PAGE NINE

By Grace Ethelwyn Cody

“De you hear this, m?.‘ca and; “Now there's an example of it!” he
Ted say they spent every cent of their|exclaimed to Ruth. *“That's_ thefresult
money when they mdown-townyqsm'- of my sending Robby Merton a few
day, and they've just rememberéd ‘that |fBowers three years ago. First they came
they didn't buy a thing for the cousins|babk at us with silver, so that last year we
at Bloomington, And now to-morrow is|thoueht we had to give them something—
Christmas, and those Bloomington pres-|what was it, a cut-glase pitcher?  And
ents ought to have gone on this morning’s | now look at that chair! What am I going
mail!"” to do?"

Doctor Harmon laid down the npews-
paper he had been scanning, and looked
across the table at his older dauehter,

umn with girlish' dignity, The light from
the window behind her shone through Lhe'
fluff of fair hair ahout her face, and the
doctor thought with a pang how she was
growing to look like the mother whose
place she had been trying to fill for four
long years,

Then the anxious expression on the
young face brought him back to what she
had been saying, and ke turned on the!
boys almost sternly,

“What kind of a _performance is that'almost savagely, as he tossed the savet of!

It was a laughable picture the Harmons

made at that moment.

There stood the

beautiful chair with the message of
who was presiding over the silver coffee- |“‘love and appregiation,” and there stood
the whole family, fairly scowling at it.
Even eight-year-old Nan, who had been

silently taking in all the Christmas worry,

was puckering her face with the frown of

an anxious little young old woman,

“We-ell, papa,” ventured Ruth, after

a moment, “I saw some perfectly beau-

tiful spoons yesterday. Of course one of
them wouldn't be worth anything near
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"Get! get!" repeated Doctor Harmon,

for a pair of twelve-year-old boys?” he 'Qhristmas greeting into the chair, and be-
gan to thrust his feet into his overshoes.

derhanded, *You're getting large enough!

now 8o that you ought to be a help to
Ruth in these matters, instead of making
her take all the responcibility. for you,
Pon't you Know it?"

“The twins,” as they are colleetively
called in the family, ‘made rno answer.

“No, daughter, I'm
nothing.

through!
They can come and take their

'l get

chdir away it they _want its exact value:

Look at that chair!™

VTN too mugh; T tell you! Tesvidiculus!
and with one last one of unmixed bewildérment,

wondes if those wise mien -

croas.

Ruth's consciente gave & twinge ‘at that,
but before she had time to answer, Nan
burst out, with a shout, “Oh! oh! There
comes the postman, with his arms just

full of nf.}.:a- %

*Wait,"Nan—do be quiet!!” cried Ruth,
following the excited child to the door,
and lotnm just as she had begun to

rm\\baf that - Christmas’, was not the
time"to be cross. i

“Don’t jump around $0, Nan! No,
you're not to look at one thing until to-
morrow. Oh, don't be 80 noisy, dear!
Come, let me have every one of those
packages!” And with a sévere secrecy,
but not a bit oi the fun of Christmas
mystery, Ruth carried the bufidles off into
her own room, while Nan went solemnly
back to the troublesome teapot that
would persist in thrusting its snout
through the tissue-paper she was trying
to wrap round it,

‘But 'as Ruth, alone in her room, was
laying the packages away in a drawer,
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covering partly torn off, caught her cur-
Rsity, Yielding 10 a suddsmseinpiaiion,
she slipped off the rest of the wrapping,
and spread out upon her lap a beautiful
lace fichu,

The card with it bore the name of her

unt Louise, in Philadelphig but Ruth's
&Muww M«Mm .

It was

three dollars for the whele' crowd! I just ‘
knew, whem:| help:that? = There ave a dot-of the gisls

“t¥es, of course. But it's-hard just the
sinié, and you know it, Ruthie! It's the
only time in the whole year that you get

“But, Mrel Hallida¥. how can you

] 'ho;mmvjnn bored to death by

geemac if 1 could risk hurting their feel-
inge by being the first to break it off.”
“Andgyet 1 don't doubt that the
majority of them would thank you for
doing it. It is almost certainly safe to as-
sume it, because everybody ie overburden-

want you to have the courage and the
grace to write each of those girls a loving
Christmas Jetter without a gift—and with-
out even mentioning a gift. Ruth, dear,
suppose we make next Christmas a new
| kind—or, ‘rather, the dear old kind? We
will try thinking about our friends, and
| finding out their little wants long before
:outtMywwldpriuquhimwecan
| make with out own hands, so much the

| sweeter. Above all, we’ll have courage torang with shouts of “Merry Christmas!”’

ed in some way nowadays. Nmml.they&mmshndmtobed.eb

waiting for another Christmas, Ruth had
to try before she-went-home that
day.

“What makes you so fine andfgay, wg?” vty
ied Ted, that evening, when Ruth was ’
¥ e S
looked 20 solemn I just ha(:“ Chr'ﬂ.mn.n
but to-night it’s fine.”

Ruth did not say much then, but after

tonfessed, like 2 little girl, in her fother’s

anms.

Doctor Harmon listened gravely to all
the story. “It’s my lesson; too, daughter,”
he said, at last. “I needed it as much as
you did. Come, let's go and sit in that
beautiful chair. Mrs. Halliday has done
this much for me. I'm going to take it
now in the spirit in which it seems to be
given, and enjoy it, toa!”

The next morning the Harmon house

\‘iudu‘tivuglam:eallheinanimattoﬁu\der,‘mem{ully made, With” rows ‘of little

banish the commercial exchange idea|At breakfast the children sang the Christ-
that keeps us from enjoying a present un- | mas hymn, just as their mother always had
less we have repaid it; and when the | done, and although the doctor’s eyes were
beautiful day comes we will meet it |wet, they knew that he was glad. Then
without worry, and make it the sweet, |came the “stocking-time, " as Nan called
joyful festival of peace we know it ought ! it, and that was one great frolic from be-
to be. May I help, dear, and will you try?” | ginning to end.
And the end of it was that, instead of (Continued on page 12)

i

Carl did shrug his shoulders a little

give a nervous laugh, but Ted kept his
eyes on his plate and applied himself
strictly to hig breakfast, !

started for the door,

{ lace

and pe buttoned his greatcoat around him and | French knots in black headi ¢ the dainty

fichu—but it was suitable for a

“But, papa, you can't mean it!" Ruth | matron of gixty!

"*Very well, !’ continued the doctor, with § and for the Bloomington cousing, too,”

growing displeasure, “if you're 80 in- |
different, you'may take the consequences,
The Bloomington cousins may go without
their presents, "’

“Oh, but papa, we can't do that!"
Ruth protested. “You know Aunt Mary
always has them send Carl dnd Ted such
lovely things.”

“There it is—the give and take idea!"
her father replied. ‘‘it's spoiling Christ- i
mas the world over! No, Ruth, 1've spent
all the money I shall on this year's Christ-

You know she eent me that

There was no appeal from that, Ruth

knew, but she was far from agreeing with {thought ran on.

persisted. “We must do something about | -+ “Aunt Louise hasn’t scen me for so
long, she must think I'm terribly old!”

“No, dear,” said ithe doctor, more | was Ruth's first thought. ~Oh, it would
gently, but with absolute decision. *“1 be just the thing for M Hailliday!”
meéan what I say, This thing has to £lop was her second. Her {ace flushed, and she
“somewhere, and it may as well stop here.” | gave' |a guilty look at the closed door.

“Aunt Louise would never know,” the
“And it really isn't

it,-and the doctor had no sooner started suitable for me to wear. I's so dainty.

bring out their purchases of the day before.

“Why,

for his office than she made Carl and Ted | I'm going to do it!”

And before she had and time to repent,

you've bought three or four Ruth had written a Christmas message,

présents apiece for each other!" she com- enclosed it with the fichu in a dainty
mented, after a secret session with each package, and coaxed long-suffering Nan

warldf?utimumuhulmkl of them. 'to fly to the mail-box for “positively the
, toD, : l “Course!" replied Ted, “Everybody last time."

“But, papa dear, pleasg don't be un-"does that nowaday. One present fan’t|  Then she plunged into household duties
Mblo.' persisted h We o/ {with a will. By two o'clock in the after-
simply can't leave the Bloomington cous- + Well, it will have to be this time,”" neon she had accomplished wonders; and
ins out, and there's one other thing that's clared Ruth. “We'll just do up some of was just ready to sit down to work on the
troubling me, too. It's about Mrs. Hall- these things and send them to Blooming- a télegram waé brought to
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PHONE 228

.

PHONE 237

DO YOUR XMAS SHOPPING AT

BLAKENEY’S

Yom are invited to come in and
inspect our Stock

| GIFTS TO SUIT ALL

INCLUDING;

FANCY BOXES OF STATIONERY FROM
25c. to $5.00.
XMAS CARDS AND BOOKLETS =
CHILDREN'S BOOKS QF ALL KINDS

AR

~FRENCH IVORY

- BARGAINS IN WATCHES, FOBS AND CHAINS |

FOUNTAIN PENS




