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8 THE HOME OF SANTA CLAUS.

How ber little hands tre-rniled and hýar tear:..
ran -hot and fast into the open .r.-hest, but sht
had an object in view, an'd fought bravely to
overcoine ber emations. -Stella worked on a

inysterious something for nearlya week. ')f
course, slie would not have ber grandpa know-

what it was,,for the wh*le world, it was her
first and only secret, but as it was for a go0J
cause., she kept it tucked tightly in ber oiv.-i

%varm little heart.
-At-last the eventful day-arrived, on-which-

the stocking dap was, finished. and with it -
came the firsi esign of winter. The air was
cold, and beiore night the wol.1derful white-

.snowflakes began to full. Stella was fourteen
years old then bùt at heart, she, was a child.
and where is the child whose neart does not

junip, and whose eyes do not dance at sight oi.
the first'snow?

Oh! how Stella's heart beat as she wen
into her room, to bring the for ber grand-
pa. He was sitting by the himney where a
(Yreat fire w-a Iýurning, h-is tattered old liatC.1ý

liànging on a peg jiear by. Stella approachied
cautiously, holding ber hands bt-Ihind her.

'Shut vour eyes and stretch ïaut vour arni,
and l'Il give you something to keep yourhead
warni, yy she said.

FTe did so, and when he opened his eyres
there was the most wonderful cap he e-irer

saw, and well- it nýght be, for it was ihe t

of-its kind ever inade.

Words cannot describe the ioy in the dr-ar
old man's heart, at the ' ýsight of so beautital
and appropriate a gift.


