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OW, MAMSIE, I just will pull those wet 
rubbers oil your poor, tired feet. Here I 
stick them out. Why, there's a hole in 
the heel of this one, and you've tried to 
stop it with a wad of paper. 0, you 
naughty Mamsie I not to have bought 
yourself new rubbers instead of the muf

tier you got me. Me wearing a muftler and you with a 
hole in your rubbers. O-oh, Mamsie I" 

"Judith, you ridiculous child!" The oilending rub
ber was whisked instantly out of sight. Divested of her 
moist outer garments by three pairs of willing, glrllsh 
haLds, the indomitable figure of "Hamaie" straight
ened, showing in the lampllght's glow not a trace of the 
weariness with which she had plodded home through 
the dark, slushy, illy lighted streets, not daring to use 
even the small plice of a carfare. 

"Come, chlldren,"-the voice was that of a girl, her
self-"let us see what Ellen has for our tea tonight." 

"Same as last night and the night afore, Mamsie, 
dear," the voice of Ellen, familiarly known as the 
"market-woman," came blithely ftoating back from the 
dining room, where she had retired to light up, "tea and 
toast, the butter spread a little thinner just for the sake 
of variety. Would we dare buy a chlcken-a very 
small one-Mamsie, for our Christmas dinner tomor
row'" 
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TUB STAIRWA.Y TO HAPPINESS 

"No, dear," the full, round oheerfulness of Mamsie's 
tone never wavered, "you know we all agreed that tbis 
was to be a 'penny Christmas,' and we must abide by 
the articles." 

"That's all right, Mamsie," as cheerfully responded 
the market-woman. "I Just asked for information, that 
was all. There'! enough of the cold heart left over from 
Sunday's dlnuer to serve another meal, and with some 
fresh dressing it will be delicious. 

"Want to hear what's on the boards for tonight, 
Mamsie, dear? Well, we're going to turn ourselves into 
real Christmas Walte ftrst thing after supper and stroll 
through town s1nglng carols on people's doorsteps. That 
was Judith's idea. Isn't it clever? And we're going to 
leave you to do the dishes all by your lone seH, Mamsie. 
You haven't had all the exeroise that's rightly coming 
to you down at that employment bureau wrestling with 
other folks'S servant girl problems for the munitlcent 
sum of a dollar a day, 'so we're Just going to let you 
wash all these dishes. After that, you may ouddle up 
by the tlreplace In here and warm your toes and do ex
actlyas you please all the rest of the time we're gone; 
only do not go into the east room, where we've tlxed the 
tree, and snip oft all your presents to give to somebody 
else. 

"We, for our part, have sure lived up to the articles, 
for there isn't a blessed thing on that tree or among any 
of the packages that Rastus carried round for us this 
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THE STORY OF A CHRISTMAS EVE 

afternoon that cost more than a penny, and that's a cer
titled fact, Mother Walt, that Judith Dabney, Ellen 
Maria and Eileen Mayo Walt can each aftix her hand 
and seal thereto. But, Mamsie. I'm desperately afraid 
some of the dear people exchanging with us have not 
lived up to the agreement as t.hey said they would. 

"Aunt Lucy Landis, for one, has sent a 'little re
membrance' in a great big bandbox aifair, and some of 
the other packages are sizable and hefty, too." 

"In that case," and Mamsie's face was gravity it
self, "I would advise the calliing in of a committee to 
appraise the gifts all round, and if by any chance some 
one's oiferlng exceeds your own in value, why, carry it 
back without delay and demand your own on the spot. 
Let us preserve our independence, though the heavens 
fall." 

"But Mother"-a bright red spot burned in either of 
Judith's smooth olive cheeks-"we girls don't mind be
ing poor the least little bit in the world-it's only being 
paupers that hurts." 

"1 understand, dear," returned Mamsie, who, know
ing a better way, never argued with her daughters. 
"Now, wrap up warmly," she admonished as the girls 
rose from the table, leaving her to finish her tea alone. 
"Put on your mumer, Judith, and don't expose that 
precious throat, dear, more than you can help. 

"My charming Waits I" she exclaimed, as presently 
the gay group came filtting down the stairway, 
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oloaked for tile .Veet, tMJr ~ hefda all bo1Iad ID 
bdP~ IO&l'fL "What a • ....t 1M7 70U have oboe_ to 
aeher ID tile OhrlekDalt,.,., ow, slve all ou dear, 
4ear fde_ ,.our mother'. JdacWeA peetID8 and thlu 
each ODe who hal Ia aJJ.7 wa,. eoaiirllMaMd to our own 
Oh1'lQma&. We caD aWl, Ia .... of our ehaDpd elr
c~, dord to be~. Tell .... LIsa Bl
kina ...~ 1 am promialIIc.,..u ae pl...ue of a 1lWe 
vlal~ wl~ her tomorrow d1ncu" after dlJaD8l'. She wffi 
undeNtaDd wh,. we ~ this ,.ear invite our friends 
to u. ADd ••,. to Dr. Glld4en that I wlah him to ac
cept wltil m,. cl'al'Mt love this sift tn remembraDce of 
,.our father. You are all wmtng, are ,.ou DOt, that I 
Ihould part wl~ It?" 

She had rlaen, as abe apeke, from the meagrel,. fur
Dlahed tea-table aDd drawn from a aecret drawer ID a 
man'. muob wom deak, aWl fllled with hIa UDUHd poe
....loDa, a packe' wrapped In ftne tluae paper, a wa$Cla 
it proved to be, a watch of mapifteeDt workmanahtp 
aDd pricel..., for It had been. preeeDted to ~e dead 
father of ~e glria b,. the medical auoclMlon of hta .tate, 
as the UDea engraved OD ~e iDDer lid of the watch read 
-"In token of appreciation for hta . cUa~jshed Hr
vice ID behaIt of auilering humanl",." 

"How sweet of ,.ou, mother-howaweet." .Judlth'a 
voice was pointed with little, tender thrilla. ..lIa,. I 
carr,. It over?" 

With the departure of the glria the old bouse grew 
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THE STORY 01' A CHRISTMAS EVE 

IItrangely, opprellslvely quiet; but to the mother it wall 
an intenlle rellef to sink into the IIhabby, IIheltering 
armll of the chair that had been her husband'lI, and 
there alone, among the wavering shadows of the firellt 
room, with no 1I011citoulI young eyes on her, just be wIth
out dissimulation what in sad reaUty IIhe Wall, only a 
tired, utterly dispirited woman with the battle of Ufe 
going against her. Brooding Wall a cOlltly luxury, but 
she gave henelt up to it, and all the images of the old, 
bright dayswhen a strong arm had shielded her and 
her little brood from the rigon of a hard world without 
rose before her, tean forced themselves between the 
tightly clolled eyelidll. In the secrecy of her heart IIhe 
was compelled to admit the sheer blank wall oonfront
ing her whiohever way she turned. There Wall the mat
ter of the twins being kept in the Aoademy the remain
der of the year. The tuition she might, by dint of oloser 
management yet, p08sibly provide for, but their gradua
tion gowus and other inoidentals were beyond her power 
of obtaining. Then, there were Judith's musio le880ns, 
so few remaining until the child could oomplete the 
oourae and measurably fit henelt for teaching the art 
IIhe 110 passionately loved; but that, too, was not to be 
thought of. Already they were restricting themselves 
in the matter of living expenses to the barellt neoessi
ties. It had gone to her heart to deny Ellen's unspoken 
wish in the matter of the Christmas dinner, but it had 
to be done. Silently, she lltted up her heart in a prayer 
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THE BTAIBWAY TO HAPPINJ\88 

for sustaining grace and a yet larger human wisdom In 
meeting these and all emergencies. 

At the tlrst sound of irlpplng feet abe drew herself 
up, and as though by some magic seemed to become 
young and eager-eyed again. 

"Oh, Kamale," the gay Waite, thell' cheeks tl1I8hed, 
thell' eyes sparkling aDd all speaking at once, burst In 
upon ber, "such a time all' we've had-such a wonder
ful-wonderful timel Why, you haven't washed the 
disbes I Gll'la I abe basn't wasbed the dish_, nor cleared 
the table I" And above the din rose Kamsle's own 
blithe voice denying the oharge of "mooning" and en
gaging to "do" the forgotten dishes twice next day by 
way of penance if only they might be allowed to stand 
tonlgbt, slnoe tbls was Christmas Eve. 

"Now, tell me all that happened." )lamBie's es
preaaive face sbone with the 11gbt of anticipation; 
Kamsle's voice quivered UDder the encbantment of the 
bour. Still as pretty as any of ber girls, wbat a picture 
Kamsie made and wbat a Christmas Eve they were all 
having I 

"Now, don't leave out a bit. I'm wild to know 
wbat everybody did and sald. 1 know they m1l8t all 
bave thougbt it brigbt and clever-a really beautiful 
thing-in you to turn yourselves into real Christmas 
Waita and come singing their festivities In. Where did 
you go first?" 

"Wby, )lamsle, wbat a question I To Dr. Glidden's, 
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THB STORY OF A CHRISTMAS EVE 

of course, and when the dear, blessed old man came 
and softly opened his door and we could see him sitting 
there inside with his grand white head bowed, listening, 
with his hand up to his good ear, we Just stole Inside 
and made a little circle round him and sang him every 
one of our carols. Then, we presented him the watch, 
and he arose and made us a little speech. I don't be
lieve any of us ever quite realized before-I am afraid 
we did not-what a perfectly splendid man our father 
was. But Dr. Glidden told us some things about him 
tonight, Mother, some things which he had done for 
folks-O, poor, suffering folks who could never pay him 
anything, you know-that made us feel very exalted and 
very humble, too. And then, Dr. Glldden Just slipped 
father'S watch inside his pocket and sald he would oarry · 
it, thinking ever of his great and good friend, Windom 
Walt, and hope that he, hlmeelf, might one day pass it 
back Into our famlly again untarnished and with ita 
usefulness unimpaired. Why, it was just as though, 
Mother, he were giving us some. great and UDBpeakable 
gift instead of us giving him one." 

"Any man can give, dear, but it takes a gentle
man to recelve"-M&msle's voice thrilled-"sowhen the 
watch finally comes back Into your hands its value will 
be enhanced by all the sacred and beautiful memories of 
the Christly minister who received both your father 
and mother into the church, married them, christened 
their three children and read the commitment service 
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THE S'l'AIRWA Y TO HAPPINESS 

o'"er your father's grave. 'l'he dear doctor! Well, 
where next?" 

"'ro Miss Liza's, and we found her crying over 
Eileen's letter calendar. She bad just opened it be
cause she couldn't wait any longer, and the poor old 
soul kept saying, 'Three hundred and sixty-five letters! 
three hundred and sixty-five letters, all for me. I can't 
die this year. I've simply got to keep alive until the 
last one of those letters is read.' So then, we told her 
that the very last of all was the autograph letter from 
(feneral Lee to great-aunt Sallito' Withcutt on the eve 
of her marriage, and Miss Liza said, 'Children, has Sal
lie Wait committed tbat treasure to my bands?' And, 
mother, you'd have thought she held an empire's crown 
jewto'ls in ber hands." 

"0, I can well believe it," tremulously responded 
Mrs. 'Vait, "for Miss Liza, then in ber beautiful girl
hood, was bridesmaid to Aunt Sallie, and ber own 
sweetheart was one of the General's aides, and after his 
early, tragic death the General wrote Miss Liza a letter; 
hut her letter was lost in the family's tlight tbat next 
year out of Petersburg. Yes, yes,-dear Miss Liza! 1 
knew she would prize that letter above !ill earthly po 
sessions. And Mrs. Fren('b, poor lady, did you sing un
der her window?" 

"0, yes, Mamsie, and when we told them we want
ed to come one'a a wto'ek throughout thl' year and sing as 
our Chrl!!tmas present to them, the Major followed us 
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THE STORY OF A CHRISTMAS EVE 

outside to thank us and to whisper that this would be 
the most acceptable gift we could possibly have brought, 
that Mrs. French was always better for days after one 
of our little sings. 

"And O. Mamsie, old bed-ridden Mrs. Maynard was 
so happy over her portable window garden, gay in all 
those blossoms we had coaxed out under the window 
glass. And Aunt Lucy exclaimed and kept on exclaim
ing over Ellen's sewing basket made out of the cheese 
box lacquered and lined with the flounce off myoid 
pink dimity. Really, it did look handsome with those 
bands of brass beading tacked around it, and it just 
tltted into the jut in her bay window. And, 0, every
body else was charmed, and it was such fun. Why, 
mother, it just seemed like we actually had more to give 
this year, when we thought the locusts had just about 
eaten us out of everything we posses ed, than we ever 
had to give before. 'l'hey all seemed to think that even 
if we hadn't put money, we had put time and ingenuity 
and heaps of love, or, as Aunt Lucy Landis expressed 
it, we had put ourselves-the whole of ourselves-into 
our home-made presents. Why, it was beautiful-just 
beautiful. Mother, and we were so carried away by the 
spirit of it and feeling so sort of 'Christmasy' ourselves 
that we forgot everything about the bank breaking and 
us lOSing all the money we had in the world, and do you 
know what we've gone and done, Mother? Why, we 
told Miss Liza and Dr. Glidden and Major and Mrs. 
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THE STAIRWAY TO HAPPINBSS 

French that we were expect.ing them all quite as usual 
for Christmas dinner tomorrow. We never meant to, 
Mot.her, truly we didn't; but. what else were we to say 
when every one of them said to us that they supposed 
they were to come as usual to us tomorrow. Whatever 
are we going to do about it, Mamsie?" 

"Do!"-Mamsie's heart, it is true, gave one dis
mayed bound, but not for worlds and more worlds would 
she have let her girls know it. "Do! why, we will make 
them all welcome, of course. We will set out our best 
china and my finest damask and the silver service that 
was your great-great grandmother's, which has graced ' 
every like occasion all these years. and with Dr. Glid
den's dear voice Invoking God's blessing upon us all, 
even warmed over heart will furnish a feast. Besides, I 
think there Is a little of the quince marmalade left, and 
with some of Ellen'S milk biscuit I have no doubt but 
that we shall fare famously. 

"Now. let us have our tree, but Arst, if you are not 
too hoarse, sing just for me. "It Came Upon the Mid
night Clear." 

Mamsie. seated at the old plano, touching the tlme
stained keys with light fingers, listened with straining 
heart for the lines: 

..And ye beneath life's crushing load 
Whose ~orms are bending low, 

Who toll along the climbing way 
With painfui steps and slow; 
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THE SToRY OJ' A CHRISTMAS EVE 

Look now, for glad and golden hours 
Come swiftly on the wing, 

Oh, rest beside the weary road, 
And hear the angels sing!" 

'l'he little, glimmering southern pine, soon relieved 
of its light burden of home gifts, stood in uncompromis
ing stiifneBs Mbove the packages from outside acquaint
ances. 

Judith picked up the banpbox affair and handed 
it to her mother, saying with a little catch in her voice, 
"1 don't care if there's a town lot inside of this, Mother. 
If Dr. Glidden could receive father's watch and M18s 
Liza Aunt Sallie's letter in the spirit in which they were. 
both given, we are mighty poor in soul if we haven't 
caught a little bit of their nobleness. Take off the lld, 
Kamlie." 

But the bandbox, unwrapped, yielded nothing but a 
round footrest that stood apologetically on fow: wobbly 
screw legs, and lome other articlel crying loudly their 
home manufacture. Poor Aunt Lucy Landis had done 
her conBClentioul belt, but even the girlB could lee that 
it had been the most dismal kind of failure. They ltood 
in a little, hushed group, thinking remorsefully of what 
it must have cost this most generous of friends to have 
dispatched these poor contrivances. 

"Oh, Kamsie," exclaimed Judith contritely, "were
n't we vulgar-weren't we vulgar, though, to go around 
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THE STAIRWAY TO HAPPINESS 

telling folks that because we were poor they couldn't 
pay anything for the presents they gave us?" 

U Not vulgar, dear," amended Hamsle, uonly thought
less and a little unmindful of the rights of others who 
llke to give as well as to receive." 

They would not perhaps have admitted it, but there 
was a sense of disappointment, of something lacking, 
which even the cards and notes freighted with love and 
tender wishes conld not altogether cover. Deeper than 
the dearth of gUts or the meagreness of such as were 
sent was the consciousness of pain Inflicted on some 
whose friendship had made much of the sweetness of 
life to them all. 

But they were not left long to such reveries, for 
presently there broke a sound as of shuflling feet on the 
back gallery. Some colored person. dODbtless, come 
to ask a donation for a Chfistmas festivity. Hamsie's 
flrst regretful thought was that for the flrst and only 
time in her life she would be compelled to deny Bny such 
demand on her slender resources. 
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'l'HE STORY OF A CHRISTMAS EVE 

HEN it was that .Judith upon opening the 
door, received the warm, soft little bun
dle being thrust unceremoniously upon 
her. Instinctively her arms closed round 
it. 

Those of her family withiu . 'te inner 
room caught the drawling, honeyed voice, SUl'll as the 
southern negress alone of all the world possesses, saying, 
"Tell Miss'Sallie I done waited a mighty long time on 
them no 'count white folks whut neveh come back after 
this huh baby an' I jes' 'bleeged to git back home an' 
change this 01' dress lon' git on my good shoes. An' say 
to Miss Sallie, chile, ef she'd be pleased to look after it 
till we all's chu'ch Chris'mus suppah's oveh. I'll shore 
come back an' rid huh of it. 

"'Pears like to me," the same rich. warm voice 
went on, complainingly, "thet some folks is mighty keer
less 0' their chillen drappin' 'em round fur we all to 
tend whut ain't no kin to 'em a -tall." 

Mrs. Wait came hastening to the door. 
"0, Sukey," she broke in at once, "has no one from 

the Foundlings' Home been over yet after that poor 
little mite?" 

"Why, of course I will keep the baby. You did per
fectly right to bring it over to me, only do not come 
back for it-not tonight, Sukey. I, myself, will see that 
it is cared for, this one night, at least." 
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THE STAIRWAY TO HAPPINESS 

She closed the door on the already rapidly retreat
ing Sukey, whose thoaghte were all centered on the 
church supper and her own proper adorning for that a11
important function. 

Meanwhile, Judith had carried her uDBought burden 
into the warmth and light of the living room, and was 
engaged in uDBwathing the coarse, soiled wrappings 
from about a plump and fuzzy-headed baby who fixed 
a pair of unwinking and very blue eyes upon her and 
continued steadily to regard her. 

"Howdy do?" inquired the object of this concen
trated scrutiny aifably, while the other girls gathered 
round in laughing wonderment, all questioning at once, 
"Where did he come from, Mamsle?" "Is It a him or 
is he a her?" "0, Isn't he the darlingest thing ever?" 
"He's ours to keep, Isn't he Mamsle?" 

In the midst of such rapid cross-fire of InqUiries, 
piecemeal, such slight details as were known concerning 
the baby came out. He had been found; indeed, Mam
sie, herself, had picked him up that morning, having 
almost stepped upon the odd looking bundle wrapped 
about with a soiled gray blanket and thrust a short way 
within a dark alley through which she was hastening to 
reach the oftlce on time. It appeared to be a simple 
case of child abandonment, although no trace of any 
person or persons leaving a child had as yet been found 
other than that a mover's wagon, with tightly drawn 
cover, had been seen very early that morning in ·the 
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THE STORY OF A CHRISTMAS EVE 

neighborhood of the alley into which the baby had been 
placed. 

The supposition was that these were the people who 
had cast off the child. There had been some talk ot 
pursuing the wagon; but, or so Mamsie argued, the 
persons in the wagon had shown their unfitness tor any 
responsibility on its behaIt, parental or otherwise, by 
their heartless act of abandonment, and so she was in
clined to believe that no move had been made In the 
matter. At least, she hoped that none had been made. 
She said this with her eyes resting on the baby, think
ing how sott and tender a blue his eyes were, and think
ing, too, of the hardness ot heart ot any who could 
cast adrift, on a cold December morning, so small and 
helplesl! a creature. 

"What do you s'pose his name is, Mamsle? Could 
you make a guess just by looking at him?" suddenly 
asked Judith, transferring her interest from the unin
teresting matter ot the baby's guardians to the baby, 
itseIt, who still maintained a fixity of gaze as though he 
would determine what sort ot strange creature this was 
with the vivid red cheeks and the very dark eyes who 
seemed to have appropriated him all to herseIt." 

"I'll tell you what he looks like," said Ellen, her 
head turned critically to one side-"he looks-why, he 
looks tor all the world like a chicken that's just pipped 
the shell." 

"I say, let's call him Pip. 
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THE STAIRW A Y TO HAPPINESS 

"Pip, Pip! 0, you dear, fuzzy-headed Pip! 
"MamMit',-I say,-Mamsie, can't we keep Pip for 

our very own?" 
"Yes, yes, MamMle," they one and all now chimed 

in, "do let us keep him. 
"It won't take any more to feed Pip than it does to 

feed one of the kitteus"-this from Ellen. 
"And I'll make all his elothes-I'll wash and iron 

for him, too"-tbis from Judith. 
"Yes, do let us keep hhn--<1o--<1o"-now they were 

all three talking clamorously at once-"please do, Mam
sie. We won't h·t him be one speck of trouble to you
we'll give the white kitten and the gray kitten and
yes, the Maltese kitten, all away-indeed we will, Mam
I<ie, just as soon as ever we can find good Christmas 
homes for them. Please say that we may keep Pip." 

Mam ie said nothing at all. She only looked at lit
tle Pip. They couldn't keep him, of course they couldn't. 
It was not to be considered for one moment-but what a 
(lear, downy yelloW head Pip had. 

It cost far more to keep a baby titan It did to keep a 
kitten, or two kittens, or three kittens, or any number of 
kittens. Mamsie knew that, if the girls didn't. No, she 
('ould not, she positively could not allow herself to think 
of it-but what round, wondering eyes Pip had-and so 
blue. No, she must not, I<he. positively must not. 

So, !lteeling her heart as she invariably tried to steel 
it w\1I'neVcr a neW waif of a kitten appeared, to bave 
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Its fate decided, she began quite firmly, "I am sure you 
wouldn't have me"-when all at once it fia hed upon her 
that It was on just Buch a night as this the Inn had been 
too full to re-ceive another such little child-"no, I am 
sure you wouldn't have me," she recommenced In a 
strangely altered voice-"turn a helpless baby out into 
the wet and storm of-of a Christmas Eve." 

"0, Pip, you're going to be my baby-no, mine
mine, I say;" again all three voices were raised at one 
and the same time, each striving to outbid the others. 
"0, Pip, we'll have to divide you-yes, snip you into 
two-no, into three parts with the scissors. How will 
you like that, Pip?" 

Apparently, Pip looked with no favor on this just 
division of him into three several parts; for suddenly 
and without warning he lifted up his voice in an an
guished and prolonged wail 

"He's scared to death!" exclaimed Judith, hu~giug 
Pill in his entirety jealously to her breast. 

"!t's more likely that he's hungry," said the more 
experienced Mamsie. "Have we any milk, dear?" he 
asked of Ellen. 

"Only What we got for our breakfast, Mamsie." 
"Bring that, then. We surely can go without our 

breakfast-on a Christmas morning-that a little hungry 
('hild may be fed." 

She took the baby and sat down with him in her 
arms, hardly daring to think of the grave uncertainties 
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to which she had Jat eommttted heneH. She only 
knew that one of thOll8 .witt and aearehlD8 teat. that 
reach to the very root and sroaudwork of character ~ 
eome to her aad Ihe had met It In the only way she 
eould. Itwu u tboap &he had been obliged to ltep off 
Ollto a fraU raft, and wltheat oar or any meaDII of de
termlDiD8 be, courae, truIt beneH to the open lea. And 
for the moment she wu uplifted above fear. EYen the 
fear of the uneertalntiee of the future touchlD8 henelf 
and ber belple.. famUy whicb bad been fo~ weeki 
gnawing at ber beart-that, too, bad lomebow. for the 
moment, vanilhed. A lightneu of .plrit, It might be 
frOID the 'Fery deaperatlou of her cue, had taken free 
aad full poII....lon of her. 

Pip had been very huD8r:v. At each .poonful of .us
tenanee offered, he .tretcbed hi. mouth widely In 
the manner of a young fledgling Impatleut for a worm, 
tUl at length a IUping hlccougb proclaimed him full to 
the point of .pllliD8 over. 

Then, leavlD8 Pip to the gtrla' care and bearing a 
caudle, Mam.le went up .tam to brlD8 from the laven
dered hiding place In au upper chamber the cherished 
thinp wblch had clothed her own baby daughteR and 
that were now to become the poI.81l1on of the waif 80 
atrangely drifted Into her oare. Ooly ooce did Mamale 
falter In her tuk, and that was when, with full arms, 
ahe began to de8eeod the . • tatrway. 00 another Chri8t
mat Eve, Juat tweoty-two yean ago that very Dight aod 
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at the self-lame hour, Ihe was placing a whlte-IUppered 
foot on this lame old Italrway. A broad and beautftul 
thing of grace, Ita slender carved hand rall, rich with 
the mellow tonel of age, rounding out Into the tull and 
gracious carve of the final downward step, It had been 
fttly called the "Stairway to Happlne.18" becaule of 10 
many brides-two generations of them before Mamsle'l 
time-having come down ita shining length. 

On thfl night of all nights, memories crowded thfck 
and faIt upon her, and for a moment It leemed al though 

. Ihe would 81nk upon the lteps. 
'l'hen It came to her that thll was not, after all, the 

way by which any had cros8ed the mYltlc border line 
Into Ufe'8 happiness, 

'l'his 8talrway, shining and beautiful though It was, 
was but the outward and visible symbol of the realstalr
way by which she, following after those long-vanished 
brides, and young Windom Walt, who had became her 
hU8band on that long ago night, had passed over Into 
happloells. That stairway-the real stairway-they had 
together bullded for themselves. Ita base lay deep In 
self-llurrender-in kindly though~ln tender deed-each 
(or the other and for so much o( the wide world as lay 
within their reach. Why, all the span of her husband's 
short professionalUfe had been one continuous million 
of mercy, bls very death from yellow fever caught While 
going freely about among its suffering Victims, an act of 
devotion. 
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TlIB STAIBWAY TO HAPPINESS 

0, no, DO, tbis was DOt that over whicb they bad 
eDtered into bapplDeu. Tbat-the real stairway-was a 
thlDg of the spirit, mystic, imperisbable, as are the 
thiugII that belong to God. 



THE STORY OF A CHRISTMAS EVE 

I 
HE baby had scarcely been put into its 
white slip of a night-gown when in walked 
Dr. Glidden, having come in person as 
had been his habit through all the happy, 

.... . changeful years to bring the season's 
greetings. 

It was a pretty sight to sec ' t he girls 
instantly cluster about the benign figure of thi!l most re
vered of friends, one taking his cane, another his hat, 
and still another helping him out of his greatcoat. 

He llstened in silence to the commonplace story of 
the baby. Such things were of daily occurrence. Babies 
were everywhere thrust upon the cold mercies of the 
world with as little care for what might befall them. 
Perhaps it was the night, perhaps it was the smallness 
and helpnessness of little Pip; but, at any rate, some
thing seemed to have filled all their hearts with an in
explicable and overflowing tenderness. 

Saying no word, Dr. Glidden took the little one and 
placed it on his knee, then very gently he'laid his hand 
upon its small, downy head, He, too, had quite forgot
ten that this was a foundling. It might have been the 
Christ, himself, for the welcome one and all had given 
him. 

They were still sitting there, a moved and silent 
group, when all at once a strange and thunderous knock
ing began that shook the old house to its oaken beams. 
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THill STAIRWAY TO HAPPINBSS 

Kam8le again took up the ligbted candle and went 
burriedly through the wide, front ball out of "hlch the 
lltairway wound. Kam8le was unacquainted with fear. 
and yet 8he acknowledged to herself a Beme of 8afety 
in the presence of Dr. Glidden within. Reaching the 
door, 8he flung it widely open. 

It may have been that the group outside were not 
entlrely prepared for the appearance of a 81ender woman 
with 80ftly 8hining, unafraid eyes holding a candle aloft 
as she peered into the night. At any rate-, there was a 
1I0mething hostile-a something 8uggestive of a chal
lenge-a threat, even, in the voice demanding to know 
if a certain M.rs. Wait lived In that hou8e. 

"I am Mrs. Walt,"-tbere was not a tremor In Mam
IIle'8 voice-"will you walk in, gentlemen?" 

One lone man-and not the one who had spoken
8tepped 8wlftly forward into the 80litary ray of light 
made by the candle'8 wind-blown flame. Beyond him 
Kam8le could not. at the moment, see. The darkne811, 
however, 8eemed palpltant with other living, breathing 
peHon8, how many 8he could not 8en8e. 

One 81delong glance was sufficient to assure her that 
the man closely following her was young. There was 
about him a certain disorder of appearance as though he 
might have jumped into hi8 clothes days ago and then 
forgotten ever to take them off. 1'here was a 8trained 
look in hi8 eyes, a haggardness in his face that, taken In 
connection with the telltale 8plotche8 of mud on his 
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TUE STORY OF A, CHRI8THA,8 EVE 

furred overcoat, told of fast and furious ridIng-very 
p08llibly In a forward-leaning posture as though he 
would outride the wInd itself. 

It would have been a curiously interesting thing to 
know just which of the many conflicting emotions surg
ing through the man's soul was at the moment upper
most when Hamsle's Ught touch on the door-knob dis
closed the picture within. It was a very simple picture 
-just a benign and beautiful old man Sitting holding a 
sleeping child In his arms, three young girls hovering 
over both. . 

A hoarse and scarcely articulate sound that seemed 
to have the name of God In it escaped the man's lips. 
In two swift strides he had crossed the room, and him
self stood over the whole group. 

"The little chap's all right, eh?" He spoke breath
lessly and with a swift, sliding Inflection. His voice 
shook and his face had In It the paleness of death. 

"D'you say he's all right, ma'am?" 
At the first sound of his voice all three of the girls 

sprang up and ranged themllelvesln front of the baby, 
hutting him clear away from the sight of this brusque 

interloper, whoever he might be. 
"If you've come after our baby," cried Judith vehe

mently, "you may as well go away. We found him 
first and we mean to keep him." 

"To keep him," tht'y all three exclaimed simulta
neously, "for our very own." 
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TH1!I STAIRWAY TO H PPINE88 

"Hush!" and Mamsie put out her haud for silence. 
No one heeded her. 

"He's ours," chanted the girls together again. They 
formed a half circle, thelr short skirts stretched out as a 
creen, hostility in the eyes of them all. "Pip is ours 

and we mean to have him christened tomorrow, because 
he's a Christmas baby." 

"Christened?" the ghost of a IImile, for just a bare 
second, wavered on the stranger's lips-"christened
Pip?" 

"Why, no, that's what we are going to call him just 
among ourselves. His real name will be-will be-well, 
omethlng quite different. 

"18 it-is it of any interest to you, sir, what we name 
our baby, now that we've adopted him?" 

"Well, yell-a little." Again that suspicion of a 
smile just touched the man's lips. 

"Are you-are you from the Foundlings' Home!" 
"Sorry, but I can't claim the honor." 
"Are you any- any-relation of Pip's?" 
"Only his father. that's ali." 
And then a thing happened that only a skilled phy

Ician could fully have understood. The stranger, witb 
a backward 6ing of his bead, burst Buddenly and crazlly 
into laughter. 

It was little wonder that they all stared at him. 
'l'he revelation and the man's behavior were alike as
tounding. 
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TIll: ~ToltY OF A ('/ClU::;T)f.\!" En.: 

.Iu,lith Wa~ till' til'st to rt'l',)\,pr ~]lee('h, 
""'l'll," ~he ...aill, withl·rin.gl,Y, "it dOI'slI't ~('.'1l1 to 

1111' that nnY!,'HI,\' who would lean' a ,1l'Hr little haby Ilk" 
this out in th" "0111 !Ilu! \\'l,t to stan'l' anrl.lil, dt .1'1'\., .... 

tn I", a futher." 

B~' way of UIIS"'<'I', tlH' "lr:'ll!.rl'r ~ild'lelll,\' !lllcl :dlllo"'t 
rou!!hly thl'll~t ht'" :I~i,le, thrust thellt all tl"hlu. :-:tOlll'
ill~, ht' lifted thl' "leepilll; bahY:lnrl str:litwcl it It) hi~ 
III'art. •.1,1\11:1" lIP stoo(l Iwhli[J~ it so, th.,y ,uw lhut hi ... 
p,\'es "\'"Pl'l! ,,(It. 

'l'hl' bah," stinp,1 :tu(1 uttl'red a ruill~ ('ry. (f1'1It1y, 

th!' father lui,1 it loal'k in Dr. (,li<lI!OIl';; arms. 
"r'll havp to mIle yon to kl'I'P him II littl(, 1011g'I'I'," 

hE' "aid, unll t11i~ time hi!=< voil'" "lnuutll"! f'olltrolkd. 
"'I'lll'rE"!, further bu"inl'''''' to ,10 t.lllighl-~ome te"'~p'uJth
illg'. too, Ihat r 1.':111 elltrust to no OIl<' I.llt my""I\'. 

"You WOII't III i nil, 111111111111 "-he t11rn.-<I towurd ~I r". 
"'ait, who harl "l'urcdy yet re(·o.... t'red Jlrt'~en"1' Ill' mind 
-"you wou't min,l if I throw a guard about your hou"l.', 

will you:'" 
"'Vhy, llO, it' you think it at all 1I1'('('''~al'y, -iI', but, 

II-"ultl it not Ilt' !1 harcJ-h,'artpd JlC'I':-;OU who woul,l hal'tll 
u little I'llild?" 

"'1'111'1'1' are su,'h in th,' world," he 1I1311!' qukk an
s\\'el' -"only foul' Ili~ht;s llg'O Ihi" hoy wa'-; tnl'l'n f!'OlIl hi" 
f'l'ih-!;loll'lI awuy-O, lily (~or1-r l'Xl'et'tpll-" 

'ram~ie's low 1'1')' intel'l'lIl't.:d hilll. 
"Has lH' a ll1()ther~'" 
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THE STAIRWAY TO HAPPINESS 

"If she hasn't drowned herself in her tears." 
"0, then, sir, don't stop here a minute. Throw 

tw~nty goarda, if you wish, about my house, only do not 
keep her In auspense a moment longer. Tell her-O, 
tell her-for me-that not a hair of his head has been 
harmed." . 

"Stooping, she gathered the sleeping baby to her 
tender breast, and as she rose to face the father her own 
eyes were as full of tears as his had been. 

Dr. Gllddon rose at once. 
"I will go with you," he said with grave courtesy; 

you may require a friend's aid." 
And together, they passed out Into the night. 
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· THB STORY OF A CHRISTJ(AS EVB 

OON the sterm, which had been all day 
gathering, broke with sullen fury. The 
wind increased in violence, and the long 
withheld rain poured in a suooe88ion of 
slanting sheets broadside of the old hoWle 
stoutly resisting its beating preaaure. 
The stars faintly showing In the unoer
tain earlier evening had all been blotted 

out of the sky, and, except for the recurrent flash_ of 
lightning In the riven sky, the outside world seemed but 
a mass of trembling blackness fllled with a multlpli~ 
roar as of something alive and moving from far up the 
valll.-y.

The girls huddled on the floor drew closer about their 
mother holding the sleeping baby on her lap. They 
were qulte alone, as all knew, but there were strange 
nois88 breaking every now and then in the dim and silent 
chambers of the upper regions of the h008e as though 
the dead and vanished life up there were awaking and 
endeavoring to join in the universal tumult. 

Hemmed In, surrounded, all but engulfed, It seemed 
to Mamsle's aroused consclousne88 that the rise of an
other hostile wave would surely sweep her and all be
longing to her as driftwood before it, she knew not 
where. 

Of them all, little Pip alone was undisturbed. In 
tbe safe sbelter of Mamsie's encircling arms he slept 
peacefully on, bls breath now and again coming in llttle 
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THE STAIRWAY TO HAPPINB 8 

swift catches, his warm mouth touched at times by a 
fteetlog smile, as thougb be had found a sweet securJty
in tbe port of dreams. 

A paleness came Into !lamsle's cheek and a tremu
lousne88 to her lips. The storm, all at once, bad taken 
on tenlfylng 8ignfftcance. In Ita all-encompassing mlgbt 
It was Uke UDto that Which was rutble8sly sweeping 
down upon ber. At last, doubt and despair bad pounced 
upon her-flbe Was afraid! 

With an inward, angUished cry for belp, wben no 
help was at band, sbe struggled to ber feet, the baby
stlll In her arms. 

"0, don't leave us, Mam8le," wailed tbe girls to
gether, laying restraining hands Upon her. 

"JU8t a moment, dears; I-I tblnk I hear some one 
at the back trying to find the way In, and We must not 
turn any 8belterless away on a night like this." 

Thrusting Pip into Judlth'8 embrace, she slipped 
away from their hold. It was only old Rastus, who had 
made his way through the night and the 8torm to see If 
all Was right with his beloved family. There was 80me
thing Warm and comforting in the old man's presence. 
His father had served Mam8ie's grandfather. In his 
faithfulness and devotion to her and hen. Rastus repre
sented the 8tability that had seemed to eharacterlze the 
old order. She saw that he Was drenched from head to 
foot, the water streaming from tbe ragged cap In his 
trembling old hand, and in her sudden soUcltude for his 
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'l'HE STORY OF A CHRISTMAS EVE 

comfort she almost forgot the storm. Rastus must have 
dry thinl,rs to put on, and she went to fetch them. But he 
was strangely oblivious to his own condition. He didn't 
seem to be aware that his garments were soaked through. 
Something of Infinitely more importance lay heavily 
upon his mind. "Whut you all goin' to hev foh yo dln
nllh tomorrow:''' he asked in a troubled voice. 

"I don't know," said Mamsie simply, witb . !'ludden, 
swift recollection of a multitude fed once Upllll a barley 
loaf and a few small fishes. 

"Hit's mighty cur's to ast folks to dinnah an' not 
know how they's to be fed," the old man said with a 
shake of his gray head, expressive of his own deep mis
givings. 

"Yes, isn't it," and she tried to force a smile, "but 
that is what we appear to have done." 

Before she had ceased speaking, Dr. Gliddon burst 
in through the front door. He, too, brought in with him 
a breath of the storm, but unlike Rastus, he was dry. 
Some provident hand had seen to his protection. A 
majestic looking old man he seemed under the soft, re
vealing light from the old hall chandelier which had 
been set dimly burning, even taller and broader than 
before. 

Mrs. Wait fiew to his side. 
"Sallie," he said tranquilly, before she had time to 

IIpeak, "the gentleman will be back presently to remain 
overnight, possibly through Christmas, with you-he 
and the child. 
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, There'l been .. w....o.. BODlewhere ap throap the 
moaaWn 1'O&d uul the wJna are clow.. Tile" are re
_yIDc the ...... to a. 1IlOther b" ooarier, &lid ..." 
tIlqwill pt l' tihroaI1t before momlDC." tbat her aux1.,.w1ll ahonly be allayed. 

uIf "oa wqald Uke to haYe me,8aIl1e, I abo will re
mtdD W'1th you OYemllb~ I ...Baatu out there. Haye 
hlm Haht ap the ChrlatIPaa Iree, 8all1e, .. he uaed III 
the old da,......n him to pile OIl the wood, that there 
ma~ be a eheerfal glo" 8V8IJW'Ilere, upHalra aDd dOWDo 

''Thfa 1a nob a beaatifGl old houe, 8all1e-eo mel
lowed by tlme-ao redolent of melDOn. flDe aDd Iweet" 
--the old maD'l pH waDdered about a momeDt, then 
futened on the ltaLnray-the beauWal aoarlng •.u
w." dlaappeari.Dg III the obecurtty of the ahadowl aboYe, 
maeh .. humaalife yuiahea at lut III the my.tenel of 
the iDlDlte-"ud yet," he contlllued alowl" aDd medl
.U'Ye1y, ""ou eoald Dot haye kept the old place a1x 
mo.vu. loDlV." 

"I knoW," abe lald with qalvenugllpe and In 10 low 
a whlllper that he did not hear it, although he lomehow 
aeJIHd the meaDlug of It. 

uAnd knowing an that, you aould "et take a little 
child In,,' 

"I oouldn't tQl'D ODe away." 
.. 0, taming foUtI away from your door il a thlDg 

you baYe never yet leamed." He plaoed bla banda in 
faUlerly afrectioD OD the .boalden of the womu be had 
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THE STORY OF A CHRISTMAS EVE 

held as a child upon his knee. "If you had, things 
might have turned out to be vastly different both for 
you and for the child. It would have died-perished in 
the storm-and there would have been an unas9uageable 
grief in a very grand home tonight. 

"You did not know that you Were saving the lIfe of 
what is perhaps the richest baby in all the land-you did 
not know that-" 

"Impossible," cried Mamsie-"you are dreaming." 
"Dreaming, am U"-the old man laughed softly as 

he thrust something' shining and leathery into her hand. 
"And is that a dream, too? Within it Is the price, 

a gang of beasts hunted to their lair thought to place on 
a baby's little life, and since they failed to secure it, it 
falls to you. 'I'here is enough in there to save your home 
-to secure your future-to-" 

"Why-why-SBlIIe, what are you crying for?" 

..
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