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Bobby’s Christmas Eve Dream

Christmas the
Glad Day for
All the World

VERY conntry and every people

have thelr own specinl holl-
dnyg, both natlonnl and reli-
gious, but Christmas is a day
for all countrlies and all people. It is
the world's holiday.

It is a day of gladness, as it should
be. for it commemorates the birth of
him who brought to the world the
greatest gladness It has ever known or
will ever know, though it were to last
for countless aeons to come,

So vniversal is the application of
the celebration of Christmas that all
men are included in it, whether they
be of high or lowly station, rich or
poor in the goods of the world.

It is a time for kindly deeds, for
charity, for gifts and all that goes to
mnke life gentler and sweeter. The
hardest heart can scarcely escape Its
softening Influence, the most sordid
miser must struggle to  resist ts
promptings to generosity.

At first the day wnas a day observed
by professed Christinns only; now It
is observed by both those who profess
themselves Christinns and those who
ke no such professions. Its warmth
envelops all,

This being true—and no one will dis-
pate  it—the menning of Christmas
grows ever clearer to us.  Its meaning
{5 beyond all thut we have already said
of it. Christmas means that, ultimnte-
ly, the whole world will become one
vust brotlierhood.

And 1t is entirely logleal that this
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UT for its great days, In-
carnating and flashing forth
the idenl, humanity wounld
have no more history than
a flock of sheep.

Such days ure the monu-
ments of mental and spiritual achieve-
ment, the eternal reminders of the
only true progress—the progress thot
enatles us to percelve and admire the
moral sublime,

Conspleuously radiant among these
galn doys Is the Christmas, standing
as It does for the nativity of Ope who,
all theologleal quibbling aside, was the
living embodiment of the most bean-
tiful and, at the same time, the most
bhelpful manhood that this world has
ever seen,

The one who Is foremost In our
thoughts at this time was pre-eminent-
ly hopeful. From the harp over
which he swept his hand there came
no pessimistle gtrain, no note of de-
spair.

He gave us the gospel, the “Glad
Tidings,” To all his word was “Lie
not afrald.”
embrace he ever rested, like the bube
in mother's arms, was supreme love.
Henee that other word of his, which
he was so fond of repenting to the
multitude, “Let not your hearts be
troubled,”

Religion, so-called, is responsible
for n vast amount of mental miscry.
It has erazed many a mind, broken
many a heart, driven countless thou-
sands into the throes of despair, but
let it be remembered that the Beauti-
ful One who s commemorated in the
Christmas season authorized no man,
or c¢ombination of men, to speak In
his name the word of gloom,

He who was born In Bethlehem, or
in Naznreth, for It makes no differ-
ence where he first saw the Hght of
enrth, grew up to he the most uneom-
promising optimist that ever walked
the ways of earth, Wherever he woent,
along with blm went gladness, and
from hig radinnt presence despadr fled
as the darkness flees before the rising
sSun.

e was like the wonderful river in
the sea, warming and encournging all
thut he tonched, The Gull Stream of
humanity, he put new Hi'e and eoup-
and Joy luto the cheerless, sor-
rowing world to which he came,

And he was able to do thlis heeaugse
he wos so glovlously  hopeful, =0
stanchly commiitted to the bellef In
the best,

Looking up, he saw, Instead of the
“hinck, buttomless evesocket,” the liv-
ing, loving glance of the “Father,”
whose Yeternal goodness” would never
do him harm,

Looking ahead, this man saw no
spooks or bogles, no devils or fiends
in the way. The path was elear, and
over 1t hung no dark clouds of fmpend-
ing disaster.

If Jesus had written n poem we
may he sure that it would have been
very similar to Whittler's:

nge

I know mnot where hls Islands Lft
Their fronded palms in ale;

1 only know I cannot drift
Beyond hia love and care.

And so beslde the sllent ses
I walt the muffied oar;

No harm can come from him 0 me.
On ocesn or on shore,

Now It is just this sort of spirit
that every one should feel within the
soul at this Christmns time—the spirvit
of & brave trustfulness, of a rock-
ribbed confidence and hope,
~ Be not afrald of anything. To be

The Supreme In whose

afraid is to be a sham, a cringing
meninl, 0o nobody : while to be able to
believe In the best and to frust that,
no matter what our evil genius may
sugrest to the contrary, the light
awaits us on ahead, Is to be a hero
and a conqueror, a friend and helper
to all mankind.,

It is well, then, that in obedience
to old custom we should throw about
the Christimas season the parti-colored
mantle or Joy and wreathe It with the
heart's most exurberant gladness,

1t would be a shame not to be glad,
and not to try to make everybody
else glad, on Christmas day!

On Christmas day to be a cynic and
to curl the lip of scorn at sight of
the rosy festivities about us, would
be an unpardonable crime, the very
abyss of the mean and contemptible.

It is a part of the unwritten law of
every healthful heart that when
Christmas comes we are to “put our
hest foot forward,”" cast all care to
the winds and be as full of gladness
and good will ns an ege Is of ment.

And right here in this unconquer-
able optimism we find the only true
and genuine Christlanity. The one
whose birth the Christmas signallzes
came to replace tears by smiles, sor-
row by happiness, worry by confi-
denee and despair by the “hope that
maketh not ashamed” and in his
name I wish you all a “Merry Christ-
mas!"—not merely an abundounece of
turkey and plum pudding, but an ex-
tran abundance of “good will to men,”
with no lack of the disposition and
resolve to make everything else as
happy ns yourselves,
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should be the real meaning of Christ-
mas, beeause that was the renson Christ
cume upon the earth whose birth Is
celebrated by Christmans. It was to
muke all men brothers thut he lived
and tonught and toiled; it was to ac-
complish this that he gave himself up
~wvoluntarily to a cruel death on the
CIroks.

It is a wonderful thing that he was
born in a stable, that he wns son of u
keep them closed until carpenter, that hie never had a dollar
you are shamed into pry- to lls name, that he had no home
mg them open with a after he left Nonzareth, that he was n
jimmy on Christmas — winderer on the face of the earth with
makeevery dayaChrisb- no pluce \\'lll'll‘t':”n to luy his head, and
mas Day —get rid of that now, 2,000 years after his death,
your grouch— throw it his power Is over the world as the
overboard and don't power of the Roman empire never

<229, ; was,
g}ig%wtglg'e aé;:;ﬂmele:;f %g It 1s & marvelous thing about Christ

. . that as the years and centurles in-
drown —it will do the crease since his death, the more real

he becomes in the thoughts of men
gnd the better he is onderstood.

There have been attempts to prove
that he was n myth., But there never
was nn attempt at anything that falled
g0 dismully, There have been at-
tempts to dispute the miracles he per-
formed, but these attempis have also
fuiled,

There Is no question now in the
mind of any historinn worthy of the

A hristmas Tnast

Z(O2ERE'S gladness to
every one —open
your hearts to it

all year round—don’t

Some Legends
of Christmas
Celebrations

ages,
high spirits, and
high ideals be
yod rs inth
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Peace
by Cecile Joyce Krenan

At Betlidehem the Star shines bright
above the Stable door;

By every road the Wise Men comie
who never came before;

The kings, with all their Caravan,
keep watch upon the Rill,

While Jesus sleeps on Mary's breast
—and all the guns are still!

The plunder of the world is heaped
about that manger-bed,

Behold!  the gifts the Wise Men
brought are stained an awful
red.

| Poor Mary's face is white and
drawn, and Joseplh’s grim and
set—

For older hearts, tho’ slow to learn,
are slower to forget!

But lo, the Star at Bethlehem above
the Stable door

Shines with a glory in its light that
never shone before!

The haggard hosts of shattered men
out on the lattle plain

Have caught the slogan of the skies,
and fling it back again,

“Peace—Peace on Earth!” with
shaken hearts, across the world

B originnl “haleyon days" | name thnt Christ performed all the
were at Christmas, und were |0 !
so-called because the haleyon, | Gospels, Ile undounbtedly healed the
an ancient name for the king- | sick—the leprous, the palsied and the

fisher, was said to bulld its nest upon

the waters at this time of year, It was
generally supposed that  this  bird,
through the Influence of the holy sen-

he fed the multitude on o few loaves
and fishes, He raised the dead.
Men may differ, as indeed they do,

miracles that are related of him In the |

others, He turned the water into wine; |

Tomorrow's Christmas,
Bo off to bed we'll go.
We'll hang our socks upon the shelf
For Father Christmas, though! *
Don't try to keep awake, my dear,
But shut your eyes up tight,
If we're awake, he ls so shy,
He's sure to take Lo QIght

Dolly, dear,

| son, had the power to still the waves

und winds, so that the wenther wus |
peaceful and calm, and enabled the
haleyon to luy her eges in her flonting
nest and brood uvpon them with perfect
sufoty.

In olden times It wns helieved that
all nature testified In various ways to |
n recognition of the grent event com-
memoriated In the celebration of Chirist-
mng, The winds and seas, as well as
the animals and plants and all other |
Hving things, gave evidence of knowl- |
edge of the appronching glorious nnni-
versary and became imbued with the
prevalent spirvit of adoration, Joy and
pence, .

Tradition tells us that at the mo-
ment of the Savior's birth a universal
penece reigned throughout the enrth,!
that a deep sllence rested upon the
world, the birds stopped tn thele Qight,

motlonless with sudden awe in the
midst of their labors, and the stars
glittered with added luster. From this
tradition caome the superstitions of thi
middle ages relating to the mirnenlous
phenomenn supposed to occur auni-
ally at Chrvistmus, muapy of which still
survive,

Bells, too, have thelr legends, In o
villnge near Ralelgh, In Nottinghom-
slilre, England, there 18 now a valley
where onee there was o pleturesqu
uuil prosperous villnge, but an enrth
fquake swallowed it up; yet every
Christinus sinee, the bells of the bur-
fed chureh ave hedrd chiming,

Simllur toles are told of Preston, in
Lancashive, und Been, in the Nethers
lunds, Thig latter eity wus fumoed for
its beauty and magoiticence, and alsi
for the sins and avarice of its Inhabi
tants, On the anniversary of his birth
the Saviour came 08 a beggar and went
from door to door; but, although
Chreistmns festivities were belpg kept
up, nobody would give hiw alips,  Sin
wius abundaut on all sides, but ther
were no Chelstmas goodwlill and char-
ity, and be ealled to the sea and it
came and completely covered the un
holy ecity of Been.
time even now comes the joyous peal
ing of bells from under the water,

The skulls of the three Wise Men,
each enclreled with a crown of Jew-

the eattle censed to feed, men becume |

But at Christiuas |

eled gold, are awmong the relles v
Cologue cathedral,

us to whether or not Chrlst was the
divine son of God, but even those who
in the face of every proof reject this
clpim still regard him as the purest,
the noblest and the greatest man that
ever walked this earth. Every man
does not worship him as God, but no
man defames him, He is the vision
und the hope of all men.

When, in mockery, they crowned
him king with the crnel thorns, little

. they come,

No panoply of war is theiks, no flag,
| no rolling drum ;

But all are cloaked in spotless
white—the garment of His
love—

And “Peace” their bursting throats
now sing, and “Peace” the
choirs above!

At Bethlehem the Star shines bright
above the Stalle door,

By every road the Wise Men come
swho never came before;

The Kings, with all their Caravan,
keep watch upon the hill,

they thought that hie would mle a While Jesus .:-‘ff'r‘,".\‘ on Mdry'.v
world at last—a world in which all i
r= = east—and all the guns are
races vie with one another to render b’-“ :! g ol
5 P still!
him their homnge,
Now comes sigain in the swing of 5 =
ST

the years another Christmas day, May
it be a glad and a merry cne for all
our readers.
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A Christmas Surprise

Gazing Medita

tively out of the
window at the
people hurrying
through the fall-
ing snow withu
their Christmss:
bundles,

“You are
thinking? hex
husband suggesh
ed.

“About Christy
mas, that's all™
“We have left undone the things tha®-
wi—""

“Not this time, my dear.

ahout everybody In the world™

“No one could ecall you narrowr
minded "

“People have the right spirit ahouk
It,” she explained. “They are so Talll
of good will townrd men that they tre
to do too much—thut's the troublel
You see, most of us and our good fn-
tentions are hampered by average sal-
aries and moderdte strength”

“T've notlced (t."

"We want to give to everybody. Wer
want our hoines superserupulously tidy..
We plan festivities which require nowr
party clothes for the whole family,
extrn special eooking and prepuaratioms
for guests.

“Then we set abont dolng these-
things., At first it goes well and@ we
enthuse, The common, everyday affair=
interfere and complicate matters.

“At the beginning of Christmas weelk -
—with muny frills deleted—we findl!
ourselves growing tired, awfully tired.
lut we see that it's impossihle then to
stop and rest. That's where the stmis
beging, We feel compelled to finisis
what we've started and to carry the
program through to the last item off
buying, making, packing and shippine.
“Unexpected demands interrupt.
Then the strain begins to tell on o
nerves, Perhaps we don't say anything:
for fear of spoiling Christmas for the-
others, but in our hearts we wish man-
kind had kept Christmas free from thiss
sort of thing.

“When Christmas day comes we ares
too weury to bother about the true
meaning of it all or to take very keemnw

tively Out of the Window,

pleasure In the results of our badie-
breaking work, much less to go out and
hear beautiful music and oplifting ser-
mons,"

“I've always wondered why womess
pttempt so much,”

“Beeause everybody does. And I
one poor, lone, sensible woman sits
down and flatly refuses to kill herseld
working for Christmus, her family soss
feicaedls will think slie is a quitter~—a
social slacker."”

“Well," sugzested her husband, “whyy
not let the rich people have all the
fuss nnd feathers, und let those im
medium  clrcumstances  realize thes
can't Leep up that pace?™

“You don't understund,” sald the
woman with the brown eyes; “as loog
as rich folks do it, those less able will
strain to do lkewise, That's why the:
wenlthy people will have to see thas
triend and Institute o change.

“In pliace of 30 Mooy mere ‘presemsts™
we must give such things as love, cotr-
nge, kindoness and generous lmpulses—
things which our present physical andl
mentdl stralo forbids. Throughout the-
rest of the year, if any one felt in-
elined to send 4 regular gift to &
friend or relative, that could he dooe
vory ensily and the reciplent woull
know it was a4 volunlnry, not a come-
pulsory, remembrance.”

“It's o great lden.” said the browne
eved womnn's busband, cheerfully. A
bit of reul affection In place of soe
of the monstrositiss now exchungedl
would be a great lmprovement.”

“You ean make fun If you want to)*
she replled, “but when the worl@
wikes up to the real meaning of Christ-
mas—and the war I belleve has helped
to wake It np—you'll see the efeck
spread over the entire year, Thes
the first of Jaonuary won't be asso-
clated with bills and pllls, but with
the genuine eogerness to live the nexst
12 months better than those preceds
log.”

“In the meantime,” sighed her hage
band dramutically, “I hope you havess
bought me another smoking jacket™

“That reminds wel” sald the woumssi
with the brown eyes *1 haven't Clash
to be sitilng here talking. And it wes'y
be any of your affulr uotll tomoswew
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