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Haiting In the doory 1¥, she eanlled 
back sharply: “If that good-for-noth 
ing brother of Edwin's round here tomorrow asking for us, you send 
him about his business lively. He ean 
smell a Christmas dinner a mile off.” 

The door closed resoundingly. 
Sunshine poured into the spotless 

kitchen In a golden flood, lingered lov. 
ingly on the bright braided rugs and 
china closets laden with willowware, 
china and pewter, The grandfather 
clock ticked contentedly in a corner, 
The kettle hummed drowsily. Gleefnl, 
the canary sang one exultant song aft. 
er another, 

The table with its cheerful red cloth 
had been drawn Up to the window, 
daintily set for grandma's luncheon. 
It was the same tranquil scene upon 
which her eyes had rested on hun- 
dreds of other days, and upon which, 
after tomorrow, they would never rest 
again. And tomorrow was Christmas! 
~f day when the friendly ghosts of 
all the Christmases that were would 
stead lovingly back, only to flee in 
horror at lack of festal board and 
Christmas cheer! 

It must have been the affecting ple 
ture of those disappointed ghosts of 
other Christmases that impelled grand. 
mother to sit erect, swab her red eye. 
Hds, stiffen her trembling chin and 
resolve to thrust her troubles into the 
background ‘th Christmas should be 
over. “I'll have a Christmas dinner,” 
she planned, “just as if nothing had 
happened and—why, I'll Invite Edwin's 
brother I” 

Feverish with excitement, grand. 
mother hurried to do her marketing, 
and for the rest of the day the old 
kitchen abounded with tantalizing 
vooking odors. 
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Was early astir. Sprigs of holly 
graced the many-paned windows. The 
deep armchair had been drawn invit 
ingly before the fireplace. The plump 
and tender turkey was turning an ir 
resistible brown. Onions, turnips, 
squash and potatoes — white and 
“sweets '—weore cooking merrily. The 
cranberry sauce had been strained and set to cool upon the pantry window 
sill, and, adhering to =a long-estaly 
lished preceden grandmother slipped 
away to don her black silk dress, lace 
cap and snowy apron. 

She was becoming a trifle 
her guest when she 
gure ¢ 

anxious 

gpled a 

up the walk, 

the 
and beamed at the visitor, 
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fluttered hospitably to doorway 
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“The Money'll Be Yours—a Nice Tidy 
Sum™ 

ing served his hostess, devoted 
self unreservedly to eating. 

“My land,” mused grandmother, 
aghast, “that poor Creature must have 
been fasting for a week | 

jut when the Indian pudding, pump. 
in ple and fruit cake had been eaten 

and they were picking placidly at the 
nuts, the guest waxed talkative, 
“How this all reminds me of home when I was a little boy-this room ——g 

facsimile !—and you—how you remind 
me of mother! It must be great,” he 
broke off sharply, “for you to have your own little home all to yourself— 
eh? 

The Christmas sun was already set 
ting, reminding grandmother that her 
last day was almost over. With a 
sudden sob she shed her gallant gar 
ment of pretense, and in an over 
powering hunger for Sympathy, she 
quavered out her sad little story, 

The gaunt visitor came around to her side and took her hand with 
clumsy tenderness, 

“I'm not the guest you were expect ing but when I saw that dinner—well, 
you couldn't understand unless you'd 
lived for three weeks on prunes and 
tonst and skim milk, Anyway, 1 was ravenous from hunger and 1 haven't 
had a dinner of such pure, unadulter. 
ated bliss since mother cooked It, 
What | came over for today was to say-~er-—that-—er—why, my wife finds she wants to live nearer the city, so 1 want you to consider this house abso. 
lutely yours as long as you need it, 
I'll have it put In writing tomorrow.” 

He shouldered hurriedly into his 
erut, then halted Irresolutely In the doorway. “Maybe, some time,” he 
ventured, uncertainly, “you'd be wil. 
ling to teach my wife to cook.” 
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meot 
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me 80 much about you 
Pauline,” Helen 

rug “here is our baby, 
adorable? Then in a whisper, “Do 
look more cheerful, darling! If you 
don’t I'll ery and 1 mustn't do that 

“The doctors give you no hope?” 
“None whatever, But we'll got along-—somehow —" Helen dabbed at 

her eyes with her handkerchief, “Fos. 
ter, dear,” she said aloud, 
singing as we came in, 
sing for Pauline?” 

“Yes, please do.” 

“I'm afraid I can't” 
“Yes, you can, dear. 

you." And so he sang. 
At last their guest rose to go. 

can’t tell you how I've enjoyed your 
songs,” she sald. “I'm so glad |} 
stopped off on my way home for the 
holidays.” 

“You must come again” 
swered, 

much.” 

“I'm pleased to have met you, 
ter, and I wish 
Christmastide.” 

Days passed, and it was Christmas 
Bright and early came a gpecial de 
livery letter, 

“Dearest Helen,” it began. “I have the grandest news for you! As soon 
as I got home I phoned to Jud Myers 
In New York. He's staging a new 
show that I'm designing the costumes 
for and has been simply wild for some 
act to put in the heart throbs, 

“Well, I talked him into seeing that 
a bling singer would RO over big, and 
raved about Foster's voice, so it's all 
arranged. 1 am enclosing his check 
for $500, and If you can be ready 
we'll all go back to New York to 
gether, 
“With love for a Merry Christmas. 

Pauline.” 
©. 1922, Western Newspaper Union, 
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HERE are a lot of men out 
in the lumber camps that 
uren’t going to get home for 
Christmas,” Margaret Tomp- 

king told a group of young 

and women at the 

country club early in No- 
vember, “I want to get a 

Uhiristwus bag for every one of them. 
Who'll promise a Christmas bag?’ 

“I'd help,” sald Nick 
ring, “only thing is I'm green at 

of Do suppose 
could get someone to make n 
and 61 it if 1 paid for 17" 

“Yes; I've thought of that,” sald 
Margaret, “I've figured out that a 
nice bag be got up for three dol- 
lars.” 
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Thought of That” Said 
Margaret, 

“Yes; Vve 

8 he had hoped, a box of matches 
with the cigarettes and tobacco in the 

By the time he had lighted a 
lamp, found fuel and warmed himself, 
the storm had covered the roads so 
that to attempt to return that night 
would be an act of folly. So Nick spent Christmas In poor Barry's for 
lorn cabin, 

Fortunately for Nick. he carried, In 
In his car, a box of groceries, bacon. 
bread and butter as a present to Barry 
to help through the winter, Much of 
this he left for Barry on his return ; 
from the rest he made his own rather 
meager Christmas dinner, But if i 
hadn't been for Margaret's bag, Christ. 
mas would have been a doleful day, In 
deed, 
When Nick went to see Margaret on his way home on December 26, he 

found ber In a state of real agitation. 
"Somehow 1 felt responsible for the 

whole thing,” sald Margaret. 
“You were responsible for the fact 

that | had a rather pleasant Christ 
mas after all. You kept me from 
freezing and starving to death, you 
cheered me with a good book, smokes and a mouth organ, and kept me from 
degradation by means of soap afd a 
comb. That bag was a godsend.” 

"Oh, Nick,” sald Margaret, with 
eyes very tender. “I feel as if | 
knew you so much better because of 
this" 

“Margaret,” sald Nick, “I've been 
trying to get up nerve for three 
months to tell you 1 love you-—to dis 
traction.” 
"And ever since you sent me the 

check for the bags I've known I want 
ed to hear you tell me." answered 

bag. 
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Good 

And Pesce on sarth seerng 
Though learned doctors think th 

The gospel stories are not so; 

CHOON 0 5 

Christmas 

By EDWARD SANFORD MARTIN, ! w in Missouri Farmer. i i 
. 

| Ee warman HRT HR RIOR HIRING ER 
i THovcH doubters doubt and scoffers scoff, 

still far off; 
ey know 

Though greedy man is greedy still 

While rich oven sigh and poor sen fret, 
spare Christenas yet! 

ve got! 
On Bethlebem's birth snd Bethlobem's star Whate'sr our speculations are, 
Where'er for us may run the lise 
Where human merges with divine, 
We're dull indeed if we can't see 
What Christmas feelings ought + 
And dull again ¥ we can doubt 

® be, 

It's worth our while to bring them out 
“Clary to God; good-will te men 
Come! Feel it. show i give it then! 

Christmas, good old 
cheer us, say your aa 

too eager 

Soften we, 

In bonds, 

day, 
y 
» koeps 

while fellow feeling sleeps 
Good Christmas, whom our children love, 
We love you, too! Lift us above 
Owr cares our fers, our small desires! 
Open our hands and stir the fires 

! Of helpful fellowship within =. 
And back to love and kindness win ws! 

  

err y's 
Christmas ye 

iis sister, “will 

little favor?” 
“Possibly . dra 

you 

Blaine to 

do me 

Mol willed 
“What is ity 

began 

to give a i 

Jerry, “1 

ttle party 
on Christmas eve ™ 

imag eve! 

party, Jerry. P 
of being 

ir 
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busy 

insisted 

Christmas eve It shall 
And I st 1ppose the 

favor you're asking is my help on that 
most inconvenient of nights” 
“Rather your presence, Molly. As 

& matter of fact, the guests to be are 
all unmarried. 

“Why not 

house ? 

“Molly.” 

already have 

have 

that 

it here at the 

sald Jerry solemnly. *1 
party planned 

down to the very last bonbon and 
the only place 1 can picture it is in 
the old home.” 

“How many 

Jerry 
are you asking, 

“Seven,” came the prompt reply. 
“Besides you, Peter and myself. A 
comfortable dinner party.” 
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“I Love You, Phyllis, and Want Yow 
for My Wife” 

his sister as Peter was discussing a 
recent play with Phyllis, 

“Molly,” he said persuasively, “coax 
Peter into the study and see If yom 
can't stay there for a little. Run the 
radio, poke over my treasures, any- 
thing.” 

Then he turned to Phyllis. “Come,” 
he invited, “let's sit by the fire and 
tell secrets. I'll tell mine first! he 
promised, 

“1 love you, Phyllis” he sald at 
last, “and I want you for my wife 1 
have imagined you again and again 
sitting here In just this way beside 
me. Have | any chance, dear? 

Phyllis did not speak for a mo- 
ment and Jerry's heart sank like a 
plummet. Then, softly, there stole 
from the study the sweet strains of 
“Silent night, holy night” 

Phyliis lifted her pansy eyes to 
Jerry's and laid her slender hand on 
the arm of his chair where it was in. 
stantly grasped. “Every chance in 
the world,” she whispered, 

Later, Molly took Jerry to task. “3 
believe,” she said accusingly, “yom 
asked those people on Christmas eve 
Just hoping they wouldn't come.” 

Her brother looked sheepish. Then, 
“Right you are,” he admitted. “1 got 
an acceptance from Phyllls first. how. 
ever, and gambled on the others be 
Ing too busy.” 
“You're a fraud!” said Molly. 
“Merry Christmas!” sald Jerry. 
evr Br Syndleate)  


