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A STORY-BOOK CHRISTMAS EVE.

mas hhe those one reads about: 111

vo out,’ she sad, suddenly turning
away trom the window; It can’t be
colder out than .’ ‘Fhere was no
once to say her nay. She had freedom
1 ~he had nothing else, freedom  to

amusc herself as long as she did not
WOITY anyone The house was very
still as she crept down, and as gloomy
as the world without; there was not a
scrap of holly anywhere, no smell of
Christmas fare prepanng, no Christ-

mas stir and bustle.  They all seemed
to forget that 1t was the glad scason.
“They™ meant her grandfather, asleep
in the
Fllen, asleep
Madron's

to

and
Mr.
right
the

dinimg-room, and Grace

in the kitchen.
gardens stretched

down the

and
Alice
favourite perch from whence she could
all t Of the
very few joys which came into Ahce's
hfe, the of all

railway, been

main road, 1n

hedge  at the  bottom had a

S he passing there was.

very greatest was the
which had
Mr. Madron

house, and passed along close by

brought

there since his

1L,

had built

The station was on the opposite side

of the road, very near his gate, and
formed the chief interest of Alice's
life, for, from her look-out in the
hedge, she could see the trains and
the passengers come and go. ,As she
walked down the garden that after

noon, the distant hoot and roar of an
reached Alice,

more cheerful at hur-

engine her ears, and

growing once,
“1ed along to be in time to see it run
But to
ter surprise the engine did not draw
1p; 1t whirled by with a rush and a
that nearly deafened one, and
dashed through tHe station like a mad
hing.

nto the station and draw up.

roar

Before her very eyes was en-
icting one of the most dreadful sights
she was ever called upon to witness,
or in flying so swiftly round the curve
o the station the guard’s van and one
it had become uncoupled from  the
rain, and to the horror of those look-
ng on came

stumbling and

rocking
ff the rails and across the track until,

vith of

slass;, mingling with the screams of

a cracking and breaking

hose within, the car was brought end

1p against the platform, while the
ruard’s van, swaving after it, finally
iceled over \lice could only  stand

\lice was chilled and miscrable and
ly.  She had been situing all the
I noin her cold bedioom 1ataddl
1 Ll dining-rooi W LG hel
dtather touk his attwernoon nap,
GN ) e she noved I wurned Jd
page N yade her be quict, and Uis |
Tade er: s nervous thdat shice nmade
te noise than ever. 1 think Christ
~ Is the most miscerabie time ol all
1Yol he said, wisttully, as sh
cazed at the gloomy  scene without
I wonder it anyone ever had a Christ

CANADIAN CHURCHDMAN.

o) L Passtiigul Lne lady putunyg  fus hittde arm on herbrodad
| : bl L) kol L Litude boy, loulder, hisscd her warily. Wy,
ERE: el atid LMt aboul his tace and | you hitde darhng . © clied Lace, de
! ‘ Vs o1y ing bitiedly ‘Mum- | hghtedly, .\ happy Chistmas to you,
nie, mummie o he called, piteously. | too, st dedstways, e happy d» A
‘ ound hat cry Abice ran|can make "1t And  Alice, heanng
| W | he telt somciow  that Alnyhkl, vondered 1t Gilace would have
d o conut him 1 I tion ‘ poken to her e that way b she had

[ iaster, who hknew her, looked up with | shown her some attection. <1 owish |
tehiet I think 1iUs only a =swoon, | could go to church with you this morn
| missie.”” he said, but | don't know [ g, " said Mrs. Vivian, brightly.  Oh,
[ where to carry her.” She must come | yes, 1 am teching well enough, and ™l
| our house,” she =ad, desperately. [ would love to keep my Christmas with
I'll run back and tell them and bring | you. “\We don't keep Chrisumas,’
spedp. T cGrandfather ! Ellen! Gracet | sad Alice, with some cmbarrassment.
Ouick ! she shouted. There’s been | Don’t you:™ with a $ad hutle smile.
an accident to the tramn. Come and | But we can all keep it i our hearts,
help. Oh, grandfather, do et the lady [ can't wer And mine 1s very tull ot
and the little boy  come here;  she|joy and  grattude for our merciful
looks like death, and he is cryving | escape.”™  Sure enough, when Alice
so ! For once she succeeded in rous- ! Mr.  Madron got back from church,
ing that drowsy houschold, and be-|there in the drawing-room, which
ore <he realized what had happened | Alice had never  seen used  before,
<he was running to the station h.mallxtAh Mrs. Vivian, looking perhaps a
in hand with her grandfather, while| hittle wan, but very happy, while
Grace and Ellen were bustling mlmd‘ Roger playved on the hearth; and,
livhting fires and getting beds ready. { somchow, all the house looked and
\'erv <oon Mrs. Vivian and Roger had } felt more festive than it ever had be

%
" Indisposed
been carried to Mr. Madron’s house | fore. There were actually some bits

and put to bed, where the doctor soon
and

neither very serious, fortunately—and

dressed  their  cuts bruises—
gave her a soothing draught to help
her over the shock. Roger, however,
in a very short time, declined to stay
i bed any longer, and in spite of his
I)(xlx(l.}‘qt>{l head and hand, was soon
playing Alce.  When

Alice awoke the next morning she lay

merrily  with

for a moment wondering what it was

that was making her feel so happy,

and when

recollection came  back to
her she could not bear to linger a mo-
ment longer in bed, so anxious was
she to hear how both their unexpected
Mrs. her.
“Come in, dear,” she called, “and let
me give you a Christmas Kiss.

guests  were. Vivian saw

Yes,
I have had a beautiful night, and feel

cver so much  better, thanks to the
vood care of me vou have all taken
\ happy Christmas /

ppy Christmas to you, too,

g A
(irace,”

she said, sfiiftmg up at her.

nd gaze, horror-filled.  The two pas-
enger who had been  awaiting the
rain, the statiog istel immd  the
worter, rushed to cive what help they
ould Two of the 1hen went to the
uard’s van, tun lie car, which,
cing upright, thr, 1 manaved to
nter, and very ¢ ATic w them
merge again, one carrvine a ladv,
he other a little bov, fartunately '.h(‘i‘

\nd Roger, standing up in the bed,

aid, “Happy Kismass, Gwace,”” and,

of holly and ivy in the vases. On the
where several mysterious-look-
ing parcels, but Alice did not notice
these. She ran quickly up to take off
her outdoor things, and

couch

as quickly
ran down again, but to her surprise
she found her grandfather there be-
fore her, settled quite happily in a big
arm-chair by the fire. “Come and sit
by said Mrs.
beckoning to her.  “There, now, we
form a nice little semi-circle, and,”’

she added, ““there will be just time be-

me, dear,” Vivian,

fore dinner for you to accept these lit-
tle Christmas gifts 1 offer
added, with
laugh as she gathered up the parcels
from the

want to

you.  You see,” she a

sofa, “I was taking some
with me, hoping to need them, and I
find I do in a way 1 had not dreamed
of.  Please little

keepsake from Roger and me,” and

accept these as a

she placed in his hands some beauti-
ful silk handkerchiefs, while to Alice
she handed

two parcels,

Alice was
| speechless ; everything seemed so un-
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Like a dream. “Open them,
Is at 1t

she gasped. Then, as she untied the

really—real!”

15

ribhons, Alice gave a cry ot

“A book! a book!”

prety

real dehight. he

cried. *Oh, how lovely ! But when
<he opened the other and found a box
of beautiful chocolates, words quite

{ailed her.  She could only go across
to Mrs. Vivian, and, tlinging her arms
about her, kiss her again and again.
for Lhittle

one me,

“Haven't  you

maid 2 asked her grandfather, wist-
fully, amd Alice, ashamed of her ne-
glect, Kissed him warmly, too. *“1-—1
didn't think you cared, grandfather,”
<he said, shyly; and again she won-
dered gravely if people liked you to
i

they did not secem to; and she was so

show that you loved them, even

lost in thinking out this problem that

<he did not hear her* grandfather

speaking to her until he had called her
“Little maid,” he said, “Alice,

twice

I have a little present for you too,
only vou ran away before T could give
it to vou.” and he laid two new half-

crowns in her hand. There was more,
much more, than enough to do and

think about, to fill up the time to the

carly  Christmas  dinner and when
presently  they went  to the din-
ing room another  surprise  await-
ed  them there,  for the usual-
I bare table was bright with

holly and red ribbons, and by every
plate. and in groups here and there,
were  gailv-coloured  crackers,  while
piled high
Alice,

enjoyved

dishes wered

Never

grandfather,

pretty hittle

with  sweets. had nor

indeed  her SO

bright and happy a meal in that

house, and after dinner they all went
back to the drawing-room and talked
and plaved games until the light
failed, when they sat by the fire and
told tale<. T do think,” Alice,

the _with

said

pausing in merry games

which they finished up the evening,
“that this i< the most wonderful and
lovely Christmas anyone  could pos-
sibly spend. 1 shall know now that it

can be like story-book Christmases-
only better.”—Aunt Alison.

LIKE THE MODEL

A story 1s told of a beautiful sta-
tue that stood in the market
place of an Italian city. It was the
statue of a Greek slave girl, and re-

once

presented her as being beautiful,

tidv, and well-dressed. A ragged,

child
day

forlorn
the her
She stopped and admired it.
Something in the pure white marble
face seemd to touch her. She
home and washed her face and comb-
ed her hair.
the again and gazed
it long and Jovingly, as before.
had an inspiration for her again,
she went home and washed and
mended her tattered clothes. The
statue came to be a favorite place of
resort for her, and each time that
she gazed on its sculptured loveli-
ness she had a glimpse of a more
beautiful life, until

uncouth, street came

4aCross statue one n

play.
went

Next day she came be-

fore statue

at

It
and

she became a

transformed child.




