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and so, se bravely conquered the tan-
talizing voice titat would insist on tell-
ing her, "I knew you couldn't hoid ont."

M R. HOLDEN drove up Vo the door,
and received thte list of groceries

>and provisions f rom bis wif e. He
was off for town twenty miles away,
so lie kissed wife and little ones, and
sprang into the sleigbh, Mrs. Holden cail-
ing after him flot Vo forget o cal! at
te express office. Titen site swept and

dusted, cleaned and scrtrbbed 01l day,
for te intervening days until Christ-
mas would be filled with baking and
cooking, and, of course, the usual
guests, te chilless couple on their
rigbt, and the lone lacitelor on te left
woul corne for dinner. A good, bhot
supper was ready when te merry jingle
of sleigh belîs was again at te door,
and te boxes were carried in, among
them te special one, hidden among te
other parcels, flot to be opened until the
littie f olkc retired.

IiTe last day of anticipation was over.
Four expectant littie ones went to bed

pins Vo te velors coucit bung accord-
ing Vo age, and at respectful distances.
Mr. Hoilen had gone over Vo sit a witile
wivlh thte beoitelor, wbo bar been itoused
in witit rieumatjsm. "Do not waît for
me, Margaret, 1 may be late, as 1 will
help bim ont a little."' He itad flot seen
the row of stoocings, but at eleven
o'clock wben bce came homne, witbout dis-
turbing them, he placer! above Georgie's
a moutit organ, new skates ail readv fast-
ened on new boots; and beside Nettie's
a lovely doîl, and set of blue and whiite
dishes. Billy-boy's woolly dog, on
wheels was there, and a tin rum>peV,
with a rubber dol! for baby titat whist!-
cd when squeezed. At te head of te
coucit was a large parcel addressed Vo
Mfrs. Holden lrom Santa Clauis.

"Don't be long out Vo te barn,
Daddy, we want you, too."

"Ail right," he called citee'rily. When
te mystic door was opened their de-

light knew no bnnds. Mr. Holden
placed hiniseif in front of te box until
ail the gifts had been examined, ten

ook baby from his wife's knee, and
piaced te box there. "Open it, motiter,"
said Georgie, "'sec, f rom Santa Claus,"
spelling it out, as bis mother's tremit-
ling fingers untied te cord. A band-
some set of furs, ki!d gloves, and a box
of coqcolates. Site srniled ber graitudejust ten. and aIl day long titere was a
glad ligitt in ber eyes, and a song ini
ber heart. Wbien te happy day was

eneand tbey were alone, site sair!,
"JmS, you bave been so goor! andkind,» and ber voice -broke, Ilanid Ineyer gave you anytbing in return." His

armis belý ber close as be sair!, "Yes,
dear you bave given me te grandest
gft of al your forgiveness for what 1
haeaa;s. regretted, and tbat is srnie-


