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CHRISTMAS LEGENDS
Clirisbimas morn, the legends say,
Lven the cattle kueel to pray;

Lven the bLeasts of wood and ficld
Homage to Christ the Savieur yield.

Horse and cow and woolly sheep,

Walke themselves from their Leavy slecp,
Bending heads and knees to Fhim,

Who eame to earth in o stable dim.

Far away in the forest dark
Creatures timidly wake and hark;
Feathered bird and furry beast
Purn their eves to the mystic JSast

T.oud at the dawning, Chanticleer

Somuls his note. the rest of the year;
Bur Christioas Fve the whole night long,
Homoring Christ Le sings his song,

mory, the legends say,

Foven the eattle kneel to pray;

Fven the wildest beast afur

Knows the JHght of the Savieur’s stav.

Clirislmas

And shall we, for whom He came,

Be by the cattle put to shame?

Shall we not do so mueh at least,
Ay the patient ox or the forest beast?

Christwas morn, oh, let us sing
Honor and praise to Christ the King;
Sheltered first in a lowly shed,

And cradled ihere where the catble foa.

the mention of a story Tom’s eves glistened.  He looked
avound she group of expectant listeners, and probably re-
volved in his mind thet cacl of us had a good distance ol
lonely road to cover in order to reach our homes.  * No,’
heosaid, as if regretfully, * 1 won't tell you the story of
the adventure I had one Christmag Tve night in the
Australian bush.  Most of you weuld be afraid 1o venture
out of the honse to-night if I id.”  If Tom really meant
to withhold the story, he took the very worst plan of doing
so that he could possibly have adopted, but prebably he
ouly meant to sharpen cur curiosity by this preamble. At
any rate, we eoaxed, pleaded, and insisted by turns, unti
i the ciad he relented.  Before commencing, however, he
advised any of us who were timorous when travelling by
night to take our departure at once.  Some of the voungoer
visitors who lived far away along the lonely road through
“the moss ' looked at ene another, hut no one stirred.

Tom's story was indeed weird and awe-tnspiricg, When
he flixhed vou could have heard a pin drop in the cottago.
Some of the andience shifted wneasily on their chairs, and
glanced furtively at the old Cwag-o-the-wall,’ which now
peinted to 1130, 1 faney that wost of them were sorry
that they had vot made an excuse to take their departurc
hotore Tom commenced his story.  The Inll that Followed
was broken hy Jim Bryau, whe had spent a fow vears in
Amerien, and sivee his return had affected a superier air
and & Yankee accent.

“1 guess it must have been a hyena or wandering kan-
guroo,” hie drawled, “and you imagined it was o ghost be-
cause vou were frightenced.’

Tom looked across the heavth at Fim with a coutemp-
tuous pityiag smile.  The rest of us wlso looked at Jim,
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A CLUMDE OF FERNS, POUNAWIEA.

A CHRISTMAS EVE ADVENTURE

Twas a wild night, even for Christmas Eve.  From
carly morning a blinding snow-storm had been increasing
in fores and vielence, and now at tate hedtime we gathered
round the pleasant fire it Tom Connor's kitehon to
“the fairing’ before venturing homewards, When [
*we,” [ omean the dozen or so of the young men of Drummn:
darragh that were regulav nightly visitors to Tom Connor's
of the Cross Roads,  On this particular night there woere
several extira casuals, as Tom's was a noted house for Yule-
tide games and amusements, and Tom Limself was one of
the finest story-tellers 111 the country.  Thoneh now a staid
and settled country earpenter, making gates and doors and
wheel-barrows for the liomely nelghhors in Brumuadarragh,
Ire had been a rolling-stone in his dayv, and had seen life
and experienced strange adventures in many foreign lands,
He never was kuown to tell the same story twice, and yot
his stock was never exhansted.  This fact set some of the
sceptics a-whispering—hehind Tom's back, of course—that,
perhiaps, not all of one host's alleged adventures were real.
But whether real or Dmaginary, thev were, at any rate. al-
ways interesting, and no one dared to epenly question their
reliability.

At the usual time for dispersing, someone suggested
that we should stap till twelve o'clock and visit the stable
where Tom kept his donkey, in order to prove or disprove
the popular belief that denkevs always go down on their
knees at midnight on Christmas Kve,  Aud so we ranged
ourselves in a large semi-circle rownd the fire. and requested
Tom to fill in the interval with an appropriate story., At

and marvelled at his audacity to hint ot such a thing be-
fore Tom.

“You don't believe in ghosts, then® said Tom quietly,

CWell, 1 orather guess not,” replicd Jin, C1lve never
yet soen one, though I have seen some strange things i
Chicago in my time.’

“You wouldn't be afraid of one, | suppose,’ said Tow,
with a note of sareasm in his tune.

fNotoat wll) hoasted Jim; 1 wuess I'd rather onjoy
meeting o real live ghost.

CTo-night ?' persisted Tom,
‘Yes, to-night,” said Jim, with perhaps o shade less

enthusinsm in his tone,

CThen, it's a bargain.  Now, hovs,” said Tou, turi-
ing to ux, *you all know that sinec the old squire dierd
the Iall 18 deserted.  Xo one eaun live In it on accoun( of
the unearthly noises that in the dead of night are heard 11
its rooms and corridors. I Leard thewm myvself the night
[ ran for Father John to attend old Mrs. Bovle--God rest
er soul—and when T eouldn’t take time to go vound by the
old raad. If Mr. Bryan (Tom alwavs satd  Mr." when
he wanted to be more than nsually sarcastic) is so epger Lo
make the aequatutance of @ rveal live ghest, lie has new thoe
chance of his life. It ix ouly about a mile te the Hall,
and he will be there shortly after nyidiiehit- just the most
suitable tine for a ghostly appeinrtment.’

Jim did not seem to relish this turn of evenis, hut
having made his hoast, he could noié very well refuse the
challenge without heing aceused of cowardice, ‘ But,’
satd Jim, ‘suppose I explore evers room in the Hall to-
night, hew are you to know for certain that 1 did sq?
Won't vou say that 1 didn't go near the place or stopped
short at the gate lodge?




