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Christmas Carol
"Wkat means this glory round

our feet,"
The Magpi muwed, "non

bright than mornr"
And voices chanted clear and

swpeet,
"TodeS the Prince of Peace

isbonal"
"What ense that atr," the

Shepherd• amid,
"Tha brighten threugh Se

**eda1 piq.9
And anget. anewmring ow.

head,
ang, "Pae on searth, good-

sio et men"
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Classic
in Author's Hand

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

to Every Child
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LITTLE book hound In redmorocco holds the kernelof the children's celehration
the world over of Christmas

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 mano
script of the famous children's classic.
"A Visit from St. Nicholas." written
by Clement C. Moore almost a hundred
years ao. and dedlcated to his own
children in particular, and, as it has
sihee proved, to childhood the world
over.

This season it has as its companion
il the Ilbrary of the New York County "
Historical society n Central Park West
a photograph!c copy of the original
text enlarged sufficiently to enable it
to be easily read, for though the ortig-
inal chirography Is quite remarkable
for a man -of Dr. Moore's years-eighty-
two when he indited the poem-It
is fne and old-fashioned, and there-
fore somewhat diflcult to read.

The Innovation has proved a rare
treat to the library patrones and it is
interesting to note with what rever-
ence it Is handled by men and women
wbose childhood days are long past,
yet whose holiday memorlies are still
bright. Two pages and a half are con-
shuned In committing the poem to
paper, and the repetition at 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 Clemept C. Moore In his rare
little poem.

The lines were written as a Christ-
ma- gift for the author's two young
daughters nearly a century ago, but It
has since become a progressive gift
to eountieaLother girls and boys. Ae-
emepanylng the original manuscript

when it was presented to the society
by T. W. Moore, a relative, some fifty
earsm ago, is a letter in which the

writer tells how the verses came to
be written and how It hapbened that
they were eventually publshed.

Mr. Moore lived at the time ln a
randsome house overlooking the Bod-

sea, at Niadh avenue and Twepty-
third street. Ien Chelsea, like Green-
-ich vtllage, futhee south, was quite
roeote from the city. Each was large- i
If populated by the Dutch settlers

'am Nisuw Amsterdam. Living near
*I esnatry seat wag a portly, rue-
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eund Dutchman, who suggested to
him the ides of making St. Nicholas
tihe 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 lthes
were copied by a relative of the an-
thor in her album. From It another

opy was made by a friend of her
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 poem saved for posterity.

in these days there .was no such
eelebration 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-
ta.I 'thought an interpretation whicbl
has gradually come to be our own,
As some one has so aptly said, it has
become so much part and parcel of oir
literature that it seldom occurs to peo
,le It ever had an author. Since tor
nearly a hundred years American it
dren have been fed on It, it has new
'ecome thelrr in very truth.

OLD ENGLISH CHRISTMAS
SONG

AD hall to the days that merit mes
praise

Than all the rest of the year.
A-d welcome the nights that double de-

lights
_• well for poor as for peer.
ood fortune attend each merry miea

triend
That doth but the best that he my,

Forgetting old wrong$ in carols and sona
To drive the cold winter away.

rhia time of the year is spent In eod
cheer,

And neighbors together do meet.
- sit by the fire with friendly dedro,
Each other s,tove for to greet.
)d grudges ftlgot. a put in the pot.
And sorrows aside they all lay;
-e old and the young do carol this sea
-o drive the old winter away.

hben old Chrtlsms-tle comes ih In• a
bride.

With Ivy and green bely clad,
welve days In the year such mlrth sad

good cheer
In every houasebM le bad.
ne eouqtryamn' gte is then to devise
Some gambols at Christmas play,
hee- every roog man does the e_

that he ers
To atve the se4 winter away.

i day before Christmas.
Why don't you make it one of
rest. Joel, and begin the new
one fresh and ready and

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

eatlmable better half with smiling
thoughtfulness. "It happens to he u
day when both of us must live up to
Imperative duty, dear," be 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 a home. I have
been thinking; suppose you see If you
atannot find some one to adopt the girl
and I will do the same for the boy."

"Who are we ever going to get to
take them?" Inquired Mrs. Brierly.
growing fussy and excited.

"I shall trust your busy and sensible
mind to enlist the interest of some of
your charitably inclined lady friends,"
answered Mr. Brierly gallantly. "I
will undertake trying to Influence
some benevolent husband or father."
So, with holiday cheer warming his

honest heart, the best liked minister
Paxton ever had started forth on hiss misson. Before doing so, however, he
sat down on the porch for a quarter
of an hour compiling a list of pos-
sible "prospects." Thomas Dalrymple.r the village magnate, was among them.

and he Ifstened with apparent interest
to the minister's story of how fourchildren had been left homeless and
penniless through the death of their
mother, a poor widow.r "Tell you." said Mr. Dalrymple, "my

wife is an Invalid and any variation
in our regular life would greatly dle-
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 io-
eally," 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." t

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

Two more calls, further excuses,
and Mr. Brierly entered the omce
block of the town in quest of No. 5
on his list, to find the object of his a
visit absent for the holidays. He was

ii

*Perly, Poorly, Sir, Repliaed DaM s
Dejete)o.

Maewhat weary from hil uselei th
tmma\p, and as he aased the ofiee a
John Dallas, who db•ed in real ie-
tate, he saw Its tem starlng gsealy j
at of the wtindow. Now the theeght

meaer occurred to Mr. Brierly that
heren might be a pelbhle benefterr.
John Dallas was gray and rlsled. He
had changed a geod deal of late years
and all his old-tlhe e heerlneas seemed

to have vanlalued after his children
had grown up and married and went
away. The clergyman had heard that
Dallas ad his wife hyed a Ienely and,
it was Mld, rather uhaippy D. Dal-
las looked It s he greeted his chance w
viltor.
"a dropped a to r for a mia'

ate or so," aumeaeed the latter. "How c
are yeo gefilag aleaog Mr. Dallas?" j,

"Poorly, poorly, sir," replied DaIlas h
dejectedly. He had lMft home that c
morning wretchedly dssatisfed. In-
mensibly snlace the youngest and last
of the family brood had .chosen a wife
sad had settled tin another sectiofln of
the country, Ilike btimself. Mrs. Dallas
had changed greatly, and the holiday
season as It came arounmd seemed al-
mat wmberai.

The two would it eveninpgs amidV
a lknmltnae that really placed them
as tar agpt as tf they were separated
b Rlugtableo space

John Dallas opemed his soul to the
bmageMlede, -al sealed mimister

Shead - Ieaked the spiritual wel- w
tIe of lW ay e S over a quarter
d eaStmr. . He had met Ie es a s
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talk about there being as amoe Chras.
mas or New Years for you I

"Rouse up. John Dallas Il 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 Dau;ia regarded his visitor
hopefully, almost pleadingly. "If you
will follow my advice," continued Mr.
Brierly, "you will bring Into your home
tonight a gift for your dei:r wife that
will wake up In he. all the oldntale
interest In the world and you."

'I hope It-I long for It," declared
Dallus• eagerly.

"Very well " resumed Mr. Brierly.
"I am looling for so::o one to adopt
little Benny Mason. whose mother
died last week. Comn, old friend.
brighten un heart .lnd home with a
loving. grnteful little guest, who will
surely bring a blessing to your thresh-
old. Go homie then every night to find
your wife happy, beteuie she has had
sorie one to ('ling to het :mlnd love herf all the day loing, and the happy little

e fellov, will twine hllmself close about
your longing hearts."

John Dlallis arose from his chair
Sand fervently grasped the hand of his

L J
"There Is the Present I Have Brought

You."

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, I
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 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 side
as late in the afternoon be started for
home. As he went up its steps he
teid 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 tomior
row is Christmas. Well. I'm going to
turn over a new leaf."

"How strangely you talk l" 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-

I't going to think more after this of

your needs and wishes, and I have a
present for you wiltch I hope will give
youa very much pleasure."

"Oh, John I" Interrupted Mary tU-
multuously. "it seems as if everythingb
good and grand is happenlag all a'
onle. Come In. I want to show y.
something." and she seized his arm,
hurried him Into the sitting room.sd
there, lyinlg asleep on the couch, was
a lovely little girl of fowr--Beny's

sister.
"It was that klnd hearted Mrs.

Brierly, the minister's wife, who cas
to see me this moreng." explained
Mary. "She's given s the dear little
-chlld for all our own. Oh I think of it,
John and--what was that?"

- It was the little lad left on tie
porth, who bad diseeered the famirty
eat and wasr talkng to and pettlag I, t

"Mary." said John, as they went sat-
side. "hit seems a double sgift day. all '
around. There is the prisnt I have
trought ty-ilf two ain't too much.
I say, the more the, merrier." P

"Are you my new mamma?" prat-
tied Benny, running up to Mrs. Dallas,
who gathered him up In her arms. l

"Yes, you sweet dearr" she cried, I-'
and, the tears rolling down her face IIshe kissed her husband flrstn on one Ik
cheek and then on the other. "Oh. -
John I" she sobbed, "I am a happy. i,
happy woman. indeed, upon this glad

Christmas eve ?"
(Copyllght. 15. Weeters Newspaper Unest )

CHRISTMAS CAROL
What shall we say at Christmast

Only the kindest words.
Somnding iUke fairy whispers D

Or like the 3on0s of birds
Let every voice resoundingDe sweet with teres aboundn g,
Itve te whate earth aurremalag

-hat shal we o ats Chrismsti
s .ly al •ri sodl aM , "i.
matyN ledapt WIh rnS h•_ tema et as snags
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"This is the time of
Daddy, "when I do not f
Ing fairy stories of *y kinr
scription except stories, of C ri as
time."

"And they're the steri like to
hear." said Nick.

"Yes," said Nancy, "we don't want
fairy tales or anything else, no matter
how nice it is in the way of a story,
just when we're so excited over real
things like Christmas."

"I'm glad we feel the same way
about It and that is why I've been tell-
ing Christmas stories for the past
week and more and will go on doing
so for another week o- so if you still
want to hear them."

"We do," said Nick."
"We do." agreed Nancy.
"I'm going to tell yom today, or rath-

er, this evening, of the excitement in
the city. There were so many people
out, in fact It seemed as though every-
one had come out, and some of the
dogs whose masters and mistresses
hadn't wanted to leave them alone all
the time these days had brought them
out. too.

"The dogs stuck close to their mae.
ters and mistresses and looked about
them as though to say: 'Dear. dear,
such crowds! Why a poor dog doesn't
know which way to turn.'

"One dog was riding in a motor
and looking out of the window at one
side and then at another in his excite-
ment. There was so much to see. -.

"A pussy cat wandered In and out
between the feet of some people try-
ing to find her home, and she evidently
found it before I left her, for I saw
her bounding along with a happy,
gleeful look on her face as though to
say: 'Well, it's enough of a crowd
for any cat to lose its way In, but a
cat is pretty smart-Just see me!'

"In the big shop windows dolls were
gayly riding elephants and they dldq't
look In the least afraid, and they were
riding lions and didn't seem to have
any fear!

"Of course the lions and the ele-
phants and the other animals were not
real, but still they did look rather
dangerous, rather wild-with their
faces of plush and cloth and all sorts
of materials.

"There were riding horses and there
were toy automobiles and automobile
trucks and automobile ambulances,
and everything else you can think of.

"And I saw the moot adorable eo
small dogs w.e.rng a little coat whleh
also covered his tiny legs down to his
feet.

"This little dog, by the way, was a
real one. I begin to tell you of the
real dogs and then of the toy dogs

ai

"Ir and Out,
_n the bshop windows and I'm sure ft

is hard for you to know whether I amtalking about real ones or about mnk-

belleve ones.

"But I get so lnterested, too whenChristmas time is the seasoi of the
year that it is all I can do to tell a
story.

"I saw many wagons illed withtrees whiheb were going to be used foerIecoratloes and there were trees with
many colored lights standing in pierk
where there would be Chrlistmas s•g.

"Oh, everything was a.py and happ•and merry and everyone was thltttnS

about presents and glvitag and all nlialce thans. And the growa-aps
thtnktang how happy the childres w
going to be-Just as I am happy

very moment-tor we all ke•.& 4.rowups, that Santa Clans s1
Ing and scheming and work• ~

plannInlg for the great trip hI 1e sees
to make.

"And because we know ea' ell-itren have such a friend. ~se a re•

real friend we're ad so hap~p. 011Nick and Nancy, and aW ehb@dr who
know Nick and Nancy, can't ~'.? .

may we're happy because It's ('y1st.
mas time and we knowr everyo•• •w.he
e, too, and It does't matter shour 4
arlry tale when a real and dear and
adorable per'a whem lovore the Ahbren is really on g •op P soan." ._

"Oh, Daddy, you're wonderful too excited, tea, alat it," said Iti.%-

"And. Daddy, letsu write some
ers to Sata Claus thims very -iet's wtish hia, too a merryL b
ass." aid Nancy.

"A Wne idea." said Nuk.sddy, m we wish all teather

md girls who know 'us a uIer C

'h~m ed ym g.' ne Deahly.
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