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fternoon of the Christmas eve of 1892. Old P' ierre 
had never been known to be absent from mid- 
ss. ever since he came to La Riviere Vasa* from 

rty years ago, when he was a young married 
alk to church, but now, crippled by old age and 
ays went with his son Louis who lived with him 

stead, five miles from the Catholic church in Belle 

ting over the forest in the west, he sent his 
e a "look at the weather. '* Although these men 
to school books, yet they were well acquainted with 
f experience, ond so. when Louis reported that a11 

o a fine evening, the old man smiled and seemed 

'clock the horse was hqched to the wood- 
Louis and his wife, 

the old man to walk to the sleigh for the walking 
reacherous and the old man's sight was 

ally when walking out after sunset. He sat 
bottom of the sleigh and Marie 
s about him,at the same time 

corners and making everything neat, tidy and 
ary preparations had been com- 
gave the horse a sharp tap and 

lonesome travellers began their journey. 

excellent night for driving. Thousands of stars 
splendour and glory, " in the same manner 
night, when the three Magi met in the desert 

eir way to adore the new-born Christ in the 
There were about six inches of snow packed 

e heavy hauling of the last few weeks. 
" pitches" but these only added excite- 

d kept the silent travellers from falling asleep. 
g-at a dangerous rate and Pierre's heart beat 

ven to the door of the house. 
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sideways on a smooth patch of ice along the road. 
After travelling for half an hour, they were joined by other 

pilgrims on their way to renew their yearly associations with the crib,, 
and by the time they reached the church, one could hear as many 
varied jingles of bells as there were horses. It was a glorious spec- 
tacle and one not to be forgotten in a hurry-in the fore-ground, 
the long rows of horses and sleighs, men, women and children 
waiking in groups or filing into the church; in the back-ground, 
the buildings, fences and trees thinly sprinkled with snow and 
frost which glistened under the full light of the moon and stars. 

On opening the church doors a bright light dazzled the 
travellers and the heat from the red hot stoves greeted them. 
Father Joe, the perish priest, ever solicitous for the material and 
apiritual welfare of his flock. knew that most of his parishioners 
would have a long drive in the cold, and so he himseli all day 
long had superintended the fires in the church and had kept them 
roaring, blazing and cracking. And then, as our travellers made 
their way to their pew, they saw him coming from the vestry with 
his long black soutane and white locks survey with a happy smile 
the large congregation and then enter the vestry to prepare €or the 
mid-night service. 

As the clock in the vestry srruck twelve, the air was filled with 
the soft, sweet sound of the church bell, flinging its message in all 
directions to those hardy woodmen to come and visit the crib of 
the new-born Christ. An attractive little fellow, with light curly 
hair and rosy cheeks, dressed in a long red soutane with a spotless- 
ly white surplice, timidly stepped up to the alter to light the 
candles. As the old man heard the music of the bell and beheld 
the preparations for the ceremony, it brought back home to him 
vivid recollections of days gone by when he used to light the 
candles like this little fellow in front of him. Yes, and it all seemed 
to him to have occurred only a few d&ys ago. How the mind 
clings to such treasured association and seems reluctant to part 
with them I 

At last the mid-night mass with all its impressive ceremony 
was about to commence. ' The whole congregation knelt while 
the priest crossed himself and began the " Introibo ad alt ore Dei, " 
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dbwe the hearth so that the,little ones wo 

Then tired from the day's exertions and excitement, he went 


