‘Ghe
CHRISTMAS SPIRI
IN LITERATURE

CHRISTMAS OWES MUCH
TO LITERATURE FOR THE
ASSOCIATIONS OF THE
FESTIVAL HAVE APPEALED
STRONGLY TO WRITERS

r_[‘Hi‘: LE 98 i magical theill abouat the very thought of Chostias, a Joyous
warmih, agladsome holiday feeling, a vision of care luid aside while wld
and young vie with one another in seltless kindnesses, and affectionate re-
membrances i memery of Him whom all Christendom TOVCrs as ils spivi-
el King, And this ieast-time—-pre-cminently the feast-tine of the children
—has Tound expression in song and story right down the centuries.

It was in the vich inagination of Northers Furope, of Germany, Den-
mark, Norwiay and Sweden that the Christ story (ool deep root. and gave
us the carlicst fairy tales connected with Christmas. 1t also oave us the
Cliristmas tree. beloved alike by young and old in all English-speaking
countries. o

Denmark gave the world gentle Hans Andersen, whose exquizite story
of “The Little Mateh Girl™ has hecome 2 classic in its stark simplicity.

Frozen, starving, dyving, she crouched in the darkness against the wall
w the snow-covered street. She lighted a match, then anether, then another,
and “found herselt sitting under @ heautital Cheistmas trees It was Targer
and more beautitully decorated than the one she had seen through the glass
door at the rich merchants’. Thousands of tapers were burning on the
green branches,” And her kind grandmother, now an angel with wings,
took her, “and they both few upwards 1o brightness and jov."  And those
who found the child next day with her hundle of burned matches thought
she had tried to warm herself, but “no one imagined  what  heautiiul
things she had seen, or into what glory she had eontered.”

In "The Tir-tree” which becune a Christmas tree, is another tale de-
lightful to voung people, because they e so casily follow the tree’s
reflections, and enter into its regrets when its briel glorious hour is over,
and nothing remains but memories and empty hoastings.

The unseltishuess of the trae Christmas attitude is omphasized i the
opening seene of Belgian Mabterlinek's wenderiul “Blue Rird” Tyltyl and
Mywvl, the children of the poor wood-cutter, watch
through their window the gay children's party of their
neighbour, with the brilliant Christmias tree, and  the
gilt and shining presentz. They bave neme themselves,
nor have they been myvited (o the party, but that does
uot spoil their simple joy in the pleasure of the other
children.

But to Chavles Dickens must be given the palin
for his Christmas stories, which perhaps maore per-
feetly realise the ddeal Tove and sympathy which should
dominate hutum intercourse, not at Christmas time
merely, hut at all times,

Among American writers wha have painted Christ-
mas pictures with vivid pen, [N, Wescott may e
given pride of place. He wrote one houk anly, but that
one——"David Flaram"—is a work of genius. David the
uneducated, rough, shrewd comntry hanker and horse-
dealer celebrates Christmas in o way that not even
a King could better. Tn return for the cesual kindness
ol the generons dehonair centloman 1o a shy, halyp-
starved, ill-treated child, that child, arown-up, pays
a debt of gratitude that had been accumluating tor
forty  vears, and in doine sg oraises Mrs, Cullom
from the depths of despairing, hopeless poverty, to
the heights of joy and happiness.

It is a charming stary, and hears retelling, The
Loy, child of poverts and hardship anbroken by any
stray ray or sunsinne, i3 gazing
at the eircus tent which seems 1o
epitomtize all that was most desir-
ahle o his little seorld, My, Cul-
lom sees him, senses the child's
lomgings, and adopts hin for 2
few hours hours whose memory
i arradiated  Tor
everalter with

THE LADIES’

By Dolce eA. “Duncan.

MIRROR

15t Deceniber, o2y

rave splendour for the Hitle Trecklud ward. For his new
tricaed takes himonte the cirens tent, buvs him peanuats,
cmnamon candy, gingerbreads, pnk lemonade, and even
cakes with wlich to reed the elephant. Morveover, he gave
hiny ten conts ten whole cents——the first money the hoy
had ever owned!

SART T remember how we talled abom all the doin's,
ihe ridin” and the jumpin’, and the summersedin’ an’ all—
fer he got all the shaynizss out of me for the time an’
once 1 duoked up at him an “he Tooked down with that
curions ook in his cves, 4o’ pat his hand on my shoulder,
Wa'al now. T teil yeo T had a queer erinkly feelin’ oo up
an’ dowie my Lack, an” 1 like 1o up an” ericd.”

But his father was awaiting him ot the gate to thrash
him for not mending the fence, and for the supposed theit
of the money to 2o to the cirens. Amd the next day, as
sooil as the boy could move, hie ran away.

Gradually he made good. He retured to the village
comparatively well off. Bat the Sortunes of the Cullom
Fannly had declined, Their Tand was gove save the simall
home of the widow, and that was heavily martzaged. Aol so,
not as it Christmas gift, but as pavment for an old debl (o
her hushand, David wipes out the poor woman's
and enables her son o join her,

[t makes good reading how the hedrageled old dame is taleen
to the house and smartened up for the Christmas dinmer, Then the
dioner itself-the ovster soup, the ronst turkey, the succotash (whit-
ever that miy bed. the currant jelly, the cranber sauce, the minee
pie, the sweet Indian corn, pudding with the ereim sance, and that
hottle of clumpagne——well!

Mmortgaees

. - - . . - . N l'
Bret Harte depicted ancther kind of Uhristmas in his tale “1ow Sania

Clans Came o Simpson’s Bar.”
And the poets have their say, too, Who does g0t know Milten s stitely
ode on the Nativity 7 I s pure music
“But peacefud was the wlghi
HWoerein the Prince of Tighi
s reign of peace wpon e
Tle weinds eoith cconder w
Suatoothly the woaters ki .
Hilisp'rivg nece Jovs to Ve o dd ocean
Hho naove hath guite foraot o roce
hite bivds of catue s Brooding oa e chermntd sonee.”

carth Began,

Nearly two centuries cavhier, Clement Maror, oifspring of the Freneh
Renadssance, had penned Tis Nodl”™ inomedieval French, swhich ondy Gaeds
to its charm. Tt is clear-cnt as 2 caneo,

e svwideni- Al plus du prophlie
Qui nous dit cus de si haali fulcr,
Que d'une pucelle parfaich
Nutstrall winy cufout bowi parfaiet?
],'('jj'(‘(‘[
fost faict
Lar belle
.'”Ht'g‘”('
ey fils diociel vonds
Choentons Noco Nod, Nodl”

Connng down e the present day, Tobi Masefiddd's beamtitul = Clirise
mas Fve at Sea” deserves (o be widely known, A few verses must suffee
here o

The desived sea secms Lo fobd Ter breath,

Awd oler e gefdy soaving spors,
Sdent wnd cwecltent as fheath,

The e Bhee shics are bright

wolth slhars,

Pear Goddley shouc e Pulestne
foabe this, amd yvon pale tioon sercne
Looled dowen vuiong the dowing bine
Che Muary wid Hee Nazarene.

The anaels cadled from deep 1o deep,
Lhe Inornina bewsons (el e theill,
Startlng the flochs of sifly shecp
Audd Tonely sl pherds o the hill,

Toswieded . Dewcath the dripping howos

Wihere fushing Dubbles burst and throm,.
Tl bowo-icash winrnnes, sighs aond son ke
A owessage frow the anpels somny.

The moon gocs wodding dosen Hie 1) est,
Fie drocosy Ielismnr siribes the bell -
Rex Dudworin siafus ex!
{ ovhearge you, brotiiers, sing Nozoell, Nowocdl,
Ner ficlearmn nabus ext”
Crndfiuncd o Pooe 23




