
THE HOME OF SANTA CLAUS.

It was, soft and thick, for Stella alway-3
used the best of yarn for her work. The
crowii -of the -ca wias dark blue ln colour,

while red and white' stripes adorned the ri-MI
and a bunch of tassels hung jauntily from, thé
top, which bobbed and danced rrierrily, as if

playirrg-hideand seek among'the old man's
snow white hair, to Stella's delight and amuse-

èin -ent., as she watched thrôuglx the kitchen
window when hé cut wood or sh-ovelled-- the

snow around the house and barn.

. One cold, crisp morning towards the end
of Dece'hé-ý, S tella Matutina awakened in a-et
unusually happy frame oI mind. She had -an
expectant feeling, as if something entirely out
of- the ordinary was' pending. 'At' first slie
attributed it to the thought of their approacli-

ingftrip to the city, which hitherto ha'd be-en
the chief évent of her y.oung life, but she
quickly put that thought aside ' as she niur-
mured to lierself, 'ý believe Cousin Zyra an(i
children are coming today or tomorrow. J..e.,&
door being being open the brilliantly lightcd'
kitchen and the waÏliith of her aw-n room told
her that her grandfather had risen some time
beforé, ' and had gone tc) -the barn. t

Slipping out of bed, she dressed hurriediv
said'her prayers, and began prreparing breaý--
fast.

lier grandpa, too, se*emed. more cheerfui
than ever as hé entered the house. H e vv a s
fairly butsting with joy as hé gr%-,eted her with

hisusital: "How is. the star of my--heart this-
beautiful morning?"

"Wonderful!" came the prompt answer,
"I never was as happy in iny li-fe."'


