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Thelr New Year s Present
L (By Margaret Johnson.)

on éither -side of the path throﬁgh the -
woods the .snow lay, white and unbroken
“The ‘trees arched .overhead, their myrla,d

e twigs tra.cmg anintricate pa.ttern upen the’

cloudless blue ‘of -the. sky. -'Elsa; did not
lift  her eyes to-see 'this* beauty. - Her

" thoughts were busy and-troubled, and she

walked: with drooping head. Such “a little
- thing it was to worry over! .So many girls-
would never give it-a thought! . She was~

too honest, too conscientious. Her examina- .

tion paper-had- been perfect but for -that.
one question, and 1t wa.s qu1te by a.ccldent
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'. ‘Lena, it wzuled, ,1t iss my turn"‘ You~

haf keep it too long; Lena." P .

Looking down she saw a tiny boy, whose'

round - blue eyes, peermg from' the folds of
a great. comforter, gazed tearfully at a girl,
not much. la.rger “than -himself, .clad in a
dingy red jacket ‘and cap. . .

‘What is the me.tter"' asked Elsa, klndly

‘It iss the skate, Fraulein,' said Lena, con-

fidingly. She had .seen the young lady. be-
-fore, and knew the slately house on the
avenue where ghe lived.

Ve haf only von, und ve takes tu.rns to
vear it
little.’
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“FRAULIEN, I HAF BRING THEM BACK.

that”she had opened her history, to get a
paper  which lay there just at the page
wliich answered that troublesome questlon
Was it her duty to'tell Miss Matthews about
that, and lose the perfect mark she was so
ankious for?

A sound of voices.came ﬂoating th,rough ,

the frosty air; a confused, joyous murmur,
mingled with the keen, silvery ringing of
steel ‘upon ice. She was nearing the' pond.
Following a bend’in the path she came full
upon - it ‘~="a brilliant. sight; - the sparkling
sheet of ice, covered w1th gay figures, dart-
- ing, sklmmlng, and swaying, in ‘the sunshine,
Elsa put on her skates' and joined the flying
throng;" but she was in ' no mood for. pleasure,
~and~ presently was gtanding’ 'again on the
. shore, gazing with’ absent eyes-at the merry
'scene Shé was: roused " by the ‘sound. of a
: plaintwe voice near: by. . .- :
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‘But you can’t do anythmg with one
skate,’ cned Dlsa

‘0 ja, Fraulem.. said the chxld . *You -can

-skate fery well, mit von foot to slide, a.nd'

von to push’ .
Dlsa was seized with a sudden lmpulso
'Do you think you can wear my _ ska.tes,
Lena? she asked and taking the dainty,
shining skates from her.own feet, Elsa knelt
down and buckled ithem on over Lena's
stout shoas.

'Now go, and let me §ee you try them -

she said. = “Yacob can have the odd one ;
and bring them - ba.ck to ‘me when you- are
tired.’

--She watched the child start oit nnd saw
that she could really skate.very well. The
dingy red jacket darted in and. out:among

’ the erowd, apd little Yacolb came  after,

"Yacob cnes beea.use he 1ss S0

“fairy to- her. -

.on as in'a dream
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laborlng under- obvious dliﬁculties, as long

-as’ Blsa’s amused eyes could follow them:

pes Lena had been presented with a paif of

'Win"s she could not have been more won-

deringly grateful Up and down, back and
forth: she. skimmed, untiring. - thtle Yacob .

- grew weary and went home, his one skate.

hugged lovingly to his bosom. The crowd
thinned on the pond, ‘The air grew colder
and the dull red sunset bulned behmd the
trees.

Then with a sudden pang: Lena reo.hzed'
that ‘there was an end to her joy. . The
skates were not hers. ' She would never have
them again. She looked around for the tall
figure of the girl who had played the good
There she was, far’ away at °
the other end of the pond. Lena took oft
the skates and started aCIOSS with them sor-
rowfully. l

Midway over, she stopped. A sudden
temptation * had taken possession of her.
What if she should keep the skates? In-
stantly it seemed to her as if she must have

+ them, ' She did not stop to think, but gave

one quick glance about her, Elsa was ta.lk--
ing with some friends far’ away. No one
was looking. No one would know. = She
turned and ran to the shore, and dashed into
the woods, running with all her might, filled

- with a fearful joy, toward the little house

where she and Yacob lived across the rall-
way track.

It wa.s a long way, The wmter d’ty came
to a sudden close and it grew darlx early in
those still woods Lena Began to be oppress-
ed by the lonelmess and gloom about her,
She.. scarcely understood the misery that
crept over her.as she. ran, : Still_she went .
- Not untrl .she was near-
1y home’ did conscxence fauly awake in her
sturdy’ llttle bosoni, and smite her ‘with sud-
den woe.  What had she done! Wha.t wag
she—a thief!™ She stood still,  Before her
shone the lighted window of her home Be-
hind her stretched the shadowy woods,
gloomy with gathering darkness,”" She was
chilled ani weary. Her feet were heavy,
and her hands ached. The tears came
slowly and fell over her cold cheeks. A
sob rose in her throat. She turned -and
started back through the woods,

In the big armchair before the library

. grate Elsa sat that evening, gazing listlessly

into the fire. Her brow was clouded, and

her .heartb full of Vbitter and troubled
thoughts.  To think that even the little
child whom she had trusted, who'looked so
innocent and honest, should have bctrayed
her confidence! There was no truth, ne
‘honesty, then, in the world, Why should
she strain-a point to be true to an over-ﬂne
sense -of honor? What did it matter, after
a.ll" No, she would not tell Miss Mathews

" about that: histo1y question

The  door-bell rang loudly and suddenly
The servant hastened to the door, .but al-
most before she could open it, a litile il“ule
half-ran, half-tumbled over the thtesl.old
still clinging desperately with  benumbed

_hands to something shining held against its
breast, - -

‘Lena!’ cried ,Elsa, springing up.

‘O Fraulein!’ cried the child, holding out
the skates with a great sob, ‘I baf bring
them back. I want them, oh! so much. I
hat thmk Iiwill keep them. But I cannot,
Und ‘it vas so cold, und so far, und I hat
lose my: way!- But I'm. not a thief, Frau-

-lein, und I hef bring them back!’

. The quicl tears sprang ‘to - Hlsa's eyes. She
stpoped and -caught' the little trembling fig-
ure in her arms;

‘Lena!’ she cued
brave, honest little soul!

“You dear child! You
Did you conie all




