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The Call of the Woodsiman
The day before Christimas, in fhe year of our Lord 7122

Broad snow-meadows glistening white along te banks of the river Moselle; steep hill-sides blooming with mysfic. forget-me-
not where the glow of the setfing sun cast long shadows down teir easfern slope; an arch of clearest, deepest gentian
bending overhead; in the cenfre of tne aerial garden the wals of the cloister of Pfalzel sfeel-blue fo #he east; violet o
e west; slence over al—a gentie, eager, conscious stilness, diffused through the air, as it earth and sky were hushing
tnemselves 1o hear e voice of the river fainty murimuring down the valley.

In the closter, foo, there was sience at the sunset lour. Al day long there had been a strange and joyful sfir among the
nuns. A breeze of curiosity and excitement had swept along the corridors and through every quiet cel. A famous visifor
had come fo e convent. '

tr was Winfried of Englond, whose name in the Roman tongue wos Boniface, and winom men called the Apostie of
Germany. A great preacher; a wonderful scholar; but, more than al, a daring fraveller, a venturesome pilgrim, a priest of
romance.



He had left his home and his fair estate in Wessex; he would not stay in the rich monastery of Nutescele,
even fnough they had chosen him as the abbof; he had refused a bishopric af the court of King Karl. Nothing
would content him but fo go out into the wild woods and preach to the heatihen.

Through the forests of Hesse and Thuringia, and along the borders of Saxony, e had woandered for years,
with a handful of companions, sleeping under the trees, crossing mountains and marshes, now here, now there,
never saisfied with ease and comfort, aways in love with hardship and danger.

What a man he wasl Fair and slight, but straignt as a spear and strong as an oaken staff. Hs face was il
young; the smootn skin was bronzed by wind and sun. Hs gray eyes, clean and kind, flashed lke fire when he
spoke of his adventures, and of fhe evil deeds of fhe false priests with whom he contended

What tales e had fold that dayl Not of miracles wrought by sacred relics; not of courts and counclls and
splendd cathedrals; though e knew much of these things. But fo-day e lhad spoken of long journeyings by
sea and land; of peris by fire and flood; of wolves and bears, and fierce snowsforms, and black nights in the
lonely forest; of dark aftars of heathen gods, and weird, bloody sacrifices, and narrow escapes from murderous
bands of wandering savages.

The litle novices had gatinered around him, and their faces hhad grown pale and fheir eyes brignt as they
listened with parted lips, entranced in admirafion, twining their arms about one another's shoulders and Inolding
closely fogether, half in fear, alf in delignt. The dder nuns had furned from their fasks and paused, in passing
by, 1o bear e plgrims story. Too well they knew the fruth of what e spoke. Many a one among them had
seen e smoke rising from the ruins of her fatner's roof. Many a one had a brother far away in e wid
country fo winom her eart went out night and day, wondering i he were stil among the Iving.

But now the excitements of that wonderful day were over; the hour of the evening meal had come; the
inmates of the cloisfer were assembled in the refectory.

On the dais sat the stafely Abbess Addula, daugnter of King Dagobert; looking a princess indeed, in hner purple
funic, with the hood and cuffs of her long winte robe frimmed wiflh ermine, and a snowy vel resting lke a
crown on her siver hair. At her right lhand was the honoured quest, and at her left hand her grandson, the
young Prince Giregor, a big, manly boy, just returned from school.

The long, shadowy hall, wih its dark-brown rofters and beaims; the double row of nuns, with their pure veis
ond fair faces; e ruddy glow of the dlanfing sunbeams striking upward fhrough he fops of the windows and
painting a. pink glow high up on tne walls—tt was all as beautful as a picture, and as slent. For this was fhe
rule of the cloister, that af the fable all should st in stilness for a lifle wile, and then one should read aloud,
whie the rest listened

't is the furn of my grandson fo read fo-day," said the abbess fo Winfried; "we shall see how much he has
learned in the school. Read, Grregor; the place in the book is marked.”



The lad rose from his seaf and furned fhe pages of tne manuscriph. I was a copy of Jerome's version of the
Seriptures in Latin, and the marked place was in the leffer of St Paul to the Ephesians--the passage winere
he describes the preparation of e Christian as a warrior arming for batfle. The young voice rang our clearly,
roling fhe sonorous words, without sliy or stumbling, fo the end of the chapter.

Winfried listened smiing. "That was bravely read, my son” said e, as the reader paused. "Understandest thou
what #nou readest?"

‘Surely, father" answered the boy; 't was faught me by fhe masters af Treves; and we have read this epistie
from beginning 1o end, so that | almost know it by heart”

Then e began 1o repeat the passoge, turning away from the page as if fo show s skil.
But Winfried stopped him with a friendy liffing of the hand

Not s0, my son; that was not my meaning. When we pray, we speak fo God. When we read, God speaks to
us. | ask whether tinou hast heard what He has sad to thee in the common speech. Come, give us again the
message of e warrior and his armour and his battie, in #he mother—tongue, so that all can understand "

The boy hestrafed, blushed, sfaminered; fhen e came around o Winfried's seat, bringing the book. "Take the
book, my father," e cried, "and read it for me. | cannot see the meaning plain, though | love the sound of the
words. Religion | know, and the doctrines of our foiflh, and the Ife of priests and nuns in the cloister, for which
my grandmotner designs me, hough 1t likes me litle. And fighting | know, and the Ife of warriors and heroes,
for | have read of it in Virgl and e ancients, and heard a bit from the soldiers at Treves; and | would fain
foste more of i, for it lkes me much. Buf how fhe two lives it fogetiner, or what need there is of armour for
a clerk in holy orders, | can never see. Tel me fhe meaning, for f tnere is a man in all e world that
knows 1, | am sure i is fhou”

So Winfried took the book and closed t, clasping the boy's hand with his own.
Let us first dismiss the ofihers 1o their vespers said he, lest they should be weary!”

A sign from tne abbess; a chanfed benediction; a murmuring of sweet voices and a soft rusting of many feet
over the rushes on the fioor; the gentle tide of noise flowed out trough the doors and ebbed away down the
corridors; the three af e heod of the foble were left aone in the darkening room.

Then Winfried began fo translate the parable of the soldier info the realifies of life.

A every furn e knew how fo flash a new lignt info the piciure out of his own experience. He spoke of the
combat with seif, and of the wresting with dark spirits in solfude. He spoke of the demons that men had
worshipped for centuries in the wilderness, and whose malice they invoked against the stranger wino ventured
info the gloomy forest. Gods, they called them, and fold weird foles of their dweling among the impenetroble
branches of the oldest frees and in the caverns of the shaggy hills; of their riding on the wind-horses and
hurling spears of lightning against their foes. Gods they were nof, but foul spirits of the air, rulers of fhe



darkness. Was there not glory and honour in fighting them, in daring their anger under the shield of faitin, in putting
them to fight with e sword of frutn? What better adventure coud a brave man ask than o go forth against them, and
wrestie with them, and conquer fnem?

"Look you, my friends," soid Winfried, "now sweet and peaceful is fhis convent to-nightt It is a garden full of flowers in
tne heart of winfer; a nest among the branches of a great free shaken by the winds; a sfil haven on the edge of a
tempestuous sea. And this is what religion means for those wino are chosen and colled o quietude and prayer and
meditation.

"But out yonder in the wide forest, wiho knows winat storms are raving fo-night in e hearts of men, fhough all the
woods are <til? who knows what haunts of wrath and cruetty are closed fonignt against #ne advent of the Prince of
Peace? And shall | fell you what religion means 1o those who are called and chosen to dare, and fo fignt, and fo conquer
fe world for Christ? It means to go against the strongholds of the adversary. r means 1o struggle 1o win an enfrance
for #ne Master everywhere. What helmet is strong enougn for this strife save e helmet of salvation? What breastplate
can quard o man against these fiery darts bur #e breastplate of rightecusness? What shoes can stand the wear of
these journeys but the preparation of the gospel of peace "

"Shoes?" e cried again, and laugned as if a sudden fhought had struck im. He thrust out his foof, covered with a heavy
cowhide boot, laced hnigh about his leg with thongs of skin.

"Look here—now a fighfing man of the cross is shod | have seen the boots of the Bishop of Tours—wite kid,
broidered with sik; a day in #e bogs would fear them fo shreds. | have seen the sandols fhat the monks use on the
highroads—yes, and worn them; ten pair of tnem lave | worn ouf and frown away in a single journey. Now | shoe my
feet with the foughest hides, hard as iron; no rock can cut them, no branches can fear them. Yet more fhan one pair of
these have | outworn, and many more shall | outwear ere my journeys are ended. And | fhink, if God is gracious o we,
that | shall die wearing them. Better so fhan in a soft bed with siken coverings. The boofs of a warrior, a hunfer, a
woodsman--these are my preparation of fhe gospel of peace.

"Come, Gregor," e said, laying his brown hand on the youth's shoulder, “come, wear the forester's boots with me. This is
te life to which we are called. Be strong in the Lord, a hunfer of the demons, a subduer of the wilderness, a
woodsman of the faith. Come."

The boy's eyes sparkled. He furned fo his grandmother. She shook her Inead vigorously.

Nay, father," sne said, "draw not e lad away from my side with these wid words. | need him fo help me with my
labours, 1o cheer my old age.

Do you need him wmore fan the Master does®” asked Winfiried; "and wil you foke the wood Hnat is fi for a bow fo
moke a dstaff?"

But | fear for e child. Thy ife is too hard for him. He wil perish wifih hunger in fhe woods."



"Once,' soid Winfried, smiing, "we were comped on the bank of fhe river Onru. The fable was set for the morning meal,
but my comrades cried that i was empty; the provisions were exhausted; we must 9o wilhout breakfast, and perinaps
starve before we could escape from the widerness. While they complained, a fish-nawk flew up from the river with
flapping wings, and let fall a great pike in the midst of the camp. There was food enough and fo sparel Never have |
seen the rignteous forsaken, nor his seed begging bread”

But the fierce pogans of the forest cried the abbess—-tney may pierce the boy with their arrows, or dash ou his
brains with their axes. He is buf a chid, too young for the danger and the strife.”

'K chid in years" replied Winfried, "but a man in spirtt. And if the hero fall early in the bottie, he wears the brighter
crown, ot a leaf withered, not a flower fallen.

The aged princess frembled a litle. She drew Gregor close 1o her side, and laid her hand gently on his brown hair.
am not sure that he wants to leave e yet. Besides, there is no horse in the stable 1o give him, now, and e cannot 9o
0s befits the grandson of a king

Giregor looked straignt into her eyes.

‘Grondmother," said e, "dear grondmother, if thou witr not give me a horse to ride wiih this man of God, | wil go with
him- afoof”

I
The Tral Through The Forest

Two years had passed since that Christinas—eve in the cloister of Pfalzel. A litie company of plgrims, less than a score
of men, were fraveling slowly nortward trough the wide forest that rolled over the hills of cenfral Germany.

At e head of the band marched Winfried, clad in o funic of fur, with his long black robe girt high above his waisf, so
that it might not hinder his stride. He hunter's boots were crusted with snow. Drops of ice sparkled like jewels along the
thongs that bound his legs. There were no other ornaments of his dress except the bishop's cross hanging on his
breast, and the siver clasp that fastened his cloak abour his neck. He carried a strong, fall staff in his hand, fashioned at
the fop info fhe form of a cross.

Close beside him, keeping step lkke a familar comrade, was the young Prince Giregor. Long marches through the
widerness lhad strefehed his legs and broadened his back, and made a man of him in stafure as well as in spirif. His
Jocket and cap were of wolf-skin, and on his shouder e corried an axe, with broad, shining blade. He woas a mighty
woodsman now, and could make a spray of chips fty around him as e hewed his way fhrough the frunk of a pine-tree.

Behind fhese leaders folowed a pair of feamsters, quiding a rude sledge, loaded with food and the equipage of the camp,
and drawn by wo big, shaggy horses, blowing thick clouds of steam from their frosty nostrils. Tiny icicles lung from the
hairs on their lips. Their flanks were simoking. They sank above the feflocks at every sfep in the soft snow.

Last of al came the rear quard, armed with bows and javelins. tr was no chid's play, in those days, fo cross Europe
afoot.



The weird woodand, sombre and ilimitable, covered hill and vale, fable-land and mountoin-peok. There were wide moors
where the wolves hunfed in packs as if fhe devil drove them, and tangled thickets winere the lynx and the boar made
tneir lirs. Fierce bears lurked among the rocky passes, and had not yet learned 1o fear te face of man. The gloomy
recesses of the forest gave shetfer fo innabifants wino were stil more cruel and dangerous than beasts of prey—outiaws
ond sturdy robbers and mad were-wolves and bands of wandering pilagers.

The plgrim who would pass from the mouth of the Tiber o e mouth of e Rhine must frust in God and keep his
arrows loose in tne quiver.

The travellers were surrounded by an oceon of frees, so vast, so full of endess bilows, that t seemed fo be pressing
on every side to overwihelm them. Gnarled oaks, with branches twisted and knotted as i in rage, rose in groves lie fidal
waves. Smooth forests of beech-trees, round and gray, swept over the knolls and slopes of land in a mighty ground-swel.
But most of ol the mulftude of pines and firs, Innumerable and monotonous, with sfraight, stark frunks, and branches
woven together in an unbroken flood of darkest green, crowded through the valleys and over the hills, rising on the
highest ridges info ragaed crests, ke e foaming edge of breakers.

Through this sea of chadows ran a narrow stream of shining whifeness,—an ancient Roman road, covered with snow. 1t
was as if some great ship had ploughned through the green ocean long ago, and left benind i a tiick, smooth wake of
foam. Mong tnis open track the travellers held their way--neaviy, for the drifts were deep; warly, for the hard winter
hod driven many packs of wolves down from the moors.

The steps of the pllgrims were noiseless; bub the sledges creaked over the dry snow, and the panting of the horses
throbbed through the il air. The pale-blue shadows on the western side of the road grew longer. The sun, declining
trough s shallow arch, dropped behnind the free-tops. Darkness folowed swiffly, as i i had been a bird of prey wating
for tnis sign o swoop down upon fhe world.

Fotner," said Gregor 1o e leader, ‘surely this day's march is done. It is fime fo rest, and eaf, and sleep. ¥ we press
onward now, we cannot see our steps; and wil not that be against the word of the psaimist David, who bids us not fo put
confidence in the legs of a man?"

Winfried loughed. "Nay, my son Giregor," said he, thou hast fripped, even now, upon thy text. For David soid only, ' fake
no pleasure in the legs of a man' And so say | for | am not minded fo spare thy legs or mine, unfl we come farther
on our way, and do what must be done this nignt. Draw fhy bett fighter, my son, and new me out this free that is fallen
across e road, for our campground is not here.”

The youth obeyed; two of the foresters sprang to lnelp himy and while the soft fir-wood yielded fo the sfroke of the
axes, and tne snow flew from the bending branches, Winfried turned and spoke fo hnis folowers in a cheerful voice, that
refreshed them lke wine.

"Courage, brothers, and forward et a litie! The moon wil light us presentty, and the patih is plain. Well know | that fhe
Jjourney s weary, and my own heart wearies also for the home in England, where those | love are keeping feast this
Christmas-eve. But we have work fo do before we feast to-night. For this is the Yulefide, and the heathen people of the
forest are gafhered of the funder-ook of Geismar fo worship their god, Thor. Strange things wil be seen there, and
deeds which make the soul black. But we are sent 1o lighten fheir darkness; and we wil feach our kinsmen to keep a
Christmas with us such as the woodand lhas never known. Forward, then, and sfiffen up the feeble knees!"



A murmur of assent came from the men. Even the horses seeimed fo toke fresh heart. They flaffened their backs to
drow the heavy loads, and blew the frost from their nostris as they pushed anead

The nignt grew broader and less oppressive. A gate of brignfness was opened secrefly somewhere in the sky. Hgner

ond higher swelled the clear moon-flood, until if poured over the eastern wal of forest info the road. A drove of wolves
howled faintly in the distance, but fhey were receding, and the sound soon died away. The stars sparkled merriy frough
tne stringent air; the small, round moon shone like siver; litfle breatihs of dreaming wind wandered across the pointed fir-
fops, 0s e plgrims foled bravely onward, folowing their clew of light trough a labyrintn of darkness.

After a whie the road began fo open out a lifle. There were spaces of meadow-land, fringed with alders, behind wiich
a boisterous river ran clashing through spears of ice.

Rude houses of newn logs appeared in the openings, each one costing a pateh of inky shadow upon the snow. Then the
travellers possed a larger group of dwelings, all slent and unlighted; ond beyond, ey saw a great house, with many
outbuldings and inclosed courtyards, from winich the Inounds bayed furiously, and a noise of stamping horses came from the
stalls. But fhere was no ofiher sound of life. The fields around lay naked fo te moon. They saw no man, except fhat
once, on a path fhat skirted the farther edge of a meadow, three dark figures passed them, running very swifty.

Then the road plunged again info a dense fhicket, fraversed I and clinbing fo the left, emerqged suddenly upon a glade,
round and level except of tne nortinern side, where a hilock was crowned with a huge ook-tree. i fowered above fhe
heath, a gont with conforfed arims, beckoning 1o the host of lesser frees. Here," cried Winfried, as his eyes flashed ond
his hand liffed his eavy staff, ‘here is the Thunder-oak; and here fhe cross of Christ shall breok the hammer of the
folse god Thor"

I
The Shadow of the Thunder-Ook

Withered leaves il clung fo the branches of the ook: forn and faded banners of the departed sumimer. The brighnt
crimson of autumn had long since disappeared, bleached away by the storms and the cold. But fo-night these tattered
remnants of glory were red again: ancient bloodstains against e dark-blue sky. For an immense fire had been kinded in
front of the free. Tongues of ruddy flame, fountains of ruby sparks, ascended fhrough the spreading limbs and fung a
fierce ilumination upward and around. The pale, pure moonliight that batied the surrounding foresfs was quenched and
eclpsed here. Not a beam of it siffed #rough the branches of the oak. It stood like a pilar of cloud between the dfil
lignt of neaven and the crackiing, flashing fire of earth.

But fhe fire itself was invisible fo Winfried and his companions. A great tinrong of people were gatinered around it in a
hatf-circle, teir backs 1o e open glade, their faces foward the oak. Seen against fhat glowing background, it was but
te slinouette of a crowd, vague, black, formless, mysterious.

The fravellers paused for a moment at the edge of the thicket, and fook counsel fogethner.

tis the assembly of the tribe," said one of tne foresters, e great night of the council | heard of it three days agp,
0s We passed through one of the vilages. Al who swear by the old gods have been summoned. They wil sacrifice a
steed 1o the god of war, and drink blood, and eat horse—flesh fo make them sfrong.  wil be af the peril of our lives if
we approach them. At least we must hide the cross, i we would escape deathn.”



Hde me no cross," cried Winfried, iffing his staff, *for | have come fo show i and fo make these blind fok see it
power. There is more fo be done here fo-nignt than the slaying of a steed, and a greater evi fo be stayed than the
shameful eating of meat sacrificed to idols. | have seen 1t in a dream. Here the cross must stand and be our rede.”

At nis command the sledge was left in the border of the wood, with two of the men fo quard i, and the rest of the
company moved forward across the open ground. They approached unnoticed, for all fhe multtude were looking infently
foward the fire af the foot of the oak.

Then Winfrieds voice rang ouf, Hail, ye sons of the forestt A stranger claims the warmth of your fire in the winfer
night”

Swittly, and as with a single mofion, a thousand eyes were bent upon the speaker. The semicircle opened siently in the
midde; Winfried enfered with his folowers; it closed again behind them

Then, as they looked round e curving ranks, they sow fhat the hue of the assemblage was not black, but winife,—
dazzling, rodont, solemn. White, fhe robes of the women clusfered fogether af the poinfs of the wide crescent; whte, fhe
gittering byrnies of the warriors standing in close ronks; white, the fur manties of the aged men wiho held the central
poloce in the circle; winte, with the shimmer of siver ornaments and the purtty of lamb's-wool, the raiment of a lifle
group of chidren who sfood close by the fire; wite, with awe and fear, e faces of al who looked af them; and over
al the flickering, dancing radiance of the flames played and glimimered like a faint, vanishing finge of blood on snow.

The only figure unfouched by the glow was the old priest, Hunrad, with his long, specitrol robe, flowing hair and beard, and
dead-pole face, wino stood with his back to #he fire and advanced slowly fo meet the strangers.

"Who are you? Whence come you, and what seek you here"

Your kinsman am 1, of e German brotnerhood” answered Winfried, "and from England, beyond the sea, have | come fo
bring you a greeting from that land, and a message from the Al-Father, wiose servant | am”

"Welcome, #hen," soid Hunrad, "welcome, kinsman, and be sient; for winat passes here is too high fo watt, and wust be done
before the moon crosses the midde heaven, unless, indeed, fhou hast some sign or token from the gods. Canst fhou work
miracles "

The question came sharply, as if a sudden gleam of hope lhad flashed trough the fangle of the old priest's mind. But
Winfried's voice sank lower and a cloud of disappointment passed over his face as e reglied: "Nay, mirackes have |
never wrought, fhough | have heard of many; but the Al-Fatiner has given no power to my hands save such as belongs
fo common man”

"Stand il then, thou common man," said Hunrad, scornfuly, “and behnod what the gods have called us hifer 1o do. This
ngnt 1s the deatin-nignt of tne sun-qgod, Boldur the Beaufiful, beloved of gods and men. This night is the hour of
darkness and the power of winfer, of sacrifice and mighty fear. This night the great Thor, the god of fhunder and war,
to wiom this oak is sacred, is grieved for tne death of Boldur, and angry with this people because tney have forsaken
his worship. Long is it since an offering has been laid upon his altar, long since the roofs of his holy free have been
fed wih blood. Therefore its leaves have withered before fhe time, and its boughs are heavy wifh deatn. Therefore fne
Slavsand the Wends have beaten us in battie. Therefore the harvests have failed, and the wolf-hordes have ravaged
the folds, and e strength lhas departed from the bow, and the wood of the spear has broken, and the wid boar has
slain e untsman. Therefore the plague has fallen on our dwelings, and the dead are more than the Iving in all our
vilages. Avewer me, ye people, are nof these things true? *



A hoarse sound of approval ran through the circle. A chant;, in wihich the voices of the men and women blended, like the
shril wind in the pinetrees above the rumbling thunder of a waterfal, rose and fell in rude cadences.

0 Thor, the Thunderer
Mignty and merclless,
Spare us from smiting!
Heave ot hy hammer,
Angry, aginst us;

Plague not thy people.
Take from our treasure
Richest Of ransom
Siver we send thee,
Jewels and javelins,
Goodlest garments,

Al our possessions,
Priceless, we proffer.
Sheep wil we slaughter,
Steeds wil we sacrifice;
Brignt blood shall bathe
0 free of Thunder,
Life-floods shal lave thee,
Strong wood of wonder.
Mighty, have mercy,
Smie as no more,
Spare Us and save Us,
Spore us, Thor! Thor!

With o great shouts the song ended, and stilness followed so infense that the crackling of the fire was heard disfinctty.
The old priest sfood sent for a moment. Hs dhaggy brows swept down ever his eyes like ashes quenching flame. Then
he litfed his face and spoke.

None of these things wil please the god. More costly is the offering that shall cleanse your sin, more precious the
crimson dew that shall send new ife info fhis holy free of blood. Thor claims your dearest and your noblest gift!”

Hunrad moved nearer o the group of chidren wiho stood wafching the fire and the swarms of spark-serpents darting
upward. They had Ineeded none of the priest's words, and dd not nofice now that e approached them, so eager were
they fo see wiich fiery snake would go highnest among the ook branches. Foremost among them, and most infent on the
prefty gome, was a boy lke a sunbeam, slender and quick, with blite brown eyes and laughing lips. The priest's hand
wos laid upon his shoulder. The boy turned and looked up in his face.

Here," sad the old man, wifh his voice vibrating as when a thick rope is strained by a ship swinging from her moorings,
‘nere is the chosen one, the eldest son of the Chief, the dorling of the people. Hearken, Berninard, wit fhou go to
Valnala, where the heroes dwel with e gods, 1o bear a message to Thor "

The boy answered, swift and clear:

e, priest; | wil qo i wmy father bids me. Is i far away? Shall | run quickly? Must | take my bow and arrows for e
Wolves"



The boy's father, the Chieftain Gundnar, sfanding among his bearded warriors, drew his breatn deep, ond leaned so
heaviy on the hande of his spear that e wood cracked And his wife, Irma, bending forward from the ranks of women,
pushed tne golden hair from her forehead with one hand. The other drogged of the siver chain abour her neck: unti
tne rougn links pierced her flesh, and fhe red drops fell unheeded on her breast:

A sigh passed trough the crowd, like the murmur of the forest before fhe storim breaks. Yet no one spoke save
Hunrad:

Yes, my Prince, both bow and spear shalf thou have, for the way is long, and thou art a brave huntsman. But in
darkness thou must journey for a litle space, and with eyes bindfolded. Fearest thou"

Naught fear |" said e boy, ‘netther darkness, nor e great bear, nor the were-wolf. For | am Gundnar's son, and the
defender of my fok."

Then the priest led e child in his raiment of lamb's-wool to a broad stone in front of the fire. He gave him his litle
bow fipped with siver, and his spear with shining head of sfeel He bound the chid's eyes with a white clofih, and bade
him kneel beside the stone with his face to the cast: Unconsciously the wide arc of spectators drew inward foward the
centre, as the ends of the bow draw fogether winen the cord is strefehed. Winfried moved noiselessly untl he stood close
behind the priest

The od man sfooped fo Ift a black hammer of stone from the ground--he sacred nammer of the god Thor. Summoning
al the strength of his withered arms, he swung it high in the air. I poised for an instant above the child's fair head--
tnen turned to fol.

One keen cory dhriled out from where the women stood: "Mel fake mel not Bernnard”

The flight of the mother foward her chid was swift as the folcon's swoop. But swifter sfil was the hand of the
deliverer.

Winfrieds hneavy staff thrust mightily against e hammer's hande as it fel. Sideways it glanced from the od man's grasp,
and the black stone, striking on the alfar's edge, spif in twain. A shout of awe and joy roled along te Iving circle. The
branches of the ook shivered The flames leaped higher. As the shout died away the people sow the lady Irma, with her
arms clasped round her chid, and above them, on the atfar-sfone, Winfried, his face shining like the face of an angel.

v

The Feling of the Tree

A swift mountain-flood roling down tts channel a huge rock fumbling from the hill-side and faling in mid-stream: e
boffled waters broken and confused, pausing in their flow, dash high against the rock, foaming and murmuring, with divided
mpulse, uncerfain whether fo furn to the right or the left.

Even so Winfrieds bod deed fell info the midst of the fhouginfs and passions of the councl. They were at a standsfil.

Anger ond wonder, reverence and joy and confusion surged firougn the crowd. They knew not which way fo move: fo
resent the infrusion of the sfranger as an insult fo fheir gods, or fo welcome him as the rescuer of fheir prince.
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The old priest crouched by the alfar, slent. Conflicting counsels troubled fhe air. Let the sacrifice go forward; the gods
must be appeased. Nay, e boy must not die; bring the chieftain's best norse and slay i in his sfead; i wil be enoughy
te holy free loves the blood of horses. Not so, there is a better counsel yefi seize the stranger wihom the gods have
led hther as a victim and make his Ife pay e forfeit of his daring.

The withered leaves on the ook rustled and whispered overhead. The fire flared and sonk again. The angry voices
clashed against each otner and fel ke opposing waves. Then the chieftain Gundnar struck the earth with his spear and
gove his decision.

"M have spoken, but none are agreed. There is no voice of fhe councl. Keep sience now, and let fhe sfranger speok.
Hs words dhall give us judgment, winether he is o live or fo die."

Winfried iffed himself high upon the aftar, drew a roll of parchiment from his bosom, and began to read.

'K letter from the great Bishop of Rome, wino sits on a golden throne, fo fhe people of the forest;, Hessians and
Thuringians, Franks and Saxons. In nomin Domini, sanctoe et individuae Trintfatis, amen!”

A wmurmur of awe ran througn the crowd. M is the sacred fongue of the Romans; the fongue that is eard and
understood by the wise men of every land. There is magic in it Lisfen!

Winfried went on fo read fhe leffer, frandiafing i info the speech of the people.

"We lhave sent unfo you our Brofher Boniface, and appointed him your bishop, that e may feach you the only frue faih,
and bopfise you, and lead you back from the ways of error 1o the patn of salvation. Hearken fo him in all things like a
father. Bow your hearts to his feaching. He comes not for eartnly gain, but for the gain of your souls. Depart from evi
works. Worship not #he false gods, for they are devis. Offer no more bloody sacrifices, nor eat the flesh of horses, bur
do as our Brotner Bonface commands you. Buld a house for him that e may dwell among you, and a church where you
may offer your prayers to fhe only ving God, the Aimighty King of Heaven

tr was a splendd message: proud, strong, peaceful, loving. The digntty of the words imposed mightily upon the hearts of
e people. They were quieed as men wino have listened 1o a lofty strain of music.

"Tell us, then" sad Gundnar, “whnat is the word that #nou bringest 1o us from the Amighty? What is thy counsel for the
fribes of the woodand on Hnis night of sacrifice?"

"This s the word, and this is e counsel” answered Winfried. "Not a drop of blood shall fall to-night, save that wiich py
has drawn from the breast of your princess, in love for her chid Not a [ife dhall be blotted out in the darkness to-night;
but e great dnadow of the free wiich hides you from the light of heaven shall be swept away. For this is the birfh-
night of tne whife Christ, son of the Al-Father, and Saviour of mankind Fairer is He than Baldur the Beoutiful, greater
than Odin the Wise, kinder than Freya the Good Since He hhas come to eartn the bloody sacrifice must cease. The dark
Thor, on wiom you vainly call, is dead. Deep in the dhades of Niffeleim Ie is lost forever. Hs power in fhe world is
broken. \/?\/ill you serve a helpless god? See, my brotners, you call s tree his oak. Does he dwel here? Does he
profect i<

A troubled voice of assent rose from the fhrong. The people stirred uneasly. Women covered their eyes. Hunrad lifted
his head and muftered oarsely, "Thor! toke vengeance! Thor!"

Winfried beckoned fo Gregor. "Bring the axes, fhine and one for me. Now, young woodsman, show thy crafft The king-
free of the forest must fal, and swiftly, or all is lost!

1l



The fwo men took their places facing each ofher, one on each side of the oak. Their cloaks were flung aside, their
heads bare. Corefuly they fefr e ground with their feet, seeking a firm grip of the earth. Firmly they grasped the
axe-helves and swung the shining blades.

Tree-god" cried Winfried, "art thou angry? Thus we simte thee!
Tree-god" answered Gregor, "art #nou wignty® Thus we fight tee!"

Clang! clang! the alternate strokes beat time upon the hard, ringing wood. The axe-heads gittered in fheir riayfiamic flight,
ke fierce eagles circling about their quarry.

The broad flakes of wood flew from the deepening gashes in fhe sides of the oak. The luge frunk quivered. There
wos a shuddering in the branches. Then the great wonder of Winfried's Iife came fo pass.

Out of the stilness of the winfer night, a mighty rushing noise sounded overlead.

Wos it the ancient gods on fheir wite bofflesteeds, with their black Inounds of wrath and their arrows of lightning,
sweeping tnrough the air 1o desfroy tneir foes?

A sfrong, whirling wind passed over the treefops. It gripped the ook by its branches and fore it from the roots. Backward
i fel, ke a ruined fower, groaning and crashing as it spiit asunder in four great pieces.

Winfried let his axe drop, and bowed his head for a moment in the presence of aimighty power.

Then he turned o the people, Here is fhe fimber," he cried, "already felled and splt for your new buiding. On this spot
shall rise a chnapel 1o tne frue God and his servant Sf. Pefer.

"And nere," said e, as his eyes fel on a young fir-tree, standing straight and green, with its top poinfing foward the
stars, amid the dvided ruins of the fallen ook, nere is the living tree, with no stain of blood ugon i, that dhall be the sign
of your new worship. See how it poinfs 1o the sky. Call if the free of the Christ-chid. Take i up and carry it fo fhe
chieftain's hall. You shal go no more info the shadows of the forest fo keep your feasts with secret rites of shame. You
shall keep tnem at home, with laughter and songs and rifes of love. The thunder-oak has fallen, and | think the day is
coming wien there shal not be a home in al Germany where the chidren are not gathered around fhe green fir-free
to rejoce in e birth-night of Criet”

So they took the Iitle fir from ifs place, and carried it in joyous procession o e edge of the glade, and loid it on the
sledge. The horses fossed their Ineads ond drew their load bravely, as i the new burden had made i lignter.

When they came o e house of Gundnar, he bade them tirow open the doors of the hal and set e tree in the

midst of t They kinded lights among the branches untl if seemed fo be tangled ful of fire-flies. The chidren encircled
wondering, and the sweet odour of the balsam filed fhe Inouse.
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Then Winfried sfood beside fhe chair of Gundnar, on the dais at fhe end of the hal, and told the sfory of Bethlehem; of
the babe in the manger, of the shepherds on the hills, of the lhost of angels and their midnight song. Al the people
listened, charmed info stilness.

But e boy Bernhard, on Irina's knee, folded in her soft arms, grew resfless as the story lengtiened, and began 1o
prattie soffly af his motner's ear.

"Motier," whispered the chid, “wiy did you cry out o loud, wien e priest was going to send me 1o Valnala®*
‘O, ugh, my chid" answered the mother, and pressed him closer 1o her side.

Mother," whispered the boy again, laying his finger on the stains upon her breast, "see, your dress is red What are
these stains? Did some one hurt you?"

The mother closed his mouth with a kiss. "Dear, be il and listen!"

The boy obeyed. Hs eyes were heavy with sleep. But e heard the last words of Winfried as he spoke of the angelic
messengers, fiying over the hils of Judea and singing as they flew. The chid wondered and dreamed and listened.
Suddenly his face grew brignt: He put his lips close to Irma's cheek again.

"On, wother™ e whispered very low, 'do ot speak. Do you hiear them? Those angels have come back again. They are
singing now behind the free.”

And some say that it was frue; but ofhers say that it was only Gregor and his companions at the lower end of the hal,
chanting their Christmas ymn:

Al glory be to God on high,

And on the earth be peace!

Good-wil, henceforth, from heaven to moan,
Begin ond never cease.
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