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Under Northern Skies ‘

A Christmas Story for Children, by N. de Bertrand Lugrin.

NAX ARY ADAMS tirned down the lamp a little.
- Day was dawning.
vei')),' tlean and dusted it thoroughly. The kettle

ingin i : y heater; and there -
was singing cheerily on top of the ; an g
were some warm biscuits wrapped in ‘a napkin on the

table that stood near the stove. = Mary pursed her little

mouth primly and looked about her small domain com-

placently. Even mother could not have done much
v E » 2 .

object of Mary’s pride and delight; a small : 'shéiely
littjle fir-tree set firmly in a box. She and Davie had
cut it yesterday,-and tonight, tonight, when mother and
father came homie, and Davie and the twins were asleep,

thems, with his eyes full-of

g y ;
brighter, she blew out the light,
dow gave alittle laugh of purest

. Christmas weather, the, whole
sfiow. ‘ghe;“:an to the door, opening

e door and- flew into the bed-room.
¢ cried, ber
bed,

T

his knees,
jumping

- “Yes 'tis, yes *tis Da

glass. “Iknow it’s my muvver.” : i

~ But wbmﬁ%mqbw the door, heslittle
cheeks were white and. she wis swallowing hard. The
sled had stopped very quietly and someone was knock-
ing SOREY: oo e e & : :

- “Oh, it's you, Mr, Ericson.” '~ Mary spoke very
bravely. ‘Mﬂume in?”’ - She openeéd the door

wide. £ hea

“I ain’t got de time for dat” sald the big Swede,
through his icicled beard. He smiled down upon the
little. girl. ‘I'bringed you dis letter,” he went on. “You’
mama’s awful sad about you.” He handed her a bulky
envelope and then from his pocket took a small box.
“This is little present from me, some candies for you an’
Dayie.” ;

“Thank you,” said Mary, swallowing again.
my father worse?” p

*1s, is

L

A Christmas Carol.

BY FRANK L CLARKE.

Arouse ye, gallant gentles all.
Ye ladies fair awake ;
This day God’s Son is come to earth

For man his sinful sake. 1
\ : :

This day a little tiny child
Is born'in Bethlehem ;

All in a lowly stable there
Is hid this precious gem.

His cradle is the humble stall
Where erst the cattle fed;

But angels chorus loud his praise
And hover o’er his bed.

Poor shepherds watching, from afar
The heavenly voices hear
¢ And, guided by his natal star,
To worship him draw near.

So, rouse ye, gallant gentles all, ~
This blithesome Christmas morn ;
Good will and peace attend us all
The day the Christ is born.
[ 4 245 :

She had swept the cabin .

it with candies and apples' - *:father’s trunk in Davie’s stocking. - Mr. Eri
o would be lame still of

‘burst into a snatch of song,.
: fhe-ran to Dayie and took the rest.of the candies from:
and ‘every. tree wrapped»mv-; i

g out. As she did so, suddenly
'to her ears the musical jingle of -~

ling over the, round.
h, Davie, wake :,p‘i

repeated Davie
up and down as. .

»;litt.lg boy begaito
. ‘on"a long; lg J

“You’ daddy’s fine, just fine, but he’s lame yet,” Eric-
son said kindly.-“Neffer mind. Next week I think you’
mamma. come home.” ;

When he had gone Mary gave the candies to Davie,
‘Wwhose little legs were trembling pitifully as he looked
sorrowfully at her, then taking the letter to the window
-she opened it. Davie had begun to sob a little, but when
he saw the candies he ceased immediately. . Her mother
wrote that the doctor thought her father should not:be
moved from the hospital yet and she did not like to leave
him. They would have their Christmas at New Years,
unless, and the unless was underlined, it would bé pos-
sible for Mary to take Davie on the sled and get to the
bridge in time to catch the stage. Then they could all be
ather In. - “But 'perhaps you had™ better
mother went on. = “It is:ajlong twe miles
and it may be storming; " Be a br:
are, dear, and put the little hotse ‘that you'll

‘not take any parcels-for me. He has a mont
ceries, and his sled is more than full” With lots of klsses

't0 you and Davie. Your loving mother.” - . I .
* When Mary- finished reading, her face was brighter.

charactérized by So miich that
. the streets and the stores; h
| %ret@

g

eration of British.

u‘Y 6‘1

on your-sled;@id 11 : :
“Oh - will yois"' ¢ ¥ w "An .
shall I see m SN Ty i
. “Yes Ma : f1Se and . ly‘a!'vm‘}g?keeps her
promise, doeSEEFShE P . | anel S
“Yes, will you #iee, Mally ?” v
“Yes,” Mary nodded vigorously as she hurried about

_the room making preparations fer departure.. ‘There was

‘not very much to do. It took longer to dress Davie
than anything else. She made the Tittle sled very com-
fortable. It was really an apple box fastened upon run-
ners. She lined it with an old fur cape of her mother's
and she put the biscuits in at the foot, in case Davie
should be hungry.

When they were outside and the little boy was tucked
in warmly, she looked about her in vain for Tiger. He
must have. followed Mr., Ericson’s train, she thought.
He sometimes did. So she locked the door and taking

.a last look.at the house, set off down the trail which

was clearly matked now by the runners of Mr, Ericson’s
sled.

Davie was delighted. - He  sang, he shouted; he
screamed.. He slapped his little mittenéd hands to-
gether and told Mary to “Gee” and “Haw” over and
over. The little girl ran very fast for the path was level
and smooth, and Davie’s weight was nothing at all.
Once a brown rabbit ran out from the bushes at the side
of the trail and scurried across in front of them into the
trees at the other side. Davie saw it, and wanted to get
out and catch it.. Mary laughed at him ‘and raced
on. Above the mountains that looked down upon them
on every side, shone slanting rays of sunlight. The sun
itself had gone, after showing a pale golden disk for an
hour or two. Very soon, Mary knew, the short daylight
would be waning. There was a hill before her now,.
Beyond the hill, half a mile, ‘was the bridge. The
stage passed them at 2 o’clock. " It was 1 ‘o’clock
when she left the cabin. By this time the little girl was
breathless with running, and, in spite of Davie’s cries of
“hully up, hully up,” she could do no more than walk.
The hill seemed very steep, steeper:than she had ever
thought it before. After a long time she reached the
top.and could see, down below her, thé frozen Klondike
river, and the narrow white bridge across which the road
ran. Even while she watched she heard the distant
blast of a horn, and turning her head, she caught a
glimpse of the stage, a long way off yet, but coming
swiftly along the road towards the river.

“Hold tight, Davie,” she called, and started down the
hill with the speed of a deer. It was beginning to snow

-

_a'little;  She winked her eyes as she ran, while she

watched intently the tuén of the Toad above the bridge,
down which' the stage must soon come. At last the
bridge was reached, and, smiling'wearily, Mary sat down
upon the edge of“Davie’s sled and waited. She could
hear the horn every now and then.. The stage would
be along very soon. She began to talk to Davie, with
long pauses for her hurried breathing. Davie laughed
and turning his head watched the road with her. Pres-

girl as you always
in . haveto go back.

&prpgress’;ivaprovﬁig@ag TESTIRACI

his
‘makes for happiness. Happy cros
y voices wete hedrd on every
be’seen everywhere. “ft has been a defightful Christmas
Is only ofie thing fo say. It s the old, old saying’ wh

_ently they heard the horn blowing farther away and
‘below them. Mary stood up, looking all about. There
was no sign of the stage coming towards the bridge.
Again the horn still farther away. What could it mean!
Ah! Mary turned a little sick suddenly. She had never
thought of this. The stage had left the main road long
ago, and taking the winter short-eut had gone down to
the river a quarter of a mile below the bridge. She
could see it now, just as it turned the bend. Then it dis-
appeared from sight. i :

.- “Oh, Davie!” Mary looked down upon him help-
lessly, biting her lip to keep back the sobs. :The snow
was falling’ faster now and the wind had risen.
_did not liké the spow. i

? ‘v= Y L e_

1

atydxdsbb once.

Oh, Davie, I can’t” 3
fiot help it. . “The horses.

¥

She cotl

- Whereupon Davie begr:m&?l t
~ my muvver,” he sobbed. “You said you would take me

40 see my muvver. You ‘promise an’ you never break
- your:promise. - I don’tlike dis nasty old snow. Itweta mwn,
uddenly. ‘She did fiot know-
‘sixe.ﬁknew her father had -

‘miy face.” . s e
Mary made up her mind si
fow far it was to Dawson, but
A ‘,":_j R ’&:

s RN I
D g SR HAS
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> hedrd on -every

walked there from the bridge orice; before-he had broken

Perhaps a sled would pass them on the road and pick

“ them up.  Besides long ago she had impressed upon

‘Davie the value of a promise. She must not disappoint
him now." RS

“Never mind, Davie dear,” she said brightly. She

offered him a biscuit, which he disdainfully - refused.’

“Never mind‘,”‘ she went on, “I’ll take you to see mother,
I’ll runt just like a-butinie.” . . . i :
\Pavie laughed -through his tears, but insisted that
ry should keep her word, so she had to jump along,
litating a rabbit as best she could. It was very tiring,
Al she did.not keep it up very long. Besides, it was
getting dark, and ‘the ' snow;made it darker. The

. -road was drifted in places, and Mary could not under-

stand. it, until she remembered that. the winter trail ran
along the river, and that.few people took the road except
in the summer. She made up her mind that she had
better try to get down the bank, before it got quite dark,
But the bank was very steep everywhere, and once when
she’ started down a seemingly gradual slope, the crust
of snow broke on the-drift that formed the incline and
she went through up to her waist. It was lucky the sled
was still on the road.. Mary let the rope go and clam-
bered out and back to Davie. :

“Are you a bit cold?” she asked him anxiously, after
they Had traveled nearly an hour along by the river.

Davie answered her crossly: “I want a biscuit,”. he
said. :

Mary handed him one, and taking off her mitten felt
his little cheeks. - They were very cold, but then that
was not surprising. The wind was in their faces, and the
snow stung like needles. .

“Are your feet cold, Davie ?” she questioned tenderly.

“No,” Davie spoke shortly, his mouth full of biscuit.
“Go’way, Mally. Be a bunnie.”

He was evidently getting sleepy. Mary was fright-
ened suddenly. She put her numb little hand" down
and felt Davie’s feet.. She knew that when people froze
they always went to sleep first.. But it was as warm as
an oven in the little fur-lined box and Mary heaved a
sigh of relief.  She was getting very ‘tired and her: legs
and arms ached curiously. It was quite dark now, a
darkness that was noisy. with the wind and thick with
the snow. Once Mary stumbled and fell on a piece of
ice, and the sled slewed around nearly upsetting Davie,
who began to cry fretfully, and told his sister that he
“wanted his muvver now this instant minute.”

'l am going as fast as ever'I can,” Mary said, stop-
ping 2 minute to get breath, and bending downto’ him.
“I'm being a bunnie, too, sometimes, Davie, only you
can’t see me,” she tried to laugh, but her laugh was not
very merry. Davie was not pleased. We wanted to go
to sleep. .

“T want to see Santa Claus,” he said, unreasoningly.
“You told me dat’I would see Santa Claus ‘tonight, an’
it’s night now.” o

“No dear, it’s only dark. It’s not nearly bedtime.
Mary changed-his position in the box ard she felt his

» (Continued on Page Six.) .

Davie

ve gone. 1-I'm afraid we'll.

s darlgt

;gﬂ:,: bu‘fa;he;;-ii‘}"Q?“ - enotigh to break. ,He

‘%&;v y-place to take heetto” -5 . .

 "Yes, T used to shoot there when we were quartered
strange old pile in the Cheviots, looking
‘over miles and miles of yellow downs; where only the
shadows move, or the Wraiths of those moss
He would not make a

" his leg.  She was very strong, and she was nearly eleven.
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A Palmist’s W’eird

- Written f>r the Colonist by Clive Phil ipps- Wolley

CHAPTERL,

£¢ AKE way, ladies. The King comes.”

south side of Government House.

s

who-cBose to explore the mystery of sapphife and’
which fies beyond the Olympics:~ .~~~

~From the very western verge of Britai ’s-ﬂEﬁ'P‘

:ééy‘.wi]d]y_ “1 'wan.t't‘:o see. - 'Carey Castlé l6oked out of  land of homes to the whit

snow peaks and dimly beautiful Beyond, as: Youth [
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at Durham; a-

troopers from whom he comes.
-bad moss trooper himself, would he ?”

The
speaker stood among a group of brilliantly
dressed women under the great wreaths

of clematis mbntana, which make a fairy bower of the”

Through and through those white wreaths, with shrill %

re,

ide of life, across the seas of time to the un-

ngibl ' 1dly eyes mhnk,whx
ible, even worldly eyes could see. ~ *

Bleats

-
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“Moss trooper? - What is that? Alsort of #hold-up

'man? I don’t agree with you a bit, Colorel.

Mr. -

Antrobus is as steady as a yoke of oxen, and the best

business man in barracks; my husband says.”

“You are a loyal friend to our youngsters, Mrs. -

Bridges, but he need not be a miracle to
(Continued on Page Three.) #
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Christmas Greehngs -

By CLIVE PHILLIPPS.WOLLEY |

By courtesy of *The Week.” ; .

Back! we are back from the frontier lands,
~* Where the greatest game of the world isuplayed,
Where men take their lives in their reckless hands,
Play hazard with death and are undismayed.
We are back from the mine and the railway grade '
. To our island home mid the orchard trees, ¢
Each to his merry Canadian maid—
Peace and goodwill to yow over the seas,

We have seen the surf'on the Arctic strands,
Have tickled earth’s ribs with a miner’s spade,
. Washed gold at Nome from the frozen sands,
Where mammoth and aurochs lie undecayed,
“Back in our overalls tattered and frayed,
To kneel with our girls on-bended knees,
Praying the prayer that the angels prayed—
Peace and goodwill to you over the seas.

We have done the work which the Race demands,
- Have worked for 3 wage that cannet be paid,
Contented if only She understands
That ’twas not for a dole of fame, nor trade
Alone, that we cleared, that the rails were laid,
But just for her folk, whom such labour frees,
Giving room to breathe in the homes we made—
Peace and goodwill to you over the seas.

L’ENVOL =

Sire! if political critics upbraid
As if we forsooth had not paid our fees

To share in the empire your fathers swayed,
Point to the world you rule over the seas.
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