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A CHRISTMAS S8KETCH FOR THE CHILDREN.

While tho anuual season of good cheer approaches, youog and old aro
looking forward to its joyful days with lmrpy auticipations ; perhaps try-
ing to docido what sort of prosents thoysmll mnko in theso cluso titnes,
whon money is 8o havd to got, and so casily lost whon ono happons to havea
litule of it, )

In condueting the Christinas colebrations that alwaya go with this pre.
sont-making, many queer plane aro arrar. ged and carried out, and .although
ons would supposo overy possiblo stylo of entortainment ust lung since
havo boon given a great many timos, cach Christmas is suro to bring out its
list of noval and freshly intoresting programmes, _

Tho way that some frionds of ours mavnaged tho affsir is, without doubt,
purely original ; and it wont off'so smnusingly, that we will let mastor Charlio,
ono of the little people concorned, deseribo it in his own languaga,

“Wo wero all disappointed in not cnjoying tho good time that had heon
planned for our summor vacation. But a lot of troublea camo ot when wo
wero not looking for them, and so complotely upset everything that woe had
tu jltlst lot it go, and get what comfort we could by hoping for hottor luck
noxt year.

In the first place, little Jonnio, the protticst, smarlest and livelicst of us
children, must go to Katio McKay's birth-day party, whon thore was a storm
too bad for anybody to bo out in, and cateh an awful cold, that wado hor sick
with soro throat, and she didn't got well for almost threo months,

Then Frod came liomo from college to help us onjoy oursolves ;-and the
follow hadn't beon in the houso threo hours before hio begun to foel sguirm-
ish, When wo called Doctor Crabb, who akes such torriblo tasting pills,
and othor stuff, that worthy lvoked more solomn than evor. Ho looks
rolemn onough at any time. After the doctor had felt of I'réd’s pulse,
looked at his tonguo, and did several other things, he pronounced it a bad
caso of chicken-pox. How abeurd for a follow almost grown into a man to
teke a discaso only fit for children.

Of coureo, this put the Maxwell mansion (Maxwell's our name) into
lots of confusion, Still, as we amall folks had all had chickes-piox, I sup-
poso wo would have got along all right, and managed to enjoy part of the
fun, if the uproar caused hy having two sick people in tho housg at enco,
had not brought on a fresh attack of aunt Robecea's brain trouble.

You seo, aunt Rebecea writes books, describing beautiful rainbows, splon-

did sunsets, and fairy peoplo that walk on air, and father says, thinking so

much about such light subjects, has made her head light.

Anyhow, she.took the brain disorder, and no sooner gets.bétter of ono
spell, than sometliing or other brings her down again. This time she foll so
dangorously, low: that all havds had to koep vory quiety. The minute wo
camo home froni.school or anywhere olso, we must take off ourshoes, and
hardly apeak above & whispor, :

This was bad enough on us fellows and girls who wero woll; and wanted
to shout and laugh, and tear about, oh, so much. Lut the sick ones took it a
great deal worso than wo did. Jennio 'enid she should think wo were
gotting ready for her funoral, and Fred .declared the noxt -timo he gol
chicken-pox, ho hoped they would. tako him to the hospital, which was
likely to be a much more cheorful placo than our house.

That's the way our affsire wont on for a while. But early in-Novomber,
when we bogan to think of Christmas, the prospect showed up  littlo bottor.
Fred got over the chicken-pox, and Jonnie's throat, after soveral relapses,
finally healed up in first-claes stylo, so she could laugh and play.around, and
sing as sweetly as ever.

As for aunt Rebecea, tho instant her head got settled just-a littlo, they
packed her off to Florida for tho winter, and if sho gets batter, sho will
write anothor book, all about oranges and alligators.

So, for the big fun day of all the year, our folks detormined to organize
 demonstration worthy of the occasion, as fathor suys when ho talks about
political meotings, and gots to wriling spoechesin favor of Sit John A Blake,
or against Mr, Edward McDonald, and slthough they wouldn't say a word
to us about what thoy wero going to do, we know by their important Jooks
and mystorious private talks that a gay troat of eome kind was coming.

At last, they lot us know there was to be a groat party at ¢ur houso on
tho evening beforo Christras, and that tho Smiths, the Browns, the Clem-

onts, tho McKays, and-two or threo other families, had becn invited, with.

all their children. This was splendid nows! It's very nico-to.have a party
}v}lx;:ro childron can recoive and entertain their frionds just like grown up
olks.

But the afternoon hefore Christmas wo recoived a groat digappointment,
when cousiu Jack Anderson, who had beon invited. aud countéd on as sure
to come, didn't arrivo by the Isst train from his town.

Well, peoplo bogan to como in pretty early, aud by seven o'clock, our
doublo parlors. wo quite full ; .and when the folding doors wore oponed, it
Jooked liko some kind of .public mecting waiting for tho spoaker.

But all the men and women kopt wonderfully still for 6ld peoplo ; and
we children could do nothing but sit and look at them, trying to imagine
whatover in all the world was tho matter. Jennio whispered to we that she
believed they wero going to have a Quaker meoting. Even:Prof. VonBlink-
ere, the. German-playor, who has such immense oyes, such big spectacles,
with two windows in each one, and such a long nose ; and wha is so very
smsll.in overy other way, instead of giving us some music, only sat on the
pisno stool as stupid as tho rest. :

Still, a Quaker meeting did not scom to bo oxactly what they wore .up
to, for while there was'nt much talking, wo could see they were all in a flut.
ter, expecting somothing, of which the small pcople know just notbing at all.

Just about the. sccond when thay got tired out waiting, and we got tired

out imsgining, ke bell rang, and fathor ckipped to tho door,.as if thot was |

exnctly what ho expected, At the samno womont; Prof. VonBinkera stiuck
up a tuno that took so many different notes, he had to fly right pud Joft,
and up and down, until ho ecomod Lo bo seattored all along the keys, and wo
couldn't, for our lives, decido where tho man really ought to b,

While I was hoping ho wonld gob through without coming lo picees, all
at onco tho folke gave n little shout, and the musie stopped so swllenly, [
was almost afraid the Prolessor hnd beon takon with u fit.

When I turned to sea whet it meant, father was coming fvom the hall,
londing n person who looked oxaotly like the pictures of Santa Claus, and
I shouldn't wondor if most of the little childron holioved it really was the
Saint they had hoard so much about, while wo big Loy s and gitls didn't know
what to think

"Fathor introduced tho strange guest by ol us that Santa Claus had
honored us by coming in person to distnbute his annual Lokens of csloom
and aflection,

Thon, tho Saint made a low bow. and without saying « word, wont
around and gave evoryono a packago from a bear skin bag, which he carriod,
At first, tho bag was so big and heavy, he could hardly lug b, but when ho
gol through, it seomed to e il emptied out.  After going to overybody, ho
mado anothor low bow, and was gone before wo thuughit tu upen var bundles,
or ask him any questions,

In a minute, soveral of our hoys rushed out to find whore o wenl noxt ;
but not a sign of him could wo suv.

Jonnie said tho front door hiad hardly elosed behiud the gentlom =, whon
sho hoard a sound as though a slaigh was being daven rapidly away.

When wo opoued the packages ho loft. us, we found they contained ail
tho protty Christmas Cards wa hind sent to our mates, and besules, a special
card for oach of us, larger »nd finor than any wo over aaw before,

On tho lovely prosont was written sn hoautiful gold lotters, * keep this
token to remombor tho visit of Santa Claus,”

A little whilo aftor, hefore wo got through luvhing at vur gifts, and try-
ing to find out who had tho most, tho bell rang agawn , and while wo woro
wondering if tho gonerous Satnt was comag back tu ses how we liked his
presents, in walked cousin Jack 1 just too late 11 seo the fun,

But wihon this young wan kissed Jontne, hor sharp wyes spied o curl of
white hair on his cont collar, just ko that worn by the make-lnlieve Santa
Claus, and thon, of courso, wo knew all about 1t.

So father told us the wholo story. Juck catie duwn in the morning, aud
I stopped at a hotel, aud thoy hixed 1t with the sstter carrior, s tht any cards
we sent should bo loft with him.

Then they went and dressed him up withs fur clothes, falow Liir, and @
red minsk, and he camo round tn a sleigh, made the presents, and was driven
back without anyhody finding ont tho socret.

When Jack got out of lis Santa Claus tinings, he hurtiod uver to our
house, to help strip the big Uhristmas tree ot tho back cnd of our long
room, that had H0 candles burning on 11, and the best presont- wo over got.
I didn't thiuk to tell about this hofore.

You better boliove we had a royal ime that evening | Spuaking pioces,
reading and singing, and for once, tho staliest childicn wero allowed to sit
up as Jong as thoy wanted to,

Prof. VouBlinkers did amazing Lhings v tho piano! Old Miss
Avguin said he oxccuted liko an angel. 1 wouder whero she cver heard an
augel exccuto on a piano?  Anyhow, he played .l the tunes [ evor heard, -
and a good many more, aud played thom aplondid tvo !

About thirteon or fourteon o'clock, the party broke up at last, and I
guess everybody *vent homo happy '

JoxaTuax.
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{For THE cmTic |
CHRISTMAS AI' OMBERLEIGIH.

It ia « bleak Decombor aftornoon, aml tho younger poition of guests at
“Omberleigh Mapor " aro bustly decuiating the ball rvom fur tho 24th,
Outaido tho snow is falling heavily, and it luuks if possible, bleaker and
more dismal 1n contrast to the bughtuess within. Huge pine logs are
burning in the great old fashioned fire-placs, throwing their ruddy glow o’er
the group of werry givls, whose skillful fingers aro twining wreaths of
evorgreon and holly.

At Jast protty Kathleen Vano breaks the silence that for tho last fow.
minutes scems to havo settled on them. * Do you know Sir Guy Travers ia
cotivng to-night for cortain? I heard Tady Austen orderiug dinner to bo un
hour later on his account ; Dick says he is, oh so handsome, and quite &
catch too. T mean him to be my spocial property,” sho adds with a glance
of dofiance, * pleaso do not look 8o shocked, nfteen thvusand a year is not a
Jjoko to o' pennitess girl.”

“ Oh, that is not fair, when Miss Vano enters tho list it is limo 1o give
np, yo lesser mortals,” said Madge Dunraven, with a mocking laugh.  (They
well know that). Protty girls thero were among thom , bit neno so fair ag
Kathleen Vano. She would have made nn arust a forlune could he have
painted hor as she stood, with the fire-light falung vn her protty face, giving,
a weird look to those lovely violot eyes, and turning her bright hair to
threads of dazzling gold. ‘

I for ono wish you success,” cricd Gladys Musten , “once “afely Lady
"Pravers you are past mischief.”

‘Then comos tho faint tinkle of a bLull, thoy all hurty off to dress for
dibnor, cach one intent upon outshimng her lovely companiou. Miss:
Vane's maid wondors what capricivus sprite possesses her mistress, dress
after dress must be brought out only to be rcjected, at list when poor
Johneon's pationce is well nigh exhausted, Kathleen chooses ono of whity
and gold, nothing could bo morp suitable.

When the sound of laughing vuices floating actuzs the hall, the drawing-




