
CHRISTMAS

Decenber twenty-first

we gather at the white Church festooned
ved and gree, the tree flashing
green-red lights beside the altar.

After the children of Sunday School
recite Scriptire, sing songs,

and scrape out solos,

they wetire to dress for the finale,

to perform the pageant

again: Mary and Joscph knecling
cradleside, Three Kings,

shepherds and shepherdesses. Their garments
are batbrobes with motkholes,

cut down from the Church’s ancestors.
Standing short and long,

they stare in all directions for mothers,
sisters and brothers,

glogling and waving in recognition,
and at the South Danbury

Church, a moment before Santa
arrives with ber bo-bos

and bags of popeorn, in the half-dark
of whole silence, God

enters the world as a newborn again.

SELECTED AND INTRODUCED By

Caroline Kennedy

Ilustrated by Jon | Muth
and Laura Hartman Maestro

Y

MEW YORK




=

e
|
e
4

J

A FAMILY
CHRISTMAS

SELECTED AND INTRODUCED BY

Caroline Kennedy

" [llustrated by Jon ] Muth
and Laura Hartman Maestro

[k RO

NEW YORK

Crusted with silver, gemmed with stars of light,
Topaz and ruby, emerald, sapphire, pearl,
The enchanted tree within a world of white
Uplifis her myriad crystal branches bright
Against the pale blue skies. The keen winds whirl
Her globéd jewels on the sheeted snow,
That hard and pure as marble lies below.

Yet even as the radiant fruitage falls,

Touching the solid earth, it melts to air.
Gold-glimmering rings and clear, flame-bearted balls,—
These be the magic keys to elfin halls.

The outstretched hands of greed are void and bare,
But clfin bands may clasp, elf eyes may sec,

The mystic glories of the wondrous trec.

Lo, as beneath the sitver boughs I stood,
And watched the gleaming jewel in their beart,
Blue as a star, the subtle charm beld good:
1 touched and clasped a dropping diamond dart,
And, vapt from all the snowy world apart,
Alone within the moist, green woods of May,
1 wandered ere the middle bowr of day.

THeE CHRISTMAS TREE

EMMA LAZARUS



And over me the magic tree omspmld 1 - From ot nry hand the mystic arrow fell:

Her rustling branches like a silken tent; 4 E Like dew it vanished, and I was aware
An azure light the balmy heavens shed: i e Of winter-tide and death. Ab, was it well,
Rose-white with odorous bloom above iy bead, 5 3 Ye mocking elves, to weave this subtle SFH,

Stcarce "neath their burden soft the wreathed sprays bent. : : And break it thus, dissolving imto air
Through them went singing birds, and once on high 2 The fairy fabric of my dream, and show
Surely a blindfold, winged boy-god flew by. _ - Life a brief vision melting with the suow?
In the cool shade two bappy mortals stood

And laughed, becanse the spring was in their veins,
Coursing like beavenly fire along their blood,
To ser the sunbeams pierce the emerald wood,
To hear cach other’s voice, to catch the strains
Of sweet bird-carols in the tree-tops bigh;
And lawghed like gods, who are not born to die.

A spirit nmurmired in mine ear unseen,
“Rucb well the dart thou holdest.” I abeyed,
And all the tree was swathed in living green,
Veiled with bot, bazy sunshine, and between
The ripe, dark leaves plump cherries white and red,
Swaying on slender stalks with every breezz,
Glowed like the gold fruits of Hesperides.

Once more I rubbed the talisman. There came

Onice more a change: the rusty leaves outshone

With tints of bronze against a sky of flame,

Weird with strange light, the same yet not the sam.
But brief the glory, setting with the sun:

A fop-white soraith uprose to haunt the tree,

And shrill oinds whistled through it drearily.




CHRISTMAS DAY IN
THE MORNING

PEARL §. BUCK

HE WOKE SUDDEMLY AND COMPLETELY. IT Wwas four o'clock, the hour at
which his father had always called him to get up and help with the milking. Strange
how the habits of his youth clung to him stilll That was fifty years ago, and his
father had been dead for thirty, yet he waked at four o'clock every morning. Over
the years, he had trained himself to turn over and go to sleep, but this morning it
was Christmas.

Why did he feel so awake tonight? He slipped back in time, as he did so easily
nowadays. He was fifteen years old and still on his father's farm. He loved his
father. He had not known it until one day a few days before Christmas, when he
had overheard his father talking to his mother.

“Mary, I hate to wake Rob in the mornings. He's growing so fast and he needs
his sleep. If you could see how hard he's sleeping when 1 go in to wake him up! 1
wish 1 could manage alone.”

“Well, you can't, Adam.” His mother's voice was brisk. “Besides, he isn't a
child anymore. It's time he took his turn.”

"“Yes,” his father said slowly, “Bur I sure do hate to wake him."

When he heard his father’s words, something in him spoke: His father loved
him! He had never thought of that before, simply taking for granted the tie of their
blood. Neither his father nor his mother talked about loving their children—they
had no time for such things. There was always so much to do on the farm.

Now that he knew his father loved him, there would be no loitering in the
mornings and having to be called again. He always got up immediately after that,
He stumbled blindly in his sleep and pulled on his clothes with his eyes shut, but
lll‘ gnl ||p,

Anil then on the night before Christmas, that year when he was fifteen, he lay

For.a few minutes thinking abour the next day. They were poor, and most of th
cx.cucmeln( about Christmas was in the turkey they had raised themselves and :
mince pies h_is mother had made. His sister sewed presents for everyone and i"e
mother and father always bought him something he needed, like a warm jacl.(er b];:
usually something more tov, such as a book. And he saved and bought them .cach

- something, too.

l::‘LhHe wished, that Christmas when he was fifteen, he had a better present for his
: er. As usual hc had gone to the ten-cent store and bought a rie. It had seemed
nice enough until he lay thinking the night before Christmas. As he gazed out of

~ his attic window, the stars were bright.

JOY 10 THE WORLD wu 16




“Dad,” he had once asked when he was a little boy, “what is a stable?”

“It’s just a barn,” his father had replied, “like ours.”

Then Jesus had been born in a barn, and to a barn the shepherds had come.

The thought struck him like a silver dagger. Why couldn’t he give his father a
special gift too, out there in the barn? He could get up early, earlier than four 1
o'clock, and he could creep into the barn and do all the milking before his father
even got out of bed. He'd do it all alone, milk the cows and clean up, and then when
his father went in to start the milking he'd see it all was done. And he would know
who had done it. He laughed to himself as he looked at the stars. It was what he
would do! He mustn’t sleep too sound and forget to get up early.

He must have waked twenty times, scratching a match each time to look at his -
old watch—midnight, half past one, then two o’clock.

At a quarter to three he got up and put on his clothes. He crept downstairs,
careful to avoid the creaky boards, and let himself out. The cows looked at him,
sleepy and surprised. It was early for them too.

He had never milked all alone before, but it seemed almost easy. He kepr think-
ing about his father’s surprise. His father would come in to get him, saying that he
would get things started while Rob was getting dressed. He'd go to the barn, open
the door, and then he’d go get the two big empty milk cans waiting to be filled. But
they wouldn't be waiting or empty, they'd be standing in the milk house, filled.

“What on earth!” he could hear his father exclaiming.

He smiled and milked steadily, two strong streams rushing into the pail froth-
ing and fragrant.

The task went more easily than he had ever known it to go before. For once,
milking was not a chore. It was something else, a gift to his father who loved him.
He finished, the two milk cans were full, and he covered them and closed the milk
house door carefully, making sure to close the latch.

Back in his room he had only a minute ro pull off his clothes in the darkness
and jump into bed, for he heard his father up and moving around. He put the cov-
ers over his head to silence his quick breathing. The door opened.

“Rob,” his father called. “We have to get up, son, even if it is Christmas.”

“Aw-right,” he said sleepily.

His father closed the door and he lay still, laughing to himself. In just a few
minutes his father would know. His dancing heart was ready to jump from his
body.

The minutes were endless—ten, fifteen, he did not know how many, it seemed
like hours—and he heard his father's footsteps again. When his father opened the
door he lay perfectly still.

“Rob!”

“Yes, Dad?”

His father was laughing, a strange sobbing sort of laugh.

“Thought you'd fool me, did you" His father was standing by his bed, feel-
ing for him, pulling away the covers.

“Merry Christmas, Dad!”

He found his father and clutched him in a great hug. He felt his father’s arms
wrap around him. It was dark and they could not see each other’s faces.

“Son, I thank you. Nobody ever did a nicer thing . .."

“Oh, Dad, I want you to know—I do want to be good!” The words broke
from him of their own will. He did not know what to say. His heart was bursting
with love.

He got up and pulled on his clothes again and they went down to the
Christmas tree. Oh, what a Christmas, and how his heart had nearly burst again
with shyness and pride as his father told his maother and sister about how he, Rob,
had got up all by himself and finished all the milking.

“The best Christmas gift I ever had, and T'll remember it, son, every year on
Christmas morning, so long as I live.”

They had both remembered it every year, and now that his father was dead, he
remembered it alone: that blessed Christmas dawn when, alone with the cows in the
barn, he had made his first gift of cue love.

This Christmas he wanted to write a card to his wife and tell her how much he
loved her. It had been a long time since he had really told her, although he loved
her in a very special way, much more than he ever had when they were young. He
had been fortunate that she had loved him. Ah, that was the true joy of life, the
ability to love. Love was still alive in him, it still was.




It occurred to him suddenly that it was alive because long ago it had been bormn

in him when he knew his father loved him. That was it: Love alone could awiken
love. And he could give the gift again and again. This morning, this blessed
Christmas morning, he would give it to his beloved wife. He would write it down
in a letter for her to read and keep forever, He went to his desk and began to write: -‘

My dearest love . . .
Such a happy, happy, Christmas!

A FAMILY

CHRISTMAS

SELECTED AND INTRODUCED RY

Caroline Kennfdy

Hlustrated by Jon | Muth

and Laura Hartman Macstro
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ut in the woods stood a nice

little Fir-tree. The place he had

was a very good one; the sun

shone on him; as to fresh air, there
was enough of that, and round him grew many
large-sized comrades, pines as well as firs. But
the little Fir wanted so very much to be a
grown-up tree.

He did not think of the warm sun and of
the fresh air; he did not care for the little cot-
tage children that run about and prattled when
they were in the woods looking for wild straw-
berries. The children often came with a whole
pitcherful of berries, or a long row of them
threaded on a straw, and sat down near the
. young Tree and said, “Oh, how pretty he is!

L What a nice little Fir!” But this was what the
Tree could not bear to hear.

At the end of a year he had shot up a good
deal, and after another year he was another
long bit taller; for with fir-trees one can always

“Oh, were I but such a high tree as the
others are!” sighed he. “Then I should be able
to spread out my branches and with the tops
looked into the wide world! Then would the
birds build nests among branches; and when
there was a breeze I could bend with as much
stateliness as the others!”

Neither the sunbeams, nor the birds, nor
the red clouds which morning and evening
sailed above him gave the little Tree any
pleasure.

In winter, when the snow lay glittering on
the ground, a hare would often come leaping

tell by the shoots how many years old they are.

'* >¥, THE FIR-TREE
by HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN

along and jump right over the little Tree. Oh,
that made him so angry! But two winters were
past, and in the third the Tree was so large
that the hare was obliged to go around it. “To
grow and grow, to get older and be tall,”
thought the Tree—“that, after all, is the

A

most delightful thing in the world!”

In autumn the woodcutters always came
and felled some of the largest trees. This
happened every year; and the young Fir-tree,
that had now grown to a very comely size,
trembled at the sight; for the magnificent
great trees fell to the earth with noise and
cracking, the branches were lopped off, and
the trees looked long and bare; they were
hardly to be recognized; and then they were
laid in carts, and the horses dragged them out
of the wood.

Where did they go to? What became of
them?

In spring, when the Swallows and the
Storks came, the Tree asked them, “Don’t
you know where they have been taken?

Have you not met them anywhere?”

The Swallows did not know anything
about it; but the Stork looked musing,
nodded his head, and said, “Yes, I think I
know. I met many ships as I was flying hither
from Egypt; on the ships were magnificent
masts, and I venture to assert that it was they
that smelt so of fir. I may congratulate you,
for they lifted themselves on high most
majestically!”

“Oh, were I but old enough to fly across
the sea! But how does the sea look in reality?

&
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would take a long time to explain,”

. * Stork; and with these words off he

joice in thy growth!” said the Sun-
Beams; “rejoice in the vigorous growth and
Jm the fresh life that moveth within thee!”

~ And the Wind kissed the Tree, and the
. Dew wept tears over him, but the Fir under-
. stood it not.

When Christmas came, quite young trees
were cut down, trees which often were not
even as large or of the same age as this Fir-
tree who could never rest but always wanted
to be off. These young trees, and they were
always the finest-looking, retained their
branches; they were laid on carts, and the
horses drew them out of the wood.

“Where are they going to?” asked the Fir.
“They are not taller than I; there was one in-
deed that was considerably shorter—and why
do they retain all their branches? Whither are
they taken?”

“We know! We know!” chirped the Spar-
rows. ‘“We have peeped in at the windows in
the town below! We know whither they are
taken! The greatest splendor and the greatest
magnificence one can imagine await them. We
peeped through the windows and saw them
planted in the middle of the warm room, and
ornamented with the most splendid things—
with gilded apples, with gingerbread, with
toys, and many hundred lights!”

“And then?” asked the Fir-tree, trembling
in every bough. “And then? What happens
then?”

“We did not see anything more; it was in-
comparably beautiful.”

“I would fain know if I am destined for so
glorious a career,” cried the Tree, rejoicing.

“That is still better than to cross the sea!
What a longing do I suffer! Were Christmas
but come! I am now tall, and my branches
spread like the others that were carried off
last year! Oh, were I but already on the cart!
Were I in the warm room with all the splendor
and magnificence! Yes; then something better,
something still grander, will surely follow, or
wherefore should they thus ornament me?
Something better, something still grander,
must follow—but what? Oh, how I long, how
I suffer! I do not know myself what is the
matter with me!”’

“Rejoice in our presence!” said the Air and
the Sunlight; “rejoice in thy own fresh youth!”

But the Tree did not rejoice at all; he grew
and grew, and was green both winter and sum-
mer. People that saw him said, “What a fine

tree!”’ and toward Christmas he was one of the
first that was cut down. The ax struck deep

into the very pith; the tree fell to the earth
with a sigh; he felt a pang—it was like a swoon;
he could not think of happiness, for he was
sorrowful at being separated from his home,
from the place where he had sprung up. He
well knew that he should never see his dear

old comrades, the little bushes and flowers
around him, any more, perhaps not even the
birds! The departure was not at all agreeable.

The Tree only came to himself when he
was unloaded in a courtyard with the other
trees, and heard a man say, ‘“That one is
splendid; we don’t want the others.”” Then
two servants came in rich livery and carried
the Fir-tree into a large and splendid drawing
room. Portraits were hanging on the walls, and
near the white porcelain stove stood two large
Chinese vases with lions on the covers. There,
too, were large easy chairs, silken sofas, large

tables full of picture books and full of toys
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worth hundreds and hundreds of crowns—at
least the children said so. And the Fir-tree was
stuck upright in a cask that was filled with
sand; but no one could see that it was a cask,
for green cloth was hung all around it, and it
stood on a large, gaily colored carpet. Oh, how
the tree quivered! What was to happen? The
servants as well as the young ladies decorated
it. On one branch there hung little nets cut
out of colored paper, and each net was filled
with sugarplums; and among the other boughs
gilded apples and walnuts were suspended,
looking as though they had grown there, and
little blue and white tapers were placed
among the leaves. Dolls that looked for all the
world like men—the Tree had never beheld
such before—were seen among the foliage, and
at the very top a large star of gold tinsel was
fixed. It was really splendid—beyond descrip-
tion splendid.

“This evening!” said they all; “how it will

'!‘l

shine this evening!
“Oh,” thought the Tree, “if the evening
were but come! If the tapers were but lighted!
And then I wonder what will happen! Perhaps
the other trees from the forest will come to
look at me! Perhaps the sparrows will beat
against the windowpanes! I wonder if I shall

take root here and winter and summer stand
covered with ornaments.”

He knew very much about the matter! But
he was so impatient that for sheer longing he
got a pain in his back, and this with trees is
the same thing as a headache with us.

The candles were now lighted. What bright-
ness! What splendor! The Tree trembled so in
every bough that one of the tapers set fire to
the foliage. It blazed up splendidly.

“Help! help!” cried the young ladies, and ‘

they quickly put out the fire.

Now the Tree did not even dare tremble.
What a state he was in! He was so uneasy lest
he should lose something of his splendor that
he was quite bewildered amid the glare and
brightness, when suddenly both folding doors
opened and a troop of children rushed in as if
they would upset the Tree. The older persons
followed quietly; the little ones stood quite
still. But it was only for a moment; then they
shouted so that the whole place re-echoed
with their rejoicing; they danced round the
Tree, and one present after the other was
pulled off.

“What are they about?” thought the Tree.
“What is to happen now?” And the lights
burned down to the very branches, and as they
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burned down they were put out one after the
other, and then the children had permission to
plunder the Tree. So they fell upon it with
such violence that all its branches cracked; if
it had not been fixed firmly in the cask it
would certainly have tumbled down.

The children danced about with their beau-
tiful playthings; no one looked at the Tree ex-
cept the old nurse, who peeped between the
branches; but it was only to see if there was a
fig or an apple left that had been forgotten.

“A story! A story!” cried the children,
drawing a little fat man toward the Tree. He
seated himself under it and said, “Now we are
in the shade, and the Tree can listen too. But
I shall tell only one story. Now which will
you have: that about Ivedy-Avedy, or about
Klumpy-Dumpy who tumbled downstairs,
and yet after all came to the throne and
married the princess?”

“Ivedy-Avedy,” cried some; “Klumpy-
Dumpy,” cried the others. There was such a
bawling and screaming. The Fir-tree alone was
silent, and he thought to himself, “Am I not

to bawl with the rest—am I to do nothing
whatever?” for he was one of the company
and had done what he had to do.

And the man told about Klumpy-Dumpy
that tumbled down, who notwithstanding
came to the throne and at last married the
princess. And the children clapped their hands
and cried out, “Oh, go on! Do go on!” They
wanted to hear about Ivedy-Avedy, too, but
the little man only told them about Klumpy-
Dumpy. The Fir-tree stood quite still and ab-
sorbed in thought; the birds in the wood had
never related the like of this. “Klumpy-
Dumpy fell downstairs, and yet he married
the princess! Yes, yes! That’s the way of the
world!” thought the Fir-tree, and believed it

all, because the man who told the story was

so good-looking. “Well, well! Who knows,
perhaps I may fall downstairs, too, and get a
princess as wife!” And he looked forward with
joy to the morrow, when he hoped to be
decked out again with lights, playthings,
fruits, and tinsel.

&

“I won’t tremble tomorrow!” thought the
Fir-tree. “I will enjoy to the full all my
splendor! Tomorrow I shall hear again the
story of Klumpy-Dumpy, and perhaps that of
Ivedy-Avedy, too.” And the whole night the
Tree stood still and in deep thought.

In the morning the servant and the house-
maid came in.

“Now, then, the splendor will begin again,”
thought the Fir, but they dragged him out of
the room, and up the stairs into the loft; and
here in a dark corner, where no daylight could
enter, they left him. “What’s the meaning of
this?” thought the Tree. “What am I to do
here? What shall I hear now, I wonder?”” And
he leaned against the wall, lost in reverie.
Time enough had he, too, for his reflections,

for days and nights passed on, and nobody
came up; and when at last somebody did
come it was only to put some great trunks in
a corner out of the way. There stood the Tree,
quite hidden; it seemed as if he had been
entirely forgotten.

“ *Tis now winter out-of-doors!” thought
the Tree. “The earth is hard and covered with
snow; men cannot plant me now, and there-
fore I have been put up here under shelter
till the springtime comes! How thoughtful
that is! How kind man is, after all! If it only
were not so dark here and so terribly lonely!
Not even a hare. And out in the woods it
was so pleasant when the snow was on the
ground, and the hare leaped by; yes, even
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when he jumped over me; but I did not like where cheeses lie on the shelves and hams hang
it then. It is really terribly lonely here!” from above, where one dances about on tallow
“Squ' Squeak!” said a little Mouse, at candles; that place where one enters lean and

moment peeping out of his hole. comes out again fat and portly?”

}%F.‘ \ ﬁan another little one came. “I know no such place,” said the Tree. ‘
R «But I know the wood, where the sun shines,
g and where the little birds sing.” And then he

told all about his youth; and the little Mice
had never heard the like before; and they
listened and said, “Well, to be sure! How
much you have seen! How happy you must
have been!”

“11” said the Fir-tree, thinking over what
he had himself related. “Yes, in reality those
were happy times.” And then he told about
Christmas Eve, when he was decked out with
cakes and candles.

“Oh,” said the little Mice, “how fortunate
you have been, old Fir-tree!”

“I am by no means old,” said he. “I came
from the wood this winter; I am in my prime, ‘
and am only rather short for my age.”

“What delightful stories you know!” said
the Mice; and the next night they came with
four other little Mice, who were to hear what
the Tree recounted; and the more he related
the more plainly he remembered all himself;

v snuffed about the Fir-tree and and it appeared as if those times had really

rustled among the branches. been happy times. “But they may still come—
* “J¢ is dreadfully cold,” said the Mouse. they may still come. Klumpy-Dumpy fell
Byt for that it would be delightful here, old downstairs, and yet he got a princess!” And
Fir, wouldn’t it?” he thought at the moment of a nice little
“J am by no means old,” said the Fir-tree. Birch-tree growing out in the wood; to the
“There’s many a one considerably older than Fir that would be a real charming princess.
Iam.” “Who is Klumpy-Dumpy?” asked the Mice.
“Where do you come from,” asked the Mice, So then the Fir-tree told the whole fairy tale, A
~ “and what can you do?” They were so ex- for he could remember every single word of
" tremely curious. “Tell us about the most it; and the little Mice jumped for joy up to
' beautiful spot on the earth. Have you never the very top of the Tree. Next night two more
' been there? Were you never in the larder Mice came, and on Sunday two Rats, even;
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but they said the stories were not interesting,
which vexed the little Mice; and they, too, now
began to think them not so very amusing,
either.

“Do you know only one story?” asked the
Rats.

“Only that one,” answered the Tree. “I
heard it on my happiest evening; but I did not
then know how happy I was.”

“It is a very stupid story! Don’t you know
one about bacon and tallow candles? Can’t
you tell any larder stories?”

“No,” said the Tree.

“Then good-by,” said the Rats; and they
went home.

At last the little Mice stayed away also; and
the Tree sighed. “After all, it was very pleasant
when the sleek little Mice sat around me and
listened to what I told them. Now that, too, is
over. But I will take good care to enjoy my-
self when I am brought out again.”

But when was that to be? Why, one morn-
ing there came a quantity of people and set
to work in the loft. The trunks were moved,
the Tree was pulled out and thrown—rather
hard, it is true—down on the floor, but a2 man
drew him toward the stairs, where the day-
light shone.

“Now a merry life will begin again,” thought
the Tree. He felt the fresh air, the first sun-
beam—and now he was out in the courtyard.
All passed so quickly, there was so much
going on around him, that the Tree quite for-
got to look to himself. The court adjoined a
garden, and all was in flower; the roses hung
so fresh and odorous over the balustrade, the
lindens were in blossom, the Swallows flew by
and said, “Quirre-vit! My husband is come!”
but it was not the Fir-tree that they meant.

“Now, then, I shall really enjoy life,” said

he, exultingly, and spread out his branches;
but alas! they were all withered and yellow.
It was in a corner that he lay, among weeds
and nettles. The golden star of tinsel was still
on the top of the Tree, and glittered in the
sunshine.

In the courtyard some of the merry children
were playing who had danced at Christmas
round the Fir-tree and were so glad at the
sight of him. One of the youngest ran and tore
off the golden star.

“Only look what is still on the ugly old
Christmas tree!” said he, trampling on the
branches so that they all cracked beneath
his feet.

And the tree beheld all the beauty of the
flowers and the freshness in the garden; he
beheld himself and wished he had remained
in his dark corner in the loft; he thought of
his first youth in the wood, of the merry
Christmas Eve, and of the little Mice who had
listened with so much pleasure to the story of

4

Klumpy-Dumpy.

“ *Tis over! 'Tis past!” said the poor Tree.
“Had 1 but rejoiced when I had reason to do
so! But now ’tis past, ’tis past!”

And the gardner’s boy chopped the Tree
into small pieces; there was a heap lying there.
The wood flamed up splendidly under the
large brewing cauldron, and it sighed so deeply!
Each sigh was like a shot.

The boys played about in the court, and the
youngest wore the gold star on his breast
which the Tree had had on the happiest even-
ing of his life. However, that was over now—
the Tree gone, the story at an end. All, all was
over; every tale must end at last.

110



gﬁﬂmlly BOOE @f

]:m arlton
ason Fhulman

PROPERTY OF
G.E.P. DODGE LIBRARY
BENNINGTON, NH 03442

O e rel e O Cew O Ol O T Ul U L A

A Perigee Book




THE LITTLE MATCH-GIRL
by HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN

t was terribly cold; it snowed and was already
almost dark, and evening came on, the last evening

of the year. In the cold and gloom a poor little girl,
bareheaded and barefoot, was walking through the streets.
When she left her own house she certainly had had slippers
on, but of what use were they? They were very big slippers,
and her mother had used them till then, so big were they.
The little maid lost them as she slipped across the road,
where two carriages were rattling by terribly fast. One slipper
was not to be found again, and a boy had seized the other
and run away with it. He thought he could use it very well as
a cradle some day when he had children of his own. So now
the little girl went with her little naked feet, which were
quite red and blue with cold. In an old apron she carried a
number of matches, and a bundle of them in her hand. No
one had bought anything of her all day, and no one had given

her a farthing. LY o
Shivering with cold and hunger, she crept along, a picture
of misery, poor little girl! The snowflakes covered her long
fair hair, which fell in pretty curls over her neck; but she did
not think of that now. In all the windows lights were shining,
and there was a glorious smell of roast goose, for it was New

Year’s Eve. Yes, she thought of that!
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In a corner formed by two houses, one of which projected
beyond the other, she sat down, cowering. She had drawn up
her little feet, but she was still colder, and she did not dare to
go home, for she had sold no matches and did not bring a far-
thing of money. From her father she would certainly receive
a beating; and, besides, it was cold at home, for they had noth-
ing over them but a roof through which the wind whistled,
though the largest rents had been stopped with straw and rags.

Her little hands were almost benumbed with the cold. Ah,
a match might do her good, if she could only draw one from
the bundle and rub it against the wall and warm her hands at
it. She drew one out. R-r-atch! how it sputtered and burned!
It was a warm, bright flame, like a little candle, when she held
her hands over it; it was a wonderful little light! It really
seemed to the little girl as if she sat before a great polished
stove with bright brass feet and a brass cover. How the fire
burned! How comfortable it was! But the little flame went
out, the stove vanished, and she had only the remains of the

burnt match in her hand.

A second was rubbed against the wall. It burned up, and
[1 when the light fell upon the wall it became transparent like a
+ thin veil, and she could see through it into the room. On the
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along the floor, with a knife and fork in its breast, to the little
girl. Then the match went out and only the thick, damp, cold
wall was before her. She lighted another match. Then she was
sitting under a beautiful Christmas tree; it was greater and
more ornamented than the one she had seen through the glass
door at the rich merchant’s. Thousands of candles burned upon
the green branches, and colored pictures like those in the print
shops looked down upon them. The little girl stretched forth
her hand toward them; then the match went out. The Christ-
mas lights mounted higher. She saw them now as stars in the
sky; one of them fell down, forming a long line of fire.

“Now someone is dying,” thought the little girl, for her old
grandmother, the only person who had loved her, and who
was now dead, had told her that when a star fell down a soul

mounted up to God. S \ ‘
She rubbed another match agamst the wall; it became
bright again, and in the brightness the old grandmother stood

clear and shining, mild and lovely. s
“Grandmother!” cried the child. “Oh take me w1th you'
know you will go when the match is burned out. You will
vanish like the warm fire, the warm food, and the great glori-
ous Christmas tree!”’ o el G R e
And she hastily rubbed the whole bundle of matches, for
she wished to hold her grandmother fast. And the matches
burned with such a glow that it became brighter than in the

middle of the day; grandmother had never been so large or so
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in brightness and joy above the earth, very, very high, and up
there was neither cold, nor hunger, nor care—they were with

God.

But in the corner, leaning against the wall, sat the poor girl
vith red cheeks and smiling mouth, frozen to death on the
ast evening of the old year. The New Year’s sun rose upon a
Hittle corpse! The child sat there, stiff and cold, with the
matches, of which one bundle was burned. “She wanted to

m herself,” the people said. No one imagined what a
thing she had seen and in what glory she had gone
her grandmother to the New Year’s Day.
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anta Claus lives in the Laughing
Valley, where stands the big ram-
bling castle in which his toys are
B manufactured. His workmen,
selected from the ryls, knooks, pixies and
fairies, live with him, and every one is as busy
as can be from one year’s end to another.

It is called the Laughing Valley because
everything there is happy and gay. The brook
chuckles to itself as it leaps rollicking between
its green banks; the wind whistles merrily in
the trees; the sunbeams dance lightly over the
soft grass, and the violets and wildflowers look
smilingly up from their green nests. To laugh
one needs to be happy; to be happy one needs
to be content. And throughout the Laughing
Valley of Santa Claus contentment reigns
supreme.

On one side is the mighty Forest of Burzee.
At the other side stands the huge mountain
that contains the Caves of the Daemons. And
between them the Valley lies smiling and
peaceful.

One would think that our good old Santa
Claus, who devotes his days to making chil-
dren happy, would have no enemies on all the
earth; and, as a matter of fact, for a long peri-
od of time he encountered nothing but love
wherever he might go.

But the Daemons who live in the mountain
caves grew to hate Santa Claus very much, and
all for the simple reason that he made children

happy.

The Caves of the Daemons are five in num-

A KIDNAPPED SANTA CLAUS
/ from The Delineator, Vol. LXIV

by L. FRANK BAUM

ber. A broad pathway leads up to the first
cave, which is a finely arched cavern at the
foot of the mountain, the entrance being beau-
tifully carved and decorated. In it resides the
Daemon of Selfishness. Back of this is another
cavern inhabited by the Daemon of Envy. The
cave of the Daemon of Hatred is next in order,
and through this, one passes to the home of
the Daemon of Malice—situated in a dark and
fearful cave in the very heart of the mountain.
I do not know what lies beyond this. Some
say there are terrible pitfalls leading to death
and destruction, and this may very well be
true. However, from each one of the four
caves mentioned there is a small, narrow tun-
nel leading to the fifth cave—a cozy little room
occupied by the Daemon of Repentance. And
as the rocky floors of these passages are well
worn by the track of passing feet, I judge that
many wanderers in the Caves of the Daemons
have escaped through the tunnels to the abode
of the Daemon of Repentance, who is said to
be a pleasant sort of fellow who gladly opens
for one a little door admitting you into fresh
air and sunshine again.

Well, these Daemons of the Caves, thinking
they had great cause to dislike old Santa Claus,
held a meeting one day to discuss the matter.
said the

Daemon of Selfishness. “For Santa Claus dis-

“I’'m really getting lonesome,”

tributes so many pretty Christmas gifts to all
the children that they become happy and
generous, through his example, and keep away
from my cave.”
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“I’'m having the same trouble,” rejoined
the Daemon of Envy. “The little ones seem
quite content with Santa Claus, and there are
few, indeed, that I can coax to become
envious.”

“And that makes it bad for me!” declared
the Daemon of Hatred. For if no children pass
through the caves of Selfishness and Envy,
none can get to my cavern.”

“Or to mine,” added the Daemon of Malice.

“For my part,” said the Daemon of Repen-
tance, “it is easily seen that if children do not
visit your caves they have no need to visit
mine; so I am quite as neglected as you are.”

“And all because of this person they call
Santa Claus!” exclaimed the Daemon of Envy.
“He is simply ruining our business, and some-
thing must be done at once.”

To this they readily agreed; but what to do
was another and more difficult matter to set-
tle. They knew that Santa Claus worked all
through the year at his castle in the Laughing
Valley, preparing the gifts he was to distribute
on Christmas Eve; and at first they resolved to
try to tempt him into their caves, that they
might lead him on to the terrible pitfalls that
ended in destruction.

So the very next day, while Santa Claus was
busily at work, surrounded by his little band
of assistants, the Daemon of Selfishness came
to him and said, “These toys are wonderfully
bright and pretty. Why do you not keep them
for yourself? It’s a pity to give them to those
‘noisy boys and fretful girls, who break and
destroy them so quickly.”

“Nonsense!” cried the old graybeard, his
bright eyes twinkling merrily as he turned
toward the tempting Daemon; “the boys and
girls are never so noisy and fretful after re-
ceiving my presents, and if I can make them

happy for one day in the year I am quite
content.”

So the Daemon went back to the others,

who awaited him in their caves, and said, “I
have failed, for Santa Claus is not at all selfish.”
The following day the Daemon of Envy
visited Santa Claus. Said he, “The toy-shops
are full of playthings quite as pretty as these
you are making. What a shame it is that they
should interfere with your business! They make
toys by machinery much quicker than you
can make them by hand; and they sell them
for money, while you get nothing at all for
your work.”
But Santa Claus refused to be envious of
the toy-shops.
“I can supply the little ones but once a
year—on Christmas Eve,” he answered; “for
the children are many, and I am but one. And
as my work is one of love and kindness I
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. would be ashamed to receive money for my
"J ittle gifts. But throughout all the year the
~ children must be amused in some way, and so
" the toy-shops are able to bring much happi-

' ness to my little friends. I like the toy-shops,
and am glad to see them prosper.”

" Inspite of this second rebuff, the Daemon
" of Hatred thought he would try to influence
Santa Claus. So the next day he entered the
"~ busy workshop and said, “Good morning,
El . Santa! I have bad news for you.”

i “Then run away, like a good fellow,”
answered Santa Claus. ‘“Bad news is something

that should be kept secret and never told.”

“You cannot escape this, however,”
~ declared the Daemon; “for in the world are a
~ good many who do not believe in Santa
" (Claus, and these you are bound to hate bit-
terly, since they have so wronged you.”
“Stuff and rubbish!”’ cried Santa.

“And there are others who resent your
making children happy and who sneer at you
and call you a foolish old rattlepate! You are
quite right to hate such base slanderers, and
l“ you ought to be revenged upon them for their
evil words.”

“But I don’t hate ’em!”’ exclaimed Santa

I Claus, positively. “Such people do me no real
I harm, but merely render themselves and their

children unhappy. Poor things! I'd much
~ rather help them any day than injure them.”
Indeed, the Daemons could not tempt
~ old Santa Claus in any way. On the contrary,
he was shrewd enough to see that their object
in visiting him was to make mischief and
trouble. So the Daemons abandoned honeyed
words and determined to use force.

It is well known that no harm can come to
Santa Claus while he is in the Laughing Valley,
for the faries, and ryls, and knooks all protect

e

him. But on Christmas Eve he drives his rein-
deer out into the big world, carrying a sleigh-
load of toys and pretty gifts to the children;
and this was the time and the occasion when
his enemies had the best chance to injure him.
So the Daemons laid their plans and awaited
the arrival of Christmas Eve.

The moon shone big and white in the sky,
and the snow lay crisp and sparkling on the
ground as Santa Claus cracked his whip and

sped away out of the Valley into the great
world beyond. The roomy sleigh was packed
full with huge sacks of toys, and as the rein-
deer dashed onward our jolly old Santa laughed
and whistled and sang for very joy. For in all
his merry life this was the one day in the year
when he was happiest—the day he lovingly
bestowed the treasures on his workshop upon

the little children.
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It would be a busy night for him, he well
knew. As he whistled and shouted and cracked
his whip again, he reviewed in mind all the
towns and cities and farm-houses where he
was expected, and figured that he had just
enough presents to go around and make every
child happy. The reindeer knew exactly what
was expected of them, and dashed along so
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swiftly that their feet scarely seemed to touch
the snow-covered ground.

Suddenly a strange thing happened: a rope
shot through the moonlight and a big noose
that was in the end of it settled over the arms
and body of Santa Claus and drew tight. Be-
fore he could resist or even cry out he was
jerked from the seat of the sleigh and tumbled
head foremost into a snowbank, while the rein-
deer rushed onward with the load of toys and
carried it quickly out of sight and sound.

Such a surprising experience confused old
Santa for a moment, and when he had collected
his senses he found that the wicked Daemons
had pulled him from the snowdrift and bound
him tightly with many coils of the stout rope.
And then they carried the kidnapped Santa
Claus away to their mountain, where they
thrust the prisoner into a secret cave and
chained him to the rocky wall so that he could

not escape.

“Ha, ha!” laughed the Daemons, rubbing
their hands together with cruel glee. “What
will the children do now? How they will cry
and scold and storm when they find there are
no toys in their stockings and no gifts on
their Christmas trees! And what a lot of pun-
ishment they will receive from their parents,
and how they will flock to our caves of Self-

ishness, and Envy, and Hatred, and Malice!
We have done a mighty clever thing, we
Daemons of the Caves!”

Now it so chanced that on this Christmas
Eve the good Santa Claus had taken with him
in his sleigh Nuter the Ryl, Peter the Knook,
Kilter the Pixie, and a small fairy named
Wisk—his four favorite assistants. These little
people he had often found very useful in help-
ing him to distribute his gifts to the children,

and when their master was so suddenly
dragged from the sleigh they were all snugly
tucked underneath the seat, where the sharp
wind could not reach them.

The tiny immortals knew nothing of the
capture of Santa Claus until some time after
he had disappeared. But finally they missed
his cheery voice, and as their master always
sang or whistled on his journeys, the silence
warned them that something was wrong,

Little Wisk stuck out his head from under-
neath the seat and found Santa Claus gone
and no one to direct the flight of the reindeer.

“Whoa!” he called out, and the deer obedi-
ently slackened speed and came to a hal.

Peter and Nuter and Kilter all jumped upon
the seat and looked back over the track made
by the sleigh. But Santa Claus had been left
miles and miles behind.

“What shall we do?" asked Wisk, anxiously,
all the mirth and mischief banished from his
wee face by this great calamity.

“We must go back at once and find our
master,” said Nuter the Ryl, who thought and
spoke with much deliberation.

“No, no!” exclaimed Peter the Knook, who
cross and crabbed though he was, might al-
ways be depended upon in an emergency. “If
we delay, or go back, there will not be time to
get the toys to the children before morning;
and that would grieve Santa Claus more than
anything else.”

“It is certain that some wicked creatures
have captured him,” added Kilter, thought-
fully; “and their object must be to make the

children unhappy. So our first duty is to get
the toys distributed as carefully as if Santa
Claus were himself present. Afterward we can
search for our master and easily secure his
freedom.”
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This seemed such good and sensible advice
that the others at once resolved to adopt it.
So Peter the Knook called to the reindeer,
and the faithful animals again sprang forward
and dashed over hill and valley, through
forest and plain, until they came to the house
wherein children lay sleeping and dreaming of
the pretty gifts they would find on Christmas
morning.

The little immortals had set themselves a
difficult task; for although they had assisted
Santa Claus on many of his journeys, their
master had always directed and guided them
and told them exactly what he wished them to
do. But now they had to distribute the toys
according to their own judgment, and they
did not understand children as well as did old
Santa. So it is no wonder they made some
i laughable errors.

Mamie Brown, who wanted a doll, got a
drum instead; and a drum is of no use to a
girl who loves dolls. And Charlie Smith, who
delights to romp and play out of doors, and
who wanted some new rubber boots to keep
his feet dry, received a sewing-box filled with
colored worsteds and threads and needles,
which made him so provoked that he thought-
lessly called our dear Santa Claus a fraud.

Had there been many such mistakes the
Daemons would have accomplished their evil
purpose and made the children unhappy. But
" the little friends of the absent Santa Claus

" labored faithfully and intelligently to carry
" out their master’s ideas, and they made fewer
errors than might be expected under such

. mnusual circumstances.

" And, although they worked as swiftly as
4 ible, day had begun to break before the
| and other presents were all distributed;

=r trotted into the Laughing Valley, on their

return, in broad daylight, with the brilliant
sun peeping over the edge of the forest to
prove they were far behind their accustomed
hour.

Having put the deer in the stable, the little
folk began to wonder how they might rescue
their master; and they realized they must
discover, first of all, what had happened to
him and where he was.

So Wisk the Fairy transported himself to
the bower of the Fairy Queen, which was
located deep in the heart of the Forest of
Burzee; and once there, it did not take him
long to find out all about the naughty Dae-
mons and how they had kidnapped the good
Santa Claus to prevent his making children
happy. The Fairy Queen also promised her
assistance, and then, fortified by this power-
ful support, Wisk flew back to where Nuter
and Peter and Kilter awaited him, and the
four counselled together and laid plans to
rescue their master from his enemies.

It is possible that Santa Claus was not as
merry as usual during the night that succeeded
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his capture. For although he had faith in the
judgment of his little friends he could not
avoid a certain amount of worry, and an anxi-
ous look would creep at times into his kind
old eyes as he thought of the disappointment
that might await his dear little children. And
the Daemons, who guarded him by turns, one
after another, did not neglect to taunt him
with contemptuous words in his helpless
condition.

When Christmas Day dawned the Daemon
of Malice was guarding the prisoner, and his
tongue was sharper than that of any of the
others.

“The children are waking up, Santa!” he
cried; “they are waking up to find their stock-
ings empty! Ho, ho! How they will quarrel,
and wail, and stamp their feet in anger! Our
caves will be full to-day, old Santa! Our caves
are sure to be full!”

But to this, as to other like taunts, Santa
Claus answered nothing. He was much grieved
by his capture, it is true; but his courage did
not forsake him. And, finding that the pris-
oner would not reply to his jeers, the Daemon
of Malice presently went away, and sent the
Daemon of Repentance to take his place.

This last personage was not so disagreeable
as the others. He had gentle and refined
features, and his voice was soft and pleasant
in tone.

“My brother Daemons do not trust me over-
much,” said he, as he entered the cavern;

“but it is morning, now, and the mischief is
done. You cannot visit the children again for
another year.”

“That is true,” answered Santa Claus, al-
most cheerfully; “Christmas Eve is past, and
for the first time in centuries I have not
visited my children.”

“The little ones will be greatly disappointed,”
murmured the Daemon of Repentance, al-
most regretfully, “but that cannot be helped
now. Their grief is likely to make the children
selfish and envious and hateful, and if they
come to the Caves of the Daemons today I
shall get a chance to lead some of them to my
Cave of Repentance.”

“Do you never repent, yourself?”’ asked
Santa Claus, curiously.

“Oh, yes, indeed,” answered the Daemon.
“I am even now repenting that I assisted in
your capture. Of course it is too late to
remedy the evil that has been done; but re-
pentance, you know, can come only after an
evil thought or deed, for in the beginning
there is nothing to repent of.”

“So I understand,” said Santa Claus. “Those
who avoid evil need never visit your cave.”

“As a rule, that is true,” replied the Dae- r
mon; “yet you, who have done no evil, are L
about to visit my cave at once; for to prove
that I sincerely regret my share in your cap-
ture I am going to permit you to escape.”

This speech greatly surprised the prisoner, r
until he reflected that it was just what might

be expected of the Daemon of Repentance.
The fellow at once busied himself untying the
knots that bound Santa Claus and unlocking
the chains that fastened him to the wall. Then
he led the way through a long tunnel until
they both emerged in the Cave of Repentance.

“I hope you will forgive me,” said the Dae-
mon, pleadingly. “I am not really a bad person,
you know; and I believe I accomplish a great
deal of good in the world.”

With this he opened a back door that let in
a flood of sunshine, and Santa Claus sniffed
the fresh air gratefully. |

“I bear no malice,” said he to the Daemon,
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in a gentle voice; “and I am sure the world
would be a dreary place without you. So, good
morning, and a Merry Christmas to you!”

With these words he stepped out to greet
the bright morning, and a moment later he
was trudging along, whistling softly to himself,
on his way to his home in the Laughing Valley.

Marching over the snow toward the moun-
tain was a vast army, made up of the most
curious creatures imaginable. There were num-
berless knooks from the forests, as rough and
crooked in appearance as the gnarled branches
of the trees they ministered to. And there
were dainty ryls from the fields, each one
bearing the emblem of the flower or plant it
guarded. Behind these were many ranks of
pixies, gnomes and nymphs, and in the rear a
thousand beautiful fairies floating along in gor-
geous array.

This wonderful army was led by Wisk,
Peter, Nuter and Kilter, who had assembled it
to rescue Santa Claus from captivity and to
punish the Daemons who had dared to take
him away from his beloved children.

And, although they looked so bright and
peaceful, the little immortals were armed with
powers that would be very terrible to those who
had incurred their anger. Woe to the Daemons
of the Caves if this mighty army of vengeance
ever met them!

But lo! Coming to meet his loyal friends
appeared the imposing form of Santa Claus,
his white beard floating in the breeze and his
bright eyes sparkling with pleasure at this
proof of the love and veneration he had in-
spired in the hearts of the most powerful
creatures in existence.

And while they clustered around him and
danced with glee at his safe return, he gave
them earnest thanks for their support. But

Wisk, and Nuter, and Peter, and Kilter, he
embraced affectionately.

“It is useless to pursue the Daemons,”
said Santa Claus to the army. “They have
their place in the world, and can never be
destroyed. But that is a great pity, neverthe-
less,” he continued, musingly.

So the fairies, and knooks, and pixies, and
ryls all escorted the good man to his castle,
and there left him to talk over the events of
the night with his little assistants.

Wisk had already rendered himself invisible
and flown through the big world to see how
the children were getting along on this bright
Christmas morning; and by the time he re-
turned, Peter had finished telling Santa Claus
of how they had distributed the toys.

‘“We really did very well,” cried the Fairy,
in a pleased voice; “for I found little unhappi-
ness among the children this morning. Still,
you must not get captured again, my dear
master, for we might not be so fortunate
another time in carrying out your ideas.”

He then related the mistakes that had been
made, and which he had not discovered until
his tour of inspection. And Santa Claus at once
sent him with rubber boots for Charlie
Smith, and a doll for Mamie Brown; so that
even those two disappointed ones became

happy.

As for the Wicked Daemons of the Caves,
they were filled with anger and chagrin when
they found that their clever capture of Santa
Clause had come to naught. Indeed, no one
on that Christmas Day appeared to be at all
selfish, or envious, or hateful. And, realizing
that while the children’s saint had so many
powerful friends it was folly to oppose him,
the Daemons never again attempted to inter-
fere with his journeys on Christmas Eve.
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. by LOUISA

‘ u‘, Fwents,” grumbled Jo, lying on the rug.
~ “It’s so dreadful to be poor!” sighed Meg,
king down at her old dress.
= don’t think it’s fair for some girls to
e plenty of pretty things, and other girls
thing at all,” added little Amy, with an
d sniff
“We've got father and mother and ea

21II

The four young faces on which the fire-

t shone brightened at the cheerful words,
‘darkened again as Jo said sadly,—

“We haven'’t got father, and shall not have
) for a long time.” She didn’t say “perhaps
er,” but each silently added it, thinking of
father far away, where the fighting was.

E Nobody spoke for a minute; then Meg said
_ an altered tone, “You know the reason
other proposed not having any presents this
s was because it is going to be a hard
ter for everyone; and she thinks we ought
to spend money for pleasure, when our

a1 are suffering so in the army. We can’t do
ch, but we can make our little sacrifices,
ought to do it gladly. But I am afraid I
’t.” And Meg shook her head, as she

ht regretfully of all the pretty things
anted.

at I don’t think the little we should
'would do any good. We’ve each got a
and the army wouldn’t be much

by our giving that. I agree not to ex-
mything from mother or you, but I do

ISLITlC

“Christmas won’t be Christmas without any

= vl 2 - Ch
,” said Beth contentedly, from her?

CHRISTMAS AT ORCHARD HOUSE

MAY ALCOTT < oy

want to buy Undine and Sintram for myself;
I’'ve wanted to so long,” said Jo, who was a
bookworm.

“I planned to spend mine in new music,”
said Beth, with a little sigh, which no one
heard but the hearth brush and kettle holder.

“I shall get a nice box of Faber’s drawing-
pencils; I really need them,” said Amy de-
cidedly.

“Mother didn’t say anything about our
money, and she won’t wish us to give up
everything. Let’s each buy what we want, and
have a little fun; I’'m sure we work hard
enough to earn it,” cried Jo, examining the
heels of her shoes in a gentlemanly manner.

“I know I do—teaching those tiresome chil-
dren nearly all day, when I’'m longing to en-
joy myself at home,” began Meg, in the com-
plaining tone again.

“You don’t have half such a hard time as I
do,” said Jo. “How would you like to be shut
up for hours with a nervous, fussy old lady,
who keeps you trotting, is never satisfied, and
worries you till you’re ready to fly out of the
window or cry?”

“It’s naughty to fret; but I do think wash-
ing dishes and keeping things tidy is the
worst work in the world. It makes me cross;
and my hands get so stiff, I can’t practise well
at all”’; and Beth looked at her rough hands
with a sigh that anyone could hear that time.

“I don’t believe any of you suffer as I do,”
cried Amy; “for you don’t have to go to
school with impertinent girls, who plague
you if you don’t know your lessons, and
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laugh at your dresses, and label your father
if he isn’t rich, and insult you when your
nose isn’t nice.”

“If you mean libel, I'd say so, and not talk
about labels, as if papa was a pickle bottle,”
advised Jo, laughing.

“I know what I mean, and you needn’t be
statirical about it. It’s proper to use good
words, and improve your vocabilary,” returned
Amy, with dignity.

“Don’t peck at one another, children. Don’t
you wish we had the money papa lost when
we were little, Jo? Dear me! how happy and
good we’d be, if we had no worries!”’ said
Meg, who could remember better times.

“You said, the other day, you thought we
were a deal happier than the King children,
for they were fighting and fretting all the
time, in spite of their money.”

“So I did, Beth. Well, I think we are; for,
though we do have to work, we make fun for
ourselves, and are a pretty jolly set, as Jo
would say.”

“Jo does use such slang words!” observed
Amy, with a reproving look at the long figure
stretched on the rug. Jo immediately sat up,
put her hands in her pockets, and began to
whistle.

“Don’t, Jo; it’s so boyish!”

“That’s why I do it.” T

“I detest rude, unladylike girls!”

“I hate affected, niminy-piminy chits!”

“ ‘Birds in their little nests agree,” ”’ sang
Beth, the peacemaker, with such a funny
face that both sharp voices softened to a
laugh, and the “pecking” ended for that time.

“Really, girls, you are both to be blamed,”
said Meg, beginning to lecture in her elder-

sisterly fashion. “You are old enough to leave
off boyish tricks, and to behave better, Jose-

phine. It didn’t matter so much when you
were a little girl; but now you are so tall, and
turn up your hair, you should remember that
you are a young lady.”

“I’'m not! and if turning up my hair makes
me one, I'll wear it in two tails till I’'m twenty,’
cried Jo, pulling off her net, and shaking
down a chestnut mane. “I hate to think I've
got to grow up, and be Miss March, and wear

long gowns, and look as prim as a China-aster!
It’s bad enough to be a girl, anyway, when I
like boys’ games and work and manners! I
can’t get over my disappointment in not being
a boy; and it’s worse than ever now, for I'm
dying to go and fight with papa, and I can
only stay at home and knit, like a poky old
woman!”” And Jo shook the blue army sock
till the needles rattled like castanets, and her
ball bounded across the room.

“Poor Jo! It’s too bad, but it can’t be
helped; so you must try to be contented with
making your name boyish, and playing
brother to us girls,” said Beth, stroking the
rough head at her knee with a hand that all

the dishwashing and dusting in the world could
not make ungentle in its touch.

“As for you, Amy,” continued Meg, “‘you
are altogether too particular and prim. Your
airs are funny now; but you’ll grow up an
affected little goose, if you don’t take care. I
like your nice manners and refined ways of
speaking, when you don’t try to be elegant;
but your absurd words are as bad as Jo’s slang.”

“If Jo is a tomboy and Amy a goose, what
am I, please?” asked Beth, ready to share the
lecture.

“You're a dear, and nothing else,” ans-
wered Meg warmly; and no one contradicted
her, for the “Mouse” was the pet of the family.

As young readers like to know, “how people

160



u
Ay

P

e




look,” we will take this moment to give them  blue eyes, and yellow hair, curling on her
a little sketch of the four sisters, who sat shoulders, pale and slender, and always carry-
knitting away in the twilight, while the De- ing herself like a young lady mindful of her

cember snow fell quietly without, and the fire  manners. What the characters of the four sis-

crackled cheerfully within. It was a comfort-  ters were we will leave to be found out.
able old room, though the carpet was faded The clock struck six; and, having swept up
and the furniture very plain; for a good the hearth, Beth put a pair of slippers down

picture or two hung on the walls, books filled  to warm. Somehow the sight of the old shoes
the recesses, chrysanthemums and Christmas ~ had a good effect upon the girls; for mother
roses bloomed in the windows, and a pleasant  was coming, and everyone brightened to wel-
atmosphere of home-peace pervaded it. come her. Meg stopped lecturing, and lighted
the lamp. Amy got out of the easy chair
without being asked, and Jo forgot how tired
she was as she sat up to hold the slippers

Margaret, the eldest of the four, was six-
teen, and very pretty, being plump and fair,
with large eyes, plenty of soft, brown hair, a

: . e laze.
sweet mouth, and white hands, of which she nearer to the blaze

e “They are quite worn out; Marmee must
was rather vain. Fifteen-year-old Jo was very i, y

] : have a new pair.”
tall, thin, and brown, and reminded one of a s

“I thought I'd get her some with my dollar,”
said Beth.

“No, I shall!” cried Amy.

“I’'m the oldest,” began Meg, but Jo cut in
with a decided—“I’'m the man of the family
now papa is away, and I shall provide the

funny, or thoughtful. Her long, thick hair was: slippers. far he told rhe o ke spectilcute.of

colt; for she never seemed to know what to do
with her long limbs, which were very much in
her way. She had a decided mouth, a comical
nose, and sharp, gray eyes, which appeared to
see everything, and were by turns fierce,

her one beauty; but it was usually bundled mother while he was gone.”

“I’ll tell you what we’ll do,”” said Beth;
“let’s each get her something for Christmas,

into a net, to be out of her way. Round
shoulders had Jo, big hands and feet, a fly-
away look to her clothes, and the uncomfort-

able appearance of a girl who was rapidly s L R i

“That’s like you, dear! What will we get?”’

shooting up into a woman, and didn’t like it. y
exclaimed Jo.

Elizabeth—or Beth, as everyone called her—
was a rosy, smooth-haired, bright-eyed girl of Everyone thought soberly for a minute;

thirteen, with a shy manner, a timid voice, and then Meg announced, as if the idea was sug-
a peaceful expression, which was seldom dis-  gested by the sight of her own pretty hands,

turbed. Her father called her “Little Tran- “I shall give her a nice pair of gloves.”
quillity,”” and the name suited her excellently; “Army shoes, best to be had,” cried Jo.
for she seemed to live in a happy world of her “Some handkerchiefs, all hemmed,” said

own, only venturing out to meet the few whom Beth.

she trusted and loved. Amy, though the young-  “I’ll get a little bottle of cologne; she likes
est, was a most important person—in her own it, and it won’t cost much, so I'll have some
opinion at least. A regular snow-maiden, with  left to buy my pencils,” added Amy.
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“How will we give the things?” asked Meg.
“Put them on the table, and bring her in
and see her open the bundles. Don’t you re-
member how we used to do on our birthdays?”
answered Jo.

“I used to be so frightened when it was my
turn to sit in the big chair with the crown on,
and see you all come marching round to give
the presents, with a kiss. I liked the things and
the kisses, but it was dreadful to have you sit
looking at me while I opened the bundles,”
said Beth, who was toasting her face and the
bread for tea, at the same time.

“Let Marmee think we are getting things
for ourselves, and then surprise her. We must
go shopping tomorrow afternoon, Meg; there
is so much to do about the play for Christmas
night,” said Jo, marching up and down, with
her hands behind her back and her nose in
the air.

“I don’t mean to act any more after this
time; I'm getting too old for such things,”

- observed Meg, who was as much a child as
~ ever about “dressing-up” frolics.
“You won’t stop, I know, as long as you
! can trail round in a white gown with your
_ hair down, and wear gold-paper jewelry. You

- are the best actress we’ve got, and there’ll be
f“ an end of everything if you quit the boards,”

Sy ~areas stlff as a poker in that.”
" “Ican’t help it, I never saw anyone faint,
d I don’t choose to make myself all black

blue, tumbling flat as you do. If I can go

2 easily, I'll drop; if I can’t I shall fall into
ir and be graceful; I don’t care if Hugo

s come at me with a pistol,” returned Amy,
> was not gifted with dramatic power, but

s chosen because she was small enough to
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be borne out shrieking by the villian of the
piece.

“Do it this way; clasp your hands so, and
stagger across the room, crying frantically,
‘Roderigo! save me! save me!’ ”’ and away
went Jo, with a melodramatic scream which
was truly thrilling.

Amy followed, but she poked her hands
out stiffly before her, and jerked herself along
as if she went by machinery; and her “Ow!”
was more suggestive of pins being run into her
than of fear and anguish. Jo gave a despairing
groan, and Meg laughed outright, while Beth
let her bread burn as she watched the fun,
with interest.

“It’s no use! Do the best you can when the
time comes, and if the audience laughs, don’t
blame me. Come on, Meg.”

Then things went smoothly, for Don Pedro
defied the world in a speech of two pages
without a single break; Hagar, the witch,
chanted an awful incantation over her kettle-
ful of simmering toads, with weird effect;
Roderigo rent his chains asunder manfully,
and Hugo died in agonies of remorse and arse-
nic, with a wild “Ha! ha!”’ :

“It’s the best we’ve had yet,” said Meg, as
the dead villain sat up and rubbed his elbows.

“I don’t see how you can write and act such
splendid things, Jo. You’re a regular Shakes-
peare!” exclaimed Beth, who firmly believed
that her sisters were gifted with wonderful
genius in all things.

“Not quite,” replied Jo modestly. “I do
think, “The Witch’s Curse, an Operatic Trag-
edy’ is rather a nice thing; but I'd like to try
‘Macbeth,’ if we only had a trap door for
Banquo. I always wanted to do the killing
part. ‘Is that a dagger that I see before me?’
muttered Jo, rolling her eyes and clutching at



the air, as she had seen a famous tragedian do.
“No, it’s the toasting fork, with mother’s

shoe on it instead of the bread. Beth’s stage-

struck!”” cried Meg, and the rehearsal ended

))

Jo was the first to wake in the gray dawn of

in a general burst of laughter.

II

Christmas morning. No stockings hung at the
fireplace, and for a moment she felt as much
disappointed as she did long ago, when her
little sock fell down because it was so crammed
with goodies. Then she remembered her
mother’s promise, and, slipping her hand under
her pillow, drew out a little crimson-covered
book. She knew it very well, for it was that
beautiful old story of the best life ever lived,
and Jo felt that it was a true guidebook for
any pilgrim going the long journey. She woke
Meg with a “Merry Christmas,” and bade her
see what was under her pillow. A green-
covered book appeared with the same picture
inside, and a few words written by their
mother, which made their one present very
precious in their eyes. Presently Beth and
Amy woke, to rummage and find their lictle
books also—one dove-colored, the other blue;
and all sat looking at and talking about them,
while the east grew rosy with the coming day.
In spite of her small vanities, Margaret had a
sweet and pious nature, which unconsciously
influenced her sisters, especially Jo, who
loved her very tenderly, and obeyed her be-
cause her advice was so gently given.

“Girls,” said Meg seriously, looking from
the tumbled head beside her to the two little
night-capped ones in the room beyond,
“mother wants us to read and love and mind
these books, and we must begin at once. We

used to be faithful about it; but since father
went away, and all this war trouble unsettled
us, we have neglected many things. You can
do as you please; but I shall keep my book on
the table here, and read a little every morn-
ing as soon as I wake , for I know it will do
me good, and help me through the day.”

Then she opened her new book and began
to read. Jo put her arm around her, and, lean-
ing cheek to cheek, read also, with the quiet
expression so seldom seen on her restless face.

“How good Meg is! Come, Amy, let’s do as
they do. I'll help you with the hard words,
and they’ll explain things if we don’t under-
stand,” whispered Beth, very much impressed
by the pretty books and her sisters’ example.

“I’m glad mine is blue,” said Amy; and
then the rooms were very still while the pages
were softly turned, and the winter sunshine
crept in to touch the bright heads and serious
faces with a Christmas greeting.

“Where is mother?” asked Meg, as she and
Jo ran down to thank her for their gifts, half
an hour later.

“Goodness only knows. Some poor creeter
come a-beggin’, and your ma went straight off
to see what was needed. There never was such
a woman for givin’ away vittles and drink,
clothes and firin’,” replied Hannah, who had
lived with the family since Meg was born, and
was considered by them all more as a friend
than a servant.

«She will be back soon, I think; so fry your
cakes, and have everything ready,” said Meg,
looking over the presents which were collected
in a basket and kept under the sofa, ready to
be produced at the proper time. “Why, where
is Amy’s bottle of cologne?”” she added, as the
little flask did not appear.

“She took it out a minute ago, and went
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off with it to put a ribbon on it, or some such
notion,” replied Jo, dancing about the room
to take the first stiffness off the new army
slippers.

“How nice my handkerchiefs look, don’t
they? Hannah washed and ironed them for
me, and I marked them all myself,” said Beth,
looking proudly at the somewhat uneven let-
ters which had cost her such labor.

“Bless the child! she’s gone and put ‘Mother’

on them instead of ‘M. March.” How funny!”
cried Jo, taking up one.

“Isn’t it right? I thought it was better to do
it so, because Meg’s initials are ‘M.M.,” and I
don’t want anyone to use these but Marmee,”
said Beth, looking troubled.

“It’s all right, dear, and a very pretty idea—

quite sensible, too, for no one can ever mistake

now. It will please her very much, I know,”
said Meg, with a frown for Jo and a smile for

Beth.
“There’s mother. Hide the basket, quick!”

cried Jo, as a door slammed, and steps sounded

in the hall.

Amy came in hastily, and looked rather
abashed when she saw her sisters all waiting
for her.

“Where have you been, and what are you
hiding behind you?”” asked Meg, surprised to
see, by her hood and cloak, that lazy Amy
had been out so early.

Don’t laugh at me, Jo! I didn’t mean any-
one should know till the time came. I only
meant to change the little bottle for a big
one, and I gave all my money to get it, and
I'm truly trying not to be selfish any more.”

As she spoke, Amy showed the handsome

flask which replaced the cheap one; and looked

so earnest and humble in her little effort to
forget herself that Meg hugged her on the
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spot, and Jo pronounced her ‘““a trump,”
while Beth ran to the window, and picked
her finest rose to ornament the stately bottle.

“You see I felt ashamed of my present,
after reading and talking about being good
this morning, so I ran round the corner and
changed it the minute T was up: and I'm so
glad, for mine is the handsomest now.”

Another bang of the street door sent the
basket under the sofa, and the girls to the
table, eager for breakfast.

“Merry Christmas, Marmee! Many of them!
Thank you for our books; we read some, and
mean to every day,” they cried, in chorus.

“Merry Christmas, little daughters! I'm glac
you began at once, and hope you will keep
on. But I want to say one word before we sit
down. Not far away from here lies a poor
woman with a little newborn baby. Six chil-
dren are huddled into one bed to keep from
freezing, for they have no fire. There is noth-
ing to eat over there; and the oldest boy came
to tell me they were suffering hunger and
cold. My girls, will you give them your
breakfast as a Christmas present?”

They were all unusually hungry, having
waited nearly an hour, and for a minute no
one spoke; only a minute, before Jo ex-
claimed impetuously, “I'm so glad you came
before we began!”

“May I go and help carry the things to the
poor little children?” asked Beth eagerly.

“I shall take the cream and the muffins,”
added Amy, heroically giving up the articles
she most liked.

Meg was already covering the buckwheats,
and piling the bread into one big plate.

“I thought you’d do it,” said Mrs. March,
smiling as if satisfied. “You shall all go and
help me, and when we come back we will



" have bread and milk for breakfast, and make
" it up at dinnertime.”
. They were soon ready, and the procession
set out. Fortunately it was early, and they
went through back streets, so few people saw
them, and no one laughed at the queer party.

A poor, bare, miserable room it was, with
broken windows, no fire, ragged bedclothes, a
sick mother, wailing baby, and a group of pale,
hungry children cuddled under one old quilt,
trying to keep warm.

How the big eyes stared and the blue lips
smiled as the girls went in!

“Ach, mein Gott! it is good angels come to

us!” said the poor woman, crying for joy.

“Funny angels in hoods and mittens,” said
Jo, and set them laughing.

In a few minutes it really did seem as if
kind spirits had been at work there. Hannah,
who had carried wood, made a fire, and
stopped up the broken panes with old hats
and her own cloak. Mrs. March gave the

l mother tea and gruel, and comforted her

' with promises of help, while she dressed the

I little baby as tenderly as if it had been her
own. The girls, meantime, spread the table,
set the children round the fire, and fed them

l like so many hungry birds—laughing, talking,

. and trying to understand the funny broken

“Das ist gut!” “Die Engel-kinder!” cried

he poor things, as they ate, and warmed

purple hands at the comfortable blaze.

e girls had never been called angel

dren before, and thought it very agreeable,

ially Jo, who had been considered a

icho” ever since she was born. That was

not in all the city four merrier people than
the hungry little girls who gave away their
breakfasts and contented themselves with
bread and milk on Christmas morning.

“That’s loving our neighbor better than
ourselves, and I like it,” said Meg, as they set
out their presents, while their mother was
upstairs collecting clothes for the poor Hum-
mels.

Not a very splendid show, but there was a
great deal of love done up in the few little
bundles; and the tall vase of red roses, white
chrysanthemums, and trailing vines, which
stood in the middle, gave quite an elegant air
to the table.

“She’s coming! Strike up, Beth! Open the
door, Amy! Three cheers for Marmee!”’ cried
Jo, prancing about, while Meg went to conduct
mother to the seat of honor.

Beth played her gayest march, Amy threw
open the door, and Meg enacted escort with
great dignity. Mrs. March was both surprised
and touched; and smiled with her eyes full as
she examined her presents, and read the little
notes which accompanied them. The slippers
went on at once, a new handkerchief was

slipped into her pocket, well scented with

Amy’s cologne, the rose was fastened in her
bosom, and the nice gloves were pronounced
a “perfect fit.”

There was a good deal of laughing and kissing
and explaining, in the simple, loving fashion
which makes these home-festivals so
pleasant at the time, so sweet to remember
long afterward, and then all fell to work.
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rom the centre of the ceiling

of . .. [the] kitchen, old Wardle
had . . . suspended, with his own
hands, a huge branch of mistletoe,
and this same branch of mistletoe instantane-
ously gave rise to a scene of general and delight-

ful struggling and confusion; in the midst of
which, Mr. Pickwick, with a gallantry that
would have done honour to a descendant of
Lady Tollimglower herself, took the old lady
by the hand, led her beneath the mystic
branch, and saluted her in all courtesy and
decorum. The old lady submitted to this
piece of practical politeness with all the
dignity which befitted so important and seri-
ous a solemnity, but the younger ladies, not
being so thoroughly imbued with a super-
stitious veneration for the custom; or imagin-
ing that the value of a salute is very much
enhanced if it cost a little trouble to obtain
it; screamed and struggled, and ran into cor-
ners, and threatened and remonstrated, and
did everything but leave the room, until
some of the less adventurous gentlemen were
on the point of desisting, when they all at
once found it useless to resist any longer, and
submitted to be kissed with a good grace . ..
Wardle stood with his back to the fire, survey-
ing the whole scene, with the utmost satisfac-
tion; and the fat boy took the opportunity of
appropriating to his own use, and summarily
devouring, a particularly fine mince-pie, that
had been carefully put by for somebody else.
Now, the screaming had subsided, and faces
were in a glow, and curls in a tangle, and Mr.

CHRISTMAS AT DINGLEY DELL
by CHARLES DICKENS

Yy

Pickwick, after kissing the old lady as before
mentioned, was standing under the mistletoe,
looking with a very pleased countenance on
all that was passing around him, when the
young lady with the black eyes, after a little
whispering with the other young ladies, made
a sudden dart forward, and, putting her arm
round Mr. Pickwick’s neck, saluted him affec-
tionately on the left cheek; and before Mr.
Pickwick distinctly knew what was the matter,
he was surrounded by the whole body, and
kissed by every one of them.

It was a pleasant thing to see Mr. Pickwick
in the centre of the group, now pulled this way
and then that, and first kissed on the chin, and
then on the nose, and then on the spectacles:
and to hear the peals of laughter which were
raised on every side; but it was a still more
pleasant thing to see Mr. Pickwick, blinded
shortly afterwards with a silk handkerchief,
falling up against the wall, and scrambling into
corners, and going through all the mysteries
of blind-man’s buff, with the utmost relish
for the game, until at last he caught one of
the poor relations, and then had to evade the
blindman himself, which he did with a nimble.-
ness and agility that elicited the admiration
and applause of all beholders. The poor
relations caught the people who they thought
would like it, and, when the game flagged, got
caught themselves. When they were all tired of
blind-man’s buff, there was a great game at
snapdragon, and when fingers enough were
burned with that, and all the raisins were

gone, they sat down by the huge fire of blaz-
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gs to a substantial supper, and a mighty

; sail, something smaller than an

wash-house copper, in which the

s were hissing and bubbling with a

»and a jolly sound, that were per-
ible.

said Mr. Pickwick, looking around

s is, indeed, comfort.”

avariable custom,” replied Mr.

Everybody sits down with us on

13s eve, as you see them now—servants

- here we wait, until the clock

ve, to usher Christmas in, and

time with forfeits and old stories.

"_] boy, rake up the fire.”

vt bright sparks in myriads as the

irred. The deep red blaze sent

ow, that penetrated into the

2r of the room, and cast its cheer-

T

CITRL ¢ ra

ful tint on every face

“How it snows!” said one of the men, in a
low tone.

“Snow, does it?” said Wardle.

“Rough, cold night, sir,” replied the man:
“and there’s a wind got up, that drifts it
across the fields, in a thick white cloud.”

“What does Jem say?” inquired the old

lady. “There ain’t anything the matter, is
there?”

“No, no, mother,” replied Wardle; “he says
there’s a snowdrift, and a wind that’s piercing
cold. I should know that, by the way it rum-
bles in the chimney.”

“Ah!” said the old lady, “there was just
such a wind, and just such a fall of snow, a
good many years back, I recollect—just five
years before your poor father died. It was a
Christmas eve, too; and I remember that on
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that very night he told us the story about the
goblins that carried away old Gabriel Grub.”
“The story about what?” said Mr. Pickwick.
“QOh, nothing, nothing,” replied Wardle.
“About an old sexton, that the good people
down here suppose to have been carried away
by goblins.”

“Suppose!” ejaculated the old lady. “Is
there anybody hardy enough to disbelieve it?
Suppose! Haven’t you heard ever since you
were a child, that he was carried away by the
goblins, and don’t you know he was?”

“Very well, mother, he was, if you like,”
said Wardle, laughing. “He was carried away by
goblins, Pickwick; and there’s an end of the
matter.”

“No, no,” said Mr. Pickwick, “not an end
of it, I assure you; for I must hear how, and
why, and all about it.”

Wardle smiled, as every head was bent for-
ward to hear; and filling out the wassail with
no stinted hand, nodded a health to Mr. Pick-
wick, and began as follows:

I'he Story of the

Goblins Iho Stole a Sexton

“In an old abbey town, down in this part of
the country, a long, long while ago—so long,
that the story must be a true one, because our
great grandfathers implicitly believed it—there
officiated as sexton and grave-digger in the
churchyard, one Gabriel Grub. It by no means
follows that because a man is a sexton, and
constantly surrounded by the emblems of mor-
tality, therefore he should be a morose and
melancholy man; your undertakers are the
merriest fellows in the world; and I once had
the honour of being on intimate terms with a
mute, who in private life, and off duty, was

as comical and jocose a little fellow as ever
chirped out a devil-may-care song, without a
hitch in his memory, or drained off the con-
tents of a good stiff glass without stopping for
breath. But, notwithstanding these precedents
to the contrary, Gabriel Grub was an ill-condi-
tioned, cross-grained, surly fellow—a morose
and lonely man, who consorted with nobody
but himself, and an old wicker bottle which
fitted into his large deep waistcoat pocket—
and who eyed each merry face, as it passed
him by, with such a deep scowl of malice and
ill-humour, as it was difficult to meet, without
feeling something the worse for.

“A little before twilight, one Christmas eve,
Gabriel shouldered his spade, lighted his lan-
tern, and betook himself towards the old
churchyard; for he had got a grave to finish
by next morning, and, feeling very low, he
thought it might raise his spirits, perhaps, if
he went on with his work at once. As he went
his way, up the ancient street, he saw the
cheerful light of the blazing fire gleam through
the old casements, and heard the loud laugh
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and the cheerful shouts of those who were
assembled around them; he marked the bus-
tling preparations for next day’s cheer, and
smelt the numerous savoury odours conse-
quent thereupon, as they steamed up from the
kitchen windows in clouds. All this was gall
and wormwood to the heart of Gabriel Grub;
and when groups of children bounded out of
the houses, tripped across the road, and were
met, before they could knock at the opposite
door, by half a dozen curly-headed little ras-
cals who crowded round them as they flocked
up-stairs to spend the evening in their Christ-
mas games, Gabriel smiled grimly, and clutched
the handle of his spade with a firmer grasp, as
he thought of measles, scarlet-fever, thrush,
whooping-cough, and a good many other
sources of consolation besides.

“In this happy frame of mind, Gabriel
strode along: returning a short, sullen growl
to the good-humoured greetings of such of
his neighbours as now and then passed him:
until he turned into the dark lane which led
to the churchyard. Now, Gabriel had been
looking forward to reaching the dark lane, be-
cause it was, generally speaking a nice, gloomy,
mournful place, into which the towns-people
did not much care to go, except in broad
daylight, and when the sun was shining; con-
sequently, he was not a little indignant to
hear a young urchin roaring out some jolly
song about a merry Christmas, in this very
sanctuary, which had been called Coffin Lane
ever since the days of the old abbey, and the
time of the shaven-headed monks. As Gabriel
walked on, and the voice drew nearer, he found
it proceeded from a small boy, who was hurry-
ing along, to join one of the little parties in
the old street, and who, partly to keep him-
self for the occasion, was shouting out the

song at the highest pitch of his lungs. So
Gabriel waited until the boy came up, and
then dodged him into a corner, and rapped
him over the head with his lantern five or six
times, to teach him to modulate his voice.
And as the boy hurried away with his hand to
his head, singing quite a different sort of tune,
Gabriel Grub chuckled very heartily to him-
self, and entered the churchyard: locking the
gate behind him.

“He took off his coat, put down his lantern,
and getting into the unfinished grave, worked
at it for an hour or so, with right good will.
But the earth was hardened with the frost, and
it was no very easy matter to break it up, and
shovel it out; and although there was a moon,
it was a very young one, and shed little light
upon the grave, which was in the shadow of
the church. At any other time, these obstacles
would have made Gabriel Grub very moody
and miserable, but he was so well pleased with
having stopped the small boy’s singing, that he
took little heed of the scanty progress he had
made, and looked down into the grave, when
he had finished work for the night, with grim
satisfaction: murmuring as he gathered up

his things:

Brave lodgings for one, brave lodgings for
one

A few feet of cold earth, when life is done;

A stone at the head, a stone at the feet,

A rich, juicy meal for the worms to eat;

Rank grass overhead, and damp clay around,

Brave lodgings for one, these, in holy ground!

“Ho! ho

“ ‘Ho! ho!’ laughed Gabriel Grub, as he
sat himself down on a flat tombstone which
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was a favourite resting-place of his; and drew
forth his wicker bottle. ‘A coffin at Christmas!
A Christmas Box. Ho! ho! ho!’

“ Ho! ho! ho!’ repeated a voice which
sounded close behind him.

“Gabriel paused in some alarm, in the act
of raising the wicker bottle to his lips; and
looked round. The bottom of the oldest
grave about him, was not more still and quiet,
than the churchyard in the pale moonlight.
The cold hoarfrost glistened on the tomb-
stones, and sparkled like rows of gems,
among the stone carvings of the old church.
The snow lay hard and crisp upon the ground;
and spread over the thickly strewn mounds of
earth so white and smooth a cover that it
seemed as if corpses lay there, hidden only by

their tranquillity of the solemn scene. Sound
itself appeared to be frozen up, all was so cold
and still.

« It was the echoes,’ said Gabriel Grub,
raising the bottle to his lips again.

“ ‘It was not,’ said a deep voice.

“Gabriel started up, and stood rooted to
the spot with astonishment and terror; for his
eyes rested on a form that made his blood run

cold.

“Seated on an upright tombstone, close to
him, was a strange unearthly figure, whom
Gabriel felt at once, was no being of this
world. His long fantastic legs which might
have reached the ground, were cocked up, and
crossed after a quaint, fantastic fashion; his
sinewy arms were bare; and his hands rested
on his knees. On his short round body, he
wore a close covering, ornamented with small
slashes; a short cloak dangled at his back; the
collar was cut into curious peaks, which
served the goblin in lieu of ruff or necker-
chief; and his shoes curled up at his toes into

long points. On his head, he wore a broad-
brimmed sugar-loaf hat, garnished with a
single feather. The hat was covered with the
white frost; and the goblin looked as if he

had sat on the same tombstone very comfort-
ably, for two or three hundred years. He was
sitting perfectly still; his tongue was put out,
as if in derision; and he was grinning at Gabriel
Grub with such a grin as only a goblin could
call up.

« “Jt was not the echoes,’ said the goblin.

“Gabriel Grub was paralysed, and could
make no reply. “What do you do here on
Christmas eve?’ said the goblin sternly.

“ ] came to dig a grave, sir,’ stammered
Gabriel Grub.

“ ‘What man wanders among graves and
churchyards on such a night as this?’ cried
the goblin.

“ ‘Gabriel Grub! Gabriel Grub!” screamed
a wild chorus of voices that seemed to fill the
churchyard. Gabriel looked fearfully round—

nothing was to be seen.

“ ‘What have you got in that bottle?’ said
the goblin.

“ ‘Hollands, sir,’ replied the sexton, trem-
bling more than ever; for he had bought it of
the smugglers, and he thought that perhaps
his questioner might be in the excise depart-
ment of the goblins.

¢« ‘Who drinks Hollands alone, and in a
churchyard, on such a night as this?’ said the
goblin.

“ ‘Gabriel Grub! Gabriel Grub!’ exclaimed
the wild voices again.

“The goblin leered maliciously at the terri-
fied sexton, and then raising his voice, ex-
claimed:

“ «And who, then, is our fair and lawful
prize?’
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“To this inquiry the invisible chorus re-
plied, in a strain that sounded like the voices
of many choristers singing to the mighty
swell of the old church organ—a strain that
seemed borne to the sexton’s ears upon a
wild wind, and to die away as it passed on-
ward: but the burden of the reply was still
the same, ‘Gabriel Grub! Gabriel Grub!’

“The goblin grinned a broader grin than
before, as he said, ‘Well, Gabriel, what do you
say to this?’

“The sexton gasped for breath.

“ ‘What do you think of this, Gabriel?’
said the goblin, kicking up his feet in the air
on either side of the tombstone, and looking
at the turned-up points with as much compla-
cency as if he had been contemplating the
most fashionable pair of Wellingtons in all
Bond Street.

“ “It’s—it’s—very curious, sir,’ replied the
sexton, half dead with fright; ‘very curious,
and very pretty, but I think I'll go back and
finish my work, sir, if you please.’

“ ‘Work!” said the goblin, ‘what work?’

“ “The grave, sir; making the grave,’ stam-
mered the sexton.

“ ‘Oh, the grave, eh?’ said the goblin; ‘who
makes graves at a time when all other men are
merry, and takes a pleasure in it?’

““Again the mysterious voices replied,
‘Gabriel Grub! Gabriel Grub!’

“ ‘I’m afraid my friends want you, Gabriel,’
said the goblin, thrusting his tongue further
into his cheek than ever—and a most astonish-
ing tongue it was—‘I'm afraid my friends want
you, Gabriel,’ said the goblin.

“ “Under favour, sir,’ replied the horror-
stricken sexton, ‘I don’t think they can, sir;
they don’t know me, sir; I don’t think the
gentlemen have ever seen me, sir.’

“ ‘Oh yes, they have,’ replied the goblin;
‘we know the man with the sulky face and
grim scowl, that came down the street to-
night, throwing his evil looks at the children,
and grasping his burying spade the tighter. We
know the man who struck the boy in the
envious malice of his heart, because the boy
could be merry, and he could not. We know
him, we know him.’

“Here, the goblin gave a loud shrill laugh,
which the echoes returned twenty-fold: and
throwing his legs up in the air, stood upon
his head, or rather upon the very point of his
sugar-loaf hat, on the narrow edge of the
tombstone: whence he threw a somerset with
extraordinary agility, right to the sexton’s
feet, at which he planted himself in the
attitude in which tailors generally sit upon
the shopboard.

“ ‘I—I am afraid I must leave you, sir,’
said the sexton, making an effort to move.

““ ‘Leave us!’ said the goblin, ‘Gabriel Grub
going to leave us. Ho! ho! ho!’

“As the goblin laughed, the sexton observed,
for one instant, a brilliant illumination within
the windows of the church, as if the whole
building were lighted up; it disappeared, the
organ pealed forth a lively air, and whole
troops of goblins, they very counterpart of
the first one, poured into the churchyard, and
began playing at leap-frog with the tomb-
stones: never stopping for an instant to take
breath, but ‘overing’ the highest among them,
one after the other, with the most marvellous
dexterity. The first goblin was a most astonish-
ing leaper, and none of the others could
come near him; even in the extremity of his
terror the sexton could not help observing,
that while his friends were content to leap
over the common-sized gravestones, the first
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one took the family vaults, iron railings and
all, with as much ease as if they had been so
many street posts. At last the game reached
to a most exciting pitch; the organ played
quicker and quicker; and the goblins leaped
faster and faster: coiling themselves up, rolling
head over heels upon the ground, and bound-
ing over the tombstones like foot-balls. The
sexton’s brain whirled round with the rapidity
of the motion he beheld, and his legs reeled
beneath him, as the spirits flew before his
eyes: when the goblin king, suddenly darting
towards him, laid his hand upon his collar,
and sank with him through the earth.

“When Gabriel Grub had had time to fetch
his breath, which the rapidity of his descent
had for the moment taken away, he found
himself in what appeared to be a large cavern,
surrounded on all sides by crowds of goblins,
ugly and grim; in the centre of the room, on an
elevated seat, was stationed his friend of the
churchyard; and close beside him stood
Gabriel Grub himself, without power of
motion. :

“ ‘Cold to-night,’ said the king of goblins,
‘very cold. A glass of something warm, here!’

“At this command, half a dozen officious
goblins, with a perpetual smile upon their
faces, whom Gabriel Grub imagined to be
courtiers, on that account, hastily disap-
peared, and presently returned with a goblet
of liquid fire, which they presented to the king.

“‘Ah!’ cried the goblin, whose cheeks and
throat were transparent, as he tossed down the
flame, ‘this warms one, indeed! Bring a bump-
er of the same for Mr. Grub.’

“It was in vain for the unfortunate sexton
to protest that he was not in the habit of tak-
ing anything warm at night; one of the
goblins held him while another poured the

blazing liquid down his throat; the whole
assembly screeched with laughter as he
coughed and choked, and wiped away the
tears which gushed plentifully from his eyes,
after swallowing the burning draught.

“ ‘And now,’ said the king, fantastically
poking the taper corner of his sugar-loaf hat
into the sexton’s eyes, and thereby occasion-
ing him the most exquisite pain: ‘And now,
show the man of misery and gloom, a few of
the pictures from our own great storehouse!’

“As the goblin said this, a thick cloud
which obscured the remoter end of the
cavern, rolled gradually away, and disclosed,
apparently at a great distance, a small and
scantily furnished, but neat and clean apart-
ment. A crowd of little children were gathered
round a bright fire, clinging to their mother’s
gown, and gambolling around her chair. The
mother occasionally rose, and drew aside the
window-curtain, as if to look for some ex-
pected object; a frugal meal was ready spread
upon the table, and an elbow chair was placed
near the fire. A knock was heard at the
door; the mother opened it, and the children
crowded round her, and clapped their hands
for joy, as their father entered. He was wet
and weary, and shook the snow from his
garments, as the children crowded round him,
and seizing his cloak, hat, stick, and gloves,
with busy zeal, ran with them from the room.
Then, as he sat down to his meal before the
fire, the children climbed about his knee, and
the mother sat by his side, and all seemed
happiness and comfort.

“But a change came upon the view, almost
imperceptibly. The scene was altered to a
small bed-room, where the fairest and young-
est child lay dying; the roses had fled from
his cheek, and the light from the eye; and even
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as the sexton looked upon him with an
interest he had never felt or known before, he
died. His young brothers and sisters crowded
round his little bed, and seized his tiny hand,

so cold and heavy; but they shrunk back from
its touch, and looked with awe on his infant
face; for calm and tranquil as it was and sleep-
ing in rest and peace as the beautiful child
seemed to be, they saw that he was dead, and
they knew that he was an Angel looking down
upon, and blessing them, from a bright and
happy Heaven.

“Again the light cloud passed across the
picture, and again the subject changed. The
father and mother were old and helpless now,
and the number of those about them was
diminished more than half; but content and
cheerfulness sat on every face, and beamed
in every eye, as they crowded round the fire-
side, and told and listened to old stories of
earlier and bygone days. Slowly and peace-
fully, the father sank into the grave, and,
soon after, the sharer of all his cares and
troubles followed him to a place of rest. The
few, who yet survived them, knelt by their
tomb, and watered the green turf which
covered it, with their tears; then rose, and
turned away: sadly and mournfully, but not
with bitter cries, or despairing lamentations,
for they knew that they should one day meet
again; and once more they mixed with the busy
world, and their content and cheerfulness
were restored. The cloud settled upon the
picture, and concealed it from the sexton’s
view.

“ ‘What do you think of that?’ said the
goblin, turning his large face towards Gabriel
Grub.

“Gabriel murmured out something about
its being very pretty, and looked somewhat

ashamed, as the goblin bent his fiery eyes
upon him.

“ ‘You a miserable man!’ said the goblin,
in a tone of excessive contempt. ‘You!’ He
appeared disposed to add more, but indigna-
tion choked his utterance, so he lifted up one
of his very pliable legs, and flourishing it
above his head a little, to insure his aim, ad-
ministered a good sound kick to Gabriel
Grub; immediately after which, all the goblins
in waiting crowded round the wretched sexton,
and kicked him without mercy: according to
the established and invariable custom of cour-
tiers upon earth, who kick whom royalty
kicks, and hug whom royalty hugs.

“ ‘Show him some more!’ said the king
of the goblins.

“At these words, the cloud was dispelled,
and a rich and beautiful landscape was dis-
closed to view—there is just such another, to
this day, within half a mile of the old abbey
town. The sun shone from out the clear blue
sky, the water sparkled beneath its rays, and
the trees looked greener, and the flowers
more gay, beneath his cheering influence.

The water rippled on, with a pleasant sound;
the trees rustled in the light wind that mur-
mured among their leaves; the birds sang upon
the boughs; and the lark carolled on high her
welcome to the morning. Yes, it was morn-
ing; the bright, balmy morning of summer; the
minutest leaf, the smallest blade of grass,

was instinct with life. The ant crept forth to
her daily toil, the butterfly fluttered and
basked in the warm rays of the sun; myriads of
insects spread their transparent wings, and
revelled in their brief but happy existence.
Man walked forth, elated with the scene; and
all was brightness and splendour.

“ ‘You a miserable man!’ said the king of
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the goblins, in a more contemptuous tone
than before. And again the king of the goblins
gave his leg a flourish; again it descended on
the shoulders of the sexton; and again the
attendant goblins imitated the example of
their chief.

“Many a time the cloud went and came,
and many a lesson it taught to Gabriel Grub,
who, although his shoulders smarted with pain
from the frequent applications of the goblins’
feet, looked on with an interest that nothing
could diminish. He saw that men who worked
hard, and earned their scanty bread with lives
of labour, were cheerful and happy; and that
to the most ignorant, the sweet face of nature
was a never-failing source of cheerfulness and
joy. He saw those who had been delicately
nurtured, and tenderly brought up, cheerful
under privations, and superior to suffering
that would have crushed many of a rougher
grain, because they bore within their own
bosoms the materials of happiness, content-
ment, and peace. He saw that women, the
tenderest and most fragile of all God’s
Creatures, were the oftenest superior to sor-
row, adversity, and distress; and he saw that
it was because they bore, in their own hearts,
an inexhaustible wellspring of affection and
devotion. Above all, he saw that men like
himself, who snarled at the mirth and cheer-
fulness of others, were the foulest weeds on
the fair surface of the earth; and setting all
the good of the world against the evil, he
came to the conclusion that it was a very
decent and respectable sort of world after
all. No sooner had he formed it, than the
cloud which closed over the last picture,
seemed to settle on his senses, and lull him to
repose. One by one, the goblins faded from
his sight; and as the last one disappeared, he

sunk to sleep.

“The day had broken when Gabriel Grub
awoke, and found himself lying, at full length
on the flat gravestone in the churchyard, with
the wicker bottle lying empty by his side,
and his coat, spade, and lantern, all well
whitened by the last night’s frost, scattered
on the ground. The stone on which he had
first seen the goblin seated stood bolt upright
before him, and the grave at which he had
worked, the night before, was not far off. At
first, he began to doubt the reality of his ad-
ventures, but the acute pain in his shoulders
when he attempted to rise assured him that
the kicking of the goblins was certainly not
ideal. He was staggered again by observing no
traces of footsteps in the snow on which the
goblins had played at leap-frog with the
gravestones, but he speedily accounted for
this circumstance when he remembered that,
being spirits, they would leave no visible im-
pression behind them. So, Gabriel Grub got
on his feet as well as he could, for the pain in
his back; and brushing the frost off his coat,
put it on, and turned his face towards the
town.

“But he was an altered man, and he could
not bear the thought of returning to a place
where his repentance would be scoffed at,
and his reformation disbelieved. He hesitated
for a few moments; and then turned away to
wander where he might, and seek his bread
elsewhere.

“The lantern, the spade, and the wicker bot-

tle, were found, that day, in the churchyard.
There were a great many speculations about
the sexton’s fate, at first, but it was speedily
determined that he had been carried away by
the goblins; and there were not wanting some
very credible witnesses who had distinctly
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seen him whisked through the air on the back
of a chestnut horse blind of one eye, with the
hind-quarters of a lion, and the tail of a bear.
At length all this was devoutly believed; and
the new sexton used to exhibit to the curious,
for a trifling emolument, a good-sized piece of
the church weathercock which had been ac-
cidentally kicked off by the aforesaid horse in
his aerial flight, and picked up by himself in
the churchyard, a year or two afterwards.

“Unfortunately, these stories were some-
what disturbed by the unlooked-for re-appear-
ance of Gabriel Grub himself, some ten years
afterwards, a ragged, contented, rheumatic
old man. He told his story to the clergyman,
and also to the mayor: and in course of time
it began to be received, as a matter of history,
in which form it has continued down to this
very day. The believers in the weathercock
tale, having misplaced their confidence once,
were not easily prevailed upon to part with it
again, so they looked as wise as they could,
shrugged their shoulders, touched their fore-
heads, and murmured something about Gab-
riel Grub having drunk all the Hollands, and
then fallen asleep on the flat tombstone; and
they affected to explain what he supposed he
had witnessed in the goblin’s cavern, by saying
that he had seen the world, and grown wiser.
But this opinion, which was by no means a
popular one at any time, gradually died off;
and be the matter how it may, as Gabriel
Grub was afflicted with rheumatism to the
end of his days, this story has at least one
moral, if it teach no better one—and that is,
that if a man turn sulky and drinky by himself
at Christmas time, he may make up his mind
to be not a bit the better for it: let the spirits
be never so good, or let them be even as many

degrees beyond proof, as those which Gabriel

Grub saw in the goblin’s cavern.”

“Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick as that
favoured servitor entered his bed-chamber
with his warm water, on the morning of
Christmas day, “still frosty?”

“Water in the wash-hand basin’s a mask
o’ ice, sir,” responded Sam.

““Severe weather, Sam,” observed Mr. Pick-
wick.

“Fine time for them as is well wropped up,
as the Polar Bear said to himself, ven he was
practising his skating,” replied Mr. Weller.

“I shall be down in a quarter of an hour,
Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick, untying his nightcap.

“Wery good, sir,” replied Sam . . .

“Now,” said Wardle, after a substantial
lunch, with the agreeable items of strong beer
and cherry-brandy, had been done ample
justice to; “what say you to an hour on the
ice? We shall have plenty of time.”

“Capital!” said Mr. Benjamin Allen.

“Prime!”’ ejaculated Mr. Bob Sawyer.

“You skate, of course, Winkle?” said
Wardle.

“Ye-es; oh, yes,” replied Mr. Winkle. “I—I—
am rather out of practice.”

“Oh, do skate, Mr. Winkle,” said Arabella.
“I like to see it so much.”

“Oh, it is so graceful,” said another young
lady.

A third young lady said it was elegant, and
a fourth expressed her opinion that it was
“swan-like.”

“I should be very happy, I'm sure,” said Mr.
Winkle, reddening; “but I have no skates.”

This objection was at once overruled.
Trundle had a couple of pair, and the fat boy
announced that there were half-a-dozen more
down-stairs; whereat Mr. Winkle expressed ex-

187



quisite delight, and looked exquisitely un-
comfortable,

Old Wardle led the way to a pretty large
sheet of ice; and the fat boy and Mr. Weller,
having shovelled and swept away the snow
which had fallen on it during the night, Mr.
Bob Sawyer adjusted his skates with a dexter.
ity which to Mr. Winkle was perfectly marvel-
lous and described circles with his left leg,
and cut figures of eight, and inscribed upon
the ice, without once stopping for breath, a
great many other pleasant and astonishing
devices, to the excessive satisfaction of Mr.
Pickwick, Mr. Tupman, and the ladies: which
reached a pitch of positive enthusiasm, when
old Wardle and Benjamin Allen, assisted by
the aforesaid Bob Sawyer, performed some
mystic evolutions, which they called a reel,

All this time, Mr. Winkle, with his face and
hands blue with the cold, had been forcing a
gimlet into the soles of his feet, and putting
his skates on, with the points behind, and
getting the straps into a very complicated and
entangled state, with the assistance of Mr.
Weller, the unfortunate skates were firmly
screwed and buckled on, and Mr. Winkle was
raised to his feet.

“Now, then, sir,” said Sam, in an encourag-
ing tone; “off vith you, and show ’em how to
do it.”

“Stop, Sam, stop!” said Mr. Winkle, trem-
bling violently, and clutching hold of Sam’s
arms with the grasp of a drowning man. “How
slippery it is, Sam!”

“Not an uncommon thing upon ice, sir,”
replied Mr. Weller. “Hold up, sir!”

This last observation of Mr. Weller’s bore
reference to a demonstration Mr. Winkle made
at the instant, of a frantic desire to throw his
feet in the air, and dash the back of his head

on the ice.

“These—these—are very awkward skates;
ain’t they, Sam?” inquired Mr. Winkle, stag-
gering.

“I'm afeerd there’s a orkard gen’’'m’n in
‘em, sir,” replied Sam.

“Now, Winkle,” cried Mr. Pickwick, quite
unconscious that there was anything the
matter. “Come; the ladies are all anxiety.”

“Yes, yes,” replied Mr. Winkle, with a
ghastly smile. “I'm coming.”

“Just a goin’ to begin,” said Sam, en-
deavouring to disengage himself. “Now, sir,
start off!”

“Stop an instant, Sam,” gasped Mr. Winkle,
clinging most affectionately to Mr. Weller. “I
find I've got a couple of coats at home that I
don’t want, Sam. You may have them, Sam.”

“Thank’ee, sir,” replied Mr. Weller.

“Never mind touching your hat, Sam,”
said Mr. Winkle, hastily. You needn’t take
your hand away to do that. I meant to have
given you five shillings this morning for a
Christmas-box, Sam. 'll give it you this after-
noon, Sam.”

“You’re wery good, sir,” replied Mr, Weller.

“Just hold me at first, Sam; will you?” said
Mr. Winkle, “There—that’s right. I shall soon
get in the way of it, Sam. Not too fast, Sam:
not too fast,”

Mr. Winkle stooping forward, with his body
half doubled up, was being assisted over the
ice by Mr. Weller, in a very singular and un-
swan-like manner, when Mr. Pickwick most in-
nocently shouted from the opposite bank:

“Sam!”

“Sir?”

“Here. I want you.”

“Let go, sir,” said Sam. “Don’t you hear
the governor a callin’? Let go, sir.”
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With a violent effort, Mr. Weller disengaged
himself from the grasp of the agonised Pick-
wickian, and, in so doing, administered a con-

_siderable impetus to the unhappy Mr. Winkle.

With an accuracy which no degree of dexterity
or practice could have insured, that unfortu-
nate gentleman bore swiftly down into the
centre of the reel, at the very moment when
Mr. Bob Sawyer was performing a flourish of
unparalleled beauty. Mr. Winkle struck wildly
against him, and with a loud crash they both
fell heavily down. Mr. Pickwick ran to the
spot. Bob Sawyer had risen to his feet, but
Mr. Winkle was far too wise to do anything of
the kind, in skates. He was seated on the ice,
making spasmodic efforts to smile; but an-
guish was depicted on every lineament of his
countenance. . . .

“Lift him up, ” said Mr. Pickwick. Sam
assisted him to rise. Mr. Pickwick retired a
few paces apart from the bystanders; and,
beckoning his friend to approach, fixed a
searching look upon him, and uttered in a
low, but distinct and emphatic tone, these
remarkable words: “You’re a humbug, sir.”

“A what?” said Mr. Winkle, starting.

“A humbug, sir. I will speak plainer, if you
wish it. An imposter, sir.”

With those words, Mr. Pickwick turned
slowly on his heel, and rejoined his friends.

While Mr. Pickwick was delivering himself
of the sentiment just recorded, Mr. Weller
and the fat boy, having by their joint en-
deavours cut out a slide, were exercising
themselves thereupon, in a very masterly and
brilliant manner. Sam Weller, in particular,
was displaying that beautiful feat of fancy-
sliding which is currently denominated “knock-
ing at the cobbler’s door,” and which is
achieved by skimming over the ice on one
foot, and occasionally giving a postman’s
knock upon it with the other. It was a good
long slide, and there was something in the
motion which Mr. Pickwick, who was very
cold with standing still, could not help
envying.

“It looks a nice warm exercise that, doesn’t
it?”” he inquired of Wardle, when that gentle-
man was thoroughly out of breath, by reason
of the indefatigable manner in which he had
converted his legs into a pair of compasses,
and drawn complicated problems on the ice.

“Ah, it does indeed,” replied Wardle. “Do
you slide?”

“I used to do so, on the gutters, when I
was a boy,” replied Mr. Pickwick.

“Try it now,” said Wardle.

“Oh, do, please, Mr. Pickwick!” cried all
the ladies.

“I should be very happy to afford you any
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amusement,” replied Mr. Pickwick, “but I
en’t done such a thing these thirty years.”
~ “Pooh! Pooh! Nonsense!” said Wardle,
ragging off his skates with the impetuosity

‘which characterised all his proceedings.
B

“Here; I'll keep you company; come along!”
'And away went the good-tempered old fellow
‘own the slide, with a rapidity which came
7 close upon Mr. Weller, and beat the fat
ioy all to nothing.
. M Pickwick paused, considered, pulled
off his gloves and put them in his hat: took
two or three short runs, baulked himself as
o ~ often, and at last took another run, and went
~ slowly and gravely down the slide, with his
| ‘j feet about a yard and a quarter apart, amidst
* the gratified shouts of all the spectators.
. “Keep the pot a bilin’, sir!” said Sam; and
' down went Wardle again, and then Mr. Pick-
~ wick, and then Sam, and then Mr. Winkle,
" and then Mr. Bob Sawyer, and then the fat
. boy, and then Mr. Snodgrass, following closely
. upon each other’s heels, and running after
" each other with as much eagerness as if all
. their future prospects in life depended on
 their expedition.
- > It was the most intensely interesting thing,
% to observe the manner in which Mr. Pickwick
" performed his share in the ceremony; to
"} watch the torture of anxiety with which he
= viewed the person behind, gaining upon him
" at the imminent hazard of tripping him up;
. to see him gradually expend the painful
_ force he had put on at first, and turn slowly
4§ . round on the slide, with his face towards the
. point from which he had started; to con-
‘mnplate the playful smile which mantled on
 his face when he had accomplished the
Lﬂammce, and the eagerness with which he
ned round when he had done so, and ran

after his predecessor: his black gaiters tripping
pleasantly through the snow, and his eyes
beaming cheerfulness and gladness through
his spectacles. And when he was knocked
down (which happened upon the average
every third round), it was the most invigor-
ating sight that can possibly be imagined, to
behold him gather up his hat, gloves, and
handkerchief, with a glowing countenance,
and resume his station in the rank, with an
ardour and enthusiam that nothing could
abate.

The sport was at its height, the sliding was
at the quickest, the laughter was at the loudest,
when a sharp smart crack was heard. There
was a quick rush towards the bank, a wild
scream from the ladies, and a shout from Mr.
Tupman. A large mass of ice disappeared; the
water bubbled up over it; Mr. Pickwick’s hat,
gloves, and handkerchief were floating on the
surface; and this was all of Mr. Pickwick that
anybody could see.

Dismay and anguish were depicted on
every countenance, the males turned pale,
and the females fainted. Mr. Snodgrass and
Mr. Winkle grasped each other by the hand
and gazed at the spot where their leader had
gone down, with frenzied eagerness: while
Mr. Tupman, by way of rendering the prompt-
est assistance, and at the same time conveying
to any persons who might be within hearing,
the clearest possible notion of the catas-
trophe, ran off across the country at his ut-
most speed screaming “Fire!” with all his
might.

It was at this moment, when old Wardle
and Sam Weller were approaching the hole
with cautious steps, and Mr. Benjamin Allen
was holding a hurried consultation with Mr.
Bob Sawyer, on the advisability of bleeding
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the company generally, as an improving little
bit of professional practice—it was at this very
moment, that a face, head, and shoulders,
emerged from beneath the water, and dis-
closed the features and spectacles of Mr.
Pickwick.

“Keep yourself up for an instant—for only
one instant!” bawled Mr. Snodgrass.

‘“Yes, do; let me implore you—for my sake!”
roared Mr. Winkle, deeply affected. The ad-
juration was rather unnecessary; the proba-
bility being, that if Mr. Pickwick had declined
to keep himself up for anybody’s else’s sake, it
would have occurred to him that he might as
well do so, for his own.

“Do you feel the bottom there, old fellow?”
said Wardle.

“Yes, certainly,” replied Mr. Pickwick,
wringing the water from his head and face,
and gasping for breath. “I fell upon my back.
I couldn’t get on my feet at first.”

The clay upon so much of Mr. Pickwick’s
coat as was yet visible, bore testimony to the
accuracy of this statement; and as the fears of
the spectators were still further relieved by
the fat boy’s suddenly recollecting that the
water was nowhere more than five feet deep,
prodigies of valour were performed to get him

out. After a vast quantity of splashing, and
cracking, and struggling, Mr. Pickwick was at
length fairly extricated from his unpleasant
position, and once more stood on dry land.

““Oh, he’ll catch his death of cold,” said
Emily.

“Dear old thing!” said Arabella. “Let me
wrap this shawl round you, Mr. Pickwick.”

“Ah, that’s the best thing you can do,”
said Wardle, “and when you’ve got it on, run
home as fast as your legs can carry you, and
jump into bed directly.”

A dozen shawls were offered on the instant.
Three or four of the thickest having been
selected, Mr. Pickwick was wrapped up, and
started off, under the guidance of Mr. Weller:
presenting the singular phenomenon of an
elderly gentleman, dripping wet, and without -
a hat, with his arms bound down to his sides,
skimming over the ground, without any
clearly defined purpose, at the rate of six good
English miles an hour.

But Mr. Pickwick cared not for appearances
in such an extreme case, and urged on by Sam
Weller, he kept at the very top of his speed
until he reached the door of Manor Farm,
where Mr. Tupman had arrived some five
minutes before, and had frightened the old
lady into palpitations of the heart by impress-
ing her with the unalterable conviction that
the kitchen chimney was on fire—a calamity
which always presented itself in glowing
colours to the old lady’s mind, when anybody
about her evinced the smallest agitation.

Mr. Pickwick paused not an instant until
he was snug in bed. Sam Weller lighted a
blazing fire in the room, and took up his
dinner; a bowl of punch was carried up after-
wards, and a grand carouse held in honour of
his safety. Old Wardle would not hear of his
rising, so they made the bed the chair, and
Mr. Pickwick presided. A second and a third
bowl were ordered in; and when Mr. Pickwick
awoke the next morning, there was not a
symptom of rheumatism about him: which
proves, as Mr. Bob Sawyer very justly observed.,
that there is nothing like hot punch in such
cases: and that if ever hot punch did fail to
act as a preventive, it was merely because the
patient fell into the vulgar error of not taking

enough of it.\
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']::vo applesauce cakes were on display in the middle
of the kitchen table when Clay-Boy walked in. He
breathed in the spicy aroma appreciatively. Something
had happened during his absence. There was some
quickening of excitement, a sense of Christmas rushing
inexorably down upon them, but in spite of the two
proud cakes, he knew that his mother was not really
prepared for the day.

“I was getten ready to send out a search party for
you,” said Olivia. She stood by the old wood-burning
cook stove, where she was frying slices of ham.

“I just poked along,” lied Clay-Boy. Olivia was in-
clined to be overly protective, and he had learned not
to reveal his more dangerous adventures on the moun-
tain for fear she might not allow him to venture there
alone.

“Did you get the tree?” she asked.
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“Yes {na'am,” he answered. “It’s out on the porch.
Where is everybody?” asked Clay-Boy, sensing an

unnatural quiet in the house.

“I'sent the children over to ask Mama and Papa to
come have supper with us.”

Clay-Boy noticed that the ham had been pared down
to the bone and that every edible slice had been re-
moved. He knew that it was the last ham left from
thihog his father had butchered and cured in the fall,

- Mama, whar are we goen to have for the Christmas

dinner?”

“I don’t know, boy,” answered Olivia. “Maybe
I'll wring Gretchen’s neck and make stew and dump-
lins.”

. “Gretchen’s a layen hen,” objected Clay-Boy.
What'll we do for eggs if we make a stew out of her>”

“I don’t know that either,” replied Olivia. “I'm
feclen reckless. Liven each day as it comes. Let tomor-
row take care of itself.”

Olivia tried to make her voice sound convincingly
free of care, but she didn’t succeed. She and Clay-Boy
both knew that the money Clay had left with her last
week for food had dwindled to less than three dollars,
There Were some sweet potatoes left in the storage bin
in the basement, some dried apples, and a few Mason
jars of canned tomatoes, peas, string beans and peach
preserves left from her summer’s canning. Seeing
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Clay-Boy’s troubled look, Olivia said reassuringly,
“We'll get by.”

“What about Santa Claus for the kids?” he asked.

“I made some little things,” answered Olivia.
“Dresses for each of the girls. Warm pajamas for you
boys.”

“They’ll know you made them,” observed Clay-
Boy. “They’ll know they’re not from Santa Claus.
They’ll stop believen.”

“Maybe it’s time they did,” said Olivia soberly. “In
hard times like these maybe it’s silly to let children go
on believen in foolishness.”

“I remember when I was little,” said Clay-Boy.
“Remember how we used to put out corn flakes for
Santa Claus and carrots for his reindeer? It used to
take me hours to get to sleep, thinken of him right
here in the house. And then in the mornen when the
presents were all under the tree and the corn flakes and
carrots all gone, I really believed, Mama. I believed.”

“Times were different. We had money to spend in
them days.”

“You reckon the Depression will last forever,
Mama?”

“I don’t know, boy,” answered Olivia wearily.
“Mr. Roosevelt says it won’t. Now stop worryen
about things you can’t help. Go put up the Christmas
Tree. At least we'll have somethen pretty to look at.”
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Clay-Boy went to the barn, found his father’s hand-
saw and a square block of wood to use as the base for
the Christmas Tree. He returned to the back porch
where the tree leaned against the wall. There he shook
the tree vigorously, freeing it of the powdery snow
which still clung to its limbs so it would be dry enough
to take into the house. He sawed the pungent trunk of
the evergreen evenly, and nailed the square block to
the foot of the trunk.

The boy worked rapidly to set up the tree in the
living room before his brothers and sisters arrived
home. They would clamor to start decorating it im-
mediately, and he wanted it ready for them.

Once it stood in a corner the tree released its win-
tery green aroma, which quickly permeated the living
room. A tree in the house brought with it a feeling of
mystery. Into the house the tree brought with it the
memory of thousands of white-hot summer suns, the
long wilderness silence of snow-mantled winters, the
crash of thunderous storms, the softness of 2 new green

spring, and all the wild things which had rested in its
shade or nestled in its branches. There was something
Pagan and alien in its presence which pervaded the
house.

“You sure that’s the same tree we picked out last
summer?” asked Olivia when she came in to inspect it.

“No, it’s not, Mama,” replied Clay-Boy. “Some-
then broke some branches on that other one.”

[36]
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Just then there was a great stomping f’f feet on the
back porch, and they knew that the children had ar-
rived home. Olivia rushed to the kitchen door, hoping
they might have encountered Ch?r somewhere along
the way, that he would be standmg.there when sh'e
opened the door with Pattie-Cake p.lggypack on his
shoulders and the other children holding his hands an.d
coattails. But there were only the children and their

arents.
gr?‘tfl\izrry Christmas, daughter,” boomet_:l Homer Ital-
iano in his voice, which was so loud that it lent author-
ity to anything he said, no matter how commonplace
it might be. =

“Come on in, Papa,” cried Olivia. “How are you,
Mama?” _

“I think I got a crick in my back,” replied Ida.
Homer’s wife was a thin wraith of a woman who, un-
like her husband, spoke in a thin near-whisper.

Alone with his wife, Homer was tender and de-
pendent, an indulged child as much as a husband, bl?t
when they were in the presence of others he found it
necessary to deride Ida’s talents and pcrsorlahty.'

“That woman is crazy,” remarked Homer with a
wondering shake of his head. .

“Don’t listen to him,” whispered Ida, unbuttoning

her coat. o
“What's Mama done now,” laughed Olivia, .usher-
ing the children out of the cold and into the kitchen.
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“Been streaken all over the hills taken orders for the
Larkin Company. Old woman like her ought to be
home sitten by the fire in a rocken chair 'stead of
scooten “round like a snow plow!”

“I made three dollars,” protested Ida. “And that’s
three dollars we wouldn’t have if T hadn’t been out
taken orders.”

It was then that the children spotted the Christmas
Tree, and with shrieks of delight they streamed into
the living room to admire it. The grandparents came to
the door and observed the tree for a moment, then
turned back to take seats around the kitchen table.

“Where’s Clay, daughter?” asked Homer.

“Somewhere between here and Waynesboro,” an-
swered Olivia. “Be here soon, I reckon.”

“I'wouldn’t count on it,” observed Ida. “I'll bet you
he’s down yonder drinken whiskey with those Staples
women right this second.” Ida was a pillar of the
Baptist Church and she lost no opportunity to remind
her daughter that she had married a heathen,

“Mama, I won’t have you talken about Clay that
way,” objected Olivia.

“He drinks, don’t he?” snapped Ida.

“He takes a drink,” said Olivia. “There’s a differ-
ence. And anyway it’s Christmas Eve. Clay’ll want to
be with his family.”

“Atleast he’s worken,” said Homer. “That’s more’n
can be said for the rest of us.”

[38]
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Nobody had any reply for this.

“Hard times,” said Homer philosophically. Ida
nodded absently.

“I was listenen to the radio while ago,” continued
Homer. “They’re doen right smart talken about this
New Deal.”

“It’s what the country needs all right,” said Olivia.

“I hear ’em talken about it all the time, but I don’t
know what it means,” said Ida.

“It means we got a man in the White House that’s
goen to do somethen,” announced Homer. “Roose-
velt says he’s goen to open the banks, get the country
moven again, and I believe he’ll do it. You heard any
of them Fireside Chats of his, daughter?”

“I heard one the other night,” replied Olivia.
“Talken about the NRA or some such thing.”

“There’s some that feels the country is goen to the
dogs,” said Homer. “But I don’t pay ’em no heed. I
say Roosevelt is goen to keep his word.”

“They say she’s real nice,” observed Ida. “Joe
Phillips was up there in Washington on the Veterans

March. She came out there and shook hands with
everybody, tasted the stew and all. Joe said he got up
as close to her as I am to you.”

“I don’t care what they do as long as they get the
mill open and Clay can come home to work again,”
said Olivia.
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“Clay ought to be showen up here pretty soon,”
said Homer.

“Iexpect him any minute,” said Olivia, and she gave
her mother a confident look to show that she meant
what she said.

In the living room there was a crisis. Clay-Boy had
been overseeing the decoration of the Christmas Tree.
On the topmost point of the tree he had fixed the silver
glass star which had belonged to Grandma Spencer.
Then they had placed the store-bought ornaments and
ropes of tinsel on the tree, but there were still bare
spots. To fill them each of the children had brought
down from their rooms decorations they had made
themselves.

John had varnished some pine cones with gold
paint. Mark had found a heavy antique brass key and
had polished it so that it shone with a burnished glow.
Shirley had joined circles of construction paper to-
gether to form a chain. From 2 piece of red flannel,
Matt had constructed a Sana Claus with black-eyed
peas for eyes, a lump of coal for a nose and 2 lon
ragged cotton beard. Even though she had made it for
‘Thanksgiving, Pattie-Cake, because she was the baby,
had been allowed to hang a crayon-colored, cutout of
a turkey. From tinfoil Luke had fashioned several
silver bells and when the decorations were all in place
the tree had developed a certain helter-skelter style.
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The trouble developed when Becky arrived with her

decoration—a blue jay’s nest containing one speckled
ish-blue egg.

grz:‘);'stilubc:n’t i)gut that thing on the tree,” saifl Matt,
“It’s full of mites and that old rotten egg will smell
ba‘fl‘.You don’t know what you’re talken about,” ob-
jected Becky. “This egg is not rotten. I b}?w all the
stuff out of it. Inside it’s clean as a whlstle..

“I don’t care,” said Matt. “It’s still got bird poop on
it. Who wants a nasty thing like that on a Christmas
Tree?” . -

“I do,” said Becky firmly. “And it’s not nasty.

“You're such a crazy, Becky,” §aid Shlrle}'r.‘

“Oh, go paddle your canoe,” said Bc(:'ky airily.

Pretending to ignore her brothers and sisters, Becky
reached into the most conspicuous spot on the tree and
began arranging the blue jay’s nest ?n a hal.ldy foxl'l;
while she sang the first stanza of “The Little O

in the Pines.”

Ca‘t‘lxlcll;?ire got to say,” said Clay-B?y, “is Santa CIaL:s
is goen to take one smell of that %md pc::)p and he’s
goen to head right back up the chimney.

Pattie-Cake began to cry. -

“What’s the matter with you, cry-baby?” de-

ed Becky.

mTSdax:lta Cllzs won’t come because of you,” wept

Pattie-Cake.

[41]
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TrE sheep ran huddling together against the hurdles, blow-
ing out thin nostrils and stamping with delicate forefeet,
their heads thrown back and a light steam rising from the
crowded sheep pen into the frosty air, as the two animals
hastened by in high spirits, with much chatter and laugh-
ter. They were returning across country after a long day’s
outing with Otter, hunting and exploring on the wide up-
lands where certain streams tributary to their own river
had their first small beginnings; and the shades of the short
winter day were closing in on them, and they had still some
distance to go. Plodding at random across the plough, they
had heard the sheep and had made for them; and now,
leading from the sheep pen, they found a beaten track
that made walking a lighter business, and responded, more-
over, to that small inquiring something which all animals
carry inside them, saying unmistakably, “Yes, quite right;
this leads home!”
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“It looks an Il we were coming to a village,” said the
Mole somewhat dubiously, slackening his pace, as the track,
that had in time become a path and then had developed
into a lane, now handed them over to the charge of a well-
metalled road. The animals did not hold with villages, and
their own highways, thickly frequented as they were, took
an independent course, regardless of church, post office,
or public-house.

“Oh, never mind,” said the Rat. “At this season of the
year they're all safe indoors by this time, sitting round the
fire; men, women, and children, dogs and cats and all. We
shall slip through all right, without any bother or unpleas-
antness, and we can have a look at them through their
windows if you like, and see what they're doing.”

The rapid nightfall of mid-December had quite beset
the little village as they approached it on soft feet over
a thin fall of powdery snow. Little was visible but squares
of a dusky orange-red on either side of the street, where the
firelight or lamplight of each cottage overflowed through
the casements into the dark world without. Most of the
low latticed windows were innocent of blinds, and to the
lookers-in from outside, the inmates, gathered round the
tea table, absorbed in handiwork, or talking with laughter
and gesture, had each that happy grace which is the last
thing the skilled actor shall capture—the natural grace
which goes with perfect unconsciousness of observation.
Moving at will from one theatre to another, the two spec-
tators, so far from home themselves, had something of
wistfulness in their eyes as they watched a cat being
stroked, a sleepy child picked up and huddled off to bed,
or a tired man stretch and knock out his pipe on the end
of a smouldering log.

But it was from one little window, with its blind drawn

down, a mere blank transparency on the night, that the
sense of home and the little curtained world within walls—
the larger stressful world of outside Nature shut out and
forgotten—most pulsated. Close against the white blind
hung a birdcage, clearly silhouetted, every wire, perch,
and appurtenance distinct and recognisable, even to yes-
terday’s dull-edged lump of sugar. On the middle perch
the fluffy occupant, head tucked well into feathers, seemed
so near to them as to be easily stroked, had they tried; even
the delicate tips of his plumped-out plumage pencilled
plainly on the illuminated screen. As they looked, the sleepy
little fellow stirred uneasily, woke, shook himself, and raised
his head. They could see the gape of his tiny beak as he
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yawned in a bored sort of way, looked round, and then
settled his head into his back again, while the ruffled
feathers gradually subsided into perfect stillness. Then a
gust of bitter wind took them in the back of the neck, a
small sting of frozen sleet on the skin woke them as from
a dream, and they knew their toes to be cold and their legs
tired, and their own home distant a weary way.

Once beyond the village, where the cottages ceased
abruptly, on either side of the road they could smell
through the darkness the friendly fields again; and they
braced themselves for the last long stretch, the home stretch,
the stretch that we know is bound to end, some time, in
the rattle of the door latch, the sudden firelight, and the
sight of familiar things greeting us as long-absent travellers
from far overseas. They plodded along steadily and silently,
each of them thinking his own thoughts. The Mole’s ran a
good deal on supper, as it was pitch-dark, and it was all a
strange country to him as far as he knew, and he was fol-
lowing obediently in the wake of the Rat, leaving the
guidance entirely to him. As for the Rat, he was walking
a little way ahead, as his habit was, his shoulders humped,
his eyes fixed on the straight grey road in front of him; so
he did not notice poor Mole when suddenly the summons
reached him, and took him like an electric shock.

We others, who have long lost the more subtle of the
physical senses, have not even proper terms to express an
animal’s intercommunications with his surroundings, living
or otherwise, and have only the word “smell,” for instance,
to include the whole range of delicate thrills which mur-
mur in the nose of the animal night and day, summoning,
warning, inciting, repelling. It was one of these mysterious
fairy calls from out the void that suddenly reached Mole
in the darkness, making him tingle through and through
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with its very familiar appeal, even while as yet he could
not clearly remember what it was. He stopped dead in his
tracks, his nose searching hither and thither in its efforts
lo recapture the fine filament, the telegraphic current, that
had so strongly moved him. A moment, and he had caught
it again; and with it this time came recollection in fullest
flood.

Home! That was what they meant, those caressing ap-
peals, those soft touches wafted through the air, those in-
visible little hands pulling and tugging, all one way! Why,
it must be quite close by him at that moment, his old home
that he had hurriedly forsaken and never sought again, that
day when he first found the river! And now it was sending
out its scouts and its messengers to capture him and bring
him in. Since his escape on that bright morning he had
hardly given it a thought, so ahsorbed had he been in his
new life, in all its pleasures, its surprises, its fresh and cap-
tivating experiences. Now, with a rush of old memories,
how clearly it stood up before him, in the darkness! Shabby
indeed, and small and poorly furnished, and yet his, the
home he had made for himself, the home he had been so
happy to get back to after his day’s work. And the home
had been happy with him, too, evidently, and was missing

| him, and wanted him back, and was telling him so, through

his nose, sorrowfully, reproachfully, but with no bitterness
or anger; only with plaintive reminder that it was there,
and wanted him.

The call was clear, the summons was plain. He must
obey it instantly, and go. “Ratty!” he called, full of joyful
excitement, “hold on! Come back! T want you, quick!”

“0, come along, Mole, do!” replied the Rat cheerfully,
still plodding along.

“Please stop, Ratty!” pleaded the poor Mole, in anguish




of heart. “You don't understand! It's my home, my old
home! I've just come across the smell of it, and it’s close by
here, really quite close. And I must go to it, I must, I must!
0, come back, Ratty! Please, please come back!”

The Rat was by this time very far ahead, too far to hear
clearly what the Mole was calling, too far to catch the
sharp note of painful appeal in his voice. And he was much
taken up with the weather, for he too could smell some-
thing—something suspiciously like approaching snow.

“Mole, we mustn’t stop now, really!” he called back.
“well come for it tomorrow, whatever it is you've found.
But I daren’t stop now—it's late, and the snow's coming
on again, and T'm not sure of the way! And I want your
nose, Mole, so come on quick, there’s a good fellow!” And
the Rat pressed forward on his way without waiting for an
answer.

Poor Mole stood alone in the road, his heart torn asun-
der, and a big sob gathering, gathering, somewhere low
down inside him, to leap up to the surface presently, he
knew, in passionate escape. But even under such a test
as this his loyalty to his friend stood firm. Never for a
moment did he dream of abandoning him. Meanwhile, the
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“What is it, old fellow?”
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walfts from his old home pleaded, whispered, conjured, and
finally claimed him imperiously. He dared not tarry longer
within their magic circle. With a wrench that tore his very
heartstrings he set his face down the road and followed
submissively in the track of the Rat, while faint, thin little
smells, still dogging his retreating nose, reproached him
for his new friendship and his callous forgetfulness.

With an effort he caught up to the unsuspecting Rat,
who began chattering cheerfully about what they would
do when they got back, and how jolly a fire of logs in the
parlour would be, and what a supper he meant to eat:
never noticing his companion’s silence and distressful state
of mind. At last, however, when they had gone some con-
siderable way further, and were passing some lree stumps
at the edge of a copse that bordered the road, he stopped
and said kindly, “Look here, Mole, old chap, you seem
dead tired. No talk left in you, and your feet dragging like
lead. We'll sit down here for a minute and rest. The snow
has held off so far, and the best part of our journey is over.”

The Mole subsided forlornly on a tree stump and tried
to control himself, for he felt it surely coming. The sob he
had fought with so long refused to be beaten. Up and up,
it forced its way to the air, and then another, and another,
and others thick and fast; till poor Mole at last gave up the
struggle, and cried freely and helplessly and openly, now
that he knew it was all over and he had lost what he could
hardly be said to have found.

The Rat, astonished and dismayed at the violence of
Mole’s paroxysm of grief, did not dare to speak for a while.
At last he said, very quietly and sympathetically, “What is
it, old fellow? Whatever can be the matter? Tell us your
trouble, and let me see what I can do.”

Poor Mole found it difficult to get any words out be-
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tween the upheavals of his chest that followed one upon
another so quickly and held back speech and choked it as it
came. “I know it's a—shabby, dingy little place,” he sobbed
forth at last, brokenly: “not like—your cosy quarters—or
Toad’s beautiful hall—or Badger's great house—but it was
my own little home—and I was fond of it—and I went away
and forgot all about it—and then I smelled it suddenly—on
the road, when T called and you wouldn’t listen, Rat—and
everything came back to me with a rush—and T wanted it!
—O dear, O dearl—and when you wouldn’t turn back, Ratty
—and 1 had to leave it, though I was smelling it all the
time—I thought my heart would break.—We might have
just gone and had one look at it, Ratty—only one look—it
was close by—but you wouldn’t turn back, Ratty, you
wouldn’t turn back! O dear, O dear!”

Recollection brought fresh waves of sorrow, and sobs
again took full charge of him, preventing further speech.

The Rat stared straight in front of him, saying nothing,
only patting Mole gently on the shoulder. After a time he
muttered gloomily, “I see it all now! What a pig 1 have
been! A pig—that’s me! Just a pig—a plain pig!”

He waited till Mole’s sobs became gradually less stormy
and more rhythmical; he waited till at last sniffs were fre-
quent and sobs only intermittent. Then he rose from his
seat, and, remarking carelessly, “Well, now we'd really
better be getting on, old chap!” set off up the road again,
over the toilsome way they had come.

“Wherever are you [hic] going to [hic], Ratty?” cried
the tearful Mole, looking up in alarm.

“We're going to find that home of yours, old fellow,”
replied the Rat pleasantly; “so you had better come along,
for it will take some finding, and we shall want your nose.”

“0, come back, Ratty, do!” cried the Mole, getting up
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and hurrying after him. “Tt’s no good, I tell you! It's too

late, and too dark, and the place is too far off, and the

snow’s coming! And—and I never meant to let you know 1

was feeling that way about it—it was all an acecident and a
mistake! And think of River Bank, and your supper!”

“Hang River Bank, and supper too!” said the Rat heart-
ily. “I tell you, I'm going to find this place now, if I stay
out all night. So cheer up, old chap, and take my arm, and
we'll very soon be back there again.”

Still snuffling, pleading, and reluctant, Mole suffered
himself to be dragged back along the road by his imperious
companion, who by a flow of cheerful talk and anecdote
endeavoured to beguile his spirits back and make the weary
way seem shorter. When at last it seemed to the Rat that
they must be nearing that part of the road where the Mole
had been “held up,” he said, “Now, no more talking. Busi-
ness! Use your nose, and give your mind to it.”

They moved on in silence for some little way, when sud-
denly the Rat was conscious, through his arm that was
linked in Mole’s, of a faint sort of electric thrill that was
passing down that animal’s body. Instantly he disengaged
himself, fell back a pace, and waited, all attention.

The signals were coming through!

Mole stood a moment rigid, while his uplifted nose,
quivering slightly, felt the air.

Then a short, quick run forward—a fault—a check—a
try back; and then a slow, steady, confident advance.

The Rat, much excited, kept close to his heels as the
Mole, with something of the air of a sleepwalker, crossed
a dry ditch, scrambled through a hedge, and nosed his way
over a field open and trackless and bare in the faint star-
light.

Suddenly, without giving warning, he dived; but the
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Rat was on the alert, and promptly followed him down the
tunnel to which his unerring nose had faithfully led him.

It was close and airless, and the earthy smell was strong,
and it seemed a Jong time to Rat ere the passage ended and
he could stand erect and stretch and shake himself. The
Mole struck a match, and by its light the Rat saw that they
were standing in an open space, neatly swept and sanded
underfoot, and directly facing them was Mole’s little front
door, with “Mole End” painted, in Gothic lettering, over
the bell pull at the side.

Mole reached down a lantern from a nail on the wall
and lit it, and the Rat, looking round him, saw that they
were in a sort of forecourt. A garden seat stood on one side
of the door, and on the other, a roller; for the Mole, who
was a tidy animal when at home, could not stand having
his ground kicked up by other animals into little runs that
ended in earth heaps. On the walls hung wire baskets with
ferns in them, alternating with brackets carrying plaster
statuary—Garibaldi, and the infant Samuel, and Queen Vic-
toria, and other heroes of modern Italy. Down one side of
the forecourt ran a skittle alley, with benches along it and
little wooden tables marked with rings that hinted at beer
mugs. In the middle was a small round pond containing
goldfish and surrounded by a cockleshell border. Out of
the centre of the pond rose a fanciful erection clothed in
more cockleshells and topped by a large silvered glass ball
that reflected everything all wrong and had a very pleasing
effect.

Mole’s face beamed at the sight of all these objects so
dear to him, and he hurried Rat through the door, lit a
lamp in the hall, and took one glance round his old home.
He saw the dust lying thick on everything, saw the cheer-
less, deserted look of the long-neglected house, and its nar-
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row, meagre dimensions, its worn and shabby contents—and
collapsed again on a hall chair, his nose in his paws. “O,
Ratty!” he cried dismally, “why ever did I do it? Why did 1
bring you to this poor, cold little place, on a night like this,
when you might have been at River Bank by this time,
toasting your toes before a blazing fire, with all your own
nice things about you!”

The Rat paid no heed to his doleful self-reproaches. He
was running here and there, opening doors, inspecting
rooms and cupboards, and lighting lamps and candles and
sticking them up everywhere. “What a capital little house
this is!” he called out cheerily. “So compact! So well
planned! Everything here and everything in its place! We'll
make a jolly night of it. The first thing we want is a good
fire; I'll see to that—I always know where to find things. So
this is the parlour? Splendid! Your own idea, those little
sleeping bunks in the wall? Capitall Now, T'll fetch the
wood and the coals, and you get a duster, Mole—you’ll find
one in the drawer of the kitchen tahle—and try and smarten
things up a bit. Bustle about, old chap!”

Encouraged by his inspiriting companion, the Mole
roused himself and dusted and polished with energy and
heartiness, while the Rat, running to and fro with armfuls
of fuel, soon had a cheerful blaze roaring up the chimney.
He hailed the Mole to come and warm himself; but Mole
promptly had another fit of the blues, dropping down on a
couch in dark despair and burying his face in his duster.

“Rat,” he moaned, “how about your supper, you poor,
cold, hungry, weary animal? I've nothing to give you—
nothing—not a crumb!”

“What a fellow you are for giving in!” said the Rat re-
proachfully. “Why, only just now I saw a sardine opener on
the kitchen dresser, quite distinctly; and everybody knows
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that means there are sardines about somewhere in the
neighbourhood. Rouse yourself! pull yourself together, and
come with me and forage.”

They went and foraged accordingly, hunting through
every cupboard and turning out every drawer. The resu].t
was not so very depressing after all, though of course ft
might have been better; a tin of sardines—a box of captam' s
biscuits, nearly full-and a German sausage encased in
silver paper.

“There’s a banquet for you!” observed the Rat, as .he
arranged the table. “T know some animals who would give
their ears to be sitting down to supper with us tonight!

“No bread!” groaned the Mole dolorously; “no butter,
no——"

“No pité de foie gras, no champagne!”’ continued the
Rat, grinning. “And that reminds me—what’s that little door
at the end of the passage? Your cellar, of cgurse! Every lux-
ury in this house! Just you wait a minute.

He made for the cellar door, and presently reappeared,
somewhat dusty, with a bottle of beer in each paw and an-
other under each arm. “Self-indulgent beggar you seem to
be, Mole,” he observed. “Deny yourself nothing. This is
really the jolliest little place I ever was in. Now, wherever
did you pick up those prints? Make the place look so home-
like, they do. No wonder you're so fond of it, Mole.’:I'el] us
all about it, and how you came to make it what it is.

Then, while the Rat busied himself fetching plates, and

knives and forks, and mustard which he mixed in an egg-
cup, the Mole, his bosom still heaving with the stress of his
recent emotion, related—somewhat shyly at first, but with
more freedom as he warmed to his subject—how this was
planned, and how that was thought out, and how this was
got through a windfall from an aunt, and that was a won-
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derful find and a bargain, and this other thing was bought
out of laborious savings and a certain amount of “going
without.” His spirits finally quite restored, he must needs
go and caress his possessions, and take a lamp and show off
their points to his visitor and expatiate on them, quite for-
getful of the supper they both so much needed; Rat, who
was desperately hungry but strove to conceal it, nodding
seriously, examining with a puckered brow, and saying,
“"Wonderful,” and “Most remarkable,” at intervals, when
the chance for an observation was given him,

At last the Rat succeeded in decoying him to the table,
and had just got seriously to work with the sardine opener
when sounds were heard from the forecourt without—
sounds like the scuffling of small feet in the gravel and a
confused murmur of tiny voices, while broken sentences
reached them—"Now, all in a line—hold the lantern up a
bit, Tommy—clear your throats first—no coughing after I
say one, two, three.—Where’s young BillP’—Here, come on,
do, we're all a-waiting—"

“What’s up?” inquired the Rat, pausing in his labours.

“I think it must be the field mice.” replied the Mole,
with a touch of pride in his manner. “They go round carol
singing regularly at this time of the year. They're quite an
institution in these parts. And they never pass me over—
they come to Mole End last of all; and T used to give them
hot drinks, and supper too sometimes, when I could afford
it. Tt will be like old times to hear them again.”

“Let’s have a look at them!” cried the Rat, jumping up
and running to the door.

It was a pretty sight, and a seasonable one, that met
their eyes when they flung the door open. In the forecourt,
lit by the dim rays of a horn lantern, some eight or ten little
field mice stood in a semicircle, red worsted comforters
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round their throats, their forepaws thrust deep into their
pockets, their feet jigging for warmth. With bright beady
eyes they glanced shyly at each other, sniggering a little,
sniffing and applying coat sleeves a good deal. As the door
opened, one of the elder ones that carried the lantern was

just saying, “Now then, one, two, three!” and forthwith
their shrill little voices uprose on the air, singing one of the
old-time carols that their forefathers composed in fields
that were fallow and held by frost, or when snowbound in
chimney corners, and handed down to be sung in the miry
streets to lamplit windows at Yule time.
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CAROL

Villagers all, this frosty tide,
Let your doors swing open wide,
Though wind may follow, and snow beside,
Yet draw us in by your fire to bide;
Joy shall be yours in the morning!

Here we stand in the cold and the sleet,
Blowing fingers and stamping feet,
Come from far away you to greet—
You by the fire and we in the street—
Bidding you joy in the morning!
For ere one half of the night was gone,
Sudden a star has led us on,
Raining bliss and benison—
Bliss tomorrow and more anon,
Joy for every morning!
Goodman Joseph toiled through the snow—
Saw the star o'er a stable low;
Mary she might not further go—
Welcome thatch, and litter below!
Joy was hers in the morning/

And then they heard the angels tell

“Who were the first to ery Nowell?

Animals all, as it befell,

In the stable where they did dwell!
Joy shall be theirs in the morning.”

The voices ceased, the singers, bashful but smiling, ex-
changed sidelong glances, and silence succeeded—but for a
moment only. Then, from up above and far away, down the
tunnel they had so lately travelled was borne to their ears
in a faint musical hum the sound of distant bells ringing a
joyful and clangorous peal.
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“Very well sung, boys!” cried the Rat heartily. “And
now come along in, all of you, and warm yourselves by the
fire, and have something hot!”

“Yes, come along, field mice,” cried the Mole eagerly.
“This is quite like old times! Shut the door after you. Pull
up that settle to the fire. Now, you just wait a minute, while
we—O, Ratty!” he cried in despair, plumping down on a
seat, with tears impending. “Whatever are we doin gP We've
nothing to give them!”

“You leave all that to me,” said the masterful Rat. “Here,
you with the lantern! Come over this way. I want to talk to
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you. Now, tell me, are there any shops open at this hour of
the night?”

“Why, certainly, sir,” replied the field mouse respect- -
fully. “At this time of the year our shops keep open to all
sorts of hours.” >

“Then look here!” said the Rat. “You go off at once, you
and your lantern, and you get me—"

Here much muttered conversation ensued, and the Mole
only heard bits of it, such as—“Fresh, mind!—no, a pound of
that will do—see you get Buggins’s, for I won't have any
other—no, only the best—if you can’t get it there, try some-
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where else—yes, of course, home-made, no tinned stuff— i
well then, do the best you can!” Finally, there was a chink
of coin passing from paw to paw, the field mouse was pro-
vided with an ample basket for his purchases, and off he

hurried, he and his lantern.

The rest of the field mice, perched in a row on the set- -
tle, their small legs swinging, gave themselves up to enjoy-
ment of the fire, and toasted their chilblains till they

tingled; while the Mole, failing to draw them into easy

conversation, plunged into family history and made each ]
of them recite the names of his numerous brothers, who

were too young, it appeared, to be allowed to go out

a-carolling this year, but looked forward very shortly to

winning the parental consent.

The Rat, meanwhile, was busy examining the label on

one of the beer bottles. “I perceive this to be Old Burton,”

he remarked approvingly. “Sensible Mole! The very thing!
Now we shall be able to mull some ale! Get the things

ready, Mole, while T draw the corks.”

It did not take long to prepare the brew and thrust the

tin heater well into the red heart of the fire; and soon every

field mouse was sipping and coughing and choking (for a 1
little mulled ale goes a long way) and wiping his eyes and
laughing and forgetting he had ever been cold in all his life.

“They act plays too, these fellows,” the Mole explained
to the Rat. “Make them up all by themselves, and act them
afterwards. And very well they do it, too! They gave us a
capital one last year, about a field mouse who was captured
at sea by a Barbary corsair, and made to row in a galley;
and when he escaped and got home again, his lady-love had
gone into a convent. Here, you! You were in it, T remember.
Get up and recite a bit.”

The field mouse addressed got up on his legs, giggled
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shyly, looked round the room, and remained absolutely
tongue-tied. His comrades cheered him on, Mole coaxed
and encouraged him, and the Rat went so far as to take him
by the shoulders and shake him; but nothing could over-
come his stage fright. They were all busily engaged on him
like water men applying the Royal Humane Society’s regu-
lations to a case of long submersion, when the latch clicked,
the door opened, and the field mouse with the lantern re-
appeared, staggering under the weight of his basket.

There was no more talk of play-acting once the very
real and solid contents of the basket had been tumbled out
on the table. Under the generalship of Rat, everybody was
set to do something or to fetch something, In a very few
minutes supper was ready, and Mole, as he took the head
of the table in a sort of dream, saw a lately barren board
set thick with savoury comforts; saw his little friends’ faces
brighten and beam as they fell to without delay; and then
let himself loose—for he was famished indeed—on the prov-
ender so magically provided, thinking what a happy home-
coming this had turned out, after all. As they ate, they
talked of old times, and the field mice gave him the local
gossip up to date, and answered as well as they could the
hundred questions he had to ask them. The Rat said little
or nothing, only taking care that each guest had what he
wanted, and plenty of it, and that Mole had no trouble or
anxiety about anything,

They clattered off at last, very grateful and showering
wishes of the season, with their jacket pockets stuffed with
remembrances for the small brothers and sisters at home.
When the door had closed on the last of them and the chink
of the lanterns had died away, Mole and Rat kicked the fire
up, drew their chairs in, brewed themselves a last night-
cap of mulled ale, and discussed the events of the long day.
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At last the Rat, with a tremendous yawn, said, “Mole, old
chap, T'm ready to drop. Sleepy is simply not the word.
That your own bunk over on that side? Very well, then,
I'll take this. What a ripping little house this is! Everything
so handy!”

He clambered into his bunk and rolled himself well up
in the blankets, and slumber gathered him forthwith, as a
swath of barley is folded into the arms of the reaping
machine.

The weary Mole also was glad to turn in without delay,
and soon had his head on his pillow, in great joy and con-
tentment. But ere he closed his eyes he let them wander
round his old room, mellow in the glow of the firelight that
played or rested on familiar and friendly things which had
long been unconsciously a part of him, and now smilingly
received him back, without rancour. He was now in just
the frame of mind that the tactful Rat had quietly worked
to bring about in him. He saw clearly how plain and sim-
ple—how narrow, even—it all was; but clearly, too, how
much it all meant to him, and the special value of some
such anchorage in one’s existence. He did not at all want to
abandon the new life and its splendid spaces, to turn his
back on sun and air and all they offered him and creep
home and stay there; the upper world was all too strong, it
called to him still, even down there, and he knew he must
return to the larger stage. But it was good to think he had
this to come back to, this place which was all his own, these
things which were so glad to see him again and could al-
ways be counted upon for the same simple welcome.
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and like a school of minnows they flowed into the
kitchen and threw open the back door.

Standing on the back porch was Charlie Sneed,
Clay’s friend and companion in hunting and fishing,
woodcutting, drinking and poker-playing. Before the
Depression he had worked beside Clay in the machine
shop. Since the mill had closed he had become a back-
woods Robin Hood, poaching game, some of which
he sold in Charlottesville for cash money; the rest he
gave to friends or families he knew to be in special
need.

Charlie’s most imposing feature was a large round
belly which he called his “beer keg.” Sometimes
Charlie held himself erect and the “beer keg” moved
above and sometimes flowed over his belt. At other
times it simply rested comfortably below his belt.
Charlie was given to patting it fondly, like a mother
fondling some overgrown blob of a child.

Charlie’s face was jolly and round. His eyebrows
and his hair were thick curls of reddish blond. When
he smiled his brown eyes twinkled. He looked for all
the world like a rural Santa Claus on his day off, doing
some work around the farm.

“Where’s Clay?” asked Charlie as he entered the
kitchen and closed the door behind him.

“He’s late tonight,” said Olivia.

“Hey there, Mr. Homer, Miss Ida. How y’all?”
asked Charlie.
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Now she envisioned the turkey, roasted a rich brown,
sitting in the middle of the table in her Blue Willow
platter.

“We’re much obliged to you, Charlie,” said Olivia,
taking the turkey from him and carrying it to the sink.

“Don’t say a thing about it,” said Charlie. “It’s my
pleasure.”

“I thought the hunten season was over,” said Ida
with a faint air of disapproval.

“It is,” said Charlie cheerfully.

“Don’t it scare you to break the law on Christmas
Eve?”

“No, ma’am, it don’t,” said Charlie firmly. “Why
should people go hungry when there’s game aplenty?”

“Seems like a sin though,” said Ida. “I don’t think
I could eat it.”

“Well, you're goen to, Mama,” said Olivia, “if you
come to dinner tomorrow. And you stop worryen
Charlie. This turkey is the answer to my prayers. I
declare, 1 think I'll cook it tonight! Won't Clay
Spencer be surprised when he walks in that door and
finds a Christmas turkey roasten in the oven!”

The storm outside seemed less threatening now.
Christmas dinner, if nothing else, was assured. She was
in her own house and her children were safe from
harm. If only Clay were here she could ignore com-
pletely the snow-laden wind which roared in baffled
rage at the windows and doors.

[45]




IN observance of Christmas Eve, Miss Emma and
Miss Etta Staples had gotten out of the overalls they
usually wore, and changed into finery. It was Emma’s
idea. Etta was a ninny and never had an idea of her
own. It would have been just like her to have forgot-
ten Christmas altogether and worked right through
to New Year’s. But Emma remembered and it was
she who cut the tree and set it up, laid the fire in the
seldom-used front room, then briskly climbed the
stairs to change.

“Hurry along, Etta,” called Emma, passing her sis-
ter’s door, knowing full well that Etta was such a
dreamer that she might lose herself in a magazine and
forget why she had come to her room altogether.

“I'm almost ready,” Etta called gaily from behind
the closed door.

“Wait for me,” called Emma. “We’ll go down to-
gether.”
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solved to hide the brooch better once it was back in
her possession.

“Where are the decorations, Emma?” asked FEtta
at the head of rhe stairway.

“They’re already by the tree, just waiting for you
to put them up,” replied Emma.

“I feel just like when we were little,” said Etta
happily as they walked into the front room and she
saw for the first time the tree which Emma had set up
carlier in the day.

Etta opened the box of decorations and was swept
into yesterday. Emma watched, taking pleasure in
their yearly visit with the decorations they had known
since they were children. Out of the box and onto the
tree went doves made of spun glass, angels with wings
of gauze, ropes of glass beads, a dozen little tin trum-
pets, stars of gold, and glass bells with glass clappers,
a hand-carved Santa Claus and all eight reindeer.

While Etta worked at the tree, Emma arranged the
créche on the old walnut end-table beside the horse-
hair sofa. She had placed the Jesus figure in the manger
and was reaching for a lamb, when there came a knock-
ing at the front door.

“Someone has run out of Recipe!” said Etta.

“I was sure everybody had laid in a good supply,”
said Emma and opened the door.

“Whois it?” asked Emma doubtfully, observing the
snow-covered figure just beyond the door.
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“Clay-Boy Spencer,” answered the boy through
lips that were numb with cold. 9
“What a treat!” cried Miss Emma. “Company,
Ertta!” she called gaily over her shoulder. “It’s Clay

Spencer’s son. Come in! Come in!”

Showers of snow fell away as Clay-Boy removed
his cap and scarf, then shook his coat and stamped his
feet.

“Why, you’re just caked with snow!” said Miss
Etta, taking his jacket and hanging it on the clothes
rack. -

“You look frozen to death,” cried Miss Emma.
“Come by the fire and warm yourself.”

Clay-Boy had been in the kitchen of the Staples’
house, but he had never seen the front room. It was
grand beyond his imagining. Tasseled lamps rested on
heavy hand-carved tables. Two horsehair love seats
flanked the fireplace. In a corner an ancient grand-
father’s clock was stopped at twelve minutes past two,
and Miss Etta beamed at him from beside a Christmas
Tree which shimmered with all manner of glowing,
shining, many-colored ornaments.

“Ecrta, this boy is frozen through and through. Take
off your shoes, Clay-Boy, and let them dry while you
visit. Etta, bring some eggnog and put some Recipe in

L | |

1 1Y
“Don’t go to any trouble,” said Clay-Boy, but Miss
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Etta was already on her way t0 bring the eggnog. !
can’t stay but a minute.”

“Nonsense,” said Miss Emm
shoes before you come down W "
socks, too. They’re soaking wet. e _

“It’'s a wonder you haven’t got frO'Stblteid said Miss
Emma when Clay-Boy’s feert, blm? with co % were ex-
posed. “You sit down and wait right here. i

Now Miss Fmma left the room also and Clay- 0?1
sat down on the love seat and held his f (;et (l))llt tI:)W:ffas
the warmth of the fireplace. He felt silly, Utt Zf o
grateful as the numbing cold began to seep ou
fingers and toes. ‘

I%Iiss Fmma and Miss Etta returned together. 11\]&":
Emma carried a large steaming pan of water whic
she placed at his feet. .

“Soak your feet in this hot water, she commanded.
“Tt will ward off lung disease.” ' :

Obediently Clay-Boy placed his fcf:t 11_1 the pan,
feeling sillier by the minute, bllltdlfnowmg 1t was usc
less to argue with the two old la ’1,cs. :

“Doesn’t that feel better NOW? asked Miss Emma.

“Yes, ma'am,” he answered. _

Now Miss Etta came forward carrying a tray on
which she had arranged a silver pitcher and three silver
mugs.

“This will warm you up,

a. “Take off those wet
ith lung trouble. The

” she promiscd. Clay-Boy
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accepted one of the mugs, which was filled with egg-
nog lightly sprinkled with cinnamon, Something in
it warmed him all the way to the pit of his stomach,
and once it rested there, radiated throughout the rest
of his body. Miss Emma and Miss Frta waited expect-
antly for some reaction from him,

“It’s powerful good,” said Clay-Boy. “What’s in
it?”

“It’s Papa’s Recipe,” explained Miss Emma. “Papa
used to make it all the time and then when he passed
on we used to get so many calls for it that Sister and I
just kept on making it. Drink hearty. There’s plenty.”

“We had a gentleman stop in last week all the way
from Warrenton, Virginia,” said Miss Etta. “He loved
it 50 he took a whole gallon back home with him.”

“It gives us something to do in our old age,” said
Miss Emma, “and it makes people happy, so I can’t
see why we shouldn’t keep right on providing. Ftta,
help Clay-Boy to another cup of eggnog.”

Miss Etta poured, and Clay-Boy accepted the re-
filled cup gratefully. He was warm now from head to
toe and he was beginning to feel so lightheaded and
relaxed that it seemed the most natural thing in the
world to be sitting with the rwo antique ladies, sipping
eggnog while his feet soaked in a pan of hot water.

“How are your mother and all those dear children?”
inquired Miss Etta.

[90]

The Homecoming

“Everybody’s just fine,” said Clay-Boy between
sips of the warming eggnog. e,
p“There are eight now, I believe,” said Miss -Etta.
“Yes, ma'am,” replied Clay-Boy. “Last time we
counted it was eight.”
“Your father never comes but whaF he says f?‘r us
to come over and visit,” observed Miss Emma, “but

»”
ore.
We never seem to get out any m :
“We're getting old,” said Miss Etta proudly. “Hard

to get around when you’re old.”

“Your daddy says you make good grades at §chool,”
said Miss Emma, looking at Clay-Boy appraisingly.

“Yes, ma'am.” : o

“What are you going to do with your life:

“I don’t know yet.” o

“What do you want to do with it:

“They seem to think real high of Daddy over where
he works. He says they’ll put me on over there if I
learn a trade.”

: ; : de”
“Are you interested in taking up a tra £
“Nonz that I know of. Maybe I'll find somethen,

id Clay-Boy. =
531‘(}1?;():‘1 ha); your choice, what “.rould you be? :
Clay-Boy had never confessed his secret yearnlljr’llg
to anyone in the world before, bt.xt -the. eggnog while
warming him had also released his inhibitions. i
“You know these Big Five tablets?” he asked. “Like

you do homework in?”
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Miss Emma nodded interestedly.

“I keep one under my mattress,”

“You're just like Etta,” said Miss Emma. “She hides
things under her mattress too.”

“Just letters from my beaux,” said Miss Etta, then
turned accusingly to her sister. “And now that I know
you've been snooping I'm going to hide them some-
where else.”

“Her beaux!” cried Miss Emma derisively. “Way
she tells it you’d think she had a regular Hallelujah
Chorus lined up at the gate.”

“I wonder what ever happened to Ashley Long-
worth,” sighed Miss Ftta.

“Papa chased him off is what happened,” Miss
Emma reminded her.

Miss Etta said wistfully: “Once when we were in
Charlottesville we were walking along and I thought
I'saw him, the back of his head, walking along in front
of me. I nearly ran, trying to catch up with him, but
when I did, the man was a stranger. He could never
have been Ashley Longworth, Ashley had fine fea-
tures. He came from a good family, and he was a

gentleman. Emma, why didn’t Papa like him?”

“I don’t remember any more,” said Emma, “No-
body was ever good enough for Papa.”

“I never told you this, Emma,” said Miss Etta, “but
Ashley Longworth kissed me one time.”
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“If you've told me once you’ve told me a thousand
times,” sighed Miss Emma. ;

“He was a student, you see,” Miss Etta continued,
ignoring her sister’s bored expression., “over at the
University. He liked hunting and fishing, anfi some-
how found his way out here, and asked permission to
hunt on Papa’s land. Papa said yes, and Ashley just got
to be a regular fixture out here every weekend. Wasn’t
he a handsome thing, Emma?” :

“Knew it, too,” commented Emma from her chair
where she sipped her eggnog reflectively. i

“Anything that handsome had to know it, 2/1133
Etta commented and turned back to Clay-Boy. “On
my twenty-fifth birthday, October 19, 1902, Ashley
was here as usual and he asked me to go for a walk
with him. The woods were on fire with color, and we
stopped beneath a maple tree that had turned blood-
red. There was a little breeze and a showc.ar of lc.taves
fell around us. Ashley reached up very 1mpulss.vely
and touched my cheek and that was when he kissed
mfi:Having no idea that Papa was standing a hundred

” said Miss Emma.
fe“:‘t;:;:};,m very upset about it all. Ashley left that
evening and I heard from him once, a fare_well lettf:r,
you might call it, and then nothing. I think of him
often, but as the years went by and no more word of
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Clay-Boy shook his head sympathetically as Miss 1

tta turned away and gazed (h
il gazed thoughtfully at the
dAfh me!” shjid Miss Emma to no one in particular
and, for a while, each of them ith hi
separate thoughts, o

“Etta, put a record o the Vi '

) ctrola,” said Miss
E;nma Etta had been sitting looking dreamily at the
Christmas Tree, and did not hear. “Etta!” called Miss
Emma sternly.

Miss Etta rose and floated to the Victrola, She
sezfrched about in the Storage cabinet beneath the mg-
Ch:f’lc, found a record and placed it on the turntable.
] It px,'obably needs winding,” advised Miss Emma.

I!‘:‘hasn tbeen used since the Jas time we had a party.”

That was before Papa died,” sajd Miss Etta as she
cran!(ed the handle of the Victrola. “Remember his
cousl}ns from Buckingham County dropped in; he
hadn’t seen them in years. He brought them all in here
and we _played hymns and sang and afterward every-
body cried and hugged.”

Papa was 5 rounder,” said Miss Fmma reflectively.
Shc. refilled her silver mug with eggnog and then
noting that Clay-Boy’s mug was empty, filled his, too,

Miss Etta moved the lever which turned op the
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Victrola, placed the needle in the groove, and stood
with hands folded while the machine made a couple of
preliminary scratchy revolutions.

Then music came into the room and the two old
women and the boy listened silently as Enrico Caruso
sang “It Came nupon a Midnight Clear.”

For a moment when the song was over, they re-
mained still.

“The nice thing about life,” said Miss Etta, “is you
never know when there’s going to be a party.”

“It wouldn’t of been if Clay-Boy Spencer hadn’t
taken it in mind to stop in,” said Miss Emma.

When Clay-Boy realized that they thought the ob-
ject of his trip had been to pay a call, he decided not
to tell them otherwise. His father was obviously not

there, nor had he been there, for the old ladies would

surely have mentioned it.

But now when he looked there were four old
ladies, a twin Miss Emma and a twin Miss Etta, their
images blurring and wavering into each other. His
lips and his tongue were edged with numbness, and
he would have liked nothing better than to have
stretched out and gone to sleep.

He roused himself and with some difficulty man-
aged to stand upright, although the rest of the room
swam unsteadily.

“I certainly appreciate everything,” he said in the
general direction of his hostesses.
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“Oh, you mustn’t go yet,” cried Miss Etta. “It’s still
the shank of the evening!”

4% ] b )
No, ma am, | expect it’s getten along toward
eleven o’clock.”

“How are you traveling, Clay-Boy?>” asked Miss
Emma.

“On foot, ma’am,” he replied.

“Why, you'll never get home walken in this
weather,” said Miss Etta, “unless Santa Claus comes
along and gives you a lift.”

“It’s a bad night out there, Clay—Boy," said Miss
Emma, “Why don’t you stay here? We'll make you
comfortable.” :

“I appreciate it, but my folks would worry.”

Suddenly Miss Etta rose and crossed to her sister
and whispered something in her ear. She looked back
to Clay-Boy briefly. “Fxcuse my bad manners,” she
said, and then the two ladies held a brief whispered
conference.

At the end of it, Miss Emma rose, fixed an eye on
Clay-Boy and said, “Waic here.”

When her sister left the room, Miss Etta gazed at
Clay-Boy with a sweet smile and said, “We've ar-
Tanged a little surprise for you.”

Clay-Boy looked worriedly after Miss Emma as he
heard a door slam at the back of the house.

“I really ought to be getten home.”
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“Oh, you’ll be home before you know it,” said Miss
Etta. “Now get into your things while I get the
blankets!”

Clay-Boy felt he had fallen into the clutches of two
old Christmas witches and he was tempted to slip out
of the front door before cither of them returned with
whatever insane plan they had for getting him home.

He felt his socks, which had been hanging by the
fireplace and, grateful that they were almost dry, he
slipped them on. His shoes were stiff from having
dried so close to the fire, but he slipped them on his
fect and was lacing them up when Miss Etta appeared
at the foot of the stairway. She had put on an old fur
coat with a hat to match and she carried several lap
robes in her arms.

“Wouldn’t you like one more eggnog?” she called.
“A small one for the road?”

“I had just enough,” said Clay-Boy.

“It does make you feel good, doesn’t it?” said Miss
Etta gaily.

“Yes, ma’am,” replied Clay-Boy who could hardly
feel anything at all.

From somewhere outside the house came the silver
jingle of bells.

“There she is!” cried Miss Etta, grabbing up the
pile of blankets. “Come!” she called and rushed to-
ward the front door.
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Clay-Boy drew in his breath at the magic landscape
beyond the door. The snow had stopped and the sky
was a deep blue without a cloud in sight. A full moon
shone down on an expanse of virgin snow, and waiting
in the driveway was Miss Emma Staples in a horse-
drawn sleigh.

“It’s Papa’s sleigh,” explained Miss Ftra. “We've
kept it dusted and polished all these years. Just waiting
for an occasion!”

“Hurry up before Lady Esther falls asleep again,”
called Miss Emma. Lady Esther, an old black mare,
was the only one who showed no enthusiasm for the
journey.

Clay-Boy helped Miss Etta into the sleigh, then
climbed in after her.

“Gee hup!” called Miss Emma while Miss Etta ar-
ranged blankets over everybody’s knees.

Lady Esther moved forward through the snow, and -

once she discovered the ease with which the sleigh
flowed gently behind her, she seemed to warm to her
job and broke into a lively canter.

“Oh my!” exclaimed Miss Etta as each turning of
the road revealed a new white landscape that glittered
and sparkled in the moonlight.

“What a treat!” exclaimed Miss Emma as she lis-
tened to the merrily jingling bells pealing out across
the still night.
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Oh, God, thought Clay-Boy. Gooc! manners de-
creed that he should ask the two old sisters in wl:en
they arrived at his home. Mama would hit the roof!
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OLIVLA and Clay-Boy satin the living room. Olivia
had brought the wind-up kitchen alarm clock out with
her and it sat on the table beside her chair, where its
ticking seemed to fill the room.

Olivia had been drowsing, but now when she woke
and saw that it was one o’clock, she called softly,
“Clay-Boy.”

“Hum?” he asked sleepily.

“You go on to bed now.”

“P'1l wait a little while longer, Mama.”

“No, you're sitten there half asleep. Just go on up-
stairs and lay down.”

“Where you reckon he is, Mama?”

“I don’t know any more than you do, son.”

“I'll go up and lay down, but I'll keep my clothes
on, just in case any word comes.”

“I don’t expect to hear a word before mornen,”

said Olivia.
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“Good night, Mama,” he said at the landing.

“Good night, son.”

He was about to call “Merry Christmas,” but it was
obviously going to be anything but merry so he held
his tongue. Tiptoeing, carefully, picking his way
around boards that squeaked he made his way to the
top of the stairs.

“What time is it, Clay-Boy?” called Becky in a
whisper as he passed the room the girls slept in.

“Time for you to be asleep,” he whispered, and
continued on down the hall to the boys’ room.

His brothers, two in each bed, were asleep. Luke
had kicked his covers off, so Clay-Boy pulled the
blankets and the homemade quilt up and tucked it
around Luke’s shoulders.

Clay-Boy was starting for his own bed when there
came an enormous crash on the roof. At the same mo-
ment from somewhere in the backyard someone could
be heard shouting and cursing. Again the thudding
noise came on the roof and in the next moment the
stairway was alive with pounding feet and cries of
alarm as each child scrambled downstairs to find his
mother.

Olivia was already on her way to the back door
when Clay-Boy, followed by the children, ran into
the kitchen.

“What in God’s name is it?>” he cried.

His mother’s face was twisted with WOorry.
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“It sounds like your daddy, but I don’t know!”

The children stopped their onrush and huddled to-
gether at the living room door as Olivia unlocked the
back door and apprehensively swung it open, Framed
in the doorway was Clay Spencer, half-fmzen an
impish grin on his face, his armg overﬂowing \:Vith
bundles.

“I've been worried sick about you,” said Olivia but
her voice broke, and she buried her face in her hands
and wept.

“Mama, don’t cry,” said Clay-Boy. “He’ home!”

Struggling with packages, Clay entered. He placed
his bundles down on the table, knelt and opened his
arms and immediately they were filled With children
brushing the snow from his face, hugging hjp, arounci
the neck, crushing his chest with their frantic em-
braces.

Now he rose and the children watched wig}, delight
as he crossed the floor to Olivia, He kissed her ren-
derly on the cheek, but then, and this wag what the
children were waiting for, he picked hep up and
danced about the kitchen shouting iO)’Ollsly “God,
what a woman I married!” while Olivia shonte:j indig-
nantly, “Put me down, you old foo]!

Finally he placed her back on the floor. Olivia ad-
justed her clothing with mock annoyance and de-
manded, “Where in the world have you beep»»

“I missed the last bus out of Charlonesvme, so I
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hitchhiked to Hickory Creek. From there it was every
blessed step of the way on foot.”

“Well, you must be nearly frozen. I've been keepen
coffee warm.” Olivia went to get cup and saucer, and
poured the coffee. Clay took his seat at the head of
the kitchen table and grinned as he saw the children
casting appraising glances at the packages.

“What’s in them bundles, Daddy?” asked Luke.

“Beats the tar out of me,” replied Clay.

“Where'd they come from?” asked Shirley.

“Well, I'll tell you,” said Clay, lowering his voice
confidentially. “I was comen up the walk there a
minute ago, knowen you kids were asleep, I tried not
to make any noise. All of a sudden somethen come
fiyen across the sky and landed right on top of the
house.”

“We heard it!” cried Mark and John.

“Well, 1 looked up and there was a team of some
kind of animals about the size of 4 year-old calf. Some-
then kind of pointy on the heads.”

“Reindeer,” supplied Pattie-Cake.

“I never saw one, but that’s what it was all right.
Well, it kind of stopped me in my tracks, and I just
stood there watchen. First thing I see, this old son-of-
a-gun jumped out, all dressed up in black boots and a
red suit trimmed with white fur.”

“Santa Claus!” whispered John.
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“Well, I never laid eyes on the old poot before.
Didn’t know who he was. I just thought it was some-
body tryen to break into the house, so I picked up the
biggest rock I could find, and . . .” = :

Horror stared back at him. “You hit him with a

1*?

rock! .

“Not exactly, but I scared him so that the sleigh
started slippen off the roof and landed right out there
in the backyard. The old man in the red suit started
cracken the whip and called for them reindeer to t'flke
off, but I caught up with him just before that sleigh
left the ground.” '

“You talked to him?” asked Pattie-Cake wonder-
ingly. .

“No, but I wrassled him, and just before he got
away I grabbed a big armful of stuff from the sleigh
and there it is right on the rable.”

“You see!” said Pattie-Cake victoriously to Becky.
“He’s real!” ‘ _

“You're right, honey,” nodded Becky with a smile.
“You're double-durned right.” .

“Which one is mine?” asked Pattie-Cake, touching
the packages shyly. iy

“Try that one,” said Clay, pointing to a package.
“And this one’s for you, and this one’s for you,” he
said until all the bundles had been passed out, except
one which stood alone.
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Cries and shrieks of joy filled the room as Pattie-
Ca}ke removed a brand new golden-haired doll which
cried and opened and closed its cyes. Becky and Shirle

fgr and button noses, jumping jacks which performed
virtuoso acrobatics, jack-knives wich so many blades
that w'hen they opened they resembled a Chinese fan
bou-ncmg balls that jingled, banks j, the form of mule;
which kicked when 2 Penny was inserted, cookie cut-
ters and‘ tea sets, catcher’s mitts and footb;lls balloons
and whistles and spinning tops, and ﬁrecrac,:kers and
warm socks, and boxes of puzzles
and candies and still the bottoms
yet reached.

“Open yours, son,” said Clay o i
held his package in his arms vg’hile lfzafvizgédwl?iz
brothers and sisters exclaim with breathless astonish-
mesntlf as they discovered each new treasure,

elf-consciously Clay-Boy tore ¢

and he looked at his father \):fith confis?::zf:jir (:E:ilj
tude and_ qucstioning eyes as he found five mblcgts of
good writing paper and a brand new fountain pen

“I wonder how news got all the way to the Nc-arth
Polt? that you wanted to be 3 writer,” said Clay with
a grin.

and oranges and nuts
of the bags were not
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“I guess he’s a right smart man,” said Clay-Boy, his
throat almost too full to speak.

“This one must be for you,” said Clay to Olivia,
pointing to the one package still remaining on the
table.

“What in the world could it be?”

“You been wishen for springtime,” said Clay, and
placed the package in her hands.

“Oh, Clay,” cried Olivia and gazed down at a flower
pot containing three hyacinths, one blue, one white,
and one rose and all in full bloom.

Pattie-Cake, cradling her doll in her arms, suddenly
became aware of something which saddened her, and
her lips quivered.

“You didn’t get nothen, Daddy,” she said. Gently
Clay lifted the little girl in his arms and looked around
the room at his family.

“Sweetheart,” he said, “I've got Christmas every
day of my life in you kids and your mama.” He turned
to Olivia. “Did you ever see such thoroughbreds?”

“I see some sleepy children,” said Olivia. “Off to
bed now. You can play in the mornen.”

“Can’tIshoot just one firecracker, Mama?” pleaded
Matt.

Olivia considered, but then she smiled and unex-
pectedly answered “Yes.” It’ll wake everybody within
ten miles, she thought, but she didn’t care. Let the
world know that Clay Spencer was home.
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As the children filed out onto the back porch to
watch Matt light the firecracker, Olivia came and sat
across from Clay. She looked at him, and then at the
hyacinths, and reproach would not come.

“You must have spent every cent of the paycheck,”
she said. She tried to sound cross but somehow she
didn’t succeed.

“Just about,” he admitted cheerfully.

“What are we goen to live on this comen week?”
she asked.

“Love, woman,” he said, and this time he did not
seize her in his arms and waltz madly about the room,
but kissed her gently and took her hand in his,

“BOOM!” went the five-inch firecracker, and
“boom” it resounded across the hills, falling away into
the distance like thunder. Now the children came run-
ning into the house, their faces alight with the excite-
ment of it all.

“Bed time,” said their father, and with only a few
objections the children marched upstairs and pulled
the covers once more over their heads.

But nobody went to sleep.

They waited until they heard the familiar sounds of
lights being turned off down stairs, the passage of their
mother and father down the hall to their bedroom, and
the click of the light being switched off.

From the girls’ room Becky called, “Good night,

[114]

The Homecoming

Luke,” and Luke answered, “Good night, Becky;
good night, Pattie-Cake.” And Pattie-Cake called,
“Good night, Luke; good night, Mama.” _

And Olivia answered, “Good night, Pattie-Cake;
good night, Shirley.” Other voices joinec.l in a round
song of good nights until all the people in the house
had said so many good nights that they could not re-
member whom they had said good night to and whom
they had not. To keep the whole good-night ch.orus
from starting all over again, Clay called “Good night,
everybody, and Merry Christmas!” and gave a long
sleepy yawn, which was the signal that everyone had
been bidden a proper good night. The house fell silent

d they slept.

EmArou);d tEe house the world lay bright as day. The
moon blazed down its cold light on an earth that was
touched with magic. An ancient wind sighed along
the ridges of crusted snow. Angels sang, and the stars
danced in the sky.
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Orivia’s APPLESAUCE CAKE

1 cup of butter 3% cups flour (sifted)
1 cup sugar 2 eggs

2 cups applesauce 1 teaspoon cinnamon
2 cups light raisins 2 teaspoons cloves

1 cup chopped walnuts 2 teaspoons nutmeg

1 teaspoon baking soda Pinch of salt

Sift together: Flour, baking soda, salt, cinnamon, cloves and
nutmeg. Take % cup of flour mixture and stir into the nuts
and raisins. Set both aside. Cream butter until whipped soft.
Add sugar a little at a time until mixture is smooth. Beat in
eggs vigorously. Alternately stir in flour mixture and apple-
sauce. When all mixed together add nuts and raisins and mix
well. Pour batter into a well-greased cake mold. Bake in pre-
heated oven at 350° for one hour. Cool ten minutes, then turn
out on cake rack. Frost with Whiskey Frosting when cake
is cool.

Jane’s WHiskeY Frosting

Y% cup butter 2 cups powdered sugar
1 tablespoon cream 2 tablespoons whiskey (bourbon)
Pinch of salt

Cream butter, add sugar and salt, then cream and whiskey.
Whip until smooth. Frost cake. Decorate with a sprig of
holly.
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ONE dollar and eighty-seven cents.

That was all. And sixty cents of it was in pennies.
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There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on

the ahaLljy little couch and howl. So Della did it. Which
'instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of sobs,
sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles predominating.

While the mistress of the home is gradua“y subsiding

from the first stage to the second, take a look at the home.
A furnished flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar

clescription, but it certainly had that word on the lookout

for the menc[icancy squad.




In the vestibule below was a
letter-box into which no letter
would go, and an electric
button from which no mortal
finger could coax a ring. Also
appertaining thereunto was a
card l)earing the name “Mr.
James Dillingham Young.”

The “Dillingham” had been
ﬂung to the breeze during a
former _periml of prosperity when
its possessor was being paid $30
per week. Now, when the income
was shrunk to $20, the letters
of “Dillingham” looked blurred,
as t]*nough tlley were tl1inlaing

seriously of contracting to a

modest and unassuming D. But
whenever Mr. James Dillingham
Young came home and reached
his flat above he was called
“Jim” and greatly hugged by
Mrs. James Dillingham Young,
already introduced to you as
Della. Which is all very good.
Della finished her cry and
attended to her cheeks with
the powder rag. She stood by
the window and looked out
dully at a gray cat walking a
gray fence in a gray backyard.
Tomorrow would be Christmas

I):'Jy, an(l Blle lla[] Ol‘lly $187

with which to lJuy Jim a present.




She had been saving every penny she could for months,
th this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn’t go far,
Ex'penses had been greater than she had calculated. ley
%_ul‘lways are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim.

any a |mppy hour she had spent planuing for something nice

for him. Sometlling fine and rare and stcrling—sometlling

Just a little bit near to being wortlly of the honour of Iwing
owned by Jim.

~ There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room.
E&l‘lmps you have seen a pier-glass in an $8 flat. A very
nand very agile person may, l:y olaserving his reflection
ina rapit.‘l sequence of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly
.idc,urate conception of his looks. Della, Leing slender, had
astered the art.

B-uclr.leniy she whirled from the window and stood before
! .ﬂl‘lns. Her eyes were shining })ri“iantly, but her face
d lost its colour within twenty seconds. Rapidly she

klcl down her hair and let it fall to its full length.




Now, there were two possessions of the James
Di].lingl:am Youngs in which tlley both took a
miglﬂy pricle. One was Jim's gol(l watch that had
been his father’s and his grandfather’s. The other
was Della’s hair. Had the Queen of Sheba lived in
the flat across the airslla{t, Della would have let her
hair hang out the window some day to dry just to
c]epreciatc Her Majesty’s jewels and gifts. Had King
Solomon been the janitor, with all his treasures
pilecl up in the basement, Jim would have pullecl out
his watch every time he passeJ, just to see him pluclz
at his beard from envy.

So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her,
rippl.ing and sl‘:ining like a cascade of brown waters.
It reached below her knee and made itself almost a
garment for her. And then she did it up again
nervously and quiclzly. Once she faltered for a
minute and stood still while a tear or two splashe(l

on the worn red carpet.



On went her old brown j_aclzet; on went her old
brown hat. With a whirl of skirts and with the
brilliant sparlz]e still in her eyes, she fluttered out

the door and down tligiggtairs to the street,
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Ly stopped the sign read: “Mme. Sofronie.
Hair Goods of All Kinds.” One flight up Della ran,
and collected herself, panting. Madame, large, too white,
chilly, hardly looked the “Sofronie.”

“Will you buy my hair?” asked Della.

“T buy hair,” said Madame. “Take yer hat off and
let's have a sight at the looks of it.”

Down rippled the brown cascade.

“Tventy dollars,” said Madame, Iifting the mass
with a practised hand,
“Gve it to me quick,” said Della,

= L T




Oh, and the next two hours tripped lJy on rosy wings. } . Y
Forget the hashed metapiwr. She was ransacleing the 51

. :
stores for Jim's present.



She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and
no one else. There was no other like it in any of the stores,
and she had turned all of them inside out, It was a platinum
fob chain simp]e and chaste in (lesign, pmper}y pmclaiming
its value by substance alone and not by meretricious
ornamentation—as all gootl tl1ings should do. It was even
worthy of The W‘htq}l. As soon as she saw it she knew that it
must be Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and value—the
tlescription applied to both. Twenty-one dollars they took
fmm ller for it, an(] she l-mrried ]mme with the 87 cents.
With that chain on his watch Jim mighl be properly anxious
about the time in any company. Grand as the watch was, he
sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of the old

leather strap that he used in place of a chain.
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When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a
little to prudence and reason. She got out her curling irons
and lighted the gas and went to work repairing the ravages made
by generosity added to love. Which is always a tremendous
task, dear friends—a mammoth task.

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny,
close-lying curls that made her look wonderfully like a truant
schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the mirror long,
carefully, and critically.

“If Jim doesn’t kill me,” she said to herself, “before he takes
s ool lnck ot s kel say 1 lock BEo s Doty Jebud
chorus girl. But what could I do—oh! what could I do with

a dollar and eigllty-seven cents?”




At seven o'clock the coffee was
made and the frying—pan was on the
back of the stove hot and ready to
cook the C]’lOpS.

Jim was never late. Della doubled
the fob chain in her hand and sat
on the corner of the table near the
door that he always entered. Then
she heard his step on the stair away
down on the first flight, and she
turned white for just a moment.
She had a habit of saying little
silent prayers about the simplest
everyday I:hings, and now she
whispered: “Please God, make him
think I am still pretty.”

The door opened and Jim
stepped in and closed it. He looked

thin and very serious. Poor fenow,
he was only twenty-two—aml to
be burdened with a family[ He
needed a new overcoat and he was
without gloves.

Jim stoppec[ inside the door, as
immovable as a setter at the scent
of quai]- His eyes were fixed upon
Della, and there was an expression
in them that she could not read,
and it terrified her. It was not anger,
nor surprise, nor clisapproval, nor
lmrror, nor any of the sentiments
that she had been prepare(] for. He
simp]y stared at her ﬁxedly with
that peculiar expression on his face.

Della wriggled off the table

and went for i-lim.




, darling,” she cried, “don’t look at me that way. I had
r cut off and sold it because I couldn’t have lived through
s without giving you a present. Itll grow out again—you
mind, will you? T just had to do it. My hair grows awfully
1y ‘Merry Christmas!’ Jim, and let’s be happy. You don't
what a nice—what a beautiful, nice gift I've got for you.”
cut off your hair?” asked Jim, laboriously, as if
t arrived at that patent fact yet even after the
I rental labour.

it off and sold it,” said Della. “Don’t you like me just
unyhow? I'm me without my hair, ain’t 17"

wked about the room curiously.

say your hair is gone?” he said, with an air almost

needn't look for it,” said Della. “It’s sold, T tell you—
gone, too. It's Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for
you. Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered,”
| on with sudden serious sweetness, “but nobody could
iiﬁl' my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?”




v

Qut of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded

is Della. For ten seconds let us regarr.l with discreet scruliny

vme inconsequential olnject in the other direction. Eigl'lt




Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw
| upon the table.

“Don't make any mistake, Dell” he said, “about me. I don'
think there's anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a
shampoo that could make me like my girl any less. But if
ou'll unwrap that package you may see why you had me
oing a while at first.”

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper.
“And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick
nine c]:tange to llysl:enca] tears and wails, necessitating
.ﬂm immediate employment of all the comfortmg powers of
the lord of the flat.
rthere ]ay The Combs —the set of com.l)s, side and back,
at Della had worslu'ppecl for long in a Broadway window.
' .'m&[:u]'.edmbs, pure tortoise shaﬂ, with jeweﬂecl rims—just

}-dy .
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expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved
and yeamed over them without the least l-lope of possession.
And now, t}ley were hers, but the tresses that should have
adorned the coveted adornments were gone.

But she ]mggecl them to her l)osom, and at lengtl: she was
able to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: “My hair

grows so fast, Jim!”




And then Della leaped wp
like a little singed cat and cried,
“Oh, oh!”

Jim had not yet seen his

oautiful present. She held it out

.:l:im eagerly upon her open




Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and
put his hands under the back of his head and smiled.

“Dell,” said he, “let's put our Christmas presents away
and laeep 'em a while. Tlley're too nice to use just at present.
I sold the watch to get the money to lmy your combs. And

now suppose you put the Cllops on.”
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From The Home Monthly, V1 (December 1896): 8-10.

The Burglar's Christmas.
Elizabeth L. Seymour.

TWO very shabhy looking young men stood at the corner of Prairie avenue and Eightieth street, looking despondently at the carriages that whirled by, It was
ChrimmsEve.and:lmmwerefullofvdiichs;ﬂoﬂsu'mgms,gmcm'mmmdmdnges.TBeMwemindxnthnlﬁliqﬁd,hdﬁemguledconditim
peculium:bestmetaofC.hic-goazthumnofﬁ:eyw.mmdhwbeehdmspmbymmﬁmthmtheslushofmudandmowwerthetwuynungmznwho
were talking on the corner.

"Wc!l.'renmhdtheeldexofﬁmtvm,'lgumwema:wrm?e‘smd.meenoughﬂowdoyaufeei?

“Pretty shaky. The wind's sharp to-night. IFT had had anything to eat I mightn't mind it so much, There is simply no show. I'm sick of the whole business. Looks
like there's nothing for it but the lake.”

"0, nonsense, I thought you had mare grit. Got anything left you ean hoc?”'

Nothingbulmybaxd,mdlamnfmidthaywouldn’tﬁndi!worthapawnti:ket,'saidllwyoungermnnrue&ﬂly.mbbingﬂncweel:'sgmwthofsmbblconhis
face.

"Got any folks anywhere? Now's your time to strike 'em if you have.”

“Never mind if I have, they're aut of the question.”

"W'eli.you'llbeoucnfi:befmemuyhoumifyaudon':mahumofmson.Amm‘sgouocat.Scehere.Img:ingdowumlmgﬁn'ssnlnon.luudm
play the banjo in there with a couple of coons, and Tll bone him for some of his free lunch stuff, You'd better come along, perhaps they'll fill an order for two.”

"How far down is ir?"

"Well, it's clear down town, of course, way down on Michigan avenue,”

“Thanks, I guess I'll loaf around here. I don't feel equal to the walk, and the cars—well, the cars are crowded * His Features drew themselves into what might
have been a smile under happier circumstances.

"No, you never did like street cars, you're too aristocratic. See here, Crawford, I don't like leaving you here. You nin't good company for yourself to-night.”

“Crawford? O, yes, that's the last one. There have been so many I forget them.”

“Have you got a real name, anyway?*

"0, yes, butit's one of the ones I've forgotten, Don't you worry about me. You go along and get your free lunch. I think I had a row in Longtin's place once. I'd
hetmnotshnwmyselfthaeagain.’Ashespokubeyoungmannoddedandmmedslcw}yupthcmm

He was miserable enough to want to be quite alone. Even the crowd that jostled by him annoyed him. He wanted to think about himself. He had avoided this
final reckoning with himself for a year now. He had laughed it off and drunk it off. But now, when all those artificial devices which are employed to turn our
thoughts into ather channels and shield us from ourselves had failed him, it must come. Hungeris a powerful incentive to introspectian.

Itissmgichaur.thazhouxwhenwenrcﬁnn]lyd:iv:nton:ckonMxhoumelmwhmeveryavenueofm:gta]dimﬁmhasbemcmuﬁmdoumwnii&a.nd
all its ineffaceable failures closes about us like the walls of that old torture chamber of the I quisition To-night,a:d\ismnslmd:Lram[edimhemeuufﬂlecity,
hi:hwrumr_lcwasnmtheFmttimehchndbeenhungryanddesperntemdnlona.Butalwaysbnﬁored:erehadbemwmeouﬂook,mmedmmabead,mme
plecsumyetunmmdthatmedwon.bthceﬂ‘on,somefaeedmtheFanciedwas,orwouldbe,dm.Butitm;notsoto—nighz.mmyiddingconvicﬁonmupon
hhnthalhebadfailedineverything,hndwtumdevetytbing.ltimdbe:nnmhimfo:almgtime,:hnt?alc&pemHehadcanghtiushndownlthebmmofhix
glmmanyaﬁme,a:r.heheadofhisba:iwhcnhewassfeep!asa:night.ind:e:wi]ighuhadawswhcnmegreummsclbmkeuponhim.!:hndrmdcllfe}ntcﬁxlho
himwhmheawolminthenwmingbcﬁomnuw.Buxnowitsaﬂedslnwlywerhlm,likenighz.thccndlml\!onhemnighsthatbidthemnlangfuewn]l.ltmseup
before him like granite. From this brilliant city with its glad bustle of Yule-tide he was shut off as completely as though he were a creature of another species. His
days seemed numbered and done, sealed over like the little coral cells at the bottom of the sea. Involuntarily he drew that cold air through his lungs slowly, s though
he were tasting it for the last time.

Yethewubmfwnndtwmty,:hism—he]uokndcv:nyounger—andhehadafnhermmphcedownEmwhohadbeenveryprmdofhhnoneaWel],hc
hadukenhislifehuohiwwnbmd;,mdthiswaswhathehndmadeofit.Tha&wasall&mwasmbesaid.Hccouldmmmbenhehcpefu]thingstheyumimny
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ahomhlmnoolkgcinthcolddays,befoteb:hadcuumymdbegunwl!vebyhiswlm,mdheFoundcoungelomﬁlea::hmnw.myhldmuﬂhimvmmgly.
Hekn:wnowthalbeneverhnd:Eemdalsofsucuﬁ,onlythesuperﬁchhgmzyxhnlso&enmmhnfuri&Hewasmwilhounhetinda,mdhehadbumt
Hmse}fomunrhupwple‘sﬁru.Hchndhd-pedolherpwphwmlhitwhz,buthehimwlf—behadnemwuctxdmentapriudmhadnuhﬂedmmaﬂy.m.
if it survived his connection with it, it left him behind.

thmmehadbmwid:mmewnmxpedﬂtywmpmy.nlitﬂehmrd&nuﬂd)eothcrs,daa:hadgunetopiecuinBuEalo.mdhehadworkedhis
wawabicngobybmWhon:hebommldeupiucmfcnheautwmlwyage.hewndirpcnseduﬁthumdﬂewmedmuhuﬂembﬁx?o.!hm
are 50 many reasons for failure! His was a very common one.

Asheimadthaeindaewaunduthcmug!uhedmupbi;udmningwiﬂnh:wvﬂdanddedde&thatﬂhadmwdhimuwdlashcdwwd.ﬁehad
m:dmw-nhisaocmm:ometooo&en.'l'he:ehndbeenadaywhenhethanghwtherwhe;whcuhekadnidhewuunjus:lyhandled.zbathis&ilumwumelyrhe
hekafpmperndjusmtbcwmhimzlfmdothermen.tha:somedayhewuidhemcognindmdirwouldallcomeﬁgh.Bmhcknewhem:hmdmmw,and
he was still man enough to bear no grudge against any one—man or woman.

Tornight was his birthday, too. There ‘somethingpu&cuhr}ymusingint!m.Hemmdupaﬁmplitdecmtcoﬂuwuymhcplﬂnkofthewutchill
fmmhislhmu,lndhsﬁncﬁ\dybeg:nmmmembexal]Lhehirthdaypu!ﬁcshelmdtohm.ﬂewassomldlndmptydnthisnﬁndwemedunablemgﬂ.pplewith
tnysequunﬁmﬂehp:dthkingabomgﬁngerbmadmd&mﬁd&kaﬂlwl&iﬂ.Hecnuldmmemb:r:hesplendidbinhduypaniuhismtheruwdtogin
him,whendl:hcmhmhndebopimhehhckmmhnh&r&ndaydmhmmdmddngahmmmtheire.nnnillred&omrheirmother'nuwal.mdthepinkmd
whimbinbdnycnlne,andtbesmﬁedolivuaudnllthedishesnfw}dchbehndbeenpanicu]arlyfond,andhawhewmﬂdeatmdwandth:ngowbedanddmmof
SnnuClaus.Andinthemominghewouldawak:nmdmngainunﬁibynigiud\efami]ydocwurrivedwithhiscasmroil.andpoorwmhmusedmdnlefullysuy
Lhathwudwgethumomuchwhnveymbinhdaymd%ﬁnmnﬂazmHecauldranemher.mo,:bomyalhirrhd:ymypershehndgivmum]legc.mdthe
mgdinners,and:hemu,nndthemusic,andthegoodfeﬂnmwhohndMahedhimbappimmdma]lymmn:whaﬂheyuid.

AndsinceLhen:heuwemo:hetbiﬂhdaysuppm:hnrheoouldnntmmberso:lmly;thcmcmoryofthgmwuhenvymdﬁnEkedgarettesmokesha:has
beenshminamomallnight.likcchampagmthathmhemndxyopawd,asongthﬂhubmma&ensung,nnawmmﬁonthathmbeenmnmﬁwinq
seemed tawdry and garish, discordant to him now. He rather wished he could forget them altogether.

Whichcmmyhisndndnowmmedthextwasonethoughuhxtilcmﬂdnotmpe.mdthatwas:heiduoffood.Hccaughuhesc:ntnfaciguauddenly.
&ud&ltashnrppainEnthepiwt'hiilbdumenand.asuddenmuisum:inhismuth.Hhcoldhmdsclenchedangrily,md&xammmth:fehr.ha:bir.terhaueduf
wealth, of ease, of everything that is well-fed and well-housed that is common to starving men. At any rate he had a right to eat! He had demanded great things from
ﬂ'lcwvl'ldm:fomenndwuhhandldmiradmNcwitwusimplybread—mdhemu]dbaveiﬂHelookednbwthimquicklyandfeltlheblaodbcginlos&iﬁn
hisvein&lnlﬂhiamhbehndnwustdenanydﬁnghi:mwsresbmit.Bmtovm'gh:Lherewnuidbenoto-monow.chumusedanhemyinwhichthe
iduatdtadhim.Wasitpo&sibletherewasyetonemmexpeﬂenoe&mwoulddisn‘ncthim,mﬂiinglhmhadpmermatdlehisjadedhteresl?coodlhehad
failed at everything else, now he would see what his chances would be as a commaon thief. It would be amusing to watch the beautiful consistency of his destiny
work itself out even in that role, It would be interesting to add another study to his gallery of futile attempts, and then label them all: “the failure as 4 journalist,” “the
faﬂuuasalcctm."tbeEﬁlmasabusinmmn,"&uftﬂnremnlhir.f.'amimun,lil:atheﬁxbsundcrthcpictumafdeaneeofDeathltwastimerha!Chﬂde
Roland came to the dark tower.

Agirlhuunedbyhhnwirhherams&tllafpac!wgu.Shcwa[kedqmﬁcﬂymdwmly,kcepingweﬂwithimheshnduw.aslfshcmnolaocusmmedm
urryingbundiennddidnolwcmmectmyofherﬁiends.mshecroued(hemuddysmt.shemdeancﬂ’oﬂLoliﬁherskinalkﬂe,mdu;hedidsomeohhe
packages slipped unnoticed from beneath her arm. He caught it up and overtook her. "Excuse me, but I think you dropped something."

Shestamd,‘o,yes.thankyuu,lwouldmhcrhnvelostmydﬁnglhanthu'

Thcyoungnmnmrnedengﬁlyuponhimulf.'I'hepadmgemusthmmminedsomlﬁngofmlue.Whyhadhemheptir?Wnsthi:thowrtohhidhc
wmldmke?l-legmundhismthtogethcr.Thozeisnoxhingmmemdderﬁngthmtohnvemamllyoonsemedmcrimemdzhmhcknheneweforcemcarryitoux.

A carriage drove up to the house before which he stood. Several richly dressed alighted and went in. It was & new house, and must have been built
sincchcwuinChicag:lau.The&omdoorwasopenmdhecouldwedmzhehell-wnyandup:hemircnsc.Theservanlhndle&dwdoormdgunewiththc
guests. The first floor was brilliantly lighted, but the windows upstairs were dark, It looked very easy, just to slip upstairs to the darkened chambers where the jewels
and trinkets of the fashionable occupants were kept.

Suill bumingwlthimpatiemagninsth.imsclfheeul:emdquickly,hsﬁncﬁvelyheramwndhismud—staimdhat:shewndquick}yandquiadyuprhestair
m!tsuuckhhnasbeingaradmsuperﬂuumcmumyinabutglar,buthehnddoneitbefmabehad:houg}n.Hiswaymsdearcnou.gh.hemetnooneondm
stairwaymintbeuppethnll.’l'hepswaslitln:heuppe:haﬂ.Hepnssedxhelimchnmbezdoonhrougbshmmwndice.'memndhemmedquiddy.rhhking
ofsomethingels:lqrhiseoumgeshmddfaﬂhim,andclosedlhcdoorbehmdhim.mlightﬁomthcha]l:honcimo:hcroomthrwghlbemnsom.'I'beapartmmt
wnfumi:hedﬁc!ﬂyemughtojunifybhucpectaﬁons.ch:matoncemdnedmsingcase.Anumbcrofﬁng:mdsml]uinh:slayinasilm:myﬂm:hcpm
hasﬁ!yinhispocbtHcopenedtheupperdnwerandfnund.asheexpe:tccl.aeve.m!learlmcan;.lndmﬁatheopemdmalndy’smwh.hthesc«ndapairof
old-fashioned bracelets; he d to dimly b hnvingsemlmcele:slikethembefcre.somcwhcre.'l‘he:hirdquwasbeavier,tluspﬁngwasmud;wom,
nndltopemdcully.llheldnmpofwmeldnd.HehelditupmLhallghtmdthmhilminedmrmgavewuymdhcunemdas!mrpmhmmion.Itwa!:hen'lm
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mug he used to drink from when he was a little boy.
The door apened, and a woman stood in the doorway facing him, She was a tall

THE DOOR OPENED AND A WOMAN STOOD IN THE DOORWAY FACING
HIM. SHE WAS A TALL WOMAN WITH WHITE HAIR IN EVENING DRESS,

vmm,withwbimhlir,inmningdrw.'nwthtfmmlheballsmmedinupunbim.bnuhewma&dd.ﬂheuoodlmkingnhhnamomt,tbmdnthww
out her hand and went quickly toward him.

"Willie, Willie! Is it you!"

He struggled to loose her arms from him, to keep her lips from his cheek. "Maother—you must not! You do not understand! O, my God, this is worst of alll"
Hunger,wﬂkms,mu,lhmm,lﬂmmebn&whha.mdlhmkhisulfmudmmphdy. Phyaimﬂyhewm:wmkmmndnshocklihdﬁs.%mﬂditm
hmhenanordinnydismery.m!henmﬁmhomnﬂnﬂthnmofit.AnyzhingbuttbislAhnrd&rysobbmkz&omhim.ﬂgainhememdinngage
himself,

Whohir.uyuIskaﬂmkhmywﬁo,mybq,mhmwmdmlmgform{slYwhavcbmnwlougheomhg,evenlllmmgﬁveyouup.'

Herllpsuponhiscbeo]:bumthimﬁkﬁmﬂepu:lﬁshandtohhthmgandupohthi:&lymdimhemﬂy:'%udnmmdaﬂand.Ididnotknowyoum
here. I came here to rob—it is the first time—1 swear it—but T am a thief. My pockets are full of your jewels now. Can't you hear me? T am o common thief!"

"Hush,myboy.dmmuglywds.ﬂowcouldymrobywxmhm?ﬂowcmﬂdyw take what is your own? They are all yours, my son, as wholly yours
as my great love—and you can't doubt that, Will, do you?"

Th:tm&voine.thewmmhnnd&ngnnceofhnrpermawlﬂbm:ghhhchﬂtmptyvehuhkeagendesdmuhm.Hefekuthoughallhisumng:hwm
luvingﬁmmdcvmcunsdom.ﬂeheldEmwhaxandbowudhhhudmhermongshwﬂar,mdgmamddmd.
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"0, mother, life is hard, hard!"

Shcsaidnoching,butheldhimclom.AndO.thgmengdmhhmewhitemthuthhhnlO,Ihemumceofuﬁcryin:hazmmbmom:lutmmdfell
uncler his cheek! Foramummttheymodn.sﬂmtly.'l‘hentheybardsheavympupanthes:.ﬁr.Sheledhimtcachnirandwamuuunddmed:bcdow.mﬂw
wpofthesuitcueshemaull,bmd-shouldmdmnn,withi:ongayhair.nndaEacealenandnem.Hercyuwezedxiningmdhercheeksmﬁre.herwhdefam
was one expression of intense determination.

"]nnas,i:isWilliamimhu:.cmhmYaumunleepldmazmymt.[fhegourhh&me,Ignwitbhim.o,]ames,bemsywid:bim,hehnmﬂ'emdn'
Slubmh&omaoummwdwanenmty,andhidherhandonhisshoulder.iielwkodquﬁdoningjyatbeumnmem,thenwemm:heroomwdquiaiyshmthe
door.

She stood leaning agai
silently. She waited a long time, scarcely breathing. At last the door opened, and her husband came out. He stopped to say in a shaken voice,

'Yougntohimnaw,hcwilistcy.lwﬂigowmyroom.lwillweehimagainimhemoming.’

Shepmhumabomhhneck,'o.]amu,hbmkmlthmkyou!"[‘hisisthenighthecnmewlongago.youremmher?lgnwbimmyoutben.nndmwyou
give him back to me!"

'Dnn‘t,Hclcn,'hgmuttered"‘HeLsmymn.lhmn:mfmgomr]m.Ifniledwithhim.]don‘:Lﬂmtohﬂ,i:cutsmypridg'ﬁkehkmmdmahamnofhim.'
He passed on down the hall.

Sheﬂuwinm:hcmmwhe:etheymngmansatwidlhisheadhomduponhisknee. She dropped upon her knees beside him. Ah, it was so good to him to feel
those arms again!

"He s so glad, Willic, so glad! He may not show it, but he is as happy as L. He never was demonstrative with either of us, you know.”

“O,myGod,hewugoodemugh.'gmuodthcmm."]mldhimwemhingmdhewugoodenough.ldon’:mhoweirhemfyoumnIonkatme,:peahome,
mnhma"H:dﬁvmdundezhexdupngainuwhcnuhehadﬁmwuchedhim.mdnicdweauymthmwheruﬂ'.

But she whispered softly,

"This is my right, my son.”

Presently, when he was calmer, she rose. "Now, come with me into the library, and 1 will have your dinner brought there."

As they went down stairs shcrema:l:edapologctinﬂy,"lwiﬂnotmllEllenm-njghr;shehaunumbewfguesmoumﬂm.Shcisahiggiﬂnuw.youkmw,
and came out last winter. Besides, I want you all to myself to-night.”

Wbmthedinnercanm.nnditcamw.rymn,hef:lluponituvngcly.Ashem:hemldhhuaﬂﬂmhadnanspimdduﬁng:heyeanofhisabsmcc,mdhow
hisfnhcr':busineuhadbmughuhemthm'lwasghdwhenmmme.lthmghtyuuwoulddriﬁ West. I seemed a good deal nearer ta you here.”

There was a gentle unobtrusive sadness in her tone that was too soft for a reproach.

"Have you everything you want? It is a comfort to see you eat.”

He smiled grimly, "It is certainly a comfort to me. T have not indulged in this frivolous habit for some thirty-five hours.”

She caught his hand and pressed it sharply, uttering a quick remonstrance.

"Don't say that! I know, but I can't hear you say it.—it's too terrible! My boy, food has choked me many a time when [ have thought of the possibility of that.
Nmuh&wddlmmgmgchmbyﬂwﬁm,andlfywanmoﬁmdmtalk.wcwill}unsitmdmurogeﬂ:er."

He sank into the depths of the b&giulhﬂchaitwilhd\elion'sheadsonthea.ms,whmhcbadsmmohenindwdayswhenhis&etdidnotwuchd\eﬁaor
and he was half afraid of the grim cut in the polish ‘wood.mtchdrmnwdtospeakmhimnfdﬁngslongfargomn. It was like the touch of an old
ﬁnniliazfﬁend.Hcf:hasuddenyumingtmdmssiord:chﬂppylitﬂeboywhohaduldwremddremedofthcbigwor!dsolongugo.r\lm,hehndbeendead
many a summer, that little boy!

He sat ]ookinguyatthemaguiﬁcentwom.nbesidehim.l-lehndalmoa:fo:gouenhowhandsomeshewas;howhmmmdudweredmeyesthatwmset
under that serene brow, how impetuous and wayward the mouth even now, how superb the white throat and shoulders! Ah, the wit and grace and fineness of this
woman! He remembered how proud he had been of her as a boy when she came to see him at school. Then in the deep red coals of the grate he saw the faces of
other women who had come since then into his vexed, disordered life. Laughing faces, with eyes artificially bright, eyes without depth or meaning, Features without
the stamp of high sensibilities. And he had left this face for such as those!

He sighed restlessly and laid his hand on hers. There seemed refuge and protection in the touch of her, as in the old days when he was afraid of the dark. He
ludbeeninthcdarl:w]ongmw.hisccnﬁdencewusotlmmughlyshakan.andhewashiﬂerlynfnidofthenigbtmdofhimself.

"Ah.molher,yuumakemheﬂhingsseemso&lse.hummfee!rlmluweyouanexphmdon,bu:lcan‘tmakcmy,eventomyulf.Ah,butwemakcpoor
mchmg:sinllfe.Ican'tmakeout:heriddl:o!‘itali.chhcmaredﬂngslough::orellyoubeforehoceptyourmnﬁdcnce[&ethis."

Tdnthnywmuldn‘:,wm.lj;m:ﬁememyoumdmcthmmnbemmus.Wearemomalihthmothmpeaplc.Dcuboy,Il:mwn.llabomit.hma
woman, and cireumstances were different with me, but we are of one blood. I have lived all your life before you. You have never had an impulse that I have not

the wall, clasping her templ wilhhuhandsmidﬁnmﬁngtodmluwindhdnmmndohhawim‘wkhin.Hm'ownlipamwed

[ 2

known, you have never touched a brink that my feet have not trod. This is your birthday night. Twenty-four years ago I foresaw all this. T was a young woman then
and Ihad hot battles of my own, and I felt your likeness to me. You were not like other babies, From the hour you were born you were restless and discontented, as I
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hadbembeforeym.‘fnunsedmbraceyou:mongli:dehmlxagﬂmtmmemdttymthrwmoﬂ‘asyuudidm—nlgh:.To—nighzymhmmmebndtome.juzas
yuualwaysdhiaftayauunxmymmhnhdw:ivert!mwuforbiddenyw.thcﬂmyoulavedbecamehmsforbiddmYoumtimdmdsleepy,justasyou
usndtobalhzn.on]yllirtleuldunndnlit:lepdmandalitdemnmfoolish.[nzmuhdyonwhmyouhadbeemhm,nurwﬂllm.!’ouhwemebcd:mme,
that's all in all to me. T know your every possibility and limitation, as 2 cemposer knows his instrument.”
Hefoundnoanswurthn:wmworﬂ:ymg‘vemmlklih:hh.Hehadnmhnﬂlffemysincehehdliwdbyhiswits.Hchzdoonumknawpovcnyﬂcm
qnnmm}iehndlmmwbmitwastobegaywﬁhmemptypodm,mwtvidminhisbimonho!ewbmheludwbmlﬁned,mdluthehm&\dihmmofthe
pmwtynfﬁlm.l-lehdbamampmmmnbigmetropollnndaﬂy,wbmemg&x;dmtthdrlxnhsonpcpuunﬁhbqhavem&mﬂak&—mddﬂg&nd
on. He had worked in a real estate office, where ignorant men were swindled, He had sung in a comic opera chorus and played Harris in an Unele Tom's Cabin
Company, and edited a Socialist weekly. He had been dogged bydabtmdbu:gamdgrindhagpmty,unﬁlmskhﬂebynmrmﬁmwidmmmmemmmhuwit
would be paid for seemed unnatural,
Helookedupnbuqua&ouinglyﬂwonderifymhowhmmuchywpndon?'
'O.mypoorbay.muchotlntle,whudoeshmm?}-lnwyouwmdaedmhrmdpaidmhabitterpﬂncforhowledgemdnozyuieamedtlm!mhu
nothing to do with pardon or forgiveness, that it only loves, and loves—and loves? They have not taught you well, the women of your world.” She leaned over and
kissed him, as no woman had kissed him since be left her.
Hadrcwnlongsighofn‘chmnanThaIdlife.wizhaHitsbimmmdusdeaanngonismmdﬁimsysophim-is,itshriefdeﬁghu;hatmrcnlwnys tinged
with fear and distrust and unfaith, that whole misezable, futile, swindled world of Bohemi di wably distant and far away, like a dream that is over and
donc.Andas!hechimumgjoyfullyounid:mds]aee'ppmedhenvilyapmhiswelids.hewmdmddh-ulyifthe.r\ulhorofrhissadlitderiddleofomwemnm
able to solve it after all, and if the Potter would not finally mete out his all comprehensive justice, such as none but he could have, to his Things of Clay, which are
mdeinhisuwnpanems.wukwsunug,forhjmwneuds;andihomednywewil!mtmlmna.ndﬁnd:lmnﬂevilindmm,amcn:aldism:ﬂnnthnwillpus
when the dawn shall break.
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THE GIFT '

Tomorrow would be Christmas, and even while the three of f

them rode to the rocket port the mother and father were wor- '

ried. It was the boy’s first flight into space, his very first time in

a rocket, and they wanted everything to be perfect. So when,

at the custom’s table, they were forced to leave behind his gift

which exceeded the weight limit by no more than a few ounces

and the little tree with the lovely white candles, they felt them-

selves deprived of the season and their love.
The boy was waiting for them in the Terminal room. Walk- |

ing toward him, after their unsuccessful clash with the Inter- |

planetary officials, the mother and father whispered to each !

other. 1)
“What shall we do?” |
“Nothing, nothing. What can we do?”
“Silly rules!”
“And he so wanted the tree!” |
The siren gave a great howl and people pressed forward into

the Mars Rocket. The mother and father walked at the very last,

their small pale son between them, silent. i
“Tll think of something,” said the father. ‘
“What . . . 7” asked the boy.
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And the rocket took off and they were flung headlong into
dark space.

The rocket moved and left fire behind and left Earth behind
on which the date was December 24, 2052, heading out into a
place where there was no time at all, no month, no year, no hour.
They slept away the rest of the first “day.” Near midnight, by
their Earth-time New York watches, the boy awoke and said, “T
want to go look out the porthole.”

There was only one port, a “window” of immensely thick glass
of some size, up on the next deck.

“Not quite yet,” said the father. “I'll take you up later.”

“I want to see where we are and where we're going.”

“T want you to wait for a reason,” said the father.

He had been lying awake, turning this way and that, thinking
of the abandoned gift, the problem of the season, the lost tree
and the white candles. And at last, sitting up, no more than five
minutes ago, he believed he had found a plan. He need only
carry it out and this journey would be fine and joyous indeed.

“Son,” he said, “in exactly one half hour it will be Christmas.”

“Oh,” said the mother, dismayed that he had mentioned it.
Somehow she had rather hoped that the boy would forget.

The boy’s face grew feverish and his lips trembled. “T know, I
know. Will I get a present, will I? Will I have a tree? You
promised——"

“Yes, yes, all that, and more,” said the father.

The mother started. “But——~

“I mean it,” said the father. “ really mean it. All and more,
much more. Excuse me, now. I'll be back.”

He left them for about twenty minutes. When he came back
he was smiling. “Almost time,”

“Can I hold your watch?” asked the boy, and the watch was
handed over and he held it ticking in his fingers as the rest of the
hour drifted by in fire and silence and unfelt motion.

“It’s Christmas now! Christmas! Where’s my present?”

“Here we go,” said the father and took his boy by the shoulder
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and led him from the room, down the hall, up a rampway, his
wife following. _

“T don’t understand,” she ke%t ts}%ll)mf:gt.h

“You will. Here we are,” said the father. .

They had stopped at the closed door of a laffs cz%:;. ;I(‘)I:;

i ice i code.
ther tapped three times and then twice in a "
E;)e::;d alr)xlc)fethe light in the cabin went out and there was a whis

r of voices.
pe“Go on in, son,” said the father.

“It’s dark.” 3 e

“I'll hold your hand. Come on, :

They stepged into the room and the door shut, and the ro]om
was very dark indeed. And before them. loomed a great g.gss
eye, the porthole, a window four feet high and six feet wide,
from which they could look out into space.

The boy gasped. e

Behind 3];1%11, the father and the mother gaspec.l with him, and
then in the dark room some I.)eotpille: ?e;ian to sing.

“M Christmas, son,” said the father. =

Angrrtl{e voices in the room sang the ?ld,.the familiar car:::sci
and the boy moved forward slowly until ht;i;atcl:le rvevafs; l-p::e]s‘mg

i d he s €

inst the cool glass of the port. An ‘
?oglfg time, just looking and looking out into space alggl the “?;t;;
night at the burning and the burning of ten billion billion

and lovely candles. . . .
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DECK THE ‘HALLS

D

IT WAS EIGHT O’CLOCK in the evening, Christmas Eve, and Mr.

and Mrs. Williams were decorating their Christmas tree. It was the first
Christmas tree they had had since they were married, but this year their
litcle girl was two years old, and Mrs. Williams had thought that it was
time they started making a real Christmas for her to remember when she
grew up. Mrs. Williams had bought some ornaments at the five and ten,
and a lot of little toys to hang on the tree, and Mr. Williams had brought
out a kitchen chair and was standing on it, hanging things on the top
branches. All of the baby’s relatives and friends had sent lovely things,
which Mrs. Williams intended to pile lavishly under the tree, and Mr. and
Mrs. Williams had bought an enormous teddy bear, taller by a head than
the baby herself, which would be the first thing she would see in the
morning.

When the tree was finished, with the packages and the teddy bear
underneath, Mrs. Williams stood back and looked at it, holding her breath
with pleasure. “Bob,” she said, “it looks lovely. Like a dream of Christ-
mas.

Mr. Williams eased himself off the chair gingerly. “Looks good,” he
admitted.

Mrs. Williams went over and moved an ornament to a higher branch.
“She’ll come running into the room and we’ll have it all lighted up,” she
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said happily, “and it will be something for her to remember all year
round.”

“We used to have fine Christmases when I was a kid,” Mr. Williams
said, “all the family together, and a turkey and everything.”

The doorbell rang, and Mrs. Williams went to open it. “T could only
get a goose for tomorrow,” she said over her shoulder, “not many turkeys
this year.” When she opened the door there were two little girls standing
on the porch, snow in their hair and on their shoulders, and both looking
up at her. The taller of the two was holding a folded piece of paper, which
she held out to Mrs. Williams.

“My mother said to give you this,” she said to Mrs. Williams.

Mrs. Williams frowned, puzzled, looking down at the children, won-
dering if they lived in the neighborhood. “Come in,” she said, “don’t
stand out there in the cold.” She closed the door behind the little girls, and
they stood expectantly in the hall, their eyes on the Christmas tree beyond
the archway into the living room. Mrs. Williams, still puzzled, opened the
paper and started to read it aloud.

“Dear neighbor,” she read, “these are my two little girls. The oldest is
eight years of age and the little one is five . . .” Mrs. Williams suddenly
stopped reading aloud and shut her lips tight, reading on to herself: “If you
do not want to give them anything please don’t bother, but if you do
Jeanie wears a size four shoe children’s size and Helen needs something to
wear to school this winter. Even if you do not give them anything, a Merry
Christmas.” Mrs, Williams finished reading and looked at the children for
a minute. “Bob,” she said.

Mr. Williams came out from the living room, and Mrs. Williams
handed him the note and turned again to the children. “You sit down there
for a minute,” she said, indicating the leather bench in the hall, “and I'm
going to get you something hot to drink to warm you up, and then we'll
see what we can do about this letter of your mother’s.” She turned to the
littler child. “You're Jeanie?”” The girl nodded solemnly. “Well, you just let
me take your muffler off and sit you up here on this bench, and then we’ll
have some lovely hot cocoa . . .” While she talked, Mrs. Williams had
put the litcle girl on the bench and taken off her coat, and the older girl,
watching, finally took off her coat and sat beside her sister. Mrs. Williams
turned around to Mr. Williams, who was standing helplessly, holding the
letter. “You amuse these youngsters,” she said, “while I run out and make
some cocoa.”

The children sat on the bench looking at the Christmas tree, and Mr.
Williams squatted on the floor beside them. “Well,” he said, “you’re a little
bigger than my little girl, so I hardly know what to say to you . . .”

Mirs. Williams went out into the kitchen and put some milk on to heat
while she arranged a dish of oatmeal cookies and two cups and saucers on a
tray. When she had made the cocoa, she put the pot on the tray and
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carried it out into the hall. The littler girl was laughing at Mr. Williams,
and the older girl was watching with a smile. Mr. Williams was telling
them a story and Mrs. Williams waited with the cocoa while he put a
quick ending on it and stood up. She handed each little girl a cup and
filled it with cocoa, and then gave them each a cookie. “That will make
you nice and warm,” she said. “Believe I'll have some, too,” Mr. Williams
said.

Mrs. Williams went back into the kitchen and got two more cups, and
brought them out and filled them, and she and Mr. Williams sat on the
floor drinking, and Mr. Williams made faces that made little Jeanie laugh
so that she could hardly hold her cup. When she had finished her cocoa,
Mrs. Williams went upstairs and got out an old coat of her own, and a
couple of sweaters and a warm bathrobe. She put them in an old suitcase so
the children could carry them, and tore off a page from the telephone pad
and scribbled on it: “I have nothing that will fit the children, but maybe
you can use these. Or you can make them over.” She slipped the note in
with the clothes and came back downstairs to the children, who had begun
to talk to Mr. Williams.

“The second grade,” the older one was saying shyly.

“Well, isn’t that fine,” Mr. Williams said. “I bet you're lots smarter
than Helen, though,” he said to the smaller girl.

“I'm smarter than her,” Helen said.

The smaller girl giggled. “Old Helen has to go to school every day,”
she said.

When Mrs. Williams came back into the hall, Mr. Williams stood up
and turned away from the children. He took out his wallet, selected a five-
dollar bill, and held it up to Mrs. Williams, who nodded. Mr. Williams
went over and slipped it into the older girl’s hand. “Don’t you lose that,
now,” he said. “Tell your mother that’s for a Christmas present for all of
you.

“Can they carry the suitcase?” Mrs. Williams asked anxiously. The
older girl slipped off the bench and picked up the suitcase. Even with the
coat in it, it wasn’t very heavy, and she would manage it all right, Mrs.
Williams thought. Mrs. Williams helped the smaller girl down off the
bench and began putting her coat on again.

“Thank you very much,” the older girl said to Mr. Williams.

“Nonsense,” Mr. Williams said, “it’s Christmastime, isn’t it?”” The
older girl smiled and reached for the suitcase.

“Wait a minute,” Mrs. Williams said. She ran in to the Christmas tree
and took off a couple of candy canes, and brought them back to the
children.

They accepted them silently, but suddenly Jeanie began to cry, taking
her sister’s hand and pointing,.

The older girl looked up apologetically. “It’s the teddy bear,” she said.
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“She just saw it this minute and she’s always wanted one.” She tried to pull
her sister to the front door, but the little girl refused to move, standing and
crying.

“Poor little kid,” Mr. Williams said. Mrs. Williams kneeled down
beside the little girl.

“Jeanie, honey,” she said, “just listen to me for a minurte. The teddy
bear is pretty, but it’s for my litde girl,” she finished.

Jeanie stopped crying, looking up at Mrs. Williams. “Wait,” Mirs.
Williams said. She went back to the Christmas tree, Jeanie watching her
eagerly, and took two little toys off the branches. It spoiled the whole
balance of the tree, having them gone, but Mrs. Williams thought quickly
that she could fix that later. One of the toys was a little doll, and the other
was a folded piece of blanket with three very tiny dolls in it. Mrs. Williams
gave the three tiny dolls to Jeanie and the larger doll to Helen. “These are
for you,” she said. Jeanie held the blanker with the litde dolls, looking
beyond Mrs. Williams at the teddy bear.

“Thank you very much,” Helen said. “We better be going.” She hesi-
tated, and finally said to Mrs. Williams, “Please may I have the piece of
paper back now?”

Mr. Williams handed her the folded note and Helen put it in her
pocket and took Jeanie’s hand.

“Merry Christmas,” she said. She picked up the suitcase in her free
hand and led Jeanie to the door, which Mr. Williams opened for her. On
the porch she stopped again, and turned around. “We're going to sing a
Christmas carol for you,” she said, “I learned it in school.” She began, and
after a minute Jeanie joined in weakly: “Deck the hall with boughs of
holly, tralalalala . . .”

Mr. and Mrs. Williams stood on the porch and watched them going
down the walk, singing carefully together. When they reached the street
Mr. Williams stepped back inside. “Coming?” he asked.

“Merry Christmas,” Mrs. Williams called out after the children, but
even to her, her voice sounded inadequate.
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ne Christmas was so much like another, in

those years around the sea-town corner now

and out of all sound except the distant speak-
ing of the voices [ sometimes hear a moment before
sleep, that I can never remember whether it snowed
for six days and six nights when I was twelve or
whether it snowed for twelve days and twelve
nights when I was six. All the Christmases roll
down toward the two-tongued sea, like a cold and
headlong moon bundling down the sky that was
our street; and they stop at the rim of the ice-edged,
fish-freezing waves, and I plunge my hands in the
snow and bring out whatever I can find. In goes my
hand into that wool-white bell-tongued ball of holi-
days resting at the rim of the carol-singing sea, and
out come Mrs. Prothero and the firemen.
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It was on the afternoon of the day of Christmas
Eve, and I was in Mrs. Prothero’s garden, waiting
for cats, with her son Jim. It was snowing. It was al-
ways snowing at Christmas. December, in my
memory, is white as Lapland, though there were no
reindeers. But there were cats. Patient, cold and
callous, our hands wrapped in socks, we waited to
snowball the cats. Sleek and long as jaguars and
horrible-whiskered, spitting and snarling, they
would slink and sidle over the white back-garden
walls, and the lynx-eyed hunters, Jim and I, fur-
capped and moccasined trappers from Hudson
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Bay, off Mumbles Road, would hurl our deadly
snowballs at the green of their eyes.

The wise cats never appeared. We were so still,
Eskimo-footed arctic marksmen in the muffling si-
lence of the eternal snows—eternal, ever since
Wednesday—that we never heard Mrs. Prothero’s
first cry from her igloo at the bottom of the garden.
Or, if we heard it at all, it was, to us, like the far-off
challenge of our enemy and prey, the neighbour’s
polar cat. But soon the voice grew louder. “Fire!”
cried Mrs. Prothero, and she beat the dinner-

gong.
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And we ran down the garden, with the snowballs
in our arms, toward the house; and smoke, indeed,
was pouring out of the dining-room, and the gong
was bombilating, and Mrs. Prothero was announc-
ing ruin like a town crier in Pompeii. This was bet-
ter than all the cats in Wales standing on the wall
in a row. We bounded into the house, laden with
snowballs, and stopped at the open door of the
smoke-filled room. Something was burning all
right; perhaps it was Mr. Prothero, who always
slept there after midday dinner with a newspaper
over his face. But he was standing in the middle of
the room, saying, “A fine Christmas!” and smack-
ing at the smoke with a slipper.
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“Call the fire brigade,” cried Mrs. Prothero as
she beat the gong.

“They won’t be there,” said Mr. Prothero, “it’s
Christmas.”

There was no fire to be seen, only clouds of smoke
and Mr. Prothero standing in the middle of them,
waving his slipper as though he were conducting.

“Do something,” he said.

And we threw all our snowballs into the smoke—
I think we missed Mr. Prothero—and ran out of the
house to the telephone box.
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“Let’s call the police as well,” Jim said.

“And the ambulance.”

“And Ernie Jenkins, he likes fires.”

But we only called the fire brigade, and soon the
fire engine came and three tall men in helmets
brought a hose into the house and Mr. Prothero got
out just in time before they turned it on. Nobody
could have had a noisier Christmas Eve. And when
the firemen turned off the hose and were standing
in the wet, smoky room, Jim’s aunt, Miss Prothero,
came downstairs and peered in at them. Jim and I
waited, very quietly, to hear what she would say to
them.
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i She said the right thing, always. She looked at the
¢ three tall firemen in their shining helmets, standing
. among the smoke and cinders and dissolving snow-
. balls, and she said: “Would you like anything to

read?”
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Years and years and years ago, when I was a boy,
when there were wolves in Wales, and birds the
color of red-flannel petticoats whisked past the
harp-shaped hills, when we sang and wallowed all
night and day in caves that smelt like Sunday af-
ternoons in damp front farmhouse parlors, and we
chased, with the jawbones of deacons, the English
and the bears, before the motor car, before the
wheel, before the duchess-faced horse, when we
rode the daft and happy hills bareback, it snowed
and it snowed. But here a small boy says: “It
snowed last year, too. I made a snowman and my
brother knocked it down and I knocked my brother
down and then we had tea.”

R T e
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“But that was not the same snow,” I say. “Our
snow was not only shaken from whitewash buckets
down the sky, it came shawling out of the ground
and swam and drifted out of the arms and hands
and bodies of the trees; snow grew overnight on the
roofs of the houses like a pure and grandfather
moss, minutely white-ivied the walls and settled on
the postman, opening the gate, like a dumb, r’l,umb
thunderstorm of white, torn Christmas cards.

17
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“Were there postmen then, too:

“With sprinkling eyes and wind-cherried noses,
on spread, frozen feet they crunched up to the doors
and mittened on them manfully. But all that the
children could hear was a ringing of bells.”
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“You mean that the postman went rat-a-tat-tat
and the doors rang?”

“I mean that the bells that the children could
hear were inside them.”

“I only hear thunder sometimes, never bells.”

“There were church bells, too.”

“Inside them?”

“No, no, no, in the bat-black, snow-white bel-
fries, tugged by bishops and storks. And they rang
their tidings over the bandaged town, over the fro-
zen foam of the powder and ice-cream hills, over
the crackling sea. It seemed that all the churches
boomed for joy under my window; and the weath-
ercocks crew for Christmas, on our fence.”

20
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“Get back to the postmen.”

“They were just ordinary postmen, fond of walk-
ing and dogs and Christmas and the snow.’:f'hey
knocked on the doors with blue knuckles. . ...

“QOurs has got a black knocker. . ..”

“And then they stood on the white Welcome mat
in the little, drifted porches and huffedland puffed,
making ghosts with their breath, and jogged ’f’rom
foot to foot like small boys wanting to go out.

“And then the presents?”
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“And then the Presents, after the Christmas box.
And the cold postman, with a rose on his button-
nose, tingled down the tea-tray-slithered run of the
chilly glinting hill. He went in his ice-bound boots
like a man on fishmonger’s slabs.

He wagged his bag like a frozen camel’s hump,
dizzily turned the corner on one foot, and, by God,
he was gone.”




“Get back to the Presents.”

“There were the Useful Presents: engulfing muf-
ﬂf:rs of the old coach days, and mittens made for
giant sloths; zebra scarfs of a substance like silky
gum that could be tug-o’-warred down to the ga-
los}3cs; blinding tam-o’-shanters like patchwork tea
cozies and bunny-suited busbies and balaclavas for
victims of head-shrinking tribes; from aunts who al-
ways wore wool next to the skin there were mus-
tached and rasping vests that made you wonder
why the aunts had any skin left at all; and once I

had a little crocheted nose bag from an aunt now,
alas, no longer whinnying with us. And pictureless
books in which small boys, though warned with
quotations not to, would skate on Farmer Giles’
pond and did and drowned; and books that told me
everything about the wasp, except why.”

“Go on to the Useless Presents.”

“Bags of moist and many-colored jelly babies
and a folded flag and a false nose and a tram-con-
ductor’s cap and a machine that punched tickets
and rang a bell; never a catapult; once, by mistake
that no one could explain, a little hatchet; and a
celluloid duck that made, when you pressed it, a
most unducklike sound, a mewing moo that an am-
bitious cat might make who wished to be a cow;
and a painting book in which I could make the
grass, the trees, the sea and the animals any color I
pleased, and still the dazzling sky-blue sheep are
grazing in the red field under the rainbow-billed
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and pea-green birds. Hardboileds, toffee, fudge and
allsorts, crunches, cracknels, humbugs, glaciers,
marzipan, and butterwelsh for the Welsh. And
troops of bright tin soldiers who, if they could not
fight, could always run. And Snakes-and-Families
and Happy Ladders. And Easy Hobbi-Games for
Little Engineers, complete with instructions. Oh,
easy for Leonardo!
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And a whistle to make the dogs bark to wake up the
old man next door to make him beat on the wall
with his stick to shake our picture off the wall. And
a packet of cigarettes: you put one in your mouth
and you stood at the corner of the street and you
waited for hours, in vain, for an old lady to scold
you for smoking a cigarette, and then with a smirk
you ate it. And then it was breakfast under the bal-
loons.”

“Were there Uncles, like in our house?”

“There are always Uncles at Christmas. The
same Uncles. And on Christmas mornings, with
dog-disturbing whistle and sugar fags, I would
scour the swatched town for the news of the little
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world, and find always a dead bird by the white
Post Office or by the deserted swings; perhaps a
robin, all but one of his fires out. Men and women
wading or scooping back from chapel, with tap-
room noses and wind-bussed cheeks, all albinos,
huddled their stiff black jarring feathers against the
irreligious snow. Mistletoe hung from the gas
brackets in all the front parlors; there was sherry
and walnuts and bottled beer and crackers by the
dessertspoons; and cats in their fur-abouts watched
the fires; and the high-heaped fire spat, all ready for
the chestnuts and the mulling pokers.




Some few large men sat in the front parlors, with-
out their collars, Uncles almost certainly, trying
their new cigars, holding them out judiciously at
arms’ length, returning them to their mouths,
coughing, then holding them out again as though
waiting for the explosion; and some few small
aunts, not wanted in the kitchen, nor anywhere else
for that matter, sat on the very edges of their chairs,
poised and brittle, afraid to break, like faded cups
and saucers.”
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Not many those mornings trod the piling streets:
an old man always, fawn-bowlered, yellow-gloved
and, at this time of year, with spats of snow, would
take his constitutional to the white bowling green
and back, as he would take it wet or fine on
Christmas Day or Doomsday; sometimes two hale
young men, with big pipes blazing, no overcoats
and wind-blown scarfs, would trudge, unspeaking,
down to the forlorn sea, to work up an appetite, to
blow away the fumes, who knows, to walk into the
waves until nothing of them was left but the two
curling smoke clouds of their inextinguishable
briars. Then I would be slap-dashing home, the
gravy smell of the dinners of others, the bird smell,
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the brandy, the pudding and mince, coiling up to
my nostrils, when out of a snow-clogged side lane
would come a boy the spit of myself, with a pink-
tipped cigarette and the violet past of a black eye,
cocky as a bullfinch, leering all to himself. I hated
him on sight and sound, and would be about to put
my dog whistle to my lips and blow him off the face
of Christmas when suddenly he, with a violet wink,
put his whistle to Azs lips and blew so stridently, so
high, so exquisitely loud, that gobbling faces, their
cheeks bulged with goose, would press against their
tinseled windows, the whole length of the white
echoing street.
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For dinner we had turkey and blazing pudding,
and after dinner the Uncles sat in front of the fire,
loosened all buttons, put their large moist hands
over their watch chains, groaned a little and slept.
Mothers, aunts and sisters scuttled to and fro, bear-
ing tureens. Auntie Bessie, who had already been
frightened, twice, by a clock-work mouse, whim-
pered at the sideboard and had some elderberry
wine. The dog was sick. Auntie Dosie had to have
three aspirins, but Auntie Hannah, who liked port,
stood in the middle of the snowbound back yard,
singing like a big-bosomed thrush.
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“I bet people will think there’s been hippos.”

“What would you do if you saw a hippo coming
down our street?”

“I'd go like this, bang! I'd throw him over the
railings and roll him down the hill and then I'd
3 tickle him under the ear and he’d wag his tail.”
“What would you do if you saw two hippos?”

Iron-flanked and bellowing he-hippos clanked
and battered through the scudding snow toward us

as we passed Mr. Daniel’s house.

I would blow up balloons to see how big they would
blow up to; and, when they burst, which they all
did, the Uncles jumped and rumbled. In the rich
and heavy afternoon, the Uncles breathing like
dolphins and the snow descending, I would sit
among festoons and Chinese lanterns and nibble
dates and try to make a model man-o’-war, follow-
ing the Instructions for Little Engineers, and pro-
duce what might be mistaken for asea-going tramcar.

Or I would go out, my bright new boots squeak-
ing, into the white world, on to the seaward hill, to
call on Jim and Dan and Jack and to pad through
the still streets, leaving huge deep footprints on the
hidden pavements.
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“Let’s post Mr. Daniel a snowball through his
letter box.”

“Let’s write things in the snow.”

“Let’s write, ‘Mr. Daniel looks like a spaniel’ all
over his lawn.”

Or we walked on the white shore. “Can the fishes
see it’s snowing?”




The silent one-clouded heavens drifted on to the
sea. Now we were snow-blind travelers lost on the
north hills, and vast dewlapped dogs, with flasks
round their necks, ambled and shambled up to us,
baying “Excelsior.” We returned home through the
poor streets where only a few children fumbled with
bare red fingers in the wheel-rutted snow and cat-
called after us, their voices fading away, as we
trudged uphill, into the cries of the dock birds and
the hooting of ships out in the whirling bay. And
then, at tea the recovered Uncles would be jolly;
and the ice cake loomed in the center of the table
like a marble grave. Auntie Hannah laced her tea
with rum, because it was only once a year.

- ———i

Bring out the tall tales now that we told by the
fire as the gaslight bubbled like a diver. Ghosts
whooed like owls in the long nights when I dared
not look over my shoulder; animals lurked in the
cubbyhole under the stairs where the gas meter
ticked. And I remember that we went singing carols
once, when there wasn’t the shaving of a moon to
light the flying streets. At the end of a long road
was a drive that led to a large house, and we stum-
bled up the darkness of the drive that night, each
one of us afraid, each one holding a stone in his
hand in case, and all of us too brave to say a word.
The wind through the trees made noises as of old
and unpleasant and maybe webfooted men wheez-
ing in caves. We reached the black bulk of the
house.



“What shall we give them? Hark the Herald?”

“No,” Jack said, “Good King Wenceslas. Il
count three.”

One, two, three, and we began to sing, our voices
high and seemingly distant in the snow-felted dark-
ness round the house that was occupied by nobody
we knew. We stood close together, near the dark
door.

Good King Wenceslas looked out
On the Feast of Stephen . . .
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And then a small, dry voice, like the voice of
someone who has not spoken for a long time, joined
our singing: a small, dry, eggshell voice from the
other side of the door: a small dry voice through the
keyhole. And when we stopped running we were
outside our house; the front room was lovely; bal-
loons floated under the hot-water-bottle-gulping
gas; everything was good again and shone over the
town.

“Perhaps it was a ghost;” Jim said.

“Perhaps it was trolls,” Dan said, who was al-
ways reading.

“Let’s go in and see if there’s any jelly left,” Jack
said. And we did that.

Always on Christmas night there was music. An
uncle played the fiddle, a cousin sang “Cherry
Ripe,” and another uncle sang “Drake’s Drum.” It
was very warm in the little house. Auntie Hannah,
who had got on to the parsnip wine, sang a song
about Bleeding Hearts and Death, and then an-
other in which she said her heart was like a Bird’s

Nest; and then everybody laughed again; and then
I went to bed.
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Looking through my bedroom window, out into the
moonlight and the unending smoke-colored snow, I
could see the lights in the windows of all the other
houses on our hill and hear the music rising from
them up the long, steadily falling night. I turned
the gas down, I got into bed. I said some words to
the close and holy darkness, and then I slept.
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THE LIBRARY OF AMERICA

A Hospital Christmas Eve

MET CAROL a few days before the Christmas when we were

both patients in the hospital for physical therapy. Carol was
a very busy girl; she painted in watercolors, drew with crayons,
and most of all she planned for her future. At that time, she
was planning for a Christmas Eve party, for it was to be the
first time in her life that she was going to walk with her new
prosthetic legs to a party.

Carol was an amputee. She had been born with legs so
twisted that when she was nineteen years old, she had them
amputated.

On this Christmas Eve, there were loads of visitors in the
ward, families and friends of the patients” and parties orga-
nized by the hospital. But for Carol it was a catastrophe. The
party she had yearned to go to was denied her because one of
the legs was being repaired. It was going to ruin her Christmas
Eve, and when T looked at her, T saw that silently, bitterly, she
was weeping,

I asked her to come over to see me. She was very adept at her
wheelchair and came over, still crying.

“Of all the times in the year this leg had to be fixed—just
when I was so looking forward to walking to the party and
showing my friends my new legs.”

We talked for a while, and I read to her the most living piece
of literature, except for the Bible, that I know. James Joyce’s
“The Dead.”

A few light taps upon the pane made him turn to the
window. It had begun to snow again. He watched sleepily
the flakes, silver and dark, falling obliquely against the
lamplight. The time had come for him to set out on his
journey westward. Yes, the newspapers were right: snow
was general all over Ireland. It was falling on every part of
the dark central plain, on the treeless hills, falling softly
upon the Bog of Allen and, farther westward, softly falling
into the dark mutinous Shannon waves. It was falling,
too, upon every part of the lonely churchyard on the hill
where Michael Furey lay buried. It lay thickly drifted on
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the crooked crosses and headstones, on the spears of the
little gate, on the barren thorns. His soul swooned slowly
as he heard the snow falling faintly through the universe
and faintly falling, like the descent of their last end, upon
all the living and the dead.

I read it as much to comfort myself as to comfort her, and the
beauty of the language brought peace and loveliness to both of
us on that Christmas Eve in that hospital ward.

She was a girl of magnificent courage, accepting the infirmi-
ties of her life with grace and equanimity. Still, I knew that she
was troubled about the party, because she repeated, “Tonight
ofall nights, when I was going to walk in and show my friends.”

The doctors also were troubled, and suddenly, like a rising
wind, there was a small commotion in the corridor. News was
being passed around that Carol’s leg was going to be fixed in
time and she could go to her party, after all. There was general
rejoicing in the nine-bed ward, and Carol wept again, with
excitement.

When it was time for the party to begin, Carol was dressed
immaculately and wearing her finest clothes. Her legs were
brought to her, and she used the skills for walking that she had
been taught so very recently. A doctor looked in the doorway
to see how she was getting on, and the therapist said, “Good
girl, Carol.”

She checked the straps on her prosthetic legs, and then she
struggled to get into a standing position, and with her head
held high, she walked proudly down the corridor of the ward
to where her friends were waiting for her.

I knew that the long months of suffering, heroism, hard
work and courage had paid off and that Carol would really be
all right.

The last time I heard from her, she was attending college,
joining in all the student activities, and was planning to teach
physio-therapy after graduation.




C ARSON M C C ULLERS The Discovery of Christmas

STORIES, PLAYS & - ——
OTHER WRITINGS THE CHRISTMAS of my fifth year, when we still lived in the

old downtown Georgia home, I had just recovered from
scarlet fever, and that Christmas Day I overcame a rivalry that
like the fever had mottled and blanched my sickened heart.

Complete Stories This rivalry that changed to love overshadowed my discovery
: . that Santa Claus and Jesus were not the kin I had supposed.
T ember of the Wedding: A Pla ==
The Member of _ g Y I'he scarlet fever came first. In November my brother Budge
The Sojourner and I were quarantined in the back room and for six weeks’
The Square Root of Wonderful time hovered over thermometers, potties, alcohol rubs and

Rosa Henderson. Rosa was the practical nurse who cared for

is, as Mother had deserted me for my hated rival—the new

i baby sister. Mother would half-open the door and pass the

presents that came to the house to Rosa, calling out some

Carlos L. Dews, editor words before she shut the door. She did not bring the baby

and T was glad of that. There were many presents and Rosa put

them in a big soapbox between the beds of my brother and

me. There were games, modeling clay, paint sets, cutting-out
scissors and engines.

Budge was much littler than I was. He was too little to
count straight, to play Parcheesi, to wipe himself. He could
only model squashed balls and cut out easy, big round things
like magazine pictures of Santa Claus. Then his tongue would
wiggle out of the corner of his mouth because of the difficulty.
| cut out the hard things and paper dolls. When he played the
harp it made a sickening shriek. I played Dixie and Christ-
mas carols.

Toward dark Rosa read aloud to us. She read Child Life, sto-
rybooks or a True Confessions magazine. Her soft, stumbling
voice would rise and fall in the quiet room as firelit shadows
staggered gold and gray upon the walls. At that time there were
only the changing tones of her colored voice and the changing

Essays, Poems & Autobiography

A walls in the firelight. Except sometimes the baby cried and I felt
" as if a worm crawled inside me and played the harp to drown
THE LIBRARY OF AMERICA - | out the sound.

It was late fall when the quarantine began and through the
closed windows we could see the autumn leaves falling against

| the blue sky and sunlight. We sang:
423
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Come, little leaves, said the wind one day,
Come o’er the meadows with me and play . . .

Then suddenly one morning Jack Frost silvered the grass af
roof tops. Rosa mentioned that Christmas was not long a
“How long?” .
“About as long as that settlelord chain, I reckon.” Towal
the end of the quarantine we had been making a Cellulaj
chain of many different colors. I puzzled about the answer a il
Budge thought and put his tongue on the corner of his moutk
Rosa added, “Christmas is on the twenty-fifth of December-
directly I will count the days. If you listen you can hear th
reindeers come galloping from the North Pole. It’s not lon.

“Will we be loose from this old room by then?”

“I trust the Lord.” :

A sudden terrible thought came to me. “Are people ever sick
on Christmas?”

“Yes, Baby.” Rosa was making supper toast by the fi
turning it carefully with a long toast fork. Her voice as
like torn paper when she said again, “My little son died on
Christmas Day.” :

“Died! Sherman died!”

“You know it isn’t Sherman.” she said sternly. “Sherman
comes to our winder every day and you know it.” Sherman
was a big boy and after school he would stand by our window
and Rosa would open it from the bottom and talk with him
long time and sometimes give him a dime to go to the store,
Sherman held his nose all the time he was at the window so
that his voice twanged, like a ukulele string. “It was Sherman’s
little brother—a long time ago.”

“Was he sick with scarlet fever?”

“No. He burned to death on Christmas morning. He was
just a baby and Sherman put him down on the hearth to play
with him. Then—childlike—Sherman forgot about him and’
left him alone on the hearth. The fire popped and a spark
caught his little nightgown, and by the time I knew about it my
baby was—that was how come 1 got this here wrinkled white
scar on my neck.”

“Was your baby like our new baby?”

CHRISTMAS 4-1_25

»
“Near bout the same age. j =
2 - - - 3 as

[ thought about it a long time before I said: “W
Sherman glad?” 3. ]

“Why, what shape of thoughts is in your head, Siste

i . - » ud

“I don’t like babies,” I said. '

«You will like the baby later on. Just like you love your
brother now.” .d

»

“Bonny smells bad,” I said. '

“Most every child don’t like the new baby until they get
used to it.”

“Are every and ever the same?” 1 asked. - 2

Those were the days when we were p-cclmg. Evc;yh Z‘
Budge and I peeled strips and patches of skin and saved ther
in a pillbox. ; . . .

“Ipwc)ndcr what we’re going to do with all this skin
we’ve saved?” e ‘

«“Face that when the time comes, Sister. Enjoy it while

r?”

»
you can. : . " »
- 2’re goi ng chain we
«] wonder what we’re going to do with this long

made.” T looked at the chain that was piled in the bo;c betwccii
the beds of my brother and me. It covered all the other toys
ines and all.
1llfl~ﬁ(;1211§?fmine ended and .rh_c joy of ()U!"rcltfl‘.‘ic b.att,k;i
with a sudden, inexplicable grief: all our toys wcu_gomﬁ‘-h
be burned. Every toy, the chain, Itlzvcn the peeled skin, whic
e - most terrible loss of all. - ;
Mii]ljtc’g :)111: ;ccuunt of the germs,” Ffosa said. “hvcry:{l‘npg_
burned and the beds and nmttrcssc(si w1.lllg;: to :llg germ disin
ectory . And the room scoured with Lysol.
hLIn;tr())olg ?:01:1 the threshold of the room after the germ A had
gone. There were no echoes of toys—no beds, no turmlurﬁ:
The room was bitter cold, and the damp floor wais s!mr;:{(s)lg:rc
ing, the windows wet. My heart shut with th(‘, c _c?smg : S(.m
Mother had sewed me a red dress for the (Jhmtma; si,a (,u;
Budge and I were free to walk i“, 1al| the ruon‘ls lan sbi(; s
of the yard. But I was not happy. The bab{ was a w;a);)sa- i
mother’s lap. Mary, the cook, wm_lld say, Goosa-goosa-ga,
and Daddy would throw the baby‘m-thc air.
There was a terrible song that Christmas:
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Hang up the baby’s stocking;
Be sure you don’t forget—

The dear little dimpled darling!
She ne’er saw Christmas yet . . .

I hated the whining tune and the words so much tha
put my fingers in my ears and hummed Dixie until the t§
changed to Santa’s reindeer, the North Pole and the ma
Christmas.

Three days before Christmas the real and the magic colli
so suddenly that my world of understanding was instantly §
tered. For some reason I don’t remember now, I opcned:
door of the scarlet-fever room and stopped on the threshold
spellbound and trembling. The room rioted before my unbé
lieving eyes. Nothing familiar was there and the space was fillg
with everything Budge and I had written on the Santa Clay
list and sent up the chimney. All that and even more—so thi
the room was like a Santa Claus room in a department story
There were a tricycle, a doll, a train with tracks and a child
table and four chairs. I doubted the reality of what T saw anl
looked at the familiar tree outside the window and at a crack o)
the ceiling I knew well. Then I moved around with the light
secret way of a child who meddles. I touched the table, the
with a careful forefinger. They were touchable, real. Then®
saw a wonderful, unasked-for thing—a green monkey with aj
organ grinder. The monkey wore a scarlet coat and looked very:
real with his monkey-anxious face and worried eyes. I lov
the monkey but did not dare touch him. I looked around t
Santa Claus room a last time. There was a hush, a stasis in my.
heart that follows the shock of revelation. I closed the door and
walked away slowly, weighed by too much wisdom. ;

Mother was knitting in the front room and the baby was
there in her play pen. E.

I took a big breath and said in a demanding voice: “Why are
the Santa Claus things in the back room?” -

Mother had the stumbling look of someone who is telling a:
story. “Why, Sister, Santa Claus asked your father if he could®
store some things in the back room.” ;

I didn’t believe it and said: “I think that Santa Claus ig
only parents.”
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“Why, Sister, darling!”

“I wondered about chimneys. Butch doesn’t even have a
ghimney but Santa Claus always comes to him.”

“Sometimes he walks in the door.”

For the first time I knew my mother was telling me stories
and T was thinking. “Is Jesus real? Santa Claus and Jesus are
close kin, I know.”

Mamma put down her knitting. “Santa Claus is toys and
stores and Jesus is church.”

This mention of church brought to me thoughts of bore-
dom, colored windows, organ music, restlessness. I hated
¢hurch and Jesus if church was Jesus. I loved only Santa Claus
and he was not real.

Mother tried again: “Jesus is as the holy infant—like Bonny.
The Christ child.”

This was the worst of all. I squatted on the floor and bawled

. o ) S
in the baby’s face, “Santa Claus is only parents! Jesus is—

The baby began to cry and Mother picked her up and cud-
dled her in her lap. “Now you behave yourself, young lady;
you’re making Bonny cry.” ‘

“I hate that old ugly Bonny,” I wailed and went to the

- hall to cry.

Christmas Day was like a twice-done happening. 1 played
with the monkey under the tree and helped Budge lay the
tracks for the train. The baby had blocks and a rubber doll and
she cried and didn’t play. Budge and 1 ate a whole layer of our
box of Treasure Island chocolates and by afternoon we were
jaded by play and candy.

Later I was sitting on the floor alone in the Christmasy room
except for the baby in her play pen. The bright tree glowed in
the winter light. Suddenly I thought of Rosa Henderson and
the baby who was burned on Christmas Day. I looked at Bonny
and glanced around the room. Mother and Daddy had gone
to visit my Uncle Will, and Mary was in the kitchen. I was
alone. Carefully I lifted the baby and put her on the hearth. In
the unclear conscious of five years old I did not feel that I was
doing wrong. I wondered if the fire would pop and went to the
back room with my brother, sad and troubled.

It was our family custom to have fireworks on Christmas
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night. Daddy would light a bonfire after dark and we would
shoot Roman candles and skyrockets. I remembered. The box
of fireworks was on the mantelpiece of the back room and I
opened it and selected two Roman candles. I asked Budge, “Do
you want to do something fun?” I knew clearly this was wrong.
But, angry and sad, I wanted to do wrong. I held the Roman
candles to the fire and gave one to Budge. “Watch here.”

I thought I remembered the fireworks, but I had never seen
anything like this. After a hiss and sputter the Roman candles,
violent and alive, shot in streams of yellow and red. We stood
on opposite sides of the room and the blazing fireworks rico-
cheted from wall to wall in an arc of splendor and terror. It
lasted a long time and we stood transfixed in the radiant, fear-
ful room. When finally it was finished, my hostile feelings had
disappeared. I was quiet in the very silent room.

I thought I heard the baby cry, but when I ran to the living
room I knew she was not crying nor had she been burned and
gone up the chimney. She had turned over and was crawling
toward the Christmas tree. Her little-fingered hands were on
the floor, her nightgown was hiked over her diapers. I had
never seen Bonny crawl before and I watched her with the first
feelings of love and pride, the old hostility gone forever.

[ played with Bonny with a heart cleansed of jealousy and
joyful for the first time in many months. I was reconciled that
Santa Claus was only family but with this new tranquility, T felt
maybe my family and Jesus were somehow kin. Soon afterward,
when we moved to a new house in the suburbs, I taught Bonny
how to walk and even let her hold the monkey while I played
the organ grinder.
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CHRISTMAS

Home for Christmas

SOM ETIMES IN AUGUST, weary of the vacant, broiling after
noon, my younger brother and sister and I would gather in
the dense shade under the oak tree in the back yard and talk
of Christmas and sing carols. Once after such a conclave, when
the tunes of the carols still lingered in the heat-shimmered air,
[ remember climbing up into the tree-house and sitting there
alone for a long time.

Brother called up: “What are you doing?”

“Thinking,” I answered.

“What are you thinking about?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, how can you be thinking when you don’t know what
you are thinking about?”

I did not want to talk with my brother. I was experiencing
the first wonder about the mystery of Time. Here I was, on
this August afternoon, in the tree-house, in the burnt, jaded
yard, sick and tired of all our summer ways. (I had read Little
Women for the second time, Hans Brinker and the Silver Skates,
Little Men, and Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea. 1 had
read movie magazines and even tried to read love stories in the
Woman’s Home Companion—I was so sick of everything.) How
could it be that I was I and now was now when in four months
it would be Christmas, wintertime, cold weather, twilight and
the glory of the Christmas tree? I puzzled about the now and
later and rubbed the inside of my elbow until there was a little
roll of dirt between my forefinger and thumb. Would the now
[ of the tree-house and the August afternoon be the same I of
winter, firelight and the Christmas tree? T wondered.

My brother repeated: “You say you are thinking but you
don’t know what you are thinking about. What are you really
doing up there? Have you got some secret candy?”

September came, and my mother opened the cedar chest
and we tried on winter coats and last year’s sweaters to see if
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window or the firelight the slice was translucent, pale citron
green and yellow and red, with the glow and richness of our

' ¢hurch windows.

Daddy was a jeweler, and his store was kept open until mid-
k. I, as the eldest child, was allowed

” (On those

When pressed about her anxieties Mother
“cscaped convicts or crazy people.”
on did

with us until she died.

lead with her as she sat rocking in our front porch rocking

n, and was appointed to see that my brother

Christmas Eve was the longest day, but it was lined with the
glory of tomorrow. The sitting-room smelled of floor wax and
the clean, cold odor of the spruce tree. The Christmas tree
stood in a corner of the front room, tall as the ceiling, majestic,
undecorated. Tt was our family custom that the tree was not
decorated until after we children were in bed on Christmas Eve
night. We went to bed very early, as soon as it was winter dark.
I lay in the bed beside my sister and tried to keep her awake.

“You want to guess again about your Santa Claus?”

“We’ve already done that so much,” she said.

My sister slept. And there again was another puzzle. How
could it be that when she opened her eyes it would be Christmas
while T lay awake in the dark for hours and hours? The time
was the same for both of us, and yet not at all the same. What
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was it? How? I thought of Bethlehem and cherry candy, Jesus
and skyrockets. It was dark when I awoke. We were allowed
to get up on Christmas at five o’clock. Later I found out that
Daddy juggled the clock Christmas Eve so that five o’clock was
actually six. Anyway it was always still dark when we rushed in
to dress by the kitchen stove. The rule was that we dress and
eat breakfast before we could go in to the Christmas tree. On
Christmas morning we always had fish roe, bacon and grits for
breakfast. I grudged every mouthful—for who wanted to fill
up on breakfast when there in the sitting-room was candy, at
least three whole boxes? After breakfast we lined up, and carols
were started. Our voices rose naked and mysterious as we filed
through the door to the sitting-room. The carol, unfinished,
ended in raw yells of joy.

The Christmas tree glittered in the glorious, candlelit room.
There were bicycles and bundles wrapped in tissue paper. Our
stockings hanging from the mantelpiece bulged with oranges,
nuts and smaller presents. The next hours were paradise. The
blue dawn at the window brightened, and the candles were
blown out. By nine o’clock we had ridden the wheel presents
and dressed in the clothes gifts. We visited the neighborhood
children and were visited in turn. Qur cousins came and grown
relatives from distant neighborhoods. All through the morn-
ing we ate chocolates. At two or three o’clock the Christmas
dinner was served. The dining-room table had becen let out
with extra leaves and the very best linen was laid—satin damask
with a rose design. Daddy asked the blessing, then stood up to
carve the turkey. Dressing, rice and giblet gravy were served.
There were cut-glass dishes of sparkling jellies and stateli-
ness of festal wine. For dessert there was always sillabub or
charlotte and fruitcake. The afternoon was almost over when
dinner was done.

At rwilight I sat on the front steps, jaded by too much plea-
sure, sick at the stomach and worn out. The boy next door
skated down the street in his new Indian suit. A girl spun
around on a crackling son-of-a-gun. My brother waved spark-
lers. Christmas was over. I thought of the monotony of Time
ahead, unsolaced by the distant glow of paler festivals, the year
that stretched before another Christmas—eternity.
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THE SELFISH GIANT

used to go and play in the Giant’s garden.

It was a large lovely garden, with soft green grass. Here and
{here over the grass stood beautiful flowers like stars, and there were
(welve peach-trees that in the spring-time broke out into delicate
blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn bore rich fruit. The
hirds sat on the trees and sang so sweetly that the children used to
stop their games in order to listen to them. * How happy we are
here | * they cried to each other.

One day the Giant came back. He had been to visit his friend the
Cornish ogre, and had stayed with him for seven years. After the
seven years were over he had said all that he had to say, for his con-
versation was limited, and he determined to return to his own castle.
When he arrived he saw the children playing in the garden.

« What are you doing here ? > he cried in a very gruff voice, and
the children ran away.

“ My own garden is my own garden,” said the Giant ; “ any one
can understand that, and 1 will allow nobody to play in it but myself.”
So he built a high wall all round it, and put up a notice-board.

Evmw afternoon, as they were coming from school, the children

TRESPASSERS

WILL BE
PROSECUTED

R A RSN

He was a very selfish Giant.

"The poor children had now nowhere to play. They tried to play
on the road, but the road was very dusty and full of hard stones,
they did not like it. They used to wander round the high walls when
their lessons were over, and talk about the beautiful garden inside.
« How happy we were there 1 » they said to each other.

Then the Spring came, and all over the country there were little
blossoms and little birds. Ouly in the garden of the Selfish Giant it
was still winter. The birds did not care to sing in it as there were no
children, and the trees forgot to blossom. Once a beautiful flower put
its head out from the grass, but when it saw the notice-board it was
so sorry for the children that it slipped back into the ground again,
and went off to sleep. The only people who were pleased were the
Snow and the Frost. * Spring has forgotten this garden,” they cried,
« g0 we will live here all the year round.” The Snow covered up the
grass with her great white cloak, and the Frost painted ail the trees
silver. Then they invited the North Wind to stay with them, and he
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298 THE SELFISH GIANT i
came. He was wrapped in furs, and he roared all day about the garden,
and blew the chimney-pots down. * This is a delightful spot,” he said,
*“ we must ask the Hail on a visit.” So the Hail came. Every day
for three hours he rattled on the roof of the castle till he broke most;
of the slates, and then he ran round and round the garden as fast ag
he could go. He was dressed in grey, and his breath was like ice.
“1 cannot understand why the Spring is so late in coming,” said
the Selfish Giant, as he sat at the window and looked out at his cold,
white garden ; “1 hope there will be a change in the weather.” F
But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumn gave
golden fruit to every garden, but to the Giant’s garden she gave none,
“ He is too selfish,” she said. So it was always Winter there, and the

North Wind and the Hail, and the Frost, and the Snow danced sbor, a
through the trees. i

One morning the Giant was 1
some lovely music. It sounded so
must be the King’s musicians
linnet singing outside his win
bird

ying awake in bed when he hea -;
sweet to his ears that he thought it 8
passing by. It was really only a little

1ail stopped dancing over
ng, and a delicious pcrﬁune_;

“1 believe the Spring has
ped out of bed and looked

his head, and the North Wind ceased roari
came to him through the open casement.

come at last,” said the Giant 5 and he jum
out.

What did he see ?

He saw a most wonderful sight. Through a little hole in the wall
the children had crept in, and they were sitting in the branches of the
trees. In every tree that he could see there was a little child. And the 4
trees were so glad to have the children back again that they had :
covered themselves with blossoms, and were waving their arms gently
above the children’s heads. The birds were flying about and twittering
i i ugh the green grass
was the farthest corner of the garden, and in it was standing,
alittle boy. He was so small that he could not reach up to the branches
of the tree, and he was wandering all round it, crying bitterly, The
poor tree was still covered with frost and snow, and the North Wind'
was blowing and roaring above it. * Climb up ! little boy,” said the
Tree, and it bent its branches down as low as it could ; but the boy
was too tiny.

And the Giant’s “How selfish T
have been ! * he said ; * now I know why the Spring would not come
here. I will put that poor little boy on the top of the tree, and then
I will knock down the wall, and my garden shall be the children’s
playground for ever and ever.” He was really very sorry for what
he had done.

So he crept downstairs and o
went out into the garden. But

heart melted as he looked out.

L

pened the front door quite sofily, and
when the children saw him they were
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“Nay ! ” answered the child: “but these are the wounds
Love.” '

“ Who art thou ? ” said the Giant, and a strange awe fell on hig
and he knelt before the little child. :

And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him, “ You let 1
play once in your garden, to-day you shall come with me to my garde
which is Paradise.” E

And when the children ran in that afternoon,
lying dead under the tree, all covered with whi

they found the Giag
te blossoms, g
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TrRUMAN CAPOTE

Truman Capote was born Truman Streckfus Persons on Sep-
tember 30, 1924, in New Orleans. His early years were af-
fected by an unsettled family life. He was turned over to the
care of his mother’s family in Monroeville, Alabama; his fa-
ther was imprisoned for fraud; his parents divorced and then
fought a bitter custody battle over Truman. Eventually he
moved to New York City to live with his mother and her sec-
ond husband, a Cuban businessman whose name he adopted.
The young Capote got a job as a copyboy at The New Yorker
~ in the early forties, but was fired for inadvertently offending
- Robert Frost. The publication of his early stories in Harper’s
Bazaar established his literary reputation when he was in his
. twenties. His novel Otber Voices, Other Rooms (1948), a Gothic
: coming-of-age story that Capote described as “an attempt to ex-
~ orcise demons,” and his novella The Grass Harp (1951), a gentler
- fantasy rooted in his Alabama years, consolidated his precocious
:fnme.

- From the start of his career Capote associated himself with
“. n wide range of writers and artists, high-society figures, and
~ International celebrities, gaining frequent media attention for
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A CHRISTMAS MEMORY

(1956)

Imagine a morning in late November. A coming of winter morn-
ing more than twenty years ago. Consider the kitchen of a
spreading old house in a country town. A great black stove is its
main feature; but there is also a big round table and a fireplace
with two rocking chairs placed in front of it. Just today the fire-
place commenced its seasonal roar.

A woman with shorn white hair is standing at the kitchen
window. She is wearing tennis shoes and a shapeless gray sweater
over a summery calico dress. She is small and sprightly, like a
bantam hen; but, due to a long youthful illness, her shoulders are
pitifully hunched. Her face is remarkable—not unlike Lincoln’s,
craggy like that, and tinted by sun and wind; but it is delicate too,
finely boned, and her eyes are sherry-colored and timid. “Oh
my,” she exclaims, her breath smoking the windowpane, “it’s
fruitcake weather!”

The person to whom she is speaking is myself. I am seven; she
is sixty-something. We are cousins, very distant ones, and we
have lived together—well, as long as I can remember. Other
people inhabit the house, relatives; and though they have power
over us, and frequently make us cry, we are not, on the whole, too
much aware of them. We are each other’s best friend. She calls
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me Buddy, in memory of a boy who was formerly her best friend.
The other Buddy died in the 1880’s, when she was still a child.
She is still a child.

“I knew it before I got out of bed,” she says, turning away from
the window with a purposeful excitement in her eyes. “The
courthouse bell sounded so cold and clear. And there were no
birds singing; they’ve gone to warmer country, yes indeed. Oh,
Buddy, stop stuffing biscuit and fetch our buggy. Help me find
my hat. We've thirty cakes to bake.”

If’s always the same: a morning arrives in November, and my
friend, as though officially inaugurating the Christmas time of
year that exhilarates her imagination and fuels the blaze of her
heart, announces: “It’s fruitcake weather! Fetch our buggy. Help
me find my hat.”

The hat is found, a straw cartwheel corsaged with velvet roses
out-of-doors has faded: it once belonged to a more fashionable
relative. Together, we guide our buggy, a dilapidated baby car-
riage, out to the garden and into a grove of pecan trees. The
buggy is mine; that is, it was bought for me when I was born. It
is made of wicker, rather unraveled, and the wheels wobble like
a drunkard’s legs. But it is a faithful object; springtimes, we take
it to the woods and fill it with flowers, herbs, wild fern for our
porch pots; in the summer, we pile it with picnic paraphernalia
and sugar-cane fishing poles and roll it down to the edge of a
creek; it has its winter uses, too: as a truck for hauling fire-
wood from the yard to the kitchen, as a warm bed for Queenie,
our tough little orange and white rat terrier who has survived
distemper and two rattlesnake bites. Queenie is trotting beside
it now.

Three hours later we are back in the kitchen hulling a heap-
ing buggyload of windfall pecans. Our backs hurt from gathering
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them: how hard they were to find (the main crop having been
shaken off the trees and sold by the orchard’s owners, who are
not us) among the concealing leaves, the frosted, deceiving grass.
Caarackle! A cheery crunch, scraps of miniature thunder sound
as the shells collapse and the golden mound of sweet oily ivory
meat mounts in the milk-glass bowl. Queenie begs to taste, and
now and again my friend sneaks her a mite, though insisting we
deprive ourselves. “We mustn’t, Buddy. If we start, we won’t stop.
And there’s scarcely enough as there is. For thirty cakes.” The
kitchen is growing dark. Dusk turns the window into a mirror:
our reflections mingle with the rising moon as we work by the
fireside in the firelight. At last, when the moon is quite high, we
toss the final hull into the fire and, with joined sighs, watch it
catch flame. The buggy is empty, the bowl is brimful.

We eat our supper (cold biscuits, bacon, blackberry jam) and
discuss tomorrow. Tomorrow the kind of work I like best begins:
buying. Cherries and citron, ginger and vanilla and canned Ha-
waiian pineapple, rinds and raisins and walnuts and whiskey and
oh, so much flour, butter, so many eggs, spices, flavorings: why,
we'll need a pony to pull the buggy home.

But before these purchases can be made, there is the question
of money. Neither of us has any. Except for skinflint sums per-
sons in the house occasionally provide (a dime is considered
very big money); or what we earn ourselves from various activi-
ties: holding rummage sales, selling buckets of hand-picked
blackberries, jars of homemade jam and apple jelly and peach
preserves, rounding up flowers for funerals and weddings. Once
we won seventy-ninth prize, five dollars, in a national football
contest. Not that we know a fool thing about football. It’s just
that we enter any contest we hear about at the moment our
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- hopes are centered on the fifty-thousand-dollar Grand Prize
being offered to name a new brand of coffee (we suggested
. “am.”; and, after some hesitation, for my friend thought it per-
haps sacrilegious, the slogan “a.m.! Amen!”). To tell the truth, our
only really profitable enterprise was the Fun and Freak Museum
we conducted in a back-yard woodshed two summers ago. The
~ Fun was a stereopticon with slide views of Washington and New

York lent us by a relative who had been to those places (she was
~ furious when she discovered why we'd borrowed it); the Freak
was a three-legged biddy chicken hatched by one of our own
' hens. Everybody hereabouts wanted to see that biddy: we
charged grownups a nickel, kids two cents. And took in a good
-~ twenty dollars before the museum shut down due to the decease
~ of the main attraction.
But one way and another we do each year accumulate Christ-
. mas savings, a Fruitcake Fund. These moneys we keep hidden in
" an ancient bead purse under a loose board under the floor under
a chamber pot under my friend’s bed. The purse is seldom re-
" moved from this safe location except to make a deposit, or, as
.~ happens every Saturday, a withdrawal; for on Saturdays I am al-
‘ lowed ten cents to go to the picture show. My friend has never
'been to a picture show, nor does she intend to: “I'd rather hear
' you tell the story, Buddy. That way I can imagine it more. Be-
"sides, a person my age shouldn’t squander their eyes. When the
Lord comes, let me see him clear.” In addition to never having
‘seen a movie, she has never: eaten in a restaurant, traveled more
than five miles from home, received or sent a telegram, read any-
" thing except funny papers and the Bible, worn cosmetics, cursed,
- wished someone harm, told a lie on purpose, let a hungry dog go
_hungry. Here are a few things she has done, does do: killed with
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a hoe the biggest rattlesnake ever seen in this county (sixteen
rattles), dip snuff (secretly), tame hummingbirds (just try it) till
they balance on her finger, tell ghost stories (we both believe in
ghosts) so tingling they chill you in July, talk to herself, take
walks in the rain, grow the prettiest japonicas in town, know the
recipe for every sort of old-time Indian cure, including a magi-
cal wart-remover.

Now, with supper finished, we retire to the room in a faraway
part of the house where my friend sleepsin a scrap-quilt-covered
iron bed painted rose pink, her favorite color. Silently, wallowing
in the pleasures of conspiracy, we take the bead purse from its
secret place and spill its contents on the scrap quilt. Dollar bills,
tightly rolled and green as May buds. Somber fifty-cent pieces,
heavy enough to weight a dead man’s eyes. Lovely dimes, the
liveliest coin, the one that really jingles. Nickels and quarters,
worn smooth as creek pebbles. But mostly a hateful heap of
bitter-odored pennies. Last summer others in the house con-
tracted to pay us a penny for every twenty-five flies we killed.
Oh, the carnage of August: the flies that flew to heaven! Yet it was
not work in which we took pride. And, as we sit counting pen-
nies, it is as though we were back rabulating dead flies. Neither
of us has a head for figures; we count slowly, lose track, start
again. According to her calculations, we have $12.73. According
to mine, exactly $13. “I do hope you're wrong, Buddy. We can’t
mess around with thirteen. The cakes will fall. Or put somebody
in the cemetery. Why, I wouldn’t dream of getting out of bed on
the thirteenth.” This is true: she always spends thirteenths in
bed. So, to be on the safe side, we subtract a penny and toss it out
the window.

Of the ingredients that go into our fruitcakes, whiskey is the
most expensive, as well as the hardest to obtain: State laws forbid
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its sale. But everybody knows you can buy a bottle from Mr.
Haha Jones. And the next day, having completed our more pro-
saic shopping, we set out for Mr. Haha's business address, a “sin-
ful” (to quote public opinion) fish-fry and dancing café down by
the river. We’ve been there before, and on the same errand; but
in previous years our dealings have been with Haha’s wife, an
iodine-dark Indian woman with brazzy peroxided hair and a
dead-tired disposition. Actually, we’ve never laid eyes on her
husband, though we’ve heard that he’s an Indian too. A giant
with razor scars across his cheeks. They call him Haha because
he’s so gloomy, a man who never laughs. As we approach his café
(a large log cabin festooned inside and out with chains of garish-
gay naked lightbulbs and standing by the river’s muddy edge
under the shade of river trees where moss drifts through the
branches like gray mist) our steps slow down. Even Queenie
stops prancing and sticks close by. People have been murdered
in Haha'’s café. Cut to pieces. Hit on the head. There’s a case
coming up in court next month. Naturally these goings-on hap-
pen at night when the colored lights cast crazy patterns and the
victrola wails. In the daytime Haha’s is shabby and deserted. I
knock at the door, Queenie barks, my friend calls: “Mrs. Haha,
ma’am? Anyone to home?”

Footsteps. The door opens. Our hearts overturn. It’'s Mr. Haha
Jones himself! And he isr a giant; he does have scars; he doesn’t
smile. No, he glowers at us through Satan-tilted eyes and de-
mands to know: “What you want with Haha?”

For a moment we are too paralyzed to tell. Presently my
friend half-finds her voice, a whispery voice at best: “If you
please, Mr. Haha, we’d like a quart of your finest whiskey.”

His eyes tilt more. Would you believe i> Haha is smiling!
Laughing, too. “Which one of you is a drinkin’ man?”
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“I¢’s for making fruitcakes, Mr. Haha. Cooking.”

This sobers him. He frowns. “That’s no way to waste good
whiskey.” Nevertheless, he retreats into the shadowed café and
seconds later appears carrying a bottle of daisy yellow unlabeled
liquor. He demonstrates its sparkle in the sunlight and says:
“Two dollars.”

We pay him with nickels and dimes and pennies. Suddenly,
jangling the coins in his hand like a fistful of dice, his face soft-
ens. “Tell you what,” he proposes, pouring the money back into
our bead purse, “just send me one of them fruitcakes instead.”

“Well,” my friend remarks on our way home, “there’s a lovely
man. We'll put an extra cup of raisins in bis cake.”

The black stove, stoked with coal and firewood, glows like a
lighted pumpkin. Eggbeaters whirl, spoons spin round in bowls
of butter and sugar, vanilla sweetens the air, ginger spices it;
melting, nose-tingling odors saturate the kitchen, suffuse the
house, drift out to the world on puffs of chimney smoke. In four
days our work is done. Thirty-one cakes, dampened with whis-
key, bask on window sills and shelves.

Who are they for?

Friends. Not necessarily neighbor friends: indeed, the larger
share are intended for persons we’ve met maybe once, perhaps
not at all. People who've struck our fancy. Like President Roo-
sevelt. Like the Reverend and Mirs. J. C. Lucey, Baptist mission-
aries to Borneo who lectured here last winter. Or the little knife
grinder who comes through town twice a year. Or Abner Packer,
the driver of the six o’clock bus from Mobile, who exchanges

waves with us every day as he passes in a dust-cloud whoosh. Or
the young Wistons, a California couple whose car one afternoon
broke down outside the house and who spent a pleasant hour
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chatting with us on the porch (young Mr. Wiston snapped our
picture, the only one we’ve ever had taken). Is it because my
friend is shy with everyone excepr strangers that these strangers,
and merest acquaintances, seem to us our truest friends? I think
yes. Also, the scrapbooks we keep of thank-you’s on White
House stationery, time-to-time communications from Califor-
nia and Borneo, the knife grinder’s penny post cards, make us
feel connected to eventful worlds beyond the kitchen with its
view of a sky that stops.

Now a nude December fig branch grates against the window.

The kitchen is empty, the cakes are gone; yesterday we carted
the last of them to the post office, where the cost of stamps

3 turned our purse inside out. We're broke. That rather depresses
. me, but my friend insists on celebrating—with two inches of
. whiskey left in Haha's bottle. Queenie has a spoonful in a bowl
- of coffee (she likes her coffee chicory-flavored and strong). The
7‘ rest we divide between a pair of jelly glasses. We're both quite
awed at the prospect of drinking straight whiskey; the taste of it

- brings screwed-up expressions and sour shudders. But by and by
fwe begin to sing, the two of us singing different songs simultane-
- ously. I don’t know the words to mine, just: Come on along, come on
' along, to the dark-town strutters’ ball. But | can dance: that’s what 1

‘mean to be, a tap dancer in the movies. My dancing shadow rol-
licks on the walls; our voices rock the chinaware; we giggle: as if
unseen hands were tickling us. Queenie rolls on her back, her
(paws plow the air, something like a grin stretches her black lips.
Inside myself, T feel warm and sparky as those crumbling logs,
Carefree as the wind in the chimney. My friend waltzes round the
"‘l.u the hem of her poor calico skirt pinched between her fin-
!:-‘, s as though it were a party dress: Show me the way to go home, she
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sings, her tennis shoes squeaking on the floor. Show me the way to
2o home.

Enter: two relatives. Very angry. Potent with eyes that scold,
tongues that scald. Listen to what they have to say, the words
tumbling together into a wrathful tune: “A child of seven! whis-
key on his breath! are you out of your mind? feeding a child of
seven! must be loony! road to ruination! remember Cousin Kate?
Uncle Charlie? Uncle Charlie’s brother-in-law? shame! scandal!
humiliation! kneel, pray, beg the Lord!”

Queenie sneaks under the stove. My friend gazes at her shoes,
her chin quivers, she lifts her skirt and blows her nose and runs
to her room. Long after the town has gone to sleep and the house
is silent except for the chimings of clocks and the sputter of fad-
ing fires, she is weeping into a pillow already as wet as a widow’s
handkerchief.

“Don’t cry,” I say, sitting at the bottom of her bed and shiver-
ing despite my flannel nightgown that smells of last winter’s
cough syrup, “don’t cry,” I beg, teasing her toes, tickling her feet,
“you’re too old for that.”

“It’s because,” she hiccups, “I am too old. Old and funny.”

“Not funny. Fun. More fun than anybody. Listen. If you don't
stop crying you'll be so tired tomorrow we can’t go cut a tree.”

She straightens up. Queenie jumps on the bed (where Queenie
is not allowed) to lick her cheeks. “I know where we'll find pretty
trees, Buddy. And holly, too. With berries big as your eyes. It's
way off in the woods. Farther than we’ve ever been. Papa used to
bring us Christmas trees from there: carry them on his shoulder.
That's fifty years ago. Well, now: I can’t wait for morning.”

Morning. Frozen rime lusters the grass; the sun, round as an
orange and orange as hot-weather moons, balances on the hori-
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- zon, burnishes the silvered winter woods. A wild turkey calls. A
renegade hog grunts in the undergrowth. Soon, by the edge of
knee-deep, rapid-running water, we have to abandon the buggy.
- Queenie wades the stream first, paddles across barking com-
~ plaints at the swiftness of the current, the pneumonia-making
* coldness of it. We follow, holding our shoes and equipment (a
4 hatchet, a burlap sack) above our heads. A mile more: of chastis-
7- ing thorns, burs and briers that catch at our clothes; of rusty pine
"~ needles brilliant with gaudy fungus and molted feathers. Here,

" there, a flash, a flutter, an ecstasy of shrillings remind us that not
l, all the birds have flown south. Always, the path unwinds through
- lemony sun pools and pitch vine tunnels. Another creek to cross:
. adisturbed armada of speckled trout froths the water round us,
~ and frogs the size of plates practice belly flops; beaver workmen
- are building a dam. On the farther shore, Queenie shakes herself
_7 and trembles. My friend shivers, too: not with cold burt enthusi-
* asm. One of her hat’s ragged roses sheds a petal as she lifts her
-_ head and inhales the pine-heavy air. “We'’re almost there; can
. you smell it, Buddy?” she says, as though we were approaching
. an ocean.

" And, indeed, it is a kind of ocean. Scented acres of holiday
trees, prickly-leafed holly. Red berries shiny as Chinese bells:
‘black crows swoop upon them screaming. Having stuffed our
' burlap sacks with enough greenery and crimson to garland a
‘dozen windows, we set about choosing a tree. “It should be,”
" muses my friend, “cwice as tall as a boy. So a boy can’t steal the
_:s'tar." The one we pick is twice as tall as me. A brave handsome
f’brute that survives thirty hatchet strokes before it keels with a
Ereaking rending cry. Lugging it like a kill, we commence the
‘Fpng trek out. Every few yards we abandon the struggle, sit down
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and pant. But we have the strength of triumphant huntsmen; that
and the tree’s virile, icy perfume revive us, goad us on. Many
compliments accompany our sunset return along the red clay
road to town; but my friend is sly and noncommittal when
passers-by praise the treasure perched on our buggy: what a fine
tree and where did it come from? “Yonderways,” she murmurs
vaguely. Once a car stops and the rich mill owner’s lazy wife
Jeans out and whines: “Giveya two-bits cash for that ol tree.” Or-
dinarily my friend is afraid of saying no; but on this occasion she
promptly shakes her head: “We wouldn’t take a dollar.” The mill
owner’s wife persists. “A dollar, my foot! Fifty cents. That's my
last offer. Goodness, woman, you can get another one.” In an-
swer, my friend gently reflects: “I doubt it. There’s never two of
anything.”

Home: Queenie slumps by the fire and sleeps till tomorrow,

snoring loud as a human.

A trunk in the attic contains: a shoebox of ermine tails (off the
opera cape of a curious lady who once rented a room in the
house), coils of frazzled tinsel gone gold with age, one silver star,
a brief rope of dilapidated, undoubtedly dangerous candy-like
light bulbs. Excellent decorations, as far as they go, which isn't
far enough: my friend wants our tree to blaze “like a Baptist win-
dow,” droop with weighty snows of ornament. But we can’t af-
ford the made-in-Japan splendors at the five-and-dime. So we
do what we've always done: sit for days at the kitchen table with
scissors and crayons and stacks of colored paper. I make sketches
and my friend cuts them out: lots of cats, fish too (because they're
easy to draw), some apples, some watermelons, a few winged

angels devised from saved-up sheets of Hershey-bar tin foil. We
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use safety pins to attach these creations to the tree; as a final
touch, we sprinkle the branches with shredded cotton (picked in
August for this purpose). My friend, surveying the effect, clasps
her hands together. “Now honest, Buddy. Doesn’t it look good
enough to eat?” Queenie tries to eat an angel.

After weaving and ribboning holly wreaths for all the front
windows, our next project is the fashioning of family gifts. Tie-
dye scarves for the ladies, for the men a home-brewed lemon and
licorice and aspirin syrup to be taken “at the first Symptoms of a
1 . Cold and after Hunting.” But when it comes time for making
. each other’s gift, my friend and I separate to work secretly. I
* would like to buy her a pearl-handled knife, a radio, a whole

pound of chocolate-covered cherries (we tasted some once, and

she always swears: “I could live on them, Buddy, Lord yes I

could—and that’s not taking His name in vain”). Instead, I am

 building her a kite. She would like to give me a bicycle (she’s said
~ 50 on several million occasions: “If only T could, Buddy. It’s bad

. enough in life to do without something you want; but confound

. it, what gets my goat is not being able to give somebody some-
‘_ thing you want #hem to have. Only one of these days I will, Buddy.
- Locate you a bike. Don’t ask how. Steal it, maybe”). Instead, I'm
fairly certain that she is building me a kite—the same as last
- year, and the year before: the year before that we exchanged
;slingshots. All of which is fine by me. For we are champion kite-
fliers who study the wind like sailors; my friend, more accom-
' plished than I, can get a kite aloft when there isn’t enough breeze
* to carry clouds. _

~ Christmas Eve afternoon we scrape together a nickel and go
[ to the butcher’s to buy Queenie’s traditional gift, a good gnaw-
‘able beef bone. The bone, wrapped in funny paper, is placed
‘_"gh in the tree near the silver star. Queenie knows it’s there. She
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squats at the foot of the tree staring up in a trance of greed: when
bedtime arrives she refuses to budge. Her excitement is equaled
by my own. I kick the covers and turn my pillow as though it
were a scorching summer’s night. Somewhere a rooster crows:
falsely, for the sun is still on the other side of the world.

“Buddy, are you awake?” It is my friend, calling from her
room, which is next to mine; and an instant later she is sitting on
my bed holding a candle. “Well, T can’t sleep a hoot,” she de-
clares. “My mind’s jumping like a jack rabbit. Buddy, do you
think Mrs. Roosevelt will serve our cake at dinner?” We huddle
in the bed, and she squeezes my hand I-love-you. “Seems like
your hand used to be so much smaller. I guess I hate to see you
grow up. When you’re grown up, will we still be friends?” I say
always. “But I feel so bad, Buddy. I wanted so bad to give you a
bike. I tried to sell my cameo Papa gave me. Buddy”—she hesi-
tates, as though embarrassed—*I made you another kite.” Then
I confess that I made her one, too; and we laugh. The candle
burns too short to hold. Out it goes, exposing the starlight, the
stars spinning at the window like a visible caroling that slowly,
slowly daybreak silences. Possibly we doze; but the beginnings
of dawn splash us like cold water: we're up, wide-eyed and wan-
dering while we wait for others to waken. Quite deliberately my
friend drops a kettle on the kitchen floor. I tap-dance in front of
closed doors. One by one the household emerges, looking as
though they'd like to kill us both; but it’s Christmas, so they can't
First, a gorgeous breakfast: just everything you can imagine—
from flapjacks and fried squirrel to hominy grits and honey-in-
the-comb. Which puts everyone in a good humor except my
friend and L. Frankly, we're so impatient to get at the presents we
can’t eat a mouthful.

Well, 'm disappointed. Who wouldn’t be? With socks, a Sun-
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day school shirt, some handkerchiefs, a hand-me-down sweater
and a year’s subscription to a religious magazine for children.
The Little Shepherd. It makes me boil. It really does.

My friend has a better haul. A sack of Satsumas, that's her best
present. She is proudest, however, of a white wool shawl knitted
by her married sister. But she says her favorite gift is the kite I
built her. And it is very beautiful; though not as beautiful as the
one she made me, which is blue and scattered with gold and
green Good Conduct stars; moreover, my name is painted on it,
“Buddy.”

“Buddy, the wind is blowing.”

The wind is blowing, and nothing will do till we've run to a
pasture below the house where Queenie has scooted to bury her
bone (and where, a winter hence, Queenie will be buried, too).
There, plunging through the healthy waist-high grass, we unreel
our kites, feel them twitching at the string like sky fish as they
swim into the wind. Satisfied, sun-warmed, we sprawl in the
grass and peel Satsumas and watch our kites cavort. Soon I forget
the socks and hand-me-down sweater. I'm as happy as if we'd
already won the fifty-thousand-dollar Grand Prize in that cof-
fee-naming contest.

“My, how foolish I am!” my friend cries, suddenly alert, like a
woman remembering too late she has biscuits in the oven. “You
know what I've always thought?” she asks in a tone of discovery,
and not smiling at me but a point beyond. “I've always thought a
body would have to be sick and dying before they saw the Lord.
And I imagined that when He came it would be like looking at
the Baptist window: pretty as colored glass with the sun pouring
through, such a shine you don’t know it’s getting dark. And it’s
been a comfort: to think of that shine taking away all the spooky
feeling. But I'll wager it never happens. I'll wager at the very end
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a body realizes the Lord has already shown Himself. That things
as they are”—her hand circles in a gesture that gathers clouds
and kites and grass and Queenie pawing earth over her bone—
“just what they've always seen, was seeing Him. As for me, I
could leave the world with today in my eyes.”

This is our last Christmas together.

Life separates us. Those who Know Best decide that I belong
in a military school. And so follows a miserable succession of
bugle-blowing prisons, grim reveille-ridden summer camps.
have a new home too. But it doesn’t count. Home is where my
friend is, and there I never go.

And there she remains, puttering around the kitchen. Alone
with Queenie. Then alone. (“Buddy dear,” she writes in her wild
hard-to-read script, “yesterday Jim Macy’s horse kicked Queenie
bad. Be thankful she didn’t feel much. I wrapped her in a Fine
Linen sheet and rode her in the buggy down to Simpson’s pas-
ture where she can be with all her Bones...”) For a few Novem-
bers she continues to bake her fruitcakes single-handed; not as
many, but some: and, of course, she always sends me “the best of
the batch.” Also, in every letter she encloses a dime wadded in
toilet paper: “See a picture show and write me the story.” But
gradually in her letters she tends to confuse me with her other
friend, the Buddy who died in the 1880’s; more and more thir-
teenths are not the only days she stays in bed: a morning arrives
in November, a leafless birdless coming of winter morning,
when she cannot rouse herself to exclaim: “Oh my, it’s fruitcake
weather!”

And when that happens, I know it. A message saying so merely
confirms a piece of news some secret vein had already received,
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severing from me an irreplaceable part of myself, letting it loose
like a kite on a broken string. That is why, walking across a school
campus on this particular December morning, I keep searching
the sky. As if I expected to see, rather like hearts, a lost pair of
kites hurrying toward heaven.
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First, a brief autobiographical prologue. My mother, who was
exceptionally intelligent, was the most beautiful girl in Alabama.
Everyone said so, and it was true; and when she was sixteen she
married a twenty-eight-year-old businessman who came from
a good New Orleans family. The marriage lasted a year. My
mother was too young to be a mother or a wife; she was also too
ambitious—she wanted to go to college and to have a career. So
she left her husband; and as for what to do with me, she depos-
ited me in the care of her large Alabama family.

Over the years, I seldom saw either of my parents. My father
was occupied in New Orleans, and my mother, after graduating
from college, was making a success for herself in New York. So
far as I was concerned, this was not an unpleasant situation. I was
happy where I was. I had many kindly relatives, aunts and uncles
and cousins, particularly ome cousin, an elderly, white-haired,
slightly crippled woman named Sook. Miss Sook Faulk. I had
other friends, but she was by far my best friend.

It was Sook who told me about Santa Claus, his flowing beard,
his red suit, his jangling present-filled sled, and I believed her,
just as I believed that everything was God’s will, or the Lord’s, as
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Sook always called Him. If I stubbed my toe, or fell off a horse,
or caught a good-sized fish at the creek—well, good or bad, it
was all the Lord’s will. And that was what Sook said when she 23

received the frightening news from New Orleans: My father
wanted me to travel there to spend Christmas with him.

I cried. T didn’t want to go. I'd never left this small, isolated
Alabama town surrounded by forests and farms and rivers, I'd
never gone to sleep without Sook combing her fingers through
my hair and kissing me good-night. Then, too, I was afraid of
strangers, and my father was a stranger. I had seen him several
times, but the memory was a haze; I had no idea what he was like.
But, as Sook said: “It’s the Lord’s will. And who knows, Buddy,
maybe you'll see snow.”

Snow! Until I could read myself, Sook read me many stories,
and it seemed a lot of snow was in almost all of them. Drifting,
dazzling fairytale flakes. It was something I dreamed about;
something magical and mysterious that I wanted to see and feel
and touch. Of course I never had, and neither had Sook; how
could we, living in a hot place like Alabama? I don’t know why
she thought I would see snow in New Orleans, for New Orleans
is even hotter. Never mind. She was just trying to give me cour-
age to make the trip.

I'had a new suit. It had a card pinned to the lapel with my
name and address. That was in case I got lost. You see, I had to
make the trip alone. By bus. Well, everybody thought I'd be safe
with my tag. Everybody but me. I was scared to death; and angry.
Furious at my father, this stranger, who was forcing me to leave
home and be away from Sook at Christmastime.

It was a four-hundred-mile trip, something like that. My first
stop was in Mobile. I changed buses there, and rode along for-
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ever and forever through swampy lands and along seacoasts until
we arrived in a loud city tinkling with trolley cars and packed
with dangerous foreign-looking people.

"That was New Orleans. -

And suddenly, as I stepped off the bus, a man swel?t me in his
arms, squeezed the breath out of me; he was laugl‘nng, he w.as
crying—a tall, good-looking man, laughing and cry:ng. He said:
“Don’t you know me? Don’t you know your daddy? :

I was speechless. I didn’t say a word until. at last, while we
were riding along in a taxi, [ asked: “Where is i?”

“Our house? It’s not far—"

“Not the house. The snow.”

“What snow?”

“I thought there would be a lot of snow.”

He looked at me strangely, but laughed. “There nevef has
been any snow in New Orleans. Not that I heard of. But listen.
Hear that thunder? It’s sure going to rain!” g

I don’t know what scared me most, the thunder, the snzzllmg
zigzags of lightning that followed it—or my .father. That night,
when 1 went to bed, it was still raining. I said my prayers and
prayed that I would soon be home with Sook. I didn’t kflow how
I could ever go to sleep without Sook to kiss me good-night. The
fact was, 1 couldn’t go to sleep, so I began to wonder what Sanfa
Claus would bring me. I wanted a pearl-handled knife. And a big
set of jigsaw puzzles. A cowboy hat with matching lasso. And a

B.B. rifle to shoot sparrows. (Years later, when I did have a BB.
gun, I shot a mockingbird and a bobwhite, and I Cafl never forget
the regret I felt, the grief; I never killed another thing, and every
fish I caught I threw back into the water.) And1 wantfed a bo.x of
crayons. And, most of all, a radio but I knew that was impossible:
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I didn’t know ten people who had radios. Remember, this was the
Depression, and in the Deep South houses furnished with radiol
or refrigerators were rare. 5
My father had both. He seemed to have everything—a ca ‘7
with a rumble seat, not to mention an old, pink pretty little
house in the French Quarter with iron-lace balconies and a se«
cret patio garden colored with flowers and cooled by a fountshi
shaped like a mermaid. He also had a half-dozen, I'd say fulls
dozen, lady friends. Like my mother, my father had not rematir
ried; but they both had determined admirers and, willingly or i

not, eventually walked the path to the altar—in fact, my father 3
walked it six times.

So you can see he must have had charm; and, indeed, he 4
seemed to charm most people—everybody except me. That wau
because he embarrassed me so, always hauling me around to 2
meet his friends, everybody from his banker to the barber w
shaved him every day. And, of course, all his lady friends. A
the worst part: All the time he was hugging and kissing me 2 T
bragging about me. I felt so ashamed. First of all, there was noths
ing to brag about. I was a real country boy. I believed mjesua,—
and faithfully said my prayers. I knew Santa Claus existed. And"

at home in Alabama, except to go to church, I never wore shoes;
winter or summer.

It was pure torture, being pulled along the streets of New
Orleans in those tightly laced, hot as hell, heavy as lead shoes. 1
don’t know what was worse—the shoes or the food. Back home 1S
was used to fried chicken and collard greens and butter beam -
and corn bread and other comforting things. But these New O«
leans restaurants! I will never forget my first oyster, it was like @
bad dream sliding down my throat; decades passed before T swal
lowed another. As for all that spicy Creole cookery—justr l:t*.lt .
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think of it gave me heartburn. No sir, T hankered after biscuits
right from the stove and milk fresh from the cows and home-
made molasses straight from the bucket.

My poor father had no idea how miserable I was, partly be-
cause I never let him see it, certainly never told him; and partly
because, despite my mother’s protest, he had managed to get
legal custody of me for this Christmas holiday.

He would say: “Tell the truth. Don’t you want to come and
live here with me in New Orleans?”

“I can’t”

“What do you mean you can’t?”

“] miss Sook. T miss Queenie; we have a little rat terrier, a
funny little thing. But we both love her.”

He said: “Don’t you love me?”

I said: “Yes.” But the truth was, except for Sook and Queenie
and a few cousins and a picture of my beautiful mother beside
my bed, I had no real idea of what love meant.

I soon found out. The day before Christmas, as we were walk-
ing along Canal Street, I stopped dead still, mesmerized by a
magical object that I saw in the window of a big toy store. It was
a model airplane large enough to sit in and pedal like a bicycle.
It was green and had a red propeller. I was convinced that if you
pedaled fast enough it would take off and fly! Now wouldn’t that
be something! I could just see my cousins standing on the ground
while I lew about among the clouds. Talk about green! I laughed;
and laughed and laughed. It was the first thing I'd done that
made my father look confident, even though he didn’t know
what I thought was so funny.

That night I prayed that Santa Claus would bring me the air-

plane.
My father had already bought a Christmas tree, and we spent
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a great deal of time at the five 'n’ dime picking out things to
decorate it with. Then I made a mistake. I put a picture of my
mother under the tree. The moment my father saw it he rurned
white and began to tremble. [ didn’t know what to do. But he did.
He went to a cabinet and took our a tall glass and a bottle. I rec-
ognized the bottle because all my Alabama uncles had plenty
just like it. Prohibition moonshine. He filled the tall glass and
drank it with hardly a pause. After that, it was as though the pic-
ture had vanished.

And so I awaited Christmas Eve, and the always exciting ad-
vent of fat Santa. Of course, I had never seen a weighted, jan-
gling, belly-swollen giant flop down a chimney and gaily dispense
his largesse under a Christmas tree. My cousin Billy Bob, who
was a mean little runt but had a brain like a fist made of iron, said
it was a lot of hooey, there was no such creature.

“My foot!” he said. “Anybody would believe there was any
Santa Claus would believe a mule was a horse.” This quarrel
took place in the tiny courthouse square. I said: “There ir a Santa
Claus because what be does is the Lord’s will and whatever is the Lord’s
will is the truth.” And Billy Bob, spitting on the ground, walked
away: “Well, looks like we’ve got another preacher on our hands.”

I always swore I'd never go to sleep on Christmas Eve, I
wanted to hear the prancing dance of reindeer on the roof, and
to be right there at the foot of the chimney to shake hands with
Santa Claus. And on this particular Christmas Eve, nothing, it
seemed to me, could be easier than staying awake.

My father’s house had three floors and seven rooms, several of
them huge, especially the three leading to the patio garden: a
parlor, a dining room and a “musical” room for those who liked
to dance and play and deal cards. The two floors above were
trimmed with lacy balconies whose dark green iron intricacies

i

One Christmas - 323

were delicately entwined with bougainvillea and rippling' vir‘les
of scarlet spider orchids—a plant that resembles lizards flicking
their red tongués. Tt was the kind of house best displayed by lac-
quered floors and some wicker here, some velvet there. It could
have been mistaken for the house of a rich man; rather, it was the
place of a man with an appetite for elegance. To a poor (but
happy) barefoot boy from Alabama it was a mystery how he
managed to satisfy that desire.

But it was no mystery to my mother, who, having graduatf:d
from college, was putting her magnolia delights to Fu’ﬂ use while
struggling to find in New York a truly suitable fiancé who coul:i
afford Sutton Place apartments and sable coats. No, my father’s
resources were familiar to her, though she never mentioned the
matter until many years later, long after she had acquired ropes
of pearls to glisten around her sable-wrapped throat.

She had come to visit me in a snobbish New England board-
ing school (where my tuition was paid by her rich and generous
husband), when something I said tossed her into a rage; she
shouted: “So you don’t know how he lives so well? Charters
yachts and cruises the Greek Islands? His wivest Think of the
whole long string of them. All widows. All rich. Very rich. And all
much older than he. Too old for any sane young man to marry.
That's why you are his only child. And that’s why I'll never have
another child—T was too young to have any babies, but he was a
beast, he wrecked me, he ruined me—"

Fust a gigolo, everywhere I go, people stop and stare... Moon, rr.won
over Miami. .. This is my first affair, so please be kind ... Hey, mister,
can you spare a dime?. ... Fust a gigolo, everywhere 1 go, people stop and
stare. ..

All the while she talked (and I tried not to listen, be(.:ause by
telling me my birth had destroyed her, she was destroying me),
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these tunes ran through my head, or tunes like them. They
helped me not to hear her, and they reminded me of the strange
haunting party my father had given in New Orleans that Christ-
mas Eve.
The patio was filled with candles, and so were the three rooms
leading off it. Most of the guests were gathered in the parlor,
where a subdued fire in the fireplace made the Christmas treé
int'ter; but many others were dancing in the music room and the
patio to music from a wind-up Victrola. After I had been intro-
duced to the guests, and been made much of, I had been sent
upstairs; but from the terrace outside my French-shuttered bed-
-room door, I could watch all the party, see all the couples danc-
ing. I watched my father waltz a graceful lady around the pool
that surrounded the mermaid fountain. She was graceful, and
dressed in a wispy silver dress that shimmered in the candle-
light; but she was old—at least ten years older than my father,
who was then thirty-five. :

I suddenly realized my father was by far the youngest person

at his party. None of the ladies, charming as they were, were any
younger than the willowy waltzer in the floating silver dress. It
was the same with the men, so many of whom were smoking
sweet-smelling Havana cigars; more than half of them were old
enough to be my father’s father.

Then I saw something that made me blink. My father and his
agile partner had danced themselves into a niche shadowed by
scarlet spider orchids; and they were embracing, kissing. | was so
startled, I was so irate, I ran into my bedroom, jumped into bed
and pulled the covers over my head. What would my nice-
looking young father want with an old woman like that And why
didn’t all those people downstairs go home so Santa Claus could
come? | lay awake for hours listening to them leave, and when
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my father said good-bye for the last time, I heard him climb the
stairs and open my door to peek at me; but I pretended to be
asleep.
Several things occurred that kept me awake the whole night.
First, the footfalls, the noise of my father running up and down
the stairs, breathing heavily. I had to see what he was up to. So |
hid on the balcony among the bougainvillea. From there, [ had a
complete view of the parlor and the Christmas tree and the fire-
place where a fire still palely burned. Moreover, I could see my
father. He was crawling around under the tree arranging a pyra-
mid of packages. Wrapped in purple paper, and red and gold and
white and blue, they rustled as he moved them about. I felt dizzy,
for what I saw forced me to reconsider everything. If these were
presents intended for me, then obviously they had not been or-
dered by the Lord and delivered by Santa Claus; no, they were
gifts bought and wrapped by my father. Which meant that my
rotten litdde cousin Billy Bob and other rotten kids like him
weren't lying when they taunted me and told me there was no
Santa Claus. The worst thought was: Had Sook known the truth,
and lied to me? No, Sook would never lie to me. She believed. It
was just that—well, though she was sixty-something, in some
ways she was at least as much of a child as I was.

I watched until my father had finished his chores and blown
out the few candles that still burned. I waited until | was sure he
was in bed and sound asleep. Then I crept downstairs to the par-
lor, which still reeked of gardenias and Havana cigars.

I sat there, thinking; Now I will have to be the one to tell Sook
the truth. An anger, a weird malice was spiraling inside me: It
was not directed toward my father, though he turned out to be its
victim.

When the dawn came, I examined the tags attached to each of
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the packages. They all said: “For Buddy.” All but one, which said:
“For Evangeline.” Evangeline was an elderly colored woman
who drank Coca-Cola all day long and weighed three hundred
pounds; she was my father’s housekeeper—she also mothered
him. I decided to open the packages: It was Christmas morning,
[ was awake, so why not? I won’t bother to describe what was in-
side them: just shirts and sweaters and dull stuff like that. The
only thing I appreciated was a quite snazzy cap-pistol. Somehow
[ got the idea it would be fun to waken my father by firing it. So
1 did. Bang. Bang. Bang.

He raced out of his room, wild-eyed.

Bang. Bang. Bang.

“Buddy—what the hell do you think you’re doing?”

Bang. Bang. Bang.

“Stop that”

I laughed. “Look, Daddy. Look at all the wonderful things
Santa Claus brought me.”

Calm now, he walked into the parlor and hugged me. “You
like what Santa Claus brought you?”

['smiled at him. He smiled at me. There was a tender linger-
ing moment, shattered when I said: “Yes. But what are you going
to give me, Daddy?” His smile evaporated. His eyes narrowed
suspiciously—you could see that he thought I was pulling some
kind of stunt. But then he blushed, as though he was ashamed to
be thinking what he was thinking. He patted my head, and
coughed and said: “Well, I thought I'd wait and let you pick out
something you wanted. Is there anything particular you want?”

I reminded him of the airplane we had seen in the toy store on
Canal Street. His face sagged. Oh, yes, he remembered the air-
plane and how expensive it was. Nevertheless, the next day I was

sitting in that airplane dreaming I was zooming toward heaven

1
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while my father wrote out a check for a happy salesman. There
had been some argument about shipping the plane to Alabama,
but T was adamant—I insisted it should go with me on the bus
that I was taking at two o’clock that afternoon. The salesman
settled it by calling the bus company, who said that they could
handle the matter easily.

But [ wasn’t free of New Orleans yet. The problem was a large
silver flask of moonshine; maybe it was because of my departure,
but anyway my father had been swilling it all day, and on the way
to the bus station, he scared me by grabbing my wrist and harshly
whispering: “I'm not going to let you go. I can’t let you go back
to that crazy family in that crazy old house. Just look at what
they've done to you. A boy six, almost seven, talking about Santa
Claus! It’s all their fault, all those sour old spinsters with their
Bibles and their knitting needles, those drunken uncles. Lister to
me, Buddy. There is no God! There is no Santa Claus.” He was
squeezing my wrist so hard that it ached. “Sometimes, oh, God,
I think your mother and I, the both of us, we ought to kill our-
selves to have let this happen—" (He never killed himself, but
my mother did: She walked down the Seconal road thirty years
ago.) “Kiss me. Please. Please. Kiss me. Tell your daddy that you
love him.” But I couldn’t speak. I was terrified I was going to miss
my bus. And I was worried about my plane, which was strapped
to the top of the taxi. “Say it: ‘I love you.” Say it. Please. Buddy.
Say it.”

It was lucky for me that our taxi-driver was a good-hearted
man. Because if it hadn’t been for his help, and the help of some
efficient porters and a friendly policeman, I don’t know what
would have happened when we reached the station. My father
was so wobbly he could hardly walk, but the policeman talked to
him, quieted him down, helped him to stand straight, and the
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taxi-man promised to take him safely home. But my father would
not leave until he had seen the porters put me on the bus.

Once I was on the bus, I crouched in a seat and shut my eyes.
I felt the strangest pain. A crushing pain that hurt everywhere. |
thought if I took off my heavy city shoes, those crucifying mon-
sters, the agony would ease. I took them off, but the mysterious
pain did not leave me. In a way it never has; never will.

Twelve hours later I was home in bed. The room was dark.
Sook was sitting beside me, rocking in a rocking chair, a sound as
soothing as ocean waves. | had tried to tell her everything that
had happened, and only stopped when I was hoarse as a howling
dog. She stroked her fingers through my hair, and said: “Of
course there is a Santa Claus. It’s just that no single somebody
could do all he has to do. So the Lord has spread the task among
us all. That's why everybody is Santa Claus. I am. You are. Even
your cousin Billy Bob. Now go to sleep. Count stars. Think of
the quietest thing. Like snow. I'm sorry you didn’t get to see any.
But now snow is falling through the stars—" Stars sparkled,
snow whirled inside my head; the last thing [ remembered was
the peaceful voice of the Lord telling me something I must do.
And the next day I did it. I went with Sook to the post office and
bought a penny postcard. That same postcard exists today. It was
found in my father's safety deposit box when he died last year.
Here is what I had written him: Hello pop hope you are well | am and
I am lurning to pedel my plain so fast I will soon be in the sky so keep your
eyes open and yes I love you Buddy.
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HE VILLAGE CHILDREN
CALLED HIM MR. GLOOMY.

But, in fact, his name was Toomey, Mr. Jonathan
Toomey. And though it’s not kind to call people names,
this one fit quite well. For Jonathan Toomey seldom
smiled and never laughed. He went about mumbling and
grumbling, muttering and sputtering, grumping and
griping. He complained that the church bells rang too
often, that the birds sang too shrilly, that the children
played too loudly,




The village people didn’t know it, but there was a reason
for his gloom, a reason for his grumbling, a reason why he
walked hunched over, as if carrying a great weight on his
shoulders. Some years earlier, when Jonathan Toomey was
young and full of life and full of love, his wife and baby
had become very sick. And, because those were the days
before hospitals and medicines and skilled doctors, his
wife and baby died, three days apart from each other.

So Jonathan Toomey had packed his belongings into
a wagon and traveled till his tears stopped. He settled
into a tiny house at the edge of a village to do his
woodcarving.




Mr. Toomey was a woodcarver. Some said he was the
best woodcarver in the whole valley. He spent his days
sitting at a workbench carving beautiful shapes from
blocks of pine and hickory and chestnut wood. After
supper, he satina straight-backed chair near the fireplace,
smoking his pipe and staring into the flames.

Jonathan Toomey wasn’t an old man, but if you saw
him, you might think he was, the way he walked bent
forward with his head down. You wouldn’t notice his
eyes, the clear blue of an August sky. And you wouldn’t
see the dimple on his chin, since his face was mostly
hidden under a shaggy, untrimmed beard, speckled with
sawdust and wood shavings and, depending what he
ate that day, with crumbs of bread or a bit of potato or
dried gravy.




One day in early December, there was a knock at
Jonathan’s door. Mumbling and grumbling, he went to
answer it. There stood a woman and a young boy.

“I'm the widow McDowell. I'm new in your village.
This is my son Thomas,” the woman said.

“I'm seven and I know how to whistle,” said Thomas.

“Whistling is pish-posh,” said the woodcarver gruffly.

“I need something carved,” said the woman, and she
told Jonathan about a very special set of Christmas figures
her grandfather had carved for her when she was a girl.

“After I moved here, I discovered that they were lost,”
she explained. “I had hoped that by some miracle I would
find them again, but it hasn’t happened.”

“There are no such things as miracles,” the woodcarver
told her. “Now, could you describe the figures for me?”

“There were sheep,” she told him.

“Two of them, with curly wool,” added Thomas.

“Yes, two,” said the widow, “and a cow, an angel, Mary,
Joseph, the baby Jesus, and the wise men.”

“Three of them,” added Thomas.

“Will you take the job?” asked the widow McDowell.

“I will.”

“I'm grateful. How soon can you have them ready?”

“They will be ready when they are ready,” he said.

“But 1 must have them by Christmas. They mean very
much to me. I can’t remember a Christmas without them.”

“Christmas is pish-posh,” said Jonathan gruffly, and he
shut the door.
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The following week there was a knock at the wood-
carver's door. Muttering and sputtering, he went to
answer it. There stood the widow McDowell and Thomas.

“Excuse me,” said the widow, “but Thomas has been
begging to come and watch you work. He says he wants
to be a woodcarver when he grows up and would like to
watch you since you are the best in the valley.”

“I'll be quiet. You won't even know I'm here. Please,
please,” piped in Thomas.

With a grumble, the woodcarver stepped aside to let
them in. He pointed to a stool near his workbench. “No
talking, no jiggling, no noise,” he ordered Thomas.

The widow McDowell handed Mr. Toomey a warm loaf
of corn bread as a token of thanks. Then she took out her
knitting and sat down in a rocking chair in the far corner
of the cottage.

“Not there!” bellowed the woodcarver. “No one sits in
that chair.” So she moved to the straight-backed chair by
the fire.
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Thomas sat very still. Once, when he needed to sneeze,
he pressed a finger under his nose to hold it back. Once,
when he wanted desperately to scratch his leg, he counted
to twenty to keep his mind off the itch.

After a very long time, Thomas cleared his throat and
whispered, “Mr. Toomey, may I ask a question?”

The woodcarver glared at Thomas, then shrugged his
shoulders and grunted. Thomas decided it meant “yes,” so
he went on. “Is that my sheep you're carving?”

The woodcarver nodded and grunted again.

After another very long time, Thomas whispered, “Mr.
Toomey, excuse me, but you're carving my sheep wrong.”

The widow McDowell's knitting needles stopped
clicking. Jonathan Toomey’s knife stopped carving.
Thomas went on. “It’s a beautiful sheep, nice and curly,
but my sheep looked happy.”

“That’s pish-posh,” said Mr. Toomey. “Sheep are sheep.
They cannot look happy.”

“Mine did,” answered Thomas. “They knew they were
with the baby Jesus, so they were happy.”

After that, Thomas was quiet for the rest of the
afternoon. When the church bells chimed six o’clock, Mr.
Toomey grumbled under his breath about the awful noise.
The widow McDowell said it was time to leave. Thomas
sneezed three times, then thanked the woodcarver for
allowing him to watch.

That evening, after a supper of corn bread and boiled
potatoes, the woodcarver sat down at his bench. He
picked up his knife. He picked up the sheep.

He worked until his eyelids drooped shut. &



A few days later there was a knock at the woodcarver’s
door. Griping and grumbling, he went to answer it. There
stood the widow and her son.

“May I watch again? I will be quiet,” said Thomas.

He settled himself on the stool very quietly, while his
mother laid a basket of sweet-smelling raisin buns on the
table.

“The teapot is warm,” Mr. Toomey said gruffly, his head
bent over his work.

While Mr. Toomey carved, the widow McDowell
poured tea. She touched the woodcarver gently on the
shoulder and placed a cup of tea and a bun next to him.
He pretended not to notice, but soon, both the plate and
the cup were empty.

Thomas tried to eat the bun his mother had given him
as quietly as he could. But it is almost impossible to be
seven and eat a warm sticky raisin bun without making
various smacking, licking, satisfied noises.

When Thomas had finished, he tried to sit quietly.
Once, he almost hiccupped, but he took a deep breath
and held it till his face turned red. And once, without
thinking, he began to swing his legs, but a glare from the
woodcarver stopped him and he kept them so still they
fell asleep.




A few days later there was a knock on the woodcarver’s
door. He smoothed down his hair as he ~went to answer it.
At the door were the widow and her son.

“May 1 watch again?” asked Thomas.

As Mrs. McDowell warmed the tea and put a plate of
fresh molasses cookies on the workbench, Thomas
watched the woodcarver work on the figure of an angel.

After a very long time, Thomas spoke. “Mr. Toomey,
excuse me, is that my angel you're carving?’

“Yes. And would you do me the favor of telling me
exactly what I'm doing wrong?”

“Well, my angel looked like one of God’s most
important angels, because it was sent tO Baby Jesus.”

“And just how does one make an angel look
important?” asked the woodcarver.

“you'll be able to do it,” said Thomas. “you are the best
woodcarver in the valley.”

After another very long time, Thomas spoke. “Mr.
Toomey, excuse me, may lask a question?"

“Do you ever stop talking?” asked the woodcarver.

“My mother says 1 don't. She says I could learn about
the virtue of silence from you.”

Under his beard, the woodcarver’s face turned pink.
The widow McDowell's face turned as red as the scarf she
was knitting.

“Well, speak up, what is your question?’

“will you please teach me to carve?”

“[ am a very busy man,’ grumbled the woodcarver. But
he put down the important angel. “You will carve a bird.”

“A robin, 1 hope,” said Thomas. “I like robins.”




After a very long time, Thomas whispered, “Mr.
Toomey, excuse me, may I ask a question?”

Grunt.

“Is that my cow you're carving?”

Nod and grunt. :

Another very long time went by. Then Thomas cleared
his throat and said, “Mr. Toomey, excuse me, but I must
tell you something. That is a beautiful cow, the most
beautiful cow I have ever seen, but it’s not right. My cow
looked proud.”

“That’s pish-posh,” growled the woodcarver. “Cows are
cows. They cannot look proud.”

“My cow did. It knew that Jesus chose to be born in its
barn, so it was proud.”

Thomas was quiet for the rest of the afternoon. The
only sounds that could be heard were the scraping of the
carving knife, the humming of the widow McDowell, and
the click-click of her knitting needles.

When the church bells chimed six o’clock, Mr. Toomey
muttered under his breath about the noise. The widow
McDowell said it was time to leave, Thomas shook first
one leg, then the other. He thanked the woodcarver for
allowing him to watch.

That evening, after a supper of boiled potatoes and
raisin buns, the woodcarver sat down at his bench. He
picked up his carving knife. He picked up the cow. He
worked until his eyelids drooped shut.




With a piece of charcoal, the woodcarver sketched a
robin on a piece of brown paper. He handed Thomas a
small block of pine and a knife. He showed him how to
lop the corners from the block and slowly smooth the
edges of the wood into curves.

Thomas copied the woodcarver’s strokes, head bent,
tongue working from side to side of his lower lip as he
concentrated.

When the church bells chimed six o’clock, Jonathan
Toomey was holding Thomas's hand in his, guiding the
knife along the edge of a wing. He didn’t hear them
ringing. The widow McDowell said it was time to leave.
Thomas brushed wood shavings from his shirt. Then he
reached out and brushed two especially large pieces of
wood shaving from Jonathan Toomey’s beard. He
thanked the woodcarver for teaching him how to carve.

Later, after a supper of boiled potatoes and molasses
cookies, Jonathan Toomey went to his workbench. He
thought for a long time. He sketched drawing after
drawing. Finally he picked up his carving knife. He picked
up the angel. He carved until his eyelids drooped shut.




A few days later there was a knock on the woodcarver's
door. Mr. Toomey jumped up to answer it.

There stood the widow McDowell with a bouquet of
pine boughs and holly sprigs, dotted with berries. And
there stood Thomas, clutching his partly carved robin.

While Thomas and Mr. Toomey carved, Mrs. McDowell
put the bouquet in a jar of water. She scrubbed Mr.
Toomey's kitchen table and set the jar in the center, on a
pretty cloth embroidered with lilies of the valley and
daisies, which she found in a drawer below the cupboard.

“Next, I will carve the wise men and Joseph,” the
woodcarver said to Thomas. “Perhaps, before I begin, you
will tell me about all the mistakes I am going to make.”

“Well,” said Thomas, “my wise men were wearing their
most wonderful robes because they were going to visit
Jesus, and my Joseph was leaning over Baby Jesus like he
was protecting him. He looked very serious.”

It wasn’t until the: church bells had chimed and the
widow and her son were preparing to go that Mr. Toomey
saw the jar of pine boughs and the scrubbed table and the
cloth embroidered with lilies of the valley and daisies.

“I found the cloth in a drawer. I thought it would look
pretty on the table,” the widow McDowell said, smiling.

“Never open that drawer,” the woodcarver said harshly.

When the two had left, Jonathan put the cloth away.

That evening, after a supper of boiled potatoes, the
woodcarver worked on Joseph and the wise men until his
eyelids drooped shut.




A few days later there was a knock on the woodcarver’s
door. He dusted the crumbs from his beard and brushed
the sawdust from his shirt. At the door were the widow
McDowell and Thomas. :

All afternoon Thomas watched the woodcarver work.
When it was time to leave, Jonathan said to Thomas, “I am
about to begin the last two figures— Mary and the baby.
Can you tell me how your figures looked?”

“They were the most special of all,” said Thomas. “Jesus
was smiling and reaching up to his mother and Mary
looked like she loved him very much.”

“Thank you, Thomas,” said the woodcarver.

“Tomorrow is Christmas. Is there any chance the figures
will be ready?” the widow McDowell asked.

“They will be ready when they are ready.”

“I understand,” said the widow, and she handed
Jonathan two packages. “Merry Christmas,” she said.

Jonathan folded his arms across his chest. “I want no
presents,” he said harshly.

“That is exactly why we are giving them,” answered the
widow. She put them down on the table and left.

Jonathan sat down at the table. Slowly, he opened the
first package. Inside was a red scarf, hand-knit, warm and
bright. He tied the scarf around his neck.

The other package held a robin, crudely carved of pine.
A smile twitched at the corners of Jonathan’s mouth as he
ran his fingers over the lopsided wings. He dusted the
fireplace mantel with his sleeve and placed the robin
exactly in the center, so he could look at it from his chair.




The woodcarver did not eat supper that day. Instead he
began to sketch the final figures, Mary and Jesus. He drew
Mary, then wadded the sketch into a ball and tossed it on
the floor. He drew the baby, wadded the sketch into a ball
and tossed it with the first. He sketched again. Once more
he crumpled the paper. Soon there was a small mountain
of crumpled papers at his feet. He picked up a block of
wood and tried to carve, but his knife would not do what
he wanted it to do. He hurled the chunk of wood into the

fireplace and sat, staring into the flames.




When he heard the church bells announcing the
midnight Christmas service, he got up. Slowly he opened
the drawer beneath the cupboard, the drawer he had told
the widow never to open.

From it he took the cloth embroidered with lilies of the
valley and daisies. He took out a rough woolen shawl and
a lace handkerchief. He took out a tiny white baby
blanket and a little pair of blue socks. He placed each
piece gently on the floor. From the bottom of the drawer
he lifted out a picture frame, beautifully carved of deep
brown chestnut wood.

In the frame was a charcoal sketch of a woman sitting
in a rocking chair, holding a baby. The baby’s arms were
reaching up, touching the woman'’s face. The woman was
looking down at the baby, smiling. Jonathan sat down in
his rocking chair and held the picture against his chest.
He rocked slowly, his eyes closed. Two tears trailed into
his beard.

When he finally took the picture to his workbench and
began to carve, his fingers worked quickly and surely. He
carved all through the night.




The next day, there was a knock on the widow
McDowell’s door.

When she opened it, there stood the woodcarver, his
neck wrapped in a red scarf, holding a wooden box
stuffed with straw.

“Mr. Toomey!” said the widow. “What a surprise. Merry
Christmas.”

“The figures are ready,” he said as he stepped inside.

From the box, Jonathan unpacked two curly sheep,
happy sheep because they were with Jesus. He unpacked
a proud cow and an angel, a very important angel with
mighty wings stretching from its shoulders right down to
the hem of its gown. He unpacked three wise men
wearing their most wonderful robes, edged with fur and
falling in rich folds.

He unpacked a serious and caring Joseph. He unpacked
Mary wearing a rough woolen shawl, looking down,
loving her precious baby son. Jesus was smiling and
reaching up to touch his mother’s face.




That day, Jonathan went to the Christmas service with
the widow McDowell and Thomas. And that day in the
churchyard the village children saw Jonathan throw back
his head, showing his eyes as clear as an August sky, and
laugh. No one ever called him Mr. Gloomy again.
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