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CHRISTXAS GREETING.
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WO LITTLE STOCKINGS.

BY SARA KRFEBLES HUENM

Two little stockings hung side 1y s

Clnsc to the fireplace, broad wnd wade.

W vo? " said Sant Nick, as donsn he came,
Loaded with tovs aud many o pawe

« IHo-ho,” with a l2agh of tun,

o "I} have .o ¢ heating, an pretty one

[ koow who d vells in tins honse, v dear,
There's on! cae httle gr! hves here,

~0 he crept up dos to th chimnes place

And III(‘.’lSIll’C(ll asock with a sober face,

Jnst then a vee tte note fell out,

And futtered low, hke @ bned about .

«Nha twhat's thas 2 " satd he e serprise,

As hie pashed bis spees np Gose 1o s gyes

And read the address o child < rough plen,

o Dear Sunt Nicholas, ot bogan .

wThe other stocking vou see on the wall

I have hung for a cludd damed ¢ L Hall

She's a poor hittle ird, ot very o,

So I thought pechaps vou kindhy wonkd

Fill up her stocking, too, 1 nght,

And Lelp to make her Chrstmas brigh

If vou've not caough for bath stockings tnea,
Please put ot i Ulara's, 1 shall not can

Sant Nicholas brashed a tear trone lus e

Antd * Godd biess van, darling, e <and wath a4 wigh
Chen softly -he blew, thraugh the chimoey bk,
A rote like a bard's s 1t soars on high,

When down came two of the Tnpniest mortais
That ever were scen ting side carth s partals,
*Hurry up ™ sand Samt Nick, »and nuddy prepare
Al a inttle il wants where sones s tase,
Then, oh, what-a scene there was i that room!
Away went the edves, it down from the gloatn
Of the sooty old chnney comes tatabiling low

A chidd's whole wardrobe, from head 1o tee,

How Santa Claus Laehied as be gatti red thetn o
Aud fastened each one to the sork with o pin!
Right to the toe he hung a-bine dress.

« She'll think it came from me, 1 guess,”

Said Samnt Nicholas, sinootlung the folds ot blue,
And tymg the bood 10 the stocking tow,

When all the warm dothes were fastened on
And both little socks were Hled and done,

Then Santa Claus tucked a toy here and there,
And harried away to the frosty an,

Snrinu: “ God paty the poor and bless the dear clald
Who pities theny, too, on ting might so wild.”

The wimd caught the words and bore them on high
Till they died away m the mudnggbt shy,

While Saint Nichotas ftew through the icy air
Bringang * peace and good-will © with hun everywhere,

A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND HAPPY NEW

AL I K1




