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HE Wow had fallen upon 
her eo suddenly that for 
a moment she was stun
ned. It was like the
feeling she had: the last 
time she bad fallen down 
stairs—a sense . of hurt 
and bewilderment end ab- 

solute helplessness—but for all that she 
sat very still upon her own front steps, 
a red mittened hand upon each knee, her 
little circle of a face staring from its 
enclosure of red worsted hood full upon 
the bearer of awful tiding*.

It never occured* to her to doubt him. 
In the first place, the word of an elder 
-.vas infallible, and Emerson was twelve 
at least—a good six years older than 
herself. Again, he wore spectacles—the 
hall mark of wisdom—end, moreover, he 
went to school-win awesome thing to 
contemplate. . ...

Hie news that lie was going back to 
that verv school to spend Christmas, 
owing to* the fact that his erudite par
ents had -planned to sail for Egypt on 
Christmas Eve, had led to Sarah’s inno
cent question regarding the habits of 
Santa Claus in respect to boarding 
schools, and then the blow had fallen. 
Emerson had laughed long and loud. 
“Santa Claus? Why, haven’t they told 
you yet there isn’t any? How old are you, 
anyhow? 1 thought that every kid was 
on to that.”

“There isn’t any?” Sarah gasped. Do 
you mean that he is—dead?”

Her horrified face appealed to Emer
son’s sense of humor as a struggling kit
ten might. ‘ Oh, I gués» he’s dead all 
right.” he said, carelessly. “I wouldu t 
sit up to sec him to-morrow night if I 
were you. Well, so long, kid.”

Sarah detained him with a trembling 
appeal. "Are you sure?”

-Sure as you’re sitting there," lie said, 
and went on Ins way.

His father’s house was only the door 
beyond her own. When he reached it he 
scooped a handful of snow from the 
steps, made it, into a ball and tossed it 
over to Samli, not, bo it said, from any 
malicious spirit, but simply because she 
was the only mark that offered itself. It 
fell squarely upon one of the red mit
tens, but she gave it no attention what
ever. Her little brain was wrestling 
with problems—with tragedy. Stunned 
as she was by the tremendous fact, her 
mind had no inclination to reach out for 
detoils. Santa Claus was dead, beyond 
a question of doubt, since Emerson, the 
scholar, the indubitable, had ©aid it. And 
for weeks, for months, she bad thought, 
talked and dreamed, even prayed. Santa 
Claus. Hed bedtime stories had Been 
of no one else—his workshop, his elves, 
his reindeers, his wonderful journey over 
the rooftops that culminated at Vast at 
her very own chimney. It was only last 
night that her mother hod told her that 
Santo Claus was, no doubt, staying 
awake wondering whether Sarah would 
prefer a pink or blue l>onnet,on the new 
doll he might bring.

They had discussed it a long time, Sar
ah and her mother, and her father, too; 
that morning at breakfast, he had play
ed a realistic gnine on the tablecloth, de
picting Santa Claus’ approach over 
enbwy hillocks of napkins with an ac
companying jingle of spoons till he land
ed safely at Sarah’s own oatmeal dish, 
which for the time being stood for her 
stocking.

The truth burst upon her in a flash, 
a paralyzing truth. They didn’t know! 
Her parents up to this very day had no 
idea of the tragedy that had befallen the 
world. They were so happy, and it re
mained for lier to open their eyes, to tell 
them that there was to be no Christmas, 
that that day which was the crown and 
glory of the year was to be like any 
other one. Her father would go to his 
office and her mother would take up her 
sewing, end she, Sarah, instead of the 
ecstatic waking, the sou-1 bewildering joy 
of new blue eyed doll babies, picture 
books and candies, there would be— 
"Oh!” Sarah gave a little sob deep in 
her throat. He was never coming 
again, the dear, dear old man that had 
never forgotten her one Christmas since 
she was born, and how she had loved 
him! Oh, much better now site realized 
than the gentleman to whom she had 
said her prayers dutifully every morn
ing and whom she confused in her 
mind with the Sunday school superin
tendent, who had a black beard and a 
highly superior dignity.

Christmas Eve in Wildwood Hollow.
(Pauline Francis Camp in January St. Nicfc-

In Wildwood Hollow, t'other eve, they had 
a Christman tree- '

And ecoree ot pretty presents filled the ani
male with glee.

Sir Reynard smiled a foxy smilo, and scarce 
his Joy could hush,

When presented with a fine, new comb, to 
match hi a handsome “brueh.”

Old Bruin’s wlfo gave him a box, to hold 
his many "cuffs;"

Miss Centipede, whose feet were col<t and 
a hundred warm footmuffe.

The hedgehog had a bottle of Ink, In which 
to dip his "quills,"

And all the birds had wallets new, In which 
to keep their "bills.”

Mise Wildcat an umbrella had (she’s often 
In a "squall");

Miss Peacock, hooks for all her "eyes." and 
the bat received a ball.

The monkey had an interesting book of "Jun-
And Mr. Alligator had a brand new set of

Tho buffalo, in gladsome mood, pranced 
gaily round and round.

When his own name puon a pair of "bel
lows" he had found;

In short, for each and every one, a useful 
gift was planned,

And merry grunts end roars and grow la 
were heard on every hand.

She realized presently that dhe was 
very ookL The hands in the little red 
mittens were almost numb. She had 
been thinking for hours «sud hours, she 
thought, and it seemed a strange thing 
when she lifted her eyes not to find it 
quite dark, with the street lamps glit
tering. Instead, here was the afternoon 
light still; the children with whom ©he 
had come out to play were still sliding 
festively half way doom the block, as 
they were when Emerson had stopped 
to speak with. her. So they didn’t know 
either. How could she for a moment 
prebend to he one of them, end she 
couldn't tell them—she couldn’t.

Her soul shrank from the eight of 
suffering. She wae a sensitive little be
ing, given more to picture books and 
fancies than most robust sports, and her 
thoughts sometimes were mors ponder
ous than her vocabulary could, express. 
Just now her ©oui ocbod for comfort, 
for cuddling arms and & soft breast 
whereon to sob out her woes, but her 
mother was not at home. She had 
helped Sarah don (her hoed end leggings 
and gone blithely on her way down 
town. She seemed always away shopping 
these days, and even if she were in her 
own room before the cceey fire "'what 
comfort could one who comes with evil 
tidings hope to gain?

Hannah was in the kitchen, but Han
nah, too, for many a day had held 
forth on the prevailing subject in a way 
that lmd almost convinced Sajah that 
she bad once been on intimate terms 
with Santa Claris, perhaps even an in
mate of his 'household, as she was now 
of Sarah’s own. No. She couldn’t listen 
to Hannah just now, knowing what she

Presently she dragged her sled 
through the yard door and stabled it 
cosily in the back veranda. There was a 
little grip at her throat -as she remem
bered that only the Christmas before he 
hod brought it to her. And he was never, 
never coming again ! She said it over 
to herself aa she clinfbed the stairs to 
her own little room that opened into 
her mothers. It was warmer in her mo
ther’s room, but site didn’t want to be 
comfortable, t^lie wanted to sit and 
think, just to think.

She sat for a long time in the little 
chair by her own minute «ltek. At that 
very desk she had laboriously printed 
a letter with her own hand the week 
before, and lier mother had addressed 
it to Santa Glaus, Esq., North Pole, and 
afterward, just before bedtime, she ana 
her mother laid it solemnly on the 
hearth in the library, and in the night 
he had sent one of his elves for it, just 
as her father said he would, for, sure 
enough, when Sarah had gone down tho 
next morning there wae no sign of it 
anywhere. This terrible, thing bad hap
pened since then. She sat in her little 
chair until the gloom thickened about 
her and she heard the front door open
ing. There was the sound, too, of her 
father’s laugh- and her mother's voice 
calling her. and her mother was laugh
ing, too. So they hadn't heard yet—no 
one who had heard could ever laugh 
again, surely.

She went down stairs into the lighted 
hall with a weight of misery on her 
■heart. Her mother and father seemed 
suddenly like aliens, with whom ©he 
had nothing in common.

It was plain to see that of all the 
household she was the only one that 
knew this dreadful thing and euddenlv, 
even as her father was tearing her in 
the air and her radiant young mother 
was smiling beside him, she realized 
that ©he could not tell them, she could 
not. Why, once when her father was 
playing with her her head had come 
violently in contact with the arm of 

• his chair and she remembered his dis
tress and half reproaches. His “Oh! have 
I hurt my little girl?” had been more 
soothing than the arnica that promptly 
made its appearance. How could she 
hurt him now, and mother. Once a long 
time ago when father had been very ill 
she had heard mother erving in the 
night, very softly, and she bad not got
ten up and gone to her because of a 
strange soul shyness that had fallen up 
on her, but lier baby heart had almost 
•broken with love end sympathy nnJ 
npw was she to make mother cry again. 
They arc eo happy.” Sarah ©aid to her 
strange little heart, “I can't tell them, 
I can’t.”

There was a big bowl of holly on the 
dining table. Sarah tried to keep her 
eves from it. She was a silent little 
thing at her happiest—one of those 
quaintly good children whose samplers, 
had she lived a hundred years before, 
would have pointed to with pride. Her 
father and mother adored her, but the 
secret soul of a child is sometimes too 
hidden for love itself to find.

The fact that Sarah ate her baked 
apple and bread and butter sandwich in 
silence was not uncommon. They had 
no knowledge of the truth that Sarah 
was shielding them, protecting them, 
even from herself.

For a wonder there was little talk of 
Christmas at the table that night. Fa til
er and mother were going to a theatre 
party, it appeared, and Hannah was to 
put Sarah to bed and wait up in moth
er’s room until they came back. “And 
she’ll tell you how Santo Claus comes to 
little girls in Ireland,” her mother said 
an she kissed Sarah good-bye. "Just 
think, Honey, at this time to-morrow 
night your stocking will be hung up 
and pome bod y will be coming quick, 
quick all the way from the North Pole. 
Think of it when you go to sleep to
night." And beneath this torture Sarah 
had managed to smile. Her mother must
n’t know—not to-night, when she wae so 
pretty and light hearted. Perhaps she 
would find out at the theatre. Perhaps 
when she went there all the lights would

be det> and when her father asked what 
the-matter wee some one would turn to 
him and say "Haven't you heard?” and* 
then the blight would fell on them.

Sarah bad been to the theatre once. 
She tried to think of it when she lay at 
lest in her little white bed; tried to 
think of the fairies Hannah had told 
her about that danoed like white light on 
the bog (she had successfully manoeu
vred to keep Christmas from the conm- 
eofcion, much to the honest handmaid’s 
surprise), bet the effort wae hopelmee. 
Oh, if it only hadn’t been true. If It 
only were not true. Suddenly an in
spiration seised her. Not to doubt Em
erson’s word (that possibility never re
motely occurred to her), but to clutch 
the thin hope that he might have been 
mistaken. That he, even he, might have 
been misled by false reports, and there 
was a way to find out, a certain way.

She made her way cautiously from her

parently tike theatre bad not been 
ened the night before.

In the dining room ehe heard her 
mother singing as she hung holly 
wreaths in the window. In the kitchen 
amid a fine odor of baking things» Han
nah was chgfüng the butcher boy; their 
talk was all of sweethearts and Christ
man gifts. Before her lather went to 
his office he had held Sarah on his knee, 
and graphically described the packing of 
Santa Glaus' pack. When ehe had hid
den her face on his shoulder and trem
bled he translated the grip of her little 
fingers as signifying ecstatic joy. On, it 
was terrible, terrible, that in all the 
house, in all the world, apparently, only 
she and Emerson knew the truth. Con
flict was raging in her heart. She yearn
ed for sympathy, for consolation, for 
warmth and cuddling, but she shrank 
from inflicting the thrust that would 
give her all. A very sickness of eoul 
fell upon her when she thought of speech.

Bhe brought out her pqper dolls and 
sat staring at them listlessly. Presently 
her mother eeme in and ©foe began to 
play with them almost furiously.

‘That’s right, Chioahiddy,” her mother 
said. T shouldn’t wonder if Santa Claus 
knew what a good little girl my daugh
ter is and intends to bring her a doll, a 
ink bonnet and a blue bonnet too.”

Sarah laid her hand on her mother’s 
dress. "Would you care, very much, if 
he didn’t”—she faltered—”if he didn’t 
conte t”

"I’d erv mveyes out," said her mother.
"Oh!” gasped Sarah, “Oh!"
Her mother laughed tenderly. "Don’t 

worry, Honey,” she said, and dropped a 
quick kiss on Sarah’s blond curls as she 
went on her busy way.

She was very busy indeed that diy. 
Ear!^ in the afternoon she explained to
Sarah ery gravqjv that ehe had letters 

hatFSdurah

bed to the threshold. Yes, Hannah was 
asleep in the choir by the fire and here 
on her desk were her pencil and the let
ter paper with a little boy holding a 
bouquet at the top. She carried them 
with sublime caution past Hannah's very 
back, tiptoed through the chilly hall to 
the stains and down them to the library, 
her night gown crumpled up in one cold 
hand.

There was a low Tight tn the library, 
but for all that she was horribly afraid 
and looeaome, and the room " seemed 
strangely unfamiliar and deeolato. She 
eozzed a little to herorif e-s she wrote 
her letter, a pathetic little figure in the 
shadowy room. She realized when after 
infinite labor it was finished that It 
scarcely expressed the heart breaking 
desire she felt.

DEER SANTA CLAUS 
PLESE IF YOU ARE 

NOT DFD PLESE TAKE THIS.
She forgot the signature; the address 

was unnecessary, seeing that a letter on 
the hearth is meant always and only for

one person. If in the morning the letter 
had disappeared it meant hope and com
fort and joy. It dimied her to think 
what it would mean.

She laid the letter carefully on the 
very centre of the hearth rug, as she had 
laid her first communication & week be
fore, and made the fearsome journey up
stair* again. It was a night of dreams. 
Sarah woke when the dawn was break
ing, and her first conscious thought was 
that this, at last, this was the day be
fore Christmas. Then came realization 
like a block waveband somehow it seem
ed worst than yesterday.

Her mother was asleep when Sarah 
crept through her room and down to 
the library again—every one in the 
house was asleep. All the world was 
oold and grey and eerie.

It did not surprise her to find her let
ter still on ths hearth rug. She had 
expected to find it there, but it de
stroyed the little hope that had sprung 
in her heart last night—the tiny hope 
that Emerson had been mistaken.

The day that followed was a terrible 
thing to Sarah. Everywhere was an at
mosphere of excitement, of hilarity. Ap-

CHRISTMÀS BELLS.
O Christmas belle! through coming years, 

We hear la your glad «ending 
The message at ill of peace, good will,— 

All Jjurlng discords blending.
| 0 bells of Ood! ring on our souls,
I To grander action serving, 
j Till ell our days are Christmas days 
! Of loving and ot «erring!

| to write, and thatPSdurah must oa no ac- 
| count disturb her. It was also intimat
ed that Hannah would eagerly accept 
Sarahs help at seeding raisins. Sarah 
seeded raisins obediently for an hour or 
more, but the joy of this, which at any 
other time would have thrilled her, fail
ed to stir her to-dav.

While Sarah's mother was joyfully 
making a small pink bonnet to match 
a blue oue and packing then* delicately 
in a miniature, trunk that contained 
the wardrobe of the new doll, Eaxeii her
self was sitting, a little nervous heap, on 
the hearth rug beside beside Ae library 
fire. Her thoughts had gone to to-mor
row morning. How terrible it would be! 
In this very room that every other 
(liristmas morning contained the very 
joy of joys, the tree itself, the burden 
of wide eyed doll babies and new, de
lightfully smelting books, would lie noth
ing, nothing but the old commonplace 
chairs and tables and an empty white 
stocking gaping horribly from the man
telpiece 1 Sarah’s heart broke ns she pic
tured it. Tho amazement, the conster
nation, the questioning, and, finally, the 
acceptance of this hideous thgr.g. Be
yond that to-morrow all ©eeaied chaos. 
Her tender soul ached with itii almost 
physical pain when she thought of aJi 
the children in all the w orld to-morrow 
morning. And to-day—how happy they 
probably were to-day! How happy she 
herself would have been to-day if sue 
hzidn’s known!

She fell asleep presently before the fire 
and when she awoke it was to find her
self in the midst of laughing grown-ups 
—her father and mother and the two 
very old aunts who came to spend eveev 
Christmas with Sarah. And evidently 

j the news of the disaster had not reach
ed the far-away town whence they came 
any more than it had penetrated that 
place known vaguely a* "The Office,” 
where father spent his davs. 
the talk wm all of to-morrow’s joy. 
Sarah wae handed form one lap to an
other while the conversation went mer
rily on, a conversation made obviouslv 
for Sarah’s benefit, and with awful 

‘ knowledge biting at her heart, ehe smil
ed politely, as was expected, of her. 
Presently, however, her lack to take fire, 
as it were, from the surrounding en
thusiasm aroused comment—auxioos end 
affectionate.

‘‘Why, dearie, aren’t you glad that 
Christmas i© almost here? Just tniuk 
of that stocking to-morrow, Sarah!”

“When tomorrow comes!”
“When you wake up in the morning.”
Oh, that morning —that terrible to

morrow !
Just then Sarah was having her tit- 

tie dinner, and her spoon dropped soft
ly into her plate. She did not howl as 
another child would have done. Even 
then repression held her like a hand, 
but her face worked pitifully and two 
tears made a winding way down her 
round face.

Instantly all was amazement and con
sternation. To all queries Sarah shook 
her head, while she wept silently against 
her father’s shoulder. Never had it ceem- 
ed so impossible to tell as now, when 
sympathy <mfolded her like a garment.

Presently the very old aunt dominat
ed the situation. “The truth is that 
we’ve talked Christmas until the child 
is so excited and nervous that she ks 
hysterical. If you take my advice you’ll

Eut her quietly to bed. Nonsense, Ro- 
ert, she isn’t at all feverish and she 

isn’t coming down with anything. Leave 
her to me.

According Sarah was tucked into bed, 
her brow bathed with cologne and some
thing warm and comforting placed at 
her feet. But, oh, even more soothing 
titan these w*e the consciousness that 
©he was spared that awful ordeal of 
hanging the white stocking that was 
never, never to be filled. Presently, af
ter a deep sob or two, the tense little 
body relaxed. She was eo tired! Sleep

The Bslle cf Yule.
(By Austin Dobson.) 

bells of Yule rime tend and clew 
ok too threshold ot too yew; \
quiet moon is «*ow

ond tho margin of too snow; 
white glint ivsrfcke far and near «

r long hove those old sounds been dear* 
r long have we fltfo <• •*"
beard their rippling enrols flow,—

The bells ot Yolo’.
days rv turn; old - 
conflicts rise of K—. 
yet. with all. *tîa

plte Life’s change of klsa and Mow, 
still thank Ood to how oaoo more 
The bolls of Yule!

_______—Pall Man Magwtao.

POOR MRS. SANTA CLAUS.
It most keep Mrs. Santa Claus 

Busy all the time.
Working on toys, hooanse 

They are eo very fine!
And such a lot of different ways 

The dollies all are dressed 
In lilaee. reds and blues and greys—

But I like rink the best.
And then each toy she bas to pack 

By Christmas Bve, you know.
All tightly in the great big sack.

With Santa Claus to go.
Ob dear. It cevms an awful thing 

To have so much to do—
I really think her head must ring,

I pity her—don't you?

n>w long it would take 
* try her eyes out. She 
as tb-y caœ» bülheàx- 

iuto her room, and «h-an «taira in the 
library was the gaping stocks* and

<liri6tm*.«.. Sarah! Merrv 
^rietroaa, tittle girt! What, awake and 
not downstair* Sarah! %hy Sarah!”

The moment had «age. They most be 
told, and from her era tip» «Thar all. 
She faced them ratiaatir. "there ù 
nutbiug there.” she «altered. "Them Is 
nothing downstairs at nlL Ihm daft 
be sorry—but—there isn’t anxtkmr 
there.” *

They stared at her umoaslj for a 
moment. Was it realty mere than sim
ple nervousness that oiW her last 
ulght. Suddenly her father smiled. "Whv 
she* been drowning. Blew her," he said. 
"Come along, tittie riri, and well see 
if Santa Claus tig© lorgutten the brat 
child in seven States.”

He cuddled her on his and
went joyousiy down «taira. Hvr mother 
and the two old aunts came behind in * 
very gala of Christmas mirth and enjoy- 
menu And in a moment, just a mo
ment, they would be at the library door. 
Her father put her down upon the three 
hold. "There!” he cried.

She closed her eyes for a moment. The 
picture of the empty room had impress
ed itself so vividly ou her brain that ehe 
seemed to be actually beholding it now. 
How still every one was. Of course now 
they knew. What was there to do but 
to be still?

She opened her eyes, miserably, and 
instantly her heart ©eemed to leap hot
ly. like a flame. “Oh!” cried fcarah;
-oh!”

The library w as transfigured. It was 
green and red with holly and hung with 
evergreens. Everything was there— 
books, packages, gamut*. A blue eyed 
doll in a blue bonnet smiled fixen her 
seat oo the top of a tiny trunk. A knob
by, distorted white stocking hung from 
the mantelpiece, and in the centre of all. 
beautiful, fruitful, with « raeeekowrd 
angel balancing itself cm one Iqg on the 
very tiptop, was the tree itself. Outside 
the window the world was white with 
snow and gold with sun, and somewhere 
bells were clashing gloriously. Sarah's 
soul expanded and blossomed tike a 
flower. Her tittle body quivered with 
the pure, blessed rapture of relief. 'X)h ! ’ 
she sobbed, "He isn't deed! He isn't 
dead!'

But whan ehe had been questioned and 
petted and her elders had exclaimed and 
pitied and wood end over the untaken 
letter and when each and every one had 
y earned in his secret, heart to do instant 
execution on the cheering Emeraon. de
spite the tact that Sarah dwelt only on 
the fact that that oracle had "been mis
taken,” her mother put a last question 
to tho radiant Sarah. "But. dearest, why 
didn’t you tell mother? Why did you 
keep it all to your self for one whole 
day?”

"You were eo happy” «aid Sarah. Over 
Sarah's head her father made a cryptic 
sign to the- two aunts and Sarah’s moth
er that meant, “Hadn’t we better tell 
her?” He was slightly amazed at the 
fierce negation that presented itself. 
"Another year," sail his wife to him 
later. “She'll be bigger and harder ip 
another year. This Christmas shan't be 
spoiled for her at any rate.”

Sarah eat at the foot of her tree, with 
the blue eyed doll in her arms. She was 
so happy that her joy owned V» bold in 
it something of the exalt** of the in
spired and that mysterious thing that is 
the secret heart of a tittle ehild sang m 
her breast the rapturous eoug her life 
could never say.


