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The dear father and mother

Hho first leughi me fo love

The story of the wive men
And the star




PROLOGUE

NOW when Jesus was born in ||}
Bethlehem of Judea in the days ||
of Herod the king, behold, there || |
came wise men from the east to ﬁ
Jerusalem, saying, Where is he |l ¢
that is born King of the Jews? ||/
for we have seen his star in the
east, and are come to worship
M him, .
Then Herud, when he had
privily called the wise men, in-
u'es of them diligently what
'ul.m': the star appeared. And
| he seut them to Bethlehem
’When they had heard the kmg,
they departed ; and, lo, the star
which they saw in the east,
went before them, till it eame
and stood over where the young
child was, When they saw the
star, they rejoiced with exceed-

ing great joy.
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WATDH, still watch, Christina ;
we shall see them here also, my
daughter.”

The old Greek'a face was furned
to the fireglow and between the
masses of hair and beard his wide
forchead shone in its light 'The
words were for the girl at his side
alone, for his voice was low and
fatherly, Yet who will blame me
for hearing what he said as we sat
that Christmas Eve with no lights
save our fire in the room, while a
snowfall muffled all sounds out in
the dark and lifted white arms at
the windows? If you could have
seen them there in the firelight, the
somewhat shaggy yet altogether

ial old man and the girl with

er ami]ineﬁ quietness, yon would I! -
too.

have listen

One summer night in an Oxford
inn I had talked with this stranger
untii the wakeful bells of that
towered town had joined clamor-
ously to warn us of the hour. That
very day we had chanced to meet in
the church long known as St. -
the-Virgin's. It is a storied old
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building and he was standing near
the altar looking down at the little
gravestone which, sheltered in a holy

lace, bears the name Amy Hobsart,
fla seemed to be musing on the
of that ill-fated young wife. Aa
stood near him ge turned, pointed
to the stome and shook his head,
gazing at me out of misty eyes.

That night while a rain was fall-
ing we settled in a snug corner at
the inn, and so fell to talking as
even strangers will do at such times.
What he said hefore we parted
would make & story good to tell;
but it is enough now that I listened
until the bells of Oxford broke the
stillness with long pealing, and then,
far up the rambling stairs, lay won-
dering who this stranger could be,
until the sound of the rain on the
roofs was lost in slee

It happened that f'ﬂiﬂ not see
him again till & day when I spied
him walking slowly in a crowded
street of my own city in America.
He was quickly alert and guarded
st firet, but was hearty enough after
he had placed me in his memory.
We stmﬁed. chatting as we went,
until we came into the quaint en-
closure of a once fashionable square
whose elms and dwellings are left
now to a fading gentility, **Here
are my lodﬁinga. sir," he said, stop.
ping abruptly. “ Will you not give
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me the pleasure of receiving you
within P ™

Theduld-timu lmmr:ker bmugh%
a response. [t was a gir
whm in the door with baa.E:n-
ing face and lifted arms—a girl
maidenly, though molded like a
little woman as is the way with
daughters of the Fast, glowing in
her joyousness, and by every token
of feature, voice and bearing, well-
bred. At sight of me she quickly

uieted her welcome, For my

stood perplexed. To that moment
I had known the old man at my side
as & lone traveler only!

M da.uqhter, gir,” he said, smil-
ing with a pride which lighted up his
eyes. “Christina— your father's
friend.”

So was it, as men see ways past
finding out, that among the guests
in our home on the approaching
Christmas Eve were Dr. ili:e]isamier
and his daughter.

Would that you could have seen
the picture Christina made in the
brightness of our fire when I over-
heard those words, “ Watech, still
watch, Christina ; we shall see them
here also, my daughter® Outlined
in the ruddy light her form moved
not at all. The small hands folded
in her lap did not stir. So
was her gaze into the fireplace that
the waves of lustrous black hair on

i




