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STORIES
POETRY The Inglenook SKETCHES

TRAVEL
HOW CHRISTMAS CAME TO THE 

SETTLEMENT.
thin voice wu« full of longing: 

"'ll only he'd «aid something no we'd know 
mi' lie sure he knew us!" lie mid. uvtl'nl

CHRISTMAS AT GRANDMA'S.
The Donalds wereK sitting in the cosi 

est little sitting room that you can im 
agme, and it was the hour when ‘hey 
were their happiest, because their fatti 
er was with them. It 
i nriHtmaa, and Mrs. Donald said, “1 
am so so

Ity Mabel NeWm Thurwton.
The train had |hi1I<<1 u|i along llie pl.it- 

lorin ami the Uimlike shed which answer
ed lor Uiu «talion, at the acttleuient »ut 
mi the Nexada plains. The isissing of 
daily train was the only tiling Ph a 
la-lied out there, and dulv always came 
down to watch lor it that «lit- might nave 

etliing to tell Joey about.
y the train flopped longer than 

usual, and some men gathered aImut the 
engine and talked of hot boxes. Hut Jule 
cared nothing for hot boxes, and |*iid »•' 
attention to the men. She wan looking for 
a boy to tell Joey about. Her eye» lravel- 
lei l from one square 
disappointedly; then she etopp 
started. A girl was beckoning tu her.

•Toiue here a moment," «lie called, 
holding out something round and yellow. 
••( an you catch!" »he asked with a merry 
little laugh.

Jule nodded, holding up two hands for 
it. '•What » it!" she asked, wonderiug-

Why. it’s an orange!" the girl 
eil. incredulously. "Don't yiu know whit 
an orange is!" Then she added. "You 
peel off that thick skin and cut the fruit

lilts» Jules’ eyes Hashed an eager liojiv. 
"Are they good fur sick boyw?" she wketl. 
"lame onee that don't like things, most

Yew." the girl answered, "I ehould 
think so.* Do you know some one tike 
that?' , . . .

“Joey." Jule re»|>onded, bnefly.

"HroHirr." Jule answered, looking about 
with the evident intention of slipping

The days grew shorter and bleak wind* 
••lew sharply across Vie dv-ert. Yet day 
after day Jule went down to the train and 
wat. lied for "the other girl." She never 
imagined that any tiling had come except 
through the girl. Hut one nigi.t the «'ta
lion master called her.

"Are you Mi 
zhally. looking
the platform. Jule stared in .muz 
"Ib-Àoii I am." she said, "though

was almost

rry that grandma can't come." 
said Mr. Donald, "but I had *"Yes,"

is* Huntou!" lie 
from her to i

• asked, quiz- 
i big Imx on

_taint
i.iminun to call my name pro|ier, like

.The man Uuglicd. "I guw« it's all 
right," he returned. "That box goes your 
wax. If | was back in the State», I'd sav 
it looked like Christmas.’
"I hristmas!" That was the word the 

girl had said. * Jule start»1»! in to»- to the 
ls«x and began tugging at it.

brea t h In-.-. exultant, she got it 
home at I u*t "anil chopped it mien. Joey 
loaned over it. hi> face flushed with ex- 
citein.nl. In absolute silence lie pulled 
'ut candie», fnii-t |»icture» and toy», till 
the floor was strewn with tliem. Then 
he looked up.

another letter from her today, saying 
she can't come. 8h? has sprained her 
knee and has to walk with crutches; 
and the doctors say it will be weeks <e- 
fore she can step without them."

"It doesn't seem as if It would be a 
Christmas without her," said Mrs. Don 
aid. "I wrote her I was so disappoint
ed I hardly dared to tell the children."

By tills time the children had gath 
ere<! around their father. "Isn't she 
uoming at all?" asked Dick.

"Why can't she come if she does use 
crutchesf 'Twou't he a quarter as good 
without her," added Earle,

"What is it, Puss I" said Mr. Donald 
to gentle little Grave at his elbow.

'Tapa, couldn't we go to Grandma's 
hereî"Ve a--t,ee t,lere» if can’t

someth
Toda

of gl.lr-S anotner 
nxl and

Tired.

!y. exoluim-

"Jtili-!” he cried. • "let's give some to 
vvcrvlHHly at the settleimnl. He would, 
foil know. Don't you think he'd like it?"

Jule hesitated; then she answered stetd- 
ilx . "Yes. Ji'i'V. 1 rc kon be woukl. You 
divide the thing», and we'll 
I udv to drop in tonight."

That wan the way th 
tu the settlement.

replied Grace.
'■ Tliat is quite an ide,. [ hadn’t 

thought of that. What do you think 
of the plan, mammal"

"It would be delightful, and how it 
would please mother I" said Mrs. Don

ask every- 

at Christmas came
lit

"We could get everything ready and 
go the afternoon before Christmas, have 
the tree in the evening, and come home 
after dinner the next day. Nora 
get the dinner all ready for Lucy to 
cook. Then mother won't have any 
care."

But, papa,” said John, "how 
carry the tree!"

"I think, my son, we won't need to 
carry one. We can find plenty there. 1 
wil.have one at grandma's in good sea

KING CHRISTMAS AND MASTER 
NEW YEAR.

By 8. Weir Mitchell.
The girl hesitated. Then a glint of sil

ver from the tiny crow pinned to her 
jacket sent the swift color to her face, 
t-die leaned out of the windows and drop
ped down some chocolates. "Those, she 
«aid. "If you like them. I'll give you

King Christmas sat In his house of

And looked across the snow.
"Hallo, my little man!” he cried.

"Now whither dost thou go?"
"1 g*\ my lord, along the way 

That all my kin have gone.
Where thou, my lord, shall follow me 

dawn."
"Bight gayly," cried the Christmas

King.
"Who ride tonight with thee?"

"The days of grief, the days of Joy, 
Are they who ride with me."

"G U keep thee, merry little man;
Go whisper them that mourn 

Ifow surely comes again the day 
When Christ the L**r<l was born. 

“And be not ead. my little man,
But when thou. too. art old,

And when o'er wintry v.utUcs you

A weary man and cold.
“Right cheerily. I pray thee, then.

To keep thy gracious tryst,
And leave thy wear)» burden here 

Where cares grow light, with Christ.
"Now, bid thy gallant company 

Rhle onward without fear.
For I. the King of Christmas.

Have blessed the glad New Year."
—Century.

33L "Oh.■hit ono. experimentally, 
inv!" she ga»|Hxl in delight.

"Didn’t you ever cat candy before 
even ut Christmas?” cried the girl.

"What's Christmas?" asked Jule.
The girl lookeil around. Her farther was 

• itsiile; it would he all right for her to 
gn cart a moment. She incited up her lR>x 
of 11 u.tier's candy and hurried out to the 

«I. She sat down on the car steps. 
.... you tell Joey stories?" she asked.
"Reckon so." Jule answered.
The oilier girl leaned forward with 

sw eet earnest ne*. "1 will give you thw 
box of chocolates, she said, if xou will 
listen to the story of Christmas. It is the 
loveliest Ktory in the world. You can tell 
p to Joey, a' rwarde.*

"Go on." Jule answered.
She listened silently until the end; then 

she said positively: "Don't bjieve it.
"Oh!” the girl <ried. eagerly. 1 ou 

don't know how he loves us and wants ue 
to love him.' _ ,

Jule answered nothing. The group of 
men had broken up and they were walk
ing back to the car*. The other girl 
leaned forward suddenly.

"I'm going to give you something, she 
►aid. "I'm going to give you this «ver 
crow, so that whenever you look at it. 
it will remind you of the story of the 
star. I imiAt go leek now, but will you 
tell me your name first?'

"Tim Burton’s Jule," the girl answered, 
meehanieally. ,

The engine shrieked once or twice anil 
the train began to move.

"Oh Joey, von never dreamed anything 
like it!" exclaimed Jule. "I»vok at this 
yellow apple—orange, the girl caned it: 
hnd here's a whole lmx of sugar things. 
Just you taste one. Joey!”

They fended all the afternoon, but it 
was night in the soft shadow* out in the 
sand wlien Jule told the storv «if the -tar.

Joey believed it all. "Wwb’t I «wild 
hev seen him!" he cried. "He must hev 

goal. Jule. wouhl vou let me keep 
im crons sometime*? Mebbv 1 wouldn't 
fret so crow then, when mv l«tck hurts, 
if I thought he cared almut it. you know."

"You kin hev it all the time, an* you 
ain't ever era»!" Jule cried, passionately.

So It arranged that they should 
go and surprise grandmother.

lu U» meantime tile days at Qraml 
ina Donald's were

Before anothei

_ v*ry long and lonely
I he day liefore Christmas she looked 

"Ut of the window, on the while snow, 
and said aloud to herself, "How will 
they get along, at Richard's without 
me# I am afraid the children will 
really need me. At any rate, I don't 
see how I can get along without them. 
My knee seems to grow worse. I be 
lieve I won't try a Christmas dinner. 
Lucy can go and take dinner with Her 
folks. How my knee does pain me!"

The morning passed slowly away, and 
when the afternoon train came in, she 
sat by her window that overlooked the 
main street of the little village, and 
watched the arrivals, so as to while 
away her time.

There now, if there isn't Rufus Ellis 
and his family come to spend Christ 
mas with his mother. I am so glad, 
for she is so lonely. But who is that? 
It looks like John Donald and his lath 
er ami mother! It is, and there's the 
whole family 1 Where are my crutches? 
It seeius as if I never should get to the 
door. It's just like Richard and Ma 
and the children, too, to think of me I"

And very soon came a man with a 
tree that, he said, was to be set up in 
the parlor. Lucy kindled a fire In the 
parlor with the brass andirons. Qraml 
ma had the andirons when she was 
married.

Then came the box, tliat was so full 
Lucy thought it would last 
winter.

After supper mamma and Grace ar 
ranged the tree, and then Invited the 
lest of the household to come in.

As the tree was for grandma, the most 
of the presents were carried to her, and 
the children covered her almost out of

t>!>

The return of Christmas will serve 
se if it shall teach us 
cherish the Christmas

Sits best purpo 
anew how to 
spirit and live a Christmas life all the 
year round. All our giving and receiv 
ing will mean but little if they do not 
deepen within us God’s thought of 
peace and good will toward the world, 
and move us to put that thought to 
practical use- in our daily lives. most of the

till " Hark! the herald angels sing, 
Glory to the new born King:
Peaie on earth, and mercy mihl, 
God and sinners reconciled.

-Charles Wesley.
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