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CIIOOL closed on the day before Christmas,

and Tom Leslie came home with a very

curious look on his face,-an expression of

mingled importance, knowingness and

mystery. lie was the eldest of the family,

being overnine year- old. Theothers were Jim, over seven,

Fanny, six, and Jumper, aged four.

After dinner Tom told Jim and Fannie to come into the

library without letting any one know. When thfy arrived,

lie, having first peeped into the hall to see that there were

no eaves-droppers, said in a solemn whisper, tha. a boy in

school had laughed at him for believing in Santa Claus, had

assured him there was no such person, and that only girls

and small boys were so silly as to believe any such nonsense.

AIl this was received with open eyes and mouth by the

other children.
" Now, Tom, you know better !" said Jim. "lDidn't you

get that lovely sled last year ? So of course there must be

a Sandy Claws."

" Course there's a Sandy Claw !' echoed Fannie.

Tom shook his head and looked wise.

" Well, then, who gave you the sled ? Who putit there ?

Who gave me the monkey-on-a-stick ?"

" Now chiltren," says Tom, impressively, " promise that

you'l never, never tell if I let you know."

Both children promised.

Well Bill Flinn said that fIher did it

Oo-oo-oo ! ! !" cried the children, horror-stricken.

Some further talk ensued in whispers, and then the chil-

dren sneaked off one by one, as they had entered.

That evening at eight o'clock Mrs. Leslie saw the children

safely tucked in bed, and so soundl) asleep that Tom was

even snormug.

They had hung up their stockings themselves in the front

drawing-room so that it would be handy for Santa Claus, as

the chinney was wider there ; and their mother had charged

them not to talk but to go to sieep. As soon as she was

safely downstairs, Tom jumped up-the little hypocrite-

and pokedti up Jim and Fannie. They ail put on their stock-

ings and wrapped a quilt round them, and then like Roman

Senator with stately toga, or like the gentle Mohawks of

whom we read in history, they stole downstairs, filed into

the dark front room, and got behind the sofa. Tom arranged
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the other two comfortably, so that they Ute so'In ilct,

then went to the fire-place, tied one end of a cord to the

grate in such a way that no one could go there without

touching it, fastened the other end to his big toe, went back

to the others, shut his eyes, and was soon in the land of

Nod.

Tom was just in the middle of a most delightful dream.

le was at the bazaar for the "Ilnfant's Ilome," and two

of the young ladies were kindly insisting that he should eat

one more ice cream, though he had just finished his fourth.

He was about consenting, with outward reluctance but in-

ward delight, when suddenly he felt a horrible pain in his

big toe, as if a dentist were trying to haut it out. lie was

on the point of screaming with the pain, when he awoke.

It was Santa Claus at the chimney, and he had struck

against the cord tied to Tom's big toe. But what an appal-

ling sight was he ! All the pictures and stories and legends

had belied him. Mou could not call them even a flattering

likeness. Tom had always understood, from photographs

and hearsay, that Santa Claus was a short, stout, rosy-

cheeked, red-nosed, blue-eyed, merry old gentleman, with

white hair and beard, and a twinkle in his eye, and that he

always wore a white fur coat.

Now this Santa Claus was tall, thin, ghastly, wicked

looking, with no pretty red spot on the end of his nose, and

he had jet-black snaky eyes, straight black hair like an In-

dian, a scanty black moustache and tuft on his chin, a

pointed bat, a long black coat, a long black tait trailing far

behind him, and very odd-looking feet. The lamp he car-

ried gave a vivid blue-light, which made every object look

still more awful. Most ominous of al], there was a distinct

and unmistakable odor of brimstone pervading the room !

Tom was horror-stricken. He did not dare to waken the

other two, for he felt sure they would scream with fright

and blubber vigourously. The consequences of any noise

at that particular moment he did not care to think of. He

felt certain that those hoofs, tail, and that brimstone meant

" Someblody" not to be named in polite society, and if the

visitor heard any strange noises he might-awful thought !-

whip the three of them under his coat and carry them off

to
But what blood-curdling sound is this? A low chuckle

came from Santa Claus. Suddenly he looked round the

room, sniffed, and sniffed again. Then lie said in a hollow

murmur, mingled with those awful chuckles, I smell, ha

ha ! I smell two little boys and one little girl!!"

Tom's hair stood straight up on end, his eyes glared with

fri,tht, his heart thumped against his ribs, then stocd still,

then thumped louder and louder. Surely any one in the

room must hear the thumpmng. The figure paused and mut-

tered, "I can't be bothered with them tonight anyway ; I'm

in too much of a hurry." So he gave one or two more of

those fiendish chuckles, poked some things into the stock-

ing, and then he and his lamp vanished, and all was left in

darkness.
How long Tom waited he never knew. Silently, silently

his hair came down to its normal position, as does the fur

on an indignant cat after her excitement is over. Silently,

silently, the perspiration dried on his face, leaving a feeling

as if it had been varnished. Silently, silently, his eyes lost

their glare of affright. Silently, silently, his heart beat

now, and Tom began to think of getting the children up-

stairs. He shook them, clapping his hand over the mouth

of each when they awoke, to prevent unnecessary and dis-

astrous noise, and soon they were all in bed.

On the way up they asked him if he had seen Santa

Clas. He admitted that he had, but sternly hushed them

when they wanted to know more, telling them that they

would wake up the house with their noise. They were too

sleepy to care mnuch, and the moment their heads touched

the pillow they were off to sleep.

Not so poor Tom. He tossed and turned, and turned and

tossed. He resolved to give Bill Flinn a good sound

t btr.thIiiiig the very Grst time he caught hiiim ah me. Inder <1,

he suspected that Bill had sent that dreadful visitor.

knew Bill to be a very wicked boy, and taking that fact in

connection with the hymn,

"And Satan finds some mischief still
For idle hands to do,"

it was all too plain. So he became afraid to go to asleep )t

said his prayers over again, and he made up bis mind tbat in

the spring he would not coax bis mother to give them ra

some "lbrimstone and molasses," as he had done the Y'ear

before-not he. He had had enough brimstone to last hiim

for sonie time. He was just considering whether he wo

ever be able to eat taffy or molasses without thinking o
brimstone, when he fell into a troubled slumber.

Morning broke, and later than usual the children awoke

jim and Fannie made Tom go downstairs with thenm to be
what was in the stockings. Tom did not want to go,

durst not tell them why. Then a bight thought struckbhe

Maybe he had only dreamed last night's horrors. But the

moment he got out of bed he knew better, for bis toe

very, very sore and much swollen, and he bad to. left
Besides, they found a stocking and a quilt on the stairs, left

there by sleepy Fannie on the way up.
When they took down the stockings they found them ihled

with ashes, old potatoes and other rubbish ; the only di«er

ence being that Fannie's had some worm-candy, Jinm a b1a

of sugar-coated pills, and Tom's a large lump of brinistone.

The younger children burst out into wails of woe, for well

they knew that this was a judgment on them for thedaY

that Fannie had stolen some worm-candy, and Ji" 50 se

sugar-coated pills, which delicacies they had eaten, and as a

consequence had nearly died. Tom did not cry. l te wa

again seized with horror. He, and he alone, knewhi

meaning of that brimstone. He ket his knowledge todhat

self, but mentally gave Hill Flinn one more kick, an

was a comfort.

The little procession toiled upstairs.

It was a solemn cavalcade and slow
That came with stockings. Never had the bouse,
Save when a kitten died, such pomp of woe beheld•

Jim and Fannie went snifìling to their mother's door, but

she told them to wipe their noses and go back to bed or

they would get their death of cold. Little did she knfost

their nocturnal adventure, or she would have been a h

distracted for fear of croup, or pip, or gapes, or some su

fell disease.)f their
The children did not get a chance to tell the story uience

aFilictions till breakfast time. Then they had for an aurather
their father, mother and Uncle John, a young an re

given to practical jokes. Jim and Fannie recountedote

in which they had been prowling round, the g01n
stairs, the sleeping behind the sofa, the midnight a"ald the
by Tom, the slinking back to bed. Then they tith

story of the norning's wvoe, interspersing the narrative Is
mournful howls. Jim wanted to know wîhat nmady

mother so mean as to tell Santa Claus about the w orm
1 cf

and the sugar-coated pills ; and Fannie demanded
1 tha

t

should tell them how Santa Claus looked and behaved.•\t

Their nother opened her eyes in utter bewildermflent.

last she gasped : I have

Children, there is some wretched nistake •the

reason to know that Santa Claus put your presentS 1n
library. Go and look !" Ah!

Jim, Fannie and Junper ran off, but Tom sat stl

he knew better than that ;xwoe was the day !

",Tom," asked Mrs. Leslie, " why don't yto go , t is

Tom got red in the face, and looked appealinglY ad

Uncle John. Then, I regret to say, Uncle Johnslouckle,
emphatically vinked at Tom, gave a hollow, awfu lughed

winked again, and tinally threw back his head, and

till the tears ran out of bis eyes. îles.
Tom started, jumped up, but then sat down speec ocon'
There was a solemn silence. Tom tried to 1ook uEvel

cerned and to eat some breakfast, but he could not.


