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w A Visit From St. Nicholas,"” Written by Clement G.
Moore 100 Years Ago and Known *
to Every Child
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A' th Id over of Christ
To look at it no one would dre
hidden words are even now vibrat
in the hearts of countless chil
vet the c¢haorm itz bright covers em-
brace is perennial. It is the manu-
seript of the famous children’s elassic,
“A Visit from 8t Nicholas" written
by Clement C. Moore almost a2 hundred
years ago, and dedicated to his own
ehildren in partleular, and, a=s it has
gince provad, to childhood the work
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 easlly read, for though the orig-
tnal 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,
yvet 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
famillar lines brings to mind pleasant
thoughts of the season, for no one has
ever visnalized our American Christ-
mas from the children's viewpoini as
bas Clement €. Moore In his rare
little poem,

The !ines were written as a Christ-
mas gift for the author's two young
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7. W, Moore, ar ive, some fifty

, is a letter in which the
how the verses came to
it happened that
iy published.

Mr. Moore lived at the time in a
handsome honse overlooking the Hud-
son, at Ninth avenue apd Twenty-
third street. Then Chelsea, like Green-
wich willuge, Turther south, was quite
remote from the city. Each was large-
Iy populated by the
from Nieuw Amsterdam. Living near
Nis country seat was a portly, rubk
cund

ciety

the hero of a Christmnas piece for his
children,

It was, hWowever, with no thought of
its ever being published that Mr.
Moore wrote the poem, but the lines
were copigd by a relative of the au-
thor in heée albven. 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 pos=tn saved for posterity.

In those days there was no such
celebrarlon 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 bullt up around the cen-

jtral 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 sur

| literature that it seldom occurs to peo-

ple it ever had an author, Since for

daughters nearly a century ago, but it | nearly a hundred years American chil-

has since become a progressive gift
to countless other girls and boys. Ac-

dren have been fed on it, it has now

"ecome theirs in very truth.
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of the poor;

’k shall, through a rain of rears,
W Ser mothing there on Christmas
but the sorrow of the years.

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!”

rocky glenf”
And angels answering over-

Sang, “Peace on earth, good-
will to men!”

men e,
If we our loving wills incline

the Law.
' 8o shall we learn fo under-
3 stand
| The simple faith of shep-
| herds then,
| And, clasping kindly hand in
| hand,

Sing, “Peace on earth, good-
will fo men!”

\ But they who do their souls

;'I ne wrong,

|  But keep at eve the faith

>I of morn,

Shall daily hear the angel-song,
“Today the Prince of Peace

is born!”

—James Russell Lowell.

e e L L

= e Sl v T

head, !
¢
'Tis eighteen hundred years

R

¥ Che EMPTY
CKING

S There's an empry stocking hang-
§

M curdy head;

And the vision gothers nightly of
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’% That must wait in wvain for
Christmas, in the gray haunts

And eyes that now shine brightly
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But cut where splendor convers iz
the ma

No eall wil
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the gateway of each soul,

Butwhereone gift would brighten @;}
the dark of weary days,
No reindeer’s hoof will thunder
o'er Poverty's drear ways; f
And so, for God's white season— ﬁ
ﬁi’ some wee dreamer’s cause—

Don’t you think thatr you mighs
whisper just @ werd to Santa
Claus?

Different Now,
But Christmas
Just the Same

By DelLyle F. Cass

In olden days they used to bring &
hoar’s head smoking 4nto the feas
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-voleed boys te
g6 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 lron
runners gliding swiftly over the hard-
packed snow. . . .

Put Mollie and I live in a little house
in town, where the sanitary depart-
ment keeps the streets swept clean
of 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

i arrest the Christmas choiristers if they
| ecnme around and woke up the neigh

{) | borhood by singing early in the morn:

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 ¢’er shall
dim,
That liitle children might be
bold ;
In perfect trust lo ecoms to
Him,
| All round about our feet shall
shine

A light like that the wise

To that sweet Life which is |

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

Put, let me tell you, friends, it's
Christmas, just the same!

A CHRISTMAS SUPERSTITION.

In the west of England it was once
firmly believed that anyone who vis
ited a cattle shed on Christmas eve
would hear the beasts conversing. Bul
such a visit was considered perilous—
the irreverent eavesdropper belng like
Iy to hear words of 1l omen, as in the
legend of the farmer who heard his
oxen comparing mournful notes of &
certain hard day's work that lzy be
fore them in the future: “It is a long
way up the hill to the churchyard, an¢
our master is heavy.” Brand speaki
of 0 west country peasant who told
him that he had himself seen cattle
fall on their knees at the Holy Hour
and heard them 'utter a groan “lik¢
Christian creatures.”
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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 with smiling
thoughifulness, “It happens to be a

day when both of us must live up to

nperiative daty, dear,” he re i,

There are the Masen childs 1

have placed the two older omes with
good people, The

wl the boy of six,

1 in need of a 1

e one o adopt the
ime for the bod
ever going to get to |

Mrs. Brierly,

will do th

sible “prospeects.”
the village magnute, was am
and he listened with apparent interest
to the minister's story of how four

| children had becn left homeless and |

{ | 1as looked it as he greeted his chance

penniless through the death of their
mother, a poor widow,

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

“We have nene here adaptahle io-
eally,” demurred Mr. DBrierly, *and 1
promised Mrs. Mason that T wonld ex-
ert supervision and eare over her little
ones until they were able to take care
of themselves.”

Levi Brodie, a well-to-dlo merchant,
tarned out alse a disappeintment.

Two more calls, further excuses,
and Mr. Brierly eotered the office

*Poorly, Poorly, Sir” Replied Dallas
Dejectedly.

block of the town in quest of No. §
on his list, to find the object of his
visit absent for the holidays. Ile 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 gloomily
out of the window. Now the thought
never oceurred 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-

visitor, ;

“Just dropped in to rest for a min-
ute or 0,” announced the latter. “How
are you getting along, Mr. Dallas?"

“Poorly, poorly, sir,” replied Dallas
dejectedly, He had left home that
morning wretchedly dissatisfied. In-
sensibly slnce the youngest and last
of the family brood had chosen a wife
and had settled in another sectlon of
the country, like himself, Mrs. Dallas
had changed greatly, and the holiday
sepason as it came around seemed al-
most unbearable.

The two would sit evenings amid
a loneliness that really placed them
as far apart as if t were separated
by lllumitable space.

John Dallas opened his soul to the
broad-minded, genial souled minister
who had looked to the spiritual wel-
fare of his family for over a quarter

bBlame, of censure, for Muary, bur ae
pathetically deseribed the forlorniness
of the dull, uneventiul life they tea.

“Maybe it's heeause we are ~row

=]
n

old he sighed, “We don't = e

liave any ol TESts uny more,

The hon s 1 amd silent sy a

iail, with the e. I find

Mury sitting along r und I'd lik
o

to myself when she fo

t8 fo K

“Why, you persistent pessimis
ralliecd Mr. Brierlye “youn two people
are in the very prime of life and ought
to be happy as the day is long, You
talk about there belng no more Christ-
mus or New Years for you!

“House up, John Dhallas! what yon
want is something to interest yon, to
bregit the dull monotony in your guiet
life, and, happily, I am the very man
whe can suggest to you how you are
going to do it.”

o John Dallas regarded his visitor
hopefully, almost pleadingly. *If you

will follow my advice,” continued Mr.
Brierly, “you will brieg into your home
tonight a gift for your dear wife that
will wake up In her all the old-time
interest in the world and you.”

“1 hope it—I long for It,” declared
Dallas eagerly,

“Very well” resumed Mr. Brierly,

for some
Mason, whose
Inst week. Come, old

o
“There Is the Present | Have Brought
You."

brighten up heart and home with a
loving, grateful little gnest, 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 4 new-
born light in his rugged face.

“Pring 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 noen 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 Mr. 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 slde
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 saild, and his volce
showed deep emotion, “T've got some-
thing to tell you. You know tomor-
row s Christmas. Well, I'm golng to
turn over g new leaf.”

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

“Why, vou think that?" floundered
John, all taken aback by the sudden
nnd inexplicable change in his wife,
who seemed bubbling over with extra-
ordinary animation., “Anyhow, Mary,
T'm 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.”

“0Oh, John!" interrupted Mary tuo-
multuously, “it 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, lylng asleep on the couch, was
a lovely litle girl of four—Eenny's
slster,

“It was that kind hearted Mrs.
Brierly, the minister's wife, who came
to see me this morning,” explained
Mary. *“8he's given us the dear little
child for all our own. Oh! 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, us they went out-
slde, “it seems a double gift day, all
around. There is the present I have
brought you—Iif two ain't too much.
1 say, the more the merrier.,” b

“Are you my new mamma?" prat-
tled Benny, running up to Mrs, Dallas,
who gathered him up in her arms.

“Yes, you sweet dear!" she cried.
and, the tears rolling down her face,
she kissed her husband first on one:
cheek and then on the other, “Oh,
John!" she sobbed, “I am a happy,
happy woman, indeed, upon this glad
Christmas eve!”

of century., He had not one word of

(Copyright, 1918, Western Newspaper Unisg)




