. This is the story ot the only man who
ever cas truthfully say that he has seen

., the dance of the Smow Children in Hi-
lenburg, ’

The Ellenburg graveyard lies on the
side of a beautiful hill facing s great
! , and in the centre stands the
‘most Beautiful spruce tree that ever
‘'was seen, with the roundest, most
‘symmetriecal lines, tapering.to an ex-
‘' quisite point at the top. Every year
i¢ seems to grow prouder and more

than the year before, although
the eldest imhabitant say that the
seedling was brought over from Nor-
way by the settlers of the village more
than 2 hundred years ago. As no
one in Ellenburg is as old as that, or
even feels that old, tae story is onfy a
story,

However, everyone in Ellenburg
except the village cobbler, who is by
occupation and temperament a parrow-

person, knows perfectly well

the Snow Children celebrate
Christmas eve llaround the beNor\jva{
sprace every 24th of December, jus
the clock is striking midnight. It
:not given to everybody to see them
—in fact, nobody but John Christian
ever really saw them. They say that
these who, go to the hillside out of
mere cuariosity neither hear nor see
ing, while some who have aeci-
‘dentadly strayed with their minds busied
over the prospective happiness of their
childrems on the morrow have heard
sweet music playing, of a sort that
no esehestra in Ellenburg, Inseboren,
'or Jemsen’s Ford has ever been known

ta produce. It came from the direc-
tion of the great spruce, and some
szy they heard shouts of childish

" mingling with the musie.
Bwt when they crept cautiously over
towasd the tree and peeped out from
behind a Lroad headstone to see what
the festivity might be, forgetting en-
tirely their own chicks and the morrow,
the spruce was dark and deserted, save
thxt meost people declared that a bright
star in the east seemed to be burming
more- brightly than any star was ever
knmown to burn, directly over the beau-
{tiful tapering summit of the Snow Chil-
dren’s tree. ’
Hans Engeborg,
tant, says that the spruce was planted
ene of the early settlers whose lit-
dfughter died in the middle of
winter. The child was buried, so Hans
seyn, with wild strawberries and snow-
flawer, on a Christmas eve, in the white
3 and the seeding spruce was
her grave, where, even

over
% tbe ground was frozen as deep
~di penetrated, it took
Pout snd into a goodly trea befuse
the thaws set in. * The father
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sesmed to cure the | ;, pegutiful, and at the very top shome
heart, And so the |, gigr which was brighter than the
”:" '3:" handred brightest flaming arc-light you ever saw.
that Hang Enge- | there  were twinkling camdles which
Perhaps he embroiders om | pyned in all the most dazzling colors;
“w‘m”hzﬁﬁ““‘u’“l,udWandomgudmmddut
whe he Mhi‘ red and the yellowest yellow hanging on
V&‘M sway on Mm‘mﬁ'oltbebmlghs. The Snow Chil-
l““‘ : Gﬁ'l'tl swtilers mhymi dren looked up at the pretty baubles on
g &“""""hmn the oolored glass balis and the brightly
& th‘oﬂ '“Cl’kﬂl although toys. Then they laughed a joy-
Beve never seen them; and they ous laugh and danced round the tree-
ny that the resson why John Christian | heiding hands.
say them was that he loved little chil | The ground under the tree was cov.
doon ge much as any mortal man could, ered with sparkling snow; it seem:d as
#nd happened to be on the hillside one soft as velvet and the childrem’s feet
Christmas ¢vy when he came very nesr | left mo marks. The children all wore
“mm&h,“mdm thin white dresses, and did not seem
e » o o 0 o o to be cold at all—and, for that mstter,
bitter night, that stariit [ Deither was (hristian, who feit himself
mmm'muwby the most delicious
ing bung! Jobn Christisn had risen | Wermth and heard 2 chorus as of »
fyom s sick-Ded sad scross coun- | thousand angels chanting carcls in the
l-.-n.mu.":nmma sky.
sanus] custom of taking a basket | “Chwistine' Christina!” he cried aloud.
s seme xen-hair answer-
of Christmes things, s fat But »e lidtle flaxen-haired child
cranbeszies and qd-—m-kdedﬂu-l. The Snow Children stopped

|
i
%

aged dame who lived slone in a cottage
by a weod, Omnce upen s time, s dosen,
yes, more than & dosen and a half, years
the old woman had done s single
y sct to s flaxen-haived child of
thres who called Christisn father; and
Johim had never forgotten, though on s
sight like this he would have preferred
to stsy at home and make himself ss
;;l!auu.uulkkmmightsw
of night,
mothery he cried, as he emtered the
MW&R into s chair.
“And the are rough Dbetween
here and Ellenburg.”
Wvuﬁu—kaamx‘?dw
mas,” eroaked the old dame, *“ *he
#°9d Lerd should send one to you, who

was
twelve gince the wife wn'taken
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the oldest inhabi-| Chrietian’

the shadows of the tall chestnuts and
beeches in lo:y, pale streamers across
the brilliant carth; and amdist the
tracery of the woods lay a soft, inef-
fable mist. Presently a flake of snow
fell on John’s nose. Then a breeze
sprang up and drove clouds from the
horizon till the moon was :Ii)dden. At
h:dt C;h. flakes flew thick and fast
a 'hristian swung his arms lustily to
drive the chill away. ¥

The last mile of his walk carried
him by the rustic bridge over the little
stream Which winds its way through
the meadow overlooked by the burial-
ground. The snow was blinding now.
John Christian’s blood suddenly ting-
let'i and ran hot at the sound of a
 faint ery of distress from near, the
bridge. To him it was the same voice
of a child whieh hod ealled to him in
terror eighteen years before, when
the darkness and flood had closed
about the one child which God had
given him—Oh-h! Help! Oh, the cold
water —some one!” Christian stumbled
down the embankment and saw a
struggling figure in the water. He ran
out on the 1Ice, and it broke with him
also. Then a pair of hands clutched
him about the neck and dragged him
under, tightening on him, like the grip
of death, “For her sake! It might
have been Christina!” he cried to him-
self, as the ehill water cut to _the
marrow of his bones and the hands
gzoked him till he sank completely un-

T.

It was not difficult to release the
choking hands, but John Christian,
sick, cold and exhausted, found if
harder $o extricate himself and the
owner of the hands from the hole.
Each time that he tried to lift him-
self up, the ice broke. So the struggle
went on till at last, when Christian
succeeded in puiling himself out on
the shore with his precious burden, he
was nearly exhausted.

It was she that was helping him
now., ‘Ceme, she seemed to be saying,
‘we must run. We shall freeze. Run!
It means death to stay here’ And the
hands that had before choked now
helped Christian to his feet.

Oh, but it seemed cold to poor John
The wind drove the " snow
into his face and bit his flesh like
needles; his temples seemed to  be
sheathed in a helmet of ice; and his
.wet clothes became as steel and tor
his flsh as he walked. Yet he must
get home. Over the bridge he drag-
ged himself and up the hillside through
the burial-ground, just as the town
clock eounded the midnight hour. “It

t have been little Christina,” he
kept muttering. )

Suddendy ail Christian’s  suifering
ceased and the air about him became
26 warm and balmy as a summer’s day.
He saw 2 Christmas spruce before him
in a blaze of Light, and the Snow Chil-
dren were ”oh”-ing and “ah”-ing about
it. The branches had never looked quite

wistfully. One s2id:
“He w?uld have given his life for us.”
» » »

Christian eould not have told you new
it wag that he woke up later in his own
bed, feeling very weak, with a yellow-
hajred besid> him, wear-

“You have been very sick. You are
gretting over preumonia ™ she said.

“What has happened to me?” asked
Christaan, never moving his eyes from
the nurse.

“You dragged me oui of the water

at the bridge in the
biinding snow and walked itno the creek.
You pulled me out. It was bravs of
You did it because you once

loved a little gir! of your own.”
Christian lay silent for a long time
after this. He was thinking back over
the years to the time when the spring
freshets had come down with such un-
beard-of violence and ewept nearly the
whole town of ENenburg w.way as sud-
denly as a chess plaver sweeps the board
with a stroke his arm. He saw his
three-year-old child clinging to a board
pitecusly to be helped—then

beyond sight.

“Yen, there was a little gil whom I
loved omee,” said Ohristian at last. “She

E

i;

rlgdrbaeiqandatoodlookingatlu‘m;

the murse, hastily. She had turned
away from Christian and was looking
out of the window, shading her eyes
with the muslin curtain.

“How did you know?”_asked the man
in bed.

“Because when you were freezing to
death in the burial grournd you cried
out ‘Christina!’ twice, and I thought
it was strange, for that is my name.
And dont you see that my eyes are
brown?”—Christian could not have told
what color those eyes were as she
turned them on him, so full of tears
were they—“And, father--daddv—-Dve
got a hug for you!” il

THE NIGHT BEFORE
CHRISTMAS.

"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 lLeads,

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 rose such
a clatter,

I sprang from myv bed to see \vpat 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,

GavT & lustre of midday to objects be-
ow.
When what . to my
should appear,
But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny
reindeer.

With a little old driver so lively and
quick,

I knew in a moment it must be Saint
Nick.

More rapid than eagles hie coursers they
came,

And he whistled, and shouted. and called
them by name—

“Now Dasher! Now Dancer!' Now Prane-
er! Now Vixen!

On, C'omet! On, Cupid!

wondering eyes

On, Punder and

Blitzen!
To the top of the porch, to the top of
! the  wall! .
Now."dnsh away, dash away, dash away
all!™
As dry leaves that before the wild hur-
ricane fly.
When they meet with an obstacle, mount
to the «ky,

So up to the nouse-top the coursers they

flew,

With the sleigh full of toys and Faint
Nicholas, too,

And then in a twinkling I heard on the
roof .

The prancing and pawing of each little
hoof.

As I drew in my head and was turning
around,

Down the Chimney Saint Nicholas came
with a bound.

He was dressed all in fur from his head
to his foot,

And his clothes were all tarnished with
ashes and soot;

A Dbundle of toys he had flung on Lis
back

And he looked like a peddler just open-
ing his pack. : ;

His eyes, how they twinkled| his dim-

ples how merry—

His cheeks were like oses, 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 encireled his head like
a wreath. ,

He had a broad face and a little reund
belly,

That sKook when he laughed like a bowl
full of jelly.

He was chubby and plump— a right jolly
old elf, '

And 1 laughed when T saw him in spite
of myself.

A wink of his eves 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 hiz 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:
“Merry €hristmas to all.
good-night.”

And to all a

WHERE SHE SPANKED.

A little bov had eaten t6o much un-
derdene pie for his Christmas supper and
was soon roaring lustily.

His mother’s visilor was much disturb-
e

“If he was my child,” she said, “he’d
met a good. sound spanking.”

**He deserves it.”" the mother admitted,
“but I don't believe in spanking him on
a full stomach.”

“Neither do 1,7 =aid the visitor, “I'd
turn him over.””

I: had rained and
rained.

For ten days this particular part
of Nebraska had been coaked and
soaked by water which fell out of
the sky.

The Kaw River was twice its nor
mal gize, and all the rivers and
brooks and creeks which empty into
| the Kaw were roaring and seplutter-
! ing, and making the Kaw more and
more dangerous.

The railroads had stopped tirying
to run trains. Many bridges were
gone, and many more were weak and
twisted out of ehape.

But the rains could not stop the
Tramp. On and on he came, searchl
ing for work, the ftirst time in three
years.

! Why his fine resciution °He had
be gun to think of his wifa and baby,
that’s why.

Now he was nearing the town of
Fairburg, and about one mile west
of the depgot and railroad vards
. (where he expected to find work,
for he had once been a railroad
man) he came upon a bridge over
which the water was pouring.

And the Tramp stopped—and pray-
ed.

Could it be, he asked God, that
just at the time when he was about
to try to become a man once again,
the storm would stop him?

As the big, ragged man etood near
the bridge, which it did not seem he
could ibly ecross, a little child
suddgnﬁppeared before him and
looked into his eyes.

Of course, the Tramp was surprised.

‘and rained

1 For something like three years all
children

, had run away when he came
near them.

“What wouldst thu, big manf”

YULETIDE FAIRY TALE FOR THE
" BOYS AND GIRLS

A FLOOD, A TRAMP AND A FAIRY.

hung, and which the water had not
vet reached.

So the tramp followed, and soon,
with the child leading, her hair fly-
ing and drenched by the rain, her
clothes clinging to her tiny form, the
two of them were on the very top-
most steep girder. .

Yet the Tramp—néw become a man
—could not bear to see the child
thue exposed to col!d rain and 2
and eo he picked Ler hgnin his arms
and wraped her close in his coat. And

when they reached the other
the child disappeared all in a minute,
out of his 38,

Nika tickeh milka glatawa okook
nika house, mas kloshe pola khisaghalie
Lyhee klatawa okook illahie.

he'l;.mgeultmpoﬂuh,hyinmltushee-

Mika wa-wa halo,—nika hyin sick
tomtum ;—hyin cly?
ulh. m

I was living just beyond the ragged
fringe of zvx.ngb-tion when these invi-
tations were sent out to my neighbors,
just acroes the river; the only neigh-
bors within ten miles. )

My cabin home was in the heart of
the Cascades and just on the bank of
the Fraser where it comee tumbling,
white flecked and roaring still, high-
walled canyon,

The river is narrow here; and just
on the other side lived Capt. George
and Capt. Jim, two brothers, with their
families.

It was early in December when “Lucy
George” came across in her canoe to
visit me and tell me of her anxieties
about the great holiday season.

Lucy was slim and pretty, with hair
glossy smooth and braided. Her print
drese was clezn, her white apron spot-
less and her braid shawl, when remov-
ed from the head and shoulders, was
neatly folded and hung over the back
of an unused chair.

“Baptiste is more bad,” she told me
sadly, “the priest, he say we must not
go to the mission this Christmas day
to meet all the people, cause this east
wind he blow so cold mebbe Baptiste
he be daid in the cance: Baptiste, he
heap cough sick: some day he not get
out his bed; he not eat nothin’ and he
no more fat stop his bones.

“L think pretty soon he go way long
o’ Alee, he not come back no more, no
more!”

The words came with a plaintive moan
as the little mother who had lost one
boy just a few months before through
this same dreaded white plague, clasp-
ed her hands and rocked her body for-
ward in_ grief for her oldest.son; her
first-born. .

And so it came that we planned our
Christmas party and that these curious
invitations were sent out. We hurried
an order off to the store for toys and
gifts for our friends, and then we
cooked and haked. In all probability
it was Baptistels last Christmas here,
and it must be nade a happy and
merry one.

Now. I had often imagined T was
somewhat weak in Chinook grammar
and construction. and the note of ac-
ceptance written by Baptiste and deliv-
ered by .Jimmie. jun., strengthened my
doubts on that subject.

This is Baptiste's note:

Mrs, Webber.
Kind friend.

Your nice kind letter ask us come
over to your house make me very
glad. also make my father glad, and
make my mother glad, and my broth-
ers and sisters, they were glad also.

I read your very welcome letter my
rather he laugh till he most doe he
self. We think you like learn Chinook
some day we learn you talk it alright.
So good-bye: we much oblige you; we
sure come over in our canoe on the
big day for vour potlatch and good time.

& Your friend. Baptiste.

The novelty of the preparations for
this unique Chriztmas party gave zest
and employment to every hour of la-
bor exvended upon it.

British Columbia woods hold many
treasures for the decorative art. Sear-
let berries which- may be dug from
under the snew. long coral-like green
mosey vines, everlasting, and a plant
so closely resembling English holly
that it is difficult to detect the pointse
of difference. No labor was spared
in_this line. and in one corner of the
large living room the laden tree, rib-
bon-trimmed and be-tinsiled proved
attractive to the children, white and
Indian alike. Across the other corner
a big damp sheet was stretched. and
excited much curiosity. The long
table down the centre of the room held
three very attractive pieces, aside from
the cold: chicken and wild duck, the jel-
lies, cookies and candies. These were
the decorated Christinas cake, and two
large tissue paper “pies” made in large
milk pans. and each “pie” showing
eighteen bits of baby ribbon protuding
from the “crusts.” .

The evening that these were all pre-
pared proved cold aud threatening. The
east wind rushed intermittently down
the canyon, a coyotte howled on  the
mountain side. and now and again
away up tie creeks a rush and roar
told of snow and rock eliding down
some of the sheer cliffs that are so
numerous. Lonely and wild, but grand-
ly beautiful were the surroundings of
this ieolated eabin home.

Not too early did our guests arrive;
native etiquette and Indian pride for-
bids that any shall appear too eager to
accept hospitality, kindness or gifts.
When we heard the canoves, or rather
the clatter of the Indians ae they
beached their canoes we went out to
the porch to wait their coming and to

show that we cordially  welcomed
them. FEach one of the ten, even to
little tot Charlie, came to me first

with a bow and the greeting, “Iiyas
Kloshe Christmas.”

Amongst these people, a woman, the
oldest present, is first in all house-
hold or family affairs. All gifte are
from her; all smallness and meanness
is . credited to her; a man has no

voice in sale, barter, gifts or hes-
pitality.

As they entered the living room
Captains George and Jim stopped
short on the threshhold with an em-
phatic “Whoo!” expressive of admir-
ation. Lucy and Mary laughed at

“ ”

their respective ‘“men” and gently
chided them on their bad manners.
But the .old men absolutely turned
their backs on Indian , and
boldly walked about looking and ed-
miring, as they exclaimed, “Whoe,
Skookum, hyin skookum!” (Ak, good,
very good!) And Mary and Lucy sat
with their children about them and
sald meekly, “Oh, T shamed my old
man set 6o bad!” And then when I
emclaimed in moek sternness, “Don’t
esy that! Those two fine old
husband’s tilfcums; bhyas

1

at their lords more in p

I little Charlie, aged only three,

too frequent for this, and

L

Lhey laugnes gleefully gw | %

shame, /
My children soon had their

L

eagerly choosing which gift he
was his, but— not a child,

H

that spread tabie or asked for & @
to be given them. Neither at amyp Sime
was a child’s voice raied above &

)

eoft tone that could mot ut
elders, and there were five &I}

own, who were not so wed behayes
so far as excitement led them on.
The sheet eeemed to attract %
attention, so [ told them if  &hey
would sit in the dark } would ’
them what it hid. They looked
frightened children, but played Gniwe
and I took the Mamps i
scenes where I had arranged for
shadow pictures. Firet a lone moum °
tain shene on the curtain, themy  $s .
antlered deer came across, f
by an Indian with a gun.
round the mountain they went,
up one slope and down the other
race was long and the excitement of
the audience was great and their ad
vice to hunter was no doubt good;, but
at last the deer raced skyward @nd
out of sight while the hunter was lefi
on the top of the mountain. “Whoo!
Tamanous!” exclaimed the men, whick
mcant that the deer was magie o
ghostly. ,

fNext came a canoe race which emded
by each canoe slipping down the :eper
mouth of a big sturgeon, causing wact
laughter. Many games were plaged
games that did not scem to entemlair
very pleasantly, and then came the dsee
Baptiste dressed in fur coat, pillows, een
skin cap, and cotton batting beard msd:
a jolly old Santa Claus.

He was a pupil of the Mission sehpol
50 he could read the names on tlhe gifte
nicely. Ribons, dolls and apre wel
as the goodies, went to each °x:
actly alike, and the boys also {ah
equally,

But when Santa calied Captain Jim't
name, and gave him, as he stood be
fore the three, a long-haired, blve-ayed
doll, I really thought the women wtulc
2o into uysterics with laughter, wilfile
the old man hugged, kissed and pefithd
it, till little Katie, his daughter, puliod
it from his arms, when be professed
great disappointment that ot was for
her rather than for himself.

thoroughly enjoy each gift or so pagous
ly appreciate each little joke.

After stripping the tree we sat down
to a supper. Do you imagine thek wmy.
guests were greedw, or noisyp
Their visits at the Mission &*

.
g

have taught them very nicely

But @me little Indian custom
tain. To one uniniated in their )
and their meanings, it would bear
pearance of greediness; but ft
this pretty vice whith —progg
act.

Upon leaving the table,
guest placed in a clean b
the remnants of cake pie,
left upon the plates. This
signifty that they had received
than they could possibly desire of
too good and tempting to be refused:
rejected; a delicate compliment yea #n-
derstand, to the hestese.

The bran pie with its lottery of gifts
came next, and amid much gigaling
changing of strings all waited
Jim’s signal to pull. With a
Hoo, wah H-0-o!” Captain Jim
relatives, big and little, gave
pulle. and hauled forth small giftws
laughter and naise and trading ef

and the second pie was o
rounded. The zest of

¥

hopeful results.

elders proved a puzzle. Baptiste

his paipt box, his pattern books or -
ers and landscape, and his matural¥
tory had gone into a corner by -
self and was lost in the enjoyment ot
his gifts. The children were looking sk
their picture books and theiv
dolls; and there is no little more
loving than the little Indian girl ower
her dollies.

But euddenly an inspiration
to me, and I flew to the be
soon taught my 1guentm the m;
of “Birds in the Bush” and over
loss or gain of those beans they
hilariously excited till I was
afraid they would become crazed.
women never lost their heads, th
they enjoyed the game hugely,
when the men’s laughter or in
watchfulness became too neti
they would seize their arms
them into a realizing sense of
they were, with a few eharp
in their native tongue.

“Birds in the Buslh’ kept 3
entertained till midnight, wh
words of thanke and kindly
they bade me good night.

In April of the next ye
Annie Jim was laid 1o rest
flaxen-haired doll in her m
from the hop fields came a I
me from Baptiste. I think
to hear bout dear little Cha
dead, He just sick little whil
quick. He take that little tim
gave him for present in bed al
he sick. My mother she put
grave long him. maybe he like
it long of him. [ think maybe
ing up there he like better.
so I go see little Charlie pretf
now. Your true friend,

But Baptiste waited stild, till
fall of the leaf” in this came’
year,” and hie paints and his
were his last companions, when J
of confinement and inability
about fell to his lot at last.
gift to me was a etring of be
a necklace that should ens
from danger and secure to

heart

extremely good friends).

H-.;oxl-—o!" (Highly valued, or

mates before the tree and each war

I never saw a Christmas partg-ec

in this, to fish for a prize and
for a brief moment the
“might be” of the hal?! doubtful ®alf

After this the entertainment of the

T ;'“i

“l never eaid
“aedenmick
am impertous f1
€yes on the unl
herself to her
angd sniffs in a

*1 never saia
MiMdred, Ma—
that the Capta
‘bair—he said |
sure ‘twasn’t a
lar to Mok at.
Ing fun when |

“You have n¢
tbing of the ki
sharply; “Win;
most beautiful

“And did cous
persisted Mildr
emile, loking fr
Juzed Miss Tren
ricious young la

diglike,

“Ideed he di
admirable air ¢
“m( told me th
& fice, o X
amnd preity too,
i\t. him' BU{, Qi
bhawe an enthusi.

smalest particl
know. Mddred ™
“1 a]\\"iy,g t!
pasticarly o)
betaking ?I.v:‘.\v?('
goad rature] ol
and bought a p
a Bttle girl, but
tice pretty girls
to tell me once
a much better b
“Stephen hae
were in the sch
with a peculiar
but that vou w
sible now in th
faces and plain
Mildred listesn,
elevated, and he
tusming in a say
“Oh, is that it
provoking air of
algo am less ine
of handsome face
tagte and have
the subject.”
%nde«l’." exols
glancing with a
prehension at ha
dred Trehienaiek,
temper and infle
years by thiose bt
of hers and ter p
monarch of a!l =
eariest infant du
vronounced hLer
eould munage” to
governess suid in
dennick would d
t music or dr
Miss Tredeanic
bamt. most thing
easant foresh
of Ber prudent re
demnick would ¢
Pleaged in a ma:
very unsatisfacto
this visit to the s
and consignment
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