
Christmas Classic
in Author's Hand

'A Visit From St. Nicholas," Written by Clement C.
Moore 100 Years Ago and Known "

to Every Child
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To look at it no one would dream its
hidden words are even now vibrating
in the hearts of countless children,
yet the charm its bright covers em-
brace is perennial. It is the manu-
script of the famous children's classic,
"A Visit from St. Nicholas," written
by Clement C. Moore almost a hundred
years ago, and dedicated to his own
children in particular, and, as it has
since provgd, to childhood the worW
over.

This season it has as its companion
in the library of the New York County
Historical society in Central Park West
a photographic copy of the original
text enlarged sufficiently to enable it
to be easily read, for though the orig-
Inal chirography is quite remarkable
for a man of Dr. Moore's years-eighty-
two when he indited the poem-it
is fine and old-fashioned, and there-
fore somewhat difficult to read.
The innovation has proved a rare

treat to the library patrons, and it is
interesting to note with what rever-
ence it is handled by men and women
whose childhood days are long past,
yet whose holiday memories are still
bright. Two pages and a half are con-
sumed in committing the poem to
paper, and the repetition of the old
familiar lines brings to mind pleasant
thoughts of the season, for no one has
ever visualized our American Christ-
mas from the children's viewpoint as
has Clement C. Moore in his rare
little poem.

The lines were written as a Christ-
mas gift for the author's two young
daughters nearly a century ago, but it
has since become a progressive gift
to countless other girls and boys. Ac-
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A Christmas Kiss
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companying the original manuscript
vwhen it was pr:,sented to the society
by T. W. Moore, a relative, some fifty
years ago. is a letter in which the
writer tells how the verses came to
he written and how it happened that
they were eventually published.

MIr. Moore lived at the time In a
handsomne house overlooking the Hud-
son, at Ninth avenue and Twenty-
third street. Then Chelsea, like Green-
wich village, further south, was quite
remote from the city. Each was large-
ly populated by the Dutch settlers
from Nieuw Amsterdam. Living near
his country seat was a portly, rubi-
cund Dutchman, who suggested to
him the idea of making St. Nicholas
the hero of a Christmas piece for his
children.

It was, however, with no thought of
Its ever being published that Mr.
Moore wrote the poem, but the lines
were copi~l by a relative of the aun-
thor in he albuni. From it another
copy was made by a friend of hers
from Troy. Some time later, much to
the surprise of Dr. Moore, it was for
the first time published in a news-
paper. By such small chance was this
choice little po+.n saved for posterity.

In those days there was no such
celebration of Christmas as is now the
case, but Dr. Moore, having absorbed
the ancient traditions of his Dutch
neighbors, wove them into the poem
for his children. He did more than
that, for he built up around the cen-
tral thought an interpretation which
has gradually come to be our own.
As some one has so aptly said, it has
become so much part and parcel o; our
literature that it seldom occurs to peo-
pie it ever had an author. Since for
nearly a hundred years American chil-
dren have been fed on it, it fias now
'pecome theirs in very truth.

TGAe EMPTY P

STOCKING
'C)

I --- I

. ....

There s an mfity stocli;ghAarg But out where sip endorcenr's in

on ro many a little h d t/e riansiors oft'he great,
.- : •.''- .i .

;
SWAcrea Go-b n a'rea;; hangr No call wl! .ro unansuered, no

over each si eeping ciarly head; tot zwill v a:. dy rait,
SAnd the v:icin gac/lers nzggeiv of The Ghristmas 4crn will summnon

a day tha. soon to come, -the.'Cristmas dr•n u-il roll

Where little feet should patter to The tide of joy in magic through~4

the music of the drum. the gateway of each soul.

SThere's an empty stoc.ing hang- Bu: where one gift would brighten
. -:.• .. . . .T" • t••..:

S ing by'o many a itt-loe 3door th.e darign of thea drays
T~ke~iat mut G t- n dream ain f No reindeer's a oof will hunder
TCh-reac m st itcray n afo tht d'ri Pofrd wai ys;

of tAs poor; t'er --he',CriyGos drwi.ilearowa

And eyes that now shine bnahtly t o some wee dreamer's cause-

shall, through a rain of tears, Don't you thun that you m.rh
STShere's an ey tChring mas whisperee juSt uword.ri Santa

ut the sorow of the years. o Claut Y
j % Anothc~ uicng th• T•n Chrism tu's ;I~ mt a ,o~srd to ant

A
Christmas Carol

"What means this glory round
our feet,"

The Magi mused, "more
bright than morn?"

And voices chanted clear and
sweet,

"Today the Prince of Peace
is born!"

"What means that star," the
Shepherds said,

"That brightens through the
rocky glen?"

And angels answering over-
head,

Sang, "Peace on earth, good-
will to men!"

'Tis eighteen hundred years
and more

Since those sweet oracles
were dumb;

We wait for Him, like them
of yore;

Alas, He seems so slow to
come!

But it was said, in words of
gold,

No time or sorrow e'er shall
dim,

That little children might be
bold

In perfect trust to come to
Him.

All round about our feet shall
shine

A light like that the wise
men saw,

If we our loving wills incline
To that sweet Life which is

the Law.
8o shall we learn, to under-

stand
The simple faith of shep-

herds then,
And, clasping kindly hand in

hand,
Sing, "Peace on earth, good-,

will to mer!"
But they who do their souls

no wrong,
But keep at ee the faith

of morn,

BMall daily jyear the angel-song,
"Today the Prince of Peace
is bn"Rssell Lowell.
.--James rEsasel Lowe.r I

Different Now,
But Christmas

Just the Same
By DeLyle F. Cass

In olden days they used to bring a
boar's head smoking 4nto the feasta
and drag the holly-grown Yule-log tc
the great fireplace with special cere
monies.

And years afterwards the custom
was for bands of sweet-voiced boys to
gb from house to house on Christmas
morning, standing grouped in the
street and singing carols of joy to the
mellow resonance of bells.

And in grandfather's time folks
made up jolly, boisterous sleighing par-
ties, where all muffled up snugly
and let out the horses, with the iron
runners gliding swiftly over the hard-
Ifadked snow. . .

But Mollie and I live in a little house
in town, where the sanitary depart-
ment keeps the streets swept clean
.ot snow; where there are municipal
rules against chopping down trees and
no fireplaces in which to burn the logs,
even if we had them; where the po-
liceman on the beat probably would
arrest the Christmas choiristers if they
came around and woke up the neigh-
borhood by singing early in the morn-
ing. .

Mollie and I just wake up the kids
and let them tumble downstairs to see
the tree we trimmed the night before,
and then let them litter up the parlor,
while she sits quietly on the arm of
my chair and I smoke, watching them
most of the day afterwards.

But, let me tfell you, friends, it's
Christmas, just the same I

A CHRISTMAS SUPERSTITION.

In the west of England it was once
firmly; believed that anyone who via
ited a cattle shed on -Christmas eve
would hear the beasts conversing. Bul
such a visit was considered perilous-
the irreverent eavesdropper being like
ly to bear words of ill omen, as in the
legend of the farmer who heard his
oxen comparing mournful notes of a
certain hard day's work that lay be
fore them in the future: "It is a loal
way up the hill to the churchyard, sad
our master is heavy." Brand speaks
of a west country peasant who tole
hirm that he had himself seen cattl
fall on their kaees at the Holy Hour
4ad heard a'utter a green ilks
Christian
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HE day before Christmas.

Why don't you make it one of
rest, Joel, and begin the new
one fresh and ready and

bright :or the work before you?"
The Rev. Joel Brierly regarded his

estimable better half vwith smiling
thoughtfulness. "It happens to be a
day when both of us must live up to
imperative duty, dear," he replied.
"There are the Mason children. I
have placed( the two older ones with
some very good people. The little girl
of four and the boy of six, however,
are still in need of home. I have
been thinkinking; suppose you see if you
cannot find some one to adopt the girl
and I will do theoame for the boy."

"Who are we ever going to get to
take them?" inquired Mrs. Brierly,
growinr: iussy and excited.
"I shall trust your busy and sensible

mind to enlist the interest of some of
your charitaliy inclined lady friends,"
answered ' Mr. Blrierly gallantly. "I
will undertake trying to intluence
soie•le t IeIh'lt huaband or father."

So, with holiday cheer warming his
ionest heart, the best liLed minister
Paxton ever had started forth on his
Ilisson. iBefore doing so, however, he
sait town on the porch for a quarter
of an hour compiling a list of pos-
sible "prospects." Thomas Dalrymple,
the village magnate, was among them.
and he listened with apparent interest
to the minister's story of how four
children had been left homeless and
penniless through the death of their
mother, a poor widow.

"Tell you," said Mr. Dalrymple, "my
wife is an invalid and any variation
in our regular life would greatly dis-
turb her. I shall be only too glad to
join in a fund to provide for the care
of one of the children at some school
or institution."

"We have none here adaptable to-
cally," demurred Mr. Brierly, "and I
promised Mrs. Mason that I would ex-
ert supervision and care over her little
ones until they were able to take care
of themselves."

Levi Brodie, a. well-to-do merchant,
turned out also a disappointment.

Two more calls, further excuses,
and Mr. Brierly entered the office
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"Poorly, Poorly, Sir," Replied Dallas
Dejectedly.

block of the town in quest of No. 5
on his list, to find the object of his
visit absent for the holidays. He was
somewhat weary from his useless
tramp, and as he passed the office of
John Dallas, who dabbled in real es-
tate, he sAw its tenant staring gloorily
out of the window. Now the thought
never occurred to Mr. Brierly that
here might be a possible benefactor.
John Dallas was gray and grizzled. He
had changed a good deal of late years,
and all his old-time cheeriness seemed
to have vanished after his children
had grown up and married and went
away. The clergyman had heard that
Dallas and his wife lived a lonely and.
It was said, rather unhappy life. Dal-
las looked it as he greeted his chance
visitor.

"Just dropped in to rest for a min-
ute or so," announced the latter. "How
are you getting aldng, Mr. Dallas?"

"Poorly, poorly, sir," replied Dallas
dejectedly. He had lqft home that
morning wretchedly dissatisfed. In-
sensibly since the youngest and last
of the family brood had chosen a wife
and had settled in another section of
the country, like himself, Mrs. Dallas
had changed greatly, and the holiday
season as-It came around seemed a1-
moet nabeasrab.

The two would sit evenings amid
a loneliness that really placed tlbm
as far apart as If were separated
by illmmitable space.

John Dallas opened his seaoul to the
broad-minded, geslal seoled minister
who had looked to the spiritual wel-
saoat his famly far over a quarter

at ti ttry. M ad net e worde of

4 ... ~i -~

blame, of censure, for Mary, but ie O
pathetically described the forlornness
of the dull, uneventful life they leo.

"'Maybe it's because we are ,rowing o
old,' he sighed. "'We don't seeml to
have any mlutual interests .iny more.
The house is :s grim and silent as a
jail, with the children all gone. I tind
Mary sitting alone crying, and I'd like
to myself when she forgets to kiss me
good-by as she used oto do mornings,
when I would start out for the day."

"Why, you persistent pessimist!"
rallied dir. Brierlyo "you two people
are in the very prime of life and ought
to be happy as the day is long. You
talk about there being no more Christ-
mas or New Years for you!

"Rouse up, John Dallas! what you
want is something to interest you. to
break the dull monotony in your quiet
life, and, happily, I am the very man
who can suggest to you how you are
going to do it."
* John Dallas regarded his visitor
hopefully, almost pleadingly. "If you
will follow my advice," continued Mir.
Brierly, "you will bring into your home
tonight a gift for your dear wife thgt
will wake up in her all the old-time
interest in the world and you."

"I hope it-I long for it," declared
Dallas eagerly.

"Very well," resumed Mr. Brierly,
"I am looking for some one to adopt
little Benny Mason, whose mother
died, last week. Come, old friend,
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"There Is the Present I Have Brought
You."

brighten up heart and home with a
loving, grateful little guest, who will
surely bring a blessing to your thresh-
old. Go home then every night to find
your wife happy, because she has had
some one to cling to her and love her
all the day long, and the happy little
fellow will twine himself close about
your longing hearts."

John Dallas arose from his chair
and fervently grasped the hand of his
friend and adviser. There was a new-
born light in his rugged face.

"Bring along the lad as soon as you
like," he said. "It won't be my fault
that he doesn't have a pleasant home,
and I hope Mary will say the same,"
and just after noon Mr. Brierly ap-
peared with the little outcast.

"Mr. Brierly says you are to be my
new father," prattled the bright faced
little fellow, running up to air. Dallas,
"and won't you please take me to my
new mamma?"

Not within five years had the old-
time cheering, winning smile deepened
on the face of John Dallas as now.
He took his little charge around the
stores and fitted him out newly. Some-
how he was thrilled, as, clasping his
hand lovingly, Benny ran by his side
as late in the afternoon he started for
home. As he went up its steps he
told Benny to go to the end of the
porch and stay there till he came back.
His wife met him in the hallway.

"Mary," he said, and his voice
showed deep emotion, "I've got some-
thing to tell you. You know tomor-
row is Christmas. Well, I'm going to
turn over a new lest."

"How strangely you talk!" spoke
Mrs. Dallas. "Aren't you a pretty good
man as it is?"

"Why, you think that!' floundered
John, all taken aback by the sudden
and inexplicable change in his wife,
who seemed bubbling over with extra-
ordinary animation. "Anyhow, Mary,
rm going to think more after this of
your needs and wishes, and I have a
present for you which I hope will give
you very much pleasure."

"Oh, Johna" interrupted Mary tu-
multuously, "ft seems as if everything
good and grand is happening all at
once. Come in, I want to show you
something," and she seized his arm,
hurried him into the sitting room, and
there, lying asleep on the couch, was
a lovely little. girl of four-Benny's
sister.

"It was that kind hearted Mrs.
Brierly, the minister's wife, who came
to see me this morning," explained
Mary. "She's given us the dear little
child for all our own. Oh I think of it,
John, and-what was that?"

It was the little lad left on the
porch, who had discovered the family
cat and was talking to and petting it.

"Mary," said John, as they went out-
side, "it seems a double gift day, asi
around. There is the present I have,
brought you-If two ain't too mueL
I say, the more the merrier."

"Are you my new mammal" prata
tied Benny, running up to Mrs. Dallas{
who gathdred him up in her arms.
"Yes, you sweet dear " shae cred.

and, the tears rolling down her face,'
she kissed her husband ret on omne
cheek and then on the other. "Oh,
John!" she sobbed, "I am a happy,
happy woman, indeed, apon this giad.
Christmas eve "
toCwarsr. t, , Ws•.etrs ws Ura


