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His soul philosophy. Its influence reaches up to the man-
sions of the rich; it gladdens the hearthstone of the poor ;

it brings a ray of hone to those compelled by adverse cir-
cumstances to live in squalor even to the outcast of
society, as she sits in the gilded palaces of sin Christmas
day brings back the memor' of a happy childhood and the
first doll. Repentant tears chase each other down her
painted cheek prematurely furrowed by dissipation. The
repentance may be only transitory; but are not these pood
thoughts recorded in heaven to the credit of one who has,
perhaps, been more sinned against than sinning P I like to
think so. Even the criminal in his cell, as Christmas day
comes around, has a momentary pang of regret as his
memory recalls a happy childhood and the joys of Christ-mastid- e.

The influence of Christmas at last converted " Scrouge,
whose name was good on change for any amount he chose
to put his name to, to a sentiment of humanity and a whole
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Whereupon, over the punch and cigars, he related a series of startling
adventures relating to the prowess of Otto Von Stauffenberg, the rob-

ber baron who built the castle and terrorized the surrounding country.
"Well, my boy," he exclaimed as we arose at last from our chairs I

will admit a little unsteadily "tonight you will have the honor of
sleeping In the guest chamber. It is a tradition of the family, that none
but the host, should accompany the guest to his quarters; so if you will
follow me, I will see that everything is prepared."

I assured him I esteemed It a great honor and furthermore, that he
was a most excellent successor to the defunct Stauffenbergs. This sen-

timent was pledged in a final cup of punch. Whereupon the general
seized a silver candlestick and arm in arm we ascended a spiral stair-
case that led to the portrait gallery. After fumbling a minute or two
in his pockets, he produced a key. With the aid of our united efforts,
it did its duty and the great oaken door studded with brass nails, swung
slowly inwards.

By the light of the moon, which streamed through the narrow win-

dows, and shone on the polished floor, I discerned suits of armor set up
in niches in the walls, between each of which, hung a full length por-

trait of knight or lady. "And this," said the general, swinging the
candle recklessly over his head, "is the gentleman we have been talk-
ing about," He pointed to a projecting ledge above the door by which
we had entered, sustaining a wooden horse bearing a suit of the heavy
plated armor of the 14th rentury. A huge cross-handl- sword, hung
(rom the knightly belt

some consideration of his fellow men. Greed had choked
up all the avenues to his heart and destroyed all human
emotions. He lived alone without the softening influence of
love or the joyous sound of children's voices, yet at last the
Christ-sou- l that is everywhere at Christmas time found him
out. Hew.isaboy again. His miserly purse-string- s were
cut and the hoarded gold flowed forth to load Santa Claus
down with gifts for the poor. He ate Christmas dinner with
his nephew's family, and actually laughed for joy. There
are many Scrouges in the world, but all in good time the in-

fluence of Christmastide will restore them to human sym-
pathy. The child will eventually control the man.

" Suffer little children to come unto me " was the man-
date of the Master. Through the bcautilul Christmas cus-
tom and the illusion of Santa Claus the mandate is being
obeyed. Through the gladsome recollections of childhood
of glorious Christmastide, humanity is made permanently
better and the moral stamina of society is invigorated
throughout all Christendom.

"He him a comoundcdly life-lik- e appearance," I remarked.
"Hequiescat in pace," replied the general.
"His sins ought to be forgiven him by this time."
We passed through an arch into a vestibule. The general pulled aside

a fold of tapeBtry, revealins a four-poste- d bedstead in the center of a
huge square room. Having ascertained that I lacked nothing neces-
sary to comfort, he bade me good night; laughingly suggested that 1

should remember my dreams, assured me he would call me himself in
the morning and disappeared through the tapestry.

I am not especially nervous nor a coward physically, but I confess as
I heard my host close the door of the portrait gallery which came to
with a rasping resentful groan and turn the key in the lock, a feeling
of depression came over me that was not alleviated, when I noticed that
a Mephistophilean looking gentleman in doublet and hose, was gazing
at me in a coldly critical manner from a canvas on the opposite wall.

"Well, here goes," I said as I blew out the candle and plunged Into
the cavern-lik- e recesses of the bed.

For a few minutes the room appeared to revolve in a most bewilder-
ing manner. The punch was strong and I had undoubtedly drank
deeper than I was aware. I soon, however, lapsed into that state of
half consciousness when confused thoughts flit through the brain so
rapidly as to defy recognition or analysis. In fact I must have fallen
asleep, but I was aroused with a start by a voice, the nature of which
I could not define.

"That infernal punch," I niuttred, as I turned over and settled the
clothes around me. I was rapidly dozing off again, when once more, a
sharp noise as of iron ringing on stone or some hard substance, caused
me to start up in bed as though propelled by a hidden spring. Sleep
was now out of the question. I listened with every nerve strung to
the keenest tension.

Again Ine metallic clash of iron, followed this time, by heavy re-
verberating footsteps. I felt that anything was better than a suspense,
terrifying in its intensity and Jumping out of bed, struck a match, lit
the candle, pulled on some clothing, and with my heart in my mouth,
thrust aside the tapestry. Fearfully I entered the long portrait gallery!
holding the candle at armj length in an effort to penetrate the remote
recesses of the room. For a moment or two I could not discover any-
thing out of the way, and with a sigh of relief was about to return to
the bed chamber; reflecting that a lively imagination stimulated by tho
punch and the general's stories, was the causo of my fright; when,
chancing to glance at a suit ol armor, I was startled to observe thatits position was changed. Instead of standing, it now sat on tho edgo
of the niche, with one leg crossed over the other! Hurriedly I ran my
eye down tho row of figured and was horrified to discover that all had
changed positions. One held a gauntlet to the closed visor as though in


