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KING FROST AND
KING WINTER
by M argaret T. Canby
AN EXCERPT FROM THE PEARL
STORY BOOK (1919)
King W inter lives in a very
strong palace near the cold
North Pole; it is built of great
blocks of thick ice, and all
around it stand high, pointed
icebergs, and cross, white
bears keep guard at the gate.
He has many little fairy
servants to do his bidding and
they are like their master,
cross and spiteful, and
seldom do any kind actions,
so that few are found who
love them. King W inter is rich
and powerful, but he keeps
all his wealth so tightly locked
up that it does no one any
good; and what is worse, he
often tries to get the treasures
of other persons, to add to the
store in his money chests.
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One day when this selfish old
king was walking through the
woods he saw the leaves
thickly covered with gold and
precious stones, which had
been spread upon them by
King Frost, to make the trees
more beautiful and give
pleasure to all who saw them.
But looking at them did not
satisfy King W inter;
continued on page 3

From the Editor's Desk
January 1, 2017
Dear Readers:
You may have noticed that there were no
newsletters in N ovember and December. I can only
plead busy-ness as my excuse, and I was tempted to
abandon the effort altogether. But, I get so much
pleasure from putting these newsletters together
every month, and I decided it was worth it to find
the time and make this work a priority in the new
year.
So, without further ado, welcom e to 2017! While
the Church year began on the First Sunday of
Advent at the end of N ovember, the secular
calendar marks today as the start of something new.
What will this year bring? It's always an
unanswerable question, but one thing of which we
can be certain (at least here in N ew England) is that
January will bring winter. And, this month's
newsletter has winter covered, from a whimsical
story about a battle between K ing W inter and
K ing Frost (starts on page 1) to poem s about the
ice and snow (see page 6).
I suppose I should also say M er ry Chr istm as!? for those of us following the liturgical calendar, the
beginning of January is still Christmastide. While the rest of the world is taking down and tossing away the
remnants of their holiday decorations, we're still here enjoying our lights, carols, and Christmas cheer for
another whole week until we culminate the season with a celebration of Epiphany on January 6th. (Did you
know? T he greens don't have to come down until Candlemas on February 2nd!)
I'm off to celebrate the N ew Year with some fun family rituals? how will you welcome 2017? Share your
thoughts and traditions at Facebook.com/AroundtheYear.org.
Kelli Ann Wilson, Editor
kelli@aroundtheyear.org

Coming to around the year in February:
Candlemas, window stars, & more!
NOVEMBER 2015
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continued from page 1

he wanted to have the gold for
his own, and he made up his
mind to get it, somehow. Back he
went to his palace to call his
servants home to do this new
work. As soon as he reached the
gate, he blew a loud, shrill note
on his horn and in a few minutes
his odd little fairies came flying in
at the windows and doors and
stood before him quietly waiting
their commands. The king
ordered some to go out into the
forest, at nightfall, armed with
canes and clubs, and beat off all
the gold and ruby leaves; and he
told others to take strong bags,
and gather up all the treasure,
and bring it to him.
?If that silly King Frost does not
think any more of gold and
precious stones than to waste
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them on trees I shall teach him
better,?said the old king.
The fairies promised to obey him,
and as soon as night came, off
they rushed to the forest, and a
terrible noise they made, flying
from one beautiful tree to
another, banging and beating the
leaves off. Branches were
cracking and falling on all sides,
and leaves were flying about,
while the sound of shouting and
laughing and screaming told all
who heard it that the spiteful
winter fairies were at some
mischief. The other fairies
followed, and gathered up the
poor shattered leaves, cramming
them into the great bags they
had brought, and taking them to
King W inter?s palace as fast as
they were filled.
This work was kept up nearly all

night and when morning came,
the magic forest of many-colored
leaves was changed into a dreary
place. Bare trees stretched their
long brown branches around and
seemed to shiver in the cold wind
and to sigh for the beautiful dress
of shining leaves so rudely torn
from them.
King W inter was very much
pleased, as one great sack after
another was tugged in by the
fairies and when morning came
he called his servants together
and said, ?You have all worked
well, my fairies, and have saved
much treasure from being
wasted; I will now open these
bags and show you the gold.
Each of you shall have a share.?
The king took up the sack
nearest to him, their surprise,
when out rushed a great heap of
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continued from page 3

brown leaves, which flew all over
the floor and half choked them
with dust! W hen the king saw this
he growled with rage and looked
at the fairies with a dark frown on
his face. They begged him to
look at the next sack, but when
he did so, it, too, was full of
brown leaves, instead of gold and
precious stones. This was too
much for King W inter?s patience.
He tossed the bags one by one
out of the palace window, and

would have tossed the unlucky
fairies after them, had not some
of the bravest ones knelt down
and asked for mercy, telling him
they had obeyed his orders, and,
if King Frost had taken back his
treasure, they were not to blame.
This turned their master?s anger
against King Frost, and very angry
and fierce he was. He gnashed
his great teeth with rage and
rushed up and down in his
palace, until it shook again. At last
he made up his mind to go out
that night, break down King

Frost?s beautiful palace, and take
away all his riches.
W hen night came, he started out
with all his fairies. Some were
armed with the clubs they had
beaten off the leaves with, and
others had lumps of ice to throw
at their enemy; but the king had
been so angry all day that he had
not told them what to do; also, he
had left their sharp spears locked
up. He wrapped himself in his
great white cloak of swan?s down
in order that he might look
continued on page 5

© M arco Cortese

QUOTE
He who marvelsat the beauty of the world in summer
will find equal cause for wonder and admiration in
winter.
? John Burroughs
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continued from page 4

very grand, and so they went on
their way.
King Frost lived on the other side
of the wood, and he had heard all
the noise made by the winter
fairies in spoiling the trees and
had seen the next morning the
mischief they had done. It made
him very sorry to find the
beautiful leaves all knocked off
and taken away, and he
determined to punish King
W inter by going to attack his
palace that night. He spent the
day making ready and dressing
himself and his servants in
shining coats of ice-armour and
giving each one several spears
and darts of ice tipped with sharp
diamond points. They looked like
brave little soldiers.
The two groups of fairies met in
the midst of the great wood. After
some words between the kings,

their servants fell to blows and a
great battle they had. The winter
fairies fought with their clubs and
threw lumps of ice at the frost
fairies; but their clubs were weak
from being used so roughly the
night before and soon broke; and
when their ice-balls were all
thrown away they could find no
more. But King Frost had armed
his servants well, and they threw
their icy darts among the winter
fairies. The trees, too, seemed to
fight on the Frost King?s side. The
bare twigs pulled their hair and
the branches ripped their ice
clothes wherever they could. So
the winter fairies had the worst of
it and at last started off at full
speed and rushed through the
woods, never stopping till they
reached the palace, and shut
themselves in? leaving their king,
who was too proud to run, all
alone with King Frost and his
fairies. You may be sure they

were not very merciful to him.
They began to pull his cloak,
calling out, ?Give us your cloak to
keep our trees warm. You stole
their pretty leaves; you must give
us your cloak.?
Now this was a magic cloak and
had been given to King W inter by
the Queen of the fairies, so when
he felt them pulling at it, he
wrapped it tightly about him, and
began to run. After him flew the
frost fairies, pulling and plucking
at his great white cloak,
snatching out a bit here and a bit
there and laughing and shouting
while King W inter howled and
roared and rushed along, not
knowing where he went. On they
flew up and down the wood in
and out among the trees,? their
way marked by the scattered bits
of white down from King W inter?s
cloak. W hen day began King
W inter found himself near his
own palace. He dashed his
tattered cloak to the ground and
rushed through the gate, shaking
his fist at King Frost.
He and his fairies took the cloak.
As they went home through the
woods they hung beautiful
wreaths of white down on all the
trees and also trimmed the
branches with their broken
spears and darts, which shone
like silver in the sunlight, and
made the woods look as bright
almost, as before it had been
robbed of its golden and ruby
leaves. Even the ground was
covered with shining darts and
white feathers. Every one thought
it very beautiful, and no one
could tell how it happened.
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W inter
by James R ussell Lowell

Down swept the chill wind from the mountain peak,
From the snow five thousand summers old;
On open wold and hill-top bleak
It had gathered all the cold,
And whirled it like sleet on the wanderer?s cheek.
It carried a shiver everywhere
From the unleafed boughs and pastures bare;
The little brook heard it and built a roof
?Neath which he could house him winter-proof;
All night by the white stars?frosty gleams
He groined his arches and matched his beams;
Slender and clear were his crystal spars
As the lashes of light that trim the stars:
He sculptured every summer delight
In his halls and chambers out of sight.

O ld K ing W inter
by Anna E. Skinner
Old King W inter?s on his throne
In robes of ermine white;
The crown of jewels on his head
Now glitters bright with light.
The little flakes of snow and hail,
And tiny pearls of sleet,
Are with the wild winds dancing
All round his magic feet.
His beard is white, his cheeks are red,
His heart is filled with cheer;
His season?s best some people say;
The best of all the year.
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CELEBRATING SAINT THOM AS AQUINAS
The Feast of Saint Thomas Aquinas
is celebrated each year on January
28th. Thomas Aquinas was born to
wealthy parents in the Kingdom of
Sicily (Italy) about 1225 A.D. As a
young child, he studied at Monte
Cassino, the Benedictine monastery
of which his uncle was abbot. It was
always assumed by the family that
Thomas would follow in his uncle's
footsteps and become a Benedictine
abbot himself. However, Thomas's
life took a different path when he
decided at the age of nineteen to
join the newly-founded Dominican
Order instead.
Caught in a battle over his future,
Thomas was shuttled from Rome to
Paris by the Dominicans, and later
imprisoned for a year or more in his
family's castle at his mother's
behest. An attempt to break him by
sending a prostitute to seduce him
failed, and only served to solidify his
desire to remain celibate. Eventually,

Thomas's mother facilitated his
"escape" from the castle.
In 1252 A.D. Thomas received a
master's degree in theology from the
University of Paris. He spent the rest
of his life writing and teaching in
various European cities.
During this time, Thomas wrote his
most famous work, Summa
Theologiae, which is essentially an
explication of sacred doctrine for
new Christians.
In 1273 A.D. St. Thomas Aquinas is
said to have had an encounter with
Jesus Christ in which the Lord said to
him, "You have written well of me,
Thomas. W hat reward would you
have for your labor?" To which
Thomas replied, "Nothing but you,
Lord." Following this encounter,
Thomas abandoned his work. He
died the next year on 07 March 1274
A.D. while giving a commentary on
the Song of Songs.

A Student's Prayer
by St. T hom as A quinas
Come, H oly Spirit, Divine
Creator, true source of light and
fountain of wisdom! Pour forth
your brilliance upon my dense
intellect, dissipate the darkness
which covers me, that of sin and of
ignorance.
Grant me a penetrating mind to
understand, a retentive memory,
method and ease in learning, the
lucidity to comprehend, and
abundant grace in expressing
myself. Guide the beginning of my
work, direct its progress, and bring
it to successful completion.
T his I ask through Jesus Christ,
true God and true man, living and
reigning with You and the Father,
forever and ever. Amen.
Sources: www.Catholic.org; www.NewAdvent.org/ summa

? K.W.
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(A) Anglican/Episcopalian; (R )
Roman Catholic; (O ) Eastern
O rthodox
January 1st: N am ing and
Circum cision of Jesus (A),
Solem nit y of M ary (R ), and N ew
Year's Day
January 2nd: Feasts of Sts. Basil
the Great and Gregory N azianzen
(A)(R )
January 3rd: T he M ost H oly
N am e of Jesus (R )
January 6th: EPI PH A N Y (T hree
K ings' Day) (A)(R )

Recommended Reading
CHILDREN'S BOOKS FOR THE MONTH OF JANUARY

January 8th: First Sunday after
Epiphany

T he T hird Gift, written by Linda
Sue Park, illustrated by Bagram
Ibatoulline

January 19th: Second Sunday
after Epiphany
January 21st: Feast of St. Agnes,
virgin and martyr (A)(R )
January 22nd: Feast of St.
Vincent, deacon and martyr (A)(R )
January 25th: CON V ER SI ON
OF PA U L
January 26th: L ast Sunday after
Epiphany
January 28th: Feast of St. T homas
Aquinas, Teacher of the Faith
(A)(R )
___________________________________
Visit Aroundt heYear.org for more photos, crafts,
recipes, and ideas for celebrating the natural
seasons and the Christian year.
Follow around the year on Facebook for updates.
Be sure to share the website and the Facebook
page with your friends!
facebook.com/ aroundtheyear.org

instagram.com/ aroundtheyear

© Phot ographer Name

twitter.com/ aroundtheyear

I'm always looking for individuals who might be
interested in contributing to around the year
(both the website and the newsletters). If you
would like to contribute, please contact me!
kelli@aroundtheyear.org
All text and images
copyright 2017
Kelli Ann Wilson and
AroundTheYear.org,
unless otherwise
noted.
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From the publisher:
The three wise men, or the three
kings, are familiar figures in the
Christmas tradition. Newbery
medalist Linda Sue Park has taken
the brief biblical references to the
three as the starting point for a new
story. In it we meet a boy who is
learning his father?s trade; a man who
gathers resin from certain trees; a merchant in the marketplace;
and three strangers in brightly colored robes who are shopping
for a gift for a baby. A simple, moving tale of ordinary people
involved in an extraordinary event brings new resonance to the
well-known gift list of gold, frankincense, and myrrh.

A H appy New Year's D ay,
written by Roch Carrier,
illustrated by Gilles Pelletier
From the publisher:
The preparations for the joyous
New Year?s Day celebrations of
Roch?s childhood began long
before winter came. In the
summer, his grandmother made
her cherry wine. The
neighboring villagers painted and repaired their sleighs in
anticipation of the winter?s parade. W hen the big day finally
arrives, it is a whirlwind of activity: the cooking and eating of the
lavish feast, the arrival of visitors and distant relatives, the singing
and dancing, and the family blessing. In the end, Roch knows who
to thank for such a wonderful day.
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