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TH E Piper came down the street play-
ing a little lilting tune. His brown
threadbare cloak was drawn round
his shoulders and his fingers twinkled up
and down his pipe. He stopped outside

Brown Owl’s house and played the tune

right through.

Brown Owl put her head out of the
window, and saw him.

*Youn ! " she exclaimed, joyfully. “ And
alone ¥ Where are the children ?*’

“All abed,” the Piper answered.

“ There’s nobody left but you and me.

Are you coming ? '

“Where *” asked Brown Owl,
doubt.

“To the garden,” replied the Piper.
“You've never been to the garden on
Christmas Eve.”

Brown Owl shook her head.

““ Never ! Besides, the sun’s down, and
the gate will be shut !

* Not to me,” said the Piper, smiling.
“Listen ! ” He played a few little croon-
ing notes, which sounded as though the
wind were blowing through the bare
trees on the hillside. Before he had
finished Brown Owl was beside him.

“I'm ready,” she said.

The Piper nodded, and went on playing
as they walked together. Presently they
came to a tall building, high up in which
was a gleam of candle-light from an
open window. Two of the Pack lived
there. :

“I suppose we couldn’t take them with
us 7 Brown Owl asked.

*“ There’s no need,” the Piper answered.
“They’ll be there.” He played once

again the tune with which he first
called Brown Owl. Just as he finished,
the candle in the room above was blown
out. !
“They’re coming,” said the Piper,
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“No; we needn't wait. They know the
““"}.I never heard you play that tune
before,” said Brown Owl, as they walked
on. !

The Piper was playing it softly as he

went. ) 4
“ J¢’s the Christmas tune,” he answered,

stopping for a moment. ‘*I play it
evel;;u;;gear, but you haven’t listened till
now.”

He put the pipe to his lips again, and
Brown Owl remembered that last Christ-
mas there had beenno Pack and no Brown
Owl.

“ Where are you going ? ” she asked, as
the Piper turned down a side street.
““This isn’t the way to the garden.”

The Piper did not answer. He was
playing the Christmas tune so softly that
Brown Owl held her breath to listen. She
knew she had heard it somewhere, but
she could not think what it was.

They stopped outside a dark narrow
house. The windows were shuttered and
the gate locked. The Piper played his
tune through, and waited.

*“Isn’t she coming ? ” whispered Brown
Owl, who knew well who lived inside.

The Piper played again, so clearly that
the tune rang down the street, but the
windows remained shut. A third time
still he played, till the soft notes
mingled together like tears, yet nobody
answered.

“But she knows,” said Brown Owl,
puzzled.

*“ No,” said the Piper, shaking his head.
““If she had known, she would have been
here two Christmases ago.”

e ‘;Can’t we fetch her ?”’ asked Brown
wl.

““ Not this year. Perhaps next, if you
try.”  The Piper turned back to the
street.

“ But can’t they come cither ?”* Brown
Ov‘v‘l Sp;leaded.f “ Hers, I mean.”

me of them may,” the Piper
answered, “by other ways; not wxP:h
her.”

“Oh!” said Brown Owl, slowly. She
gut _her lymd timidly on the Pipegs arm.

Y‘Vg mine be there ?
me and see,” the Piper replied
and he started to play the }t):me a?ga.in,.
By and by they came to the gate of the
garden. The Piper put his hand on the
lateh and it yielded. They passed through

.

leaving the door open behind them.
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hali-bl:iled in ;nho )
i ¢t fallen heavily emough to
Kiul:hul::dp?t)hs. Brown le and th&
Ppiper followed the track till .t-heystoeun_
to a boundary line of gleaming nes
Inside this Brown Owl knew her way wel
enough, and she went to a snogv-eove ed
border where stic;aks and markings gave
ise of spri owers. i,
pr?‘n}ﬂl in go:f time,” said the Piper,
watching as she loosened the earth with
a little pointed stick, and broke _Q%i
the dead wood from the bushes. HG‘
played his tune again, but Brown Owlﬂ ,'5h
her knees by the border, hardly

on

eard. Vg%

i “TLook ! ” said the Piper at last. He
pointed through the darkness to where
the ground rose in a little hill. There was
a cave in the side of it, and as Brown Owl
raised her head a glimmer of light stole
through the opening.

Thegh Piper began to play as he had not
played before. It was the Christmas
tune, but with fuller and deeper har-
monies ; no longer sad as it had been when
he played it outside the darkened house,
but clear and strong so that those who
heard must follow. The light from the
cave grew brighter moment by moment,
till all the garden glowed beneath it.

“Oh! where are they ?” whispered
Brown Owl. “ Won’t they come ? >

There was no answer, and turning, she
found the Piper no longer at her side.
He had gone towards the gate, playing
as he went, and the tune was calling to
people beyond. Brown Owl could hear

The garden lay
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answering voices, and in another moment

the children came trooping through the
gate, singing the Christmas tune. Brown
Owl saw the Piper turn and lead them to
the cave, but her eyes were watching
the throng for those whom she most
desired.
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The singing grew stronger and clearer,
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The Piper had gone into the cave and the

children were pressing after him. Then

right at the end of them all Brown Owl

recognised her own Pack, and at that
moment she knew the tune which the

that the

Piper played and the words
children were singing— ;

““ Once in royal David’s ci \

Stood a lowly cattle Shedcy—" '

Brown Owl crossed the e
and knelt down with the nge:he ig

%

of the cave,
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OMPANY Funds, Company Funds,
how low they get at Christmas

time ! How difficult it is to be

original, how expensive it is to produce a

well-staged performance !

Well, try Living Statucs, and you will
find the most fascinating and attractive
result will ensue, and you will draw
enthusiastic andiences.

The first thing to do is to decide on
the form the statues are going to take.
They may represent almost anything
sou like—may be original, or artistically
correct—groups or single figures.

T will deal here with the statues
“ sculpted ” by a Company of Guides in
(Guernsey, some three or four years ago at
an Island indoor Rally.

The subject taken was Famous British
Women Throughout the Ages. Only a
few minutes were allowed for each Com-
pany performance, and so six statues
were chosen for representation, to be
shown in the allotted quarter of an
hour.

The whole success of the performance
really depended on close attention to
detail. and nothing was left to chance.

These were the characters in their
order : Britannia, Queen Elizabeth, Queen

Viotorin, Florence Nightingale, Filiza-
beth Fry and Edith Cavell, >

Bofore the rise of the curiain o
Guido came before it and read or

recited a prologue explaining  to
the audicnce the meaning of tho
tableanx. She told them how the
Guides sought ever to on{uhﬂn the
splendid example that their sex had
sot in the past, and how they were
going to try to show l“hom some-
thing of the Guide s‘pin(, to which
a true Guide ever aspires.

And then the hall darkened and
to the rousing strains of “Rule,
Britannia!” sung by the Company
out of sight at the side of the stage,
the curtain went up disclosing the
gleaming figure of BRITANNIA, stand-
ing upon her pedestal as if carved in
the very stone she figured.

From the far end of the hall (often
in use for cinema productions) col-
oured limelights played over the
statue, and there was nothing to
detract from the central figure set
before the plain dark green hangings
round the three sides of the stage,
and the dark green carpeted floor.
The curtain rose only for 30 seconds

and fellagain. Rose again, and
then again, as all the while the
strains of the old song, and
specially contributed contralto
solo and violin accompaniment
rang through the room. They
ended and the curtain fell for
the last time.

The prologue then took up the tale
and spoke of British enterprise, and
men like Drake and Raleigh and the
old days when good QUEEN BEss
bade them go forth to find adven-
ture for the honour of their land,
and on the words, the strains of
“ Drake’s Drum *’ rose, and the cur-
tain parted on the tamous Queen,
with parchment roll and seal of
charter, and the ship “The Golden
Hind ” in her hand.

Next QueeN Vicroria held sway
and the choir sang the well-known
* Land of Hope and Glory,” as the
small figure holding both orb and
sceptre in majestic dignity was shown.

To Longfellow’s words :—

Whene’er a noble deed is wrought
Whene'er is spoken a noble thought,
Oar hearts, in glad surprise
To higher levels rise.

. . . .

Honour to those whose words or deeds
Thus help us in our daily needs,
And by their overflow
Raise us from what is low !

Queen Elizabeth.

Thus thought I, as by night 1 read

Of the great army of the dead,
The trenches cold and damp,
The starved and frozen camp,

The wounded from the battle-plain,
In dreary hospitals of pain.

Lo ! in that house of misery

A lady with a lamp I see

Pass through the glimmering gloom
And flit from gloom to gloom.

A lady with a lamp shall stand
In the great history of the land,
A noble type of good

Heroie womanhood.

stood FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE, her lamp
in hand.
__And then to the old song ** Cleansing
Fires ” came Evizasern Fry, that stately
figure, keys in hand to open prison
doors, 2
Lastly, in contrast to the Crimean
nurse, came Eprta Caverr, who died a
willing death to save her countrymen.

And over her came softly Handel's Largo. l

And so it ended.
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Elizabeth Fry.

nd only those who saw it
v really very beautiful it was,

But now I will describe nidx;e.‘ homely

dresses, as shown 'in.thé_bc@om-
inying illustrations, were made of coarse
ite calico, that stood out stiffly when in

>. This was run up roughly by
ichine, most of the dresses ‘being very
iply  made, the skirts just two or

three widths of stuff sea'm,e'd:pp, with

lastic round the waist. % y
ritannia’s  robe  was just gathered
nd the neck, and draped iin folds.

{1 shield—a tea tray, with a charcoal

izn upon the calico. Her trident a

ide stave, with a cardboard whitened

1blem at the top. Her wig a white qhe,
il her helmet a military helmet covered

struoted by a gOOd_I 4_ % 0p g
pe, and all finally painted over. |

calico and with a ¢ tdbo‘?d top,
9} ticky linen

Ilizabeth was far more diffieult. Her

odice had to be more céa

nd

aper, she wore white

nlly

e

the big panniers were pt
with paper/ Her ruff

can realise

gllx strips of Paper.,
¥ © 8at upon a ohair 1l hid-
den), her robe a quilt, wl(;::% gl::}e
he effect of 5 brocaded gown, and

many cushions padq :
underneath. Padded out the statye

Florence Nightingale wag copied
™. the charming statue in Water-
100 Place ; she bent little forward
holt.iing out her (cardboard) lamp.
A simple dress and folded fichu, and
a little cap,
. That of Elizabeth Fry speaks for
itself, the draping shawl was made
of muslin and
Cﬁltico, andj cardboard keys cut
out. }

Nurse Cavell wore an ordin-
ary white dress and apron, as
shown. )

The posing of the statues is
a very difficult thing and re-
quires endless trouble.  The

“statue” has to practise her pose
S0 as to keep perfectly motionless
during her brief exposure to the
audience.

Between each raising of the cur-
tain she relaxes for 15 seconds and
stiffens up again at the hint from
the prompter for the 30 seconds
before the audience. These tiny
rests are, of course, essential and
wonderfully  helpful and must be
encouraged, or else you will find the
Guide never relaxes. The curtain
rises two or three times .upon the
same statue.

Great care must be taken not to
allow the curtain up for a moment
longer than the few seconds per-
mitted, if the figure sways ever so
little, the illusion i§ lost.

The background must be per-
fectly plain.gro A dark self-coloured
drop scene or rather curtain, and
the wings completely govered, shqw-
ing no entrances or exits fmd sloping
from the front to narrowing propor-
tions at the back, forming a sort of

fmlx"i,z' pedestal can be easily made

the cap was made of

out of a firm wooden case, i
tfshuy’af.mmhed oklido, 170 TR

¢ Iaces and arma, &e., are ver -
fully whitened by what is called “Th::z:-
cal wob white,” which can be bought at

t8, the chemiats, for 11d. and 1s. 6d.
& bottle. Thig ig applied with a big
flat brush, and lefs to harden to a sort of
°rust, the eyes of course being tightly
closed. Over this ia dusted plenty of
white powder, and when the figure is
Posed at the last moment, have ready
brush and puff to finjsh off. A plentiful
dab of powder is almoat always a necessity
at the eleventh hour, especially if the
eyes have moved or opened.

the face is in profile of course only
the side facing the audience need be
Whitened, but care must be taken that
People cannot see “round the corner ” if
sitting at the sides of the room.

All depends on the finishing touches
to the folds of the dress, the whitening of
eyelids, &c., just before the curtain goes
up, as there is very little time between
each scene.

The most effective figures can be thus
shown, but remember you are depicting
stone and very little but.the plainest
folds and lines can be allowed in draping.
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Edith Cavell.
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