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THFE DESERET WEEEKLY.’

was only little Tommy Evans who ex-
tended to him a small, brown envelone,

"It's our nickel Sunday next week,
and I thought you'd want an envela
ope,” sald Tommy.

"Yed; of course, never forget
Tommy:; all right, my boy.”

After Tommy had gone Grube ex-
amind the envelope carefully. Then it
suddenly occurred to him that he was
being impoped upon. It had only been

me,

a few weeks ago that he had received!

his envelope for nickel Sunday and he
remembered plalinly that he had put
in a dime Instead of the usual nickel.
Now, here it was agaln. Was the little
rogue imposing upon his generoasity?
That was the usual way; people are
never satisfled.

Now Tommy was just passing down
the street agaln and Grube halled him,
The boy came, perhaps wondering how
prompt Grube was this time,

*What does this mean, Tommy?
Ditn't I'get an envelope some time
ago't"

“0, I forgot to explaln,” answered the

boy. "You see this is our own nleckel
Sunday. All the money goes to our
school. It Is to help pay for the ex-

penses of the hollday doings. Read
what Is printed on it.’’

So Grube rtead: “Contribution of
blank to Fourth ward Bunday school,
Nickel SBunday, Dec. 12, 1897. Amount,
blank. Hand to teacher next Sunday.”

Ah, he understood now. Another
method to extort money. To pay ex-
penses for Christmas dolngs, Indeed!
Why should there be more expenses
during Christmas than durlng any other
time. It was a precedent to be checked.
One Nlckel Sunday was enough. Grube
handed the envelope back to Tommy,
who felt of it jn valn as he went down
the street, to see what had heen put
inslde. The envelope was empty.

And now Grube lighted the tamp,dretv
the blind closer to the sill, stirred the
fire, and took up hls paper. The kettle
ateamed and Grube proceeded to make
some wonderful mixture with water,
sugar and the contents of the bottle.
In pustice to Grube it must be sald
that he was not often in the habit of
compounding such potions. It was
only on occaslons when he felt down-
hearted.

But this evening Grube was more
than ever sad, ao the mixture went on
in proportion. He had settled down to
a good doze when there came another
knqck on the door, and not waiting
for invitation, two ladles came In,
stamping the snow from thelr feet and
shaking it from their shawls. They
pet down two large baskets near the
door. The storm seemed to follow them
in and the man shivered.

uGood evening, Brother Grube,” said
a cheery volee which he knew belonged
to Ellen Hansen. "“We want your help
this evening., We have a long evenine’s
work before us and we would like your
assistance."

Grube could never refuse Ellen Han-
gen., If there ever cam a time when
he would fee] the need of a wife, Ellen
wan the woman he would ask. At least
that is what he had thought to him-
pelf; and now he instantly put on his
cont and prepared to follow wherever
she might lead. He wondered at him-
self for being #o alert—-Ellen also, no
doubt, wondered.

“You see.” sald Ellen, “we are a com~
mittee appointed by Santa Claus to
vislt some people whom he wlll hardly
have time to reach. Our goods nare in
the baskets and they are heavy. We
want g strong man to help us.*”

As they went ocut Grube even forgot
to lock the door. He felt a strong in-
clination to rum away, but the baskets
were heavy, really too heavy for two
weak women; but he did not ilke the
prospects of playing the role they had
marked out for him, Ellen ought to
have more sense, He did think that she

was a practical person not inciined to

play such pranks. A doubt came into
Grube’s mind whether or not Eilen
would make a good wife.

i Tha wind now began to raise and
the snow blew fnto thelr faces as the
three walked along down the street.
It was a Dblessing that so few people
were out, thought he. What would
they think should they see him trudg-
fng between two women, a big heavy
basket in each handl

After A ten minutes' walk
stopped before o low adobe house,

"We'll go in here, first,” said Ellen.

They net one basket down outside the
door and walked in without knocking,

A man with his wife sat by a small
cook stove, in which was a very little
fire, as the room was quite cold. They
seemed not surprised when Ellen
brought out A number of parcels and
went quietly to three stockings hang-
Ing over the backs of chaire by the stove
and placed something in each.

Outslde Ellen explained that she had
to tell them of their contemplated visit
that the chlldren might be gotten off
to bed.

"It seems to me that they were not
very thankful,” growled Grube.

"I believe they were too cold to

they

move,"” answered Ellen. "They ought
to have some coal.”
On enterlng the next house they

wre greeted witht a strong codor of
gage-brush. It was an extremely poor
place, the shabbiest of furniture, bare
floor, and smoky walls. The smeil of
the sage-brush came with peculiar
force to Grube as it brought him back
to his own ehfldhood when thelr only
flrewood was this odorous brush. Evl-
dently, here thelr visit was a surprise.
The mother was busy with a plle of
clothes, a girl was darning stockings
and a blg boy was reading a hook by
the lamp,

'"“Where are children "
Ellen.

"Q, they're to bed long ago,” said the
mother.

“Where are their stockings?"

the asked

“Stockings? O, yes, Jane is darning
them.”

'""Well, let's hang them up. They'll
hold a package, won't they? We

haven't time to wait."”

“They don't expect anything,”
plained the mother. "It's been
years since Hanta Claus visited
houge and—"

"Well, never mind, good night.*

“Good night, and God bless you.'"

Grube began to feel better. The cold
did not feel Bo Intense, And he felt 1t
was less of a shame to play such an
innocent game. Ellen certainly was a
good girl, whatever she might lack in
business ability.

Grube began to be Interested too.
Perhaps it was the smell of the -sage
brush; he had always known it to be
a good, healthful smell.

The first basket was not yet empty
when they entered a house where
everything was dark; but Ellen turned
the door knob without knocking and
they all stole qujetly In. ere was
glow enough from the flre to see A
row of small satockings hanging by a
string from chair to chair. In a bed
in one corner three little heads couldl

ex-
flve
our

be seen, Some of the stockings were
bulging ' and Grube remarked that
Santa had been ahead of them.

Ellen took up one and emptied its con-
tents into his hand. All it econtained
were some pleces of wood and coal.

‘“Rube has played a trick on the ittle
ones,” sald Ellen.

The sage-brush smell was still with
Grube. and in close association with it
was an ineident in hig childhood. Just
such A trick had been played on him,
and he remembered how  broken
hearted he had been when that Christ-
mas morning so long ago he had gotten
up and found his stocking full of sticks
and stones. The decline of stock, the
losing of a thousand dollars surely was

no -harder than the disappointed pain
of a child.

“Put In two packages,' whispered.
Grube. Ellen lupked at him ‘curiously
and then did su.

We they got nearly to the bottom
of the wsecond basket, they called at
a house where lived a famlily of emi-
grants. Ellen tried to talk Dan!sh, but
it had become sp Amerlicanized that
it was some time before the good peo-
ple could make out that she wished
to put something in the chlldren's
atockings, Ellen hung the filled stock-
Ings before the stove. Then the nlo-
ther comprehended its meaning and
shook them ail by the hand, The
grateful father followed with more
hand shakinng and bowlng of head,
until Grube startled his companions
by laughing heartily.

Tt was now getting late, and the bas-
ket empty, but Grube wanted to o to
the nearest store for more supplies.
He khew of a great many more who
ought to be visted, he said; but Ellen
phook her head. It svas getting late
and they would have to stop with
one more call.

"HBrpther Evans has been out of work
80 long,”” explained Ellen. ''We must
give the chlldren something.” It was
not until they were outside that
Grube thought of Tommy; but Tommy
was in bed apd asleep long ago; 80
Grube searched in hia pocket for a
nickel but found nothing smaller than
a quarter, which he wrapped In =a
paper on whlech he wrote somethting,
and dropped it fnto the stocking.

The music floated out from the meet-
Ing housc as the three passed, and
Grube proposed that they all go in to
the dance. Ellen agalin refused; it was
getting late,

Yes, it was late and dark, too.
When Grube was alone egnin the night
seemed to close in upon him and the
usual famillar streets became a maze
to him, Why had the city discontinued
the electric 1'ght? To save? Yes; and
people might be murdered and no one
see it. How cold it was! How the
snow came down in flerce gusts of
wind' Grube was surely lost; and he
might perish Iin the storm. His brain
seemed to be in a whirl, when bump!
Grube's head received a terrible knock
on the table by which he was dittlng.
He awoke with a start. His door had
been blown open by the wind and a
drift of snow lay far into the room,
While iz hod been dreaming in his
chair, the fire had burned out and
Grube was chilled thtrough. With a
paintul effort he went to bed.

Sister White, wife of Bishop White
of the Second ward was visiting Sister
Brown, wife of the First ward's Bishop
when the latter came in.

"How !s Grube today7?"” asked Slster
Brown, f

0, Brother Grube 18 better; he is
sitting up.”

»I didn’t know he was sick,” sald
Slater White. "What is the matter?’

" A mevere cold,’”’ pald the Bishop. "He
called me in to administer to him, and
afterwards he handed me this which
he had already written out.”

A check for ten dollars,”” exclalmed
Sister Brown.

‘“Yes; for fast donation,” sald the
Bishop,

“Why, Bishop White got the same
:.hlng thls morning,” exclalmed the vis-
tor.

Sister White had business with Sis-
ter Green, wife of Blshop Green of the
Third ward that afternoon, and she
arked Slister Brown to go with her,
which she did. As the talk was on
preparing for Christmas, Bister Green
aald that they were greatly helped by
the donation of *Old Man Grube,” who
had given ten dollars to the poor of
{the ward,
| * Right in the midst of the astonish-
ment, Blshop Black of the Fourtb




