
THE HOME -OF SANTA CLAUS.'ý

"What is it you want nte te do this happy
morning?"

He had arisen from the table a-nd-u--tc.;
standing on the hearth his back to the fire.
Stella walked up to him, and placing her hand
on his shoulder she replied pleadingly, "Please

-do'n"t ùhînk me foolish, dear, but I t1hought vo'
inight kill a-two chickenis for me, -as I weaii.

-to be prepared, in case some* person-or per!
sons'may happen along you know."

-"Ah,--ha,'-'- he--- -exclaimed,----- ' ith- -assunied4gravity; ' "'and is it the Prince Charming who IÎis cominglo take away the'stat ùf my heairt?"
The litile girl blûshed hotly, tears again

almost showed- thémselves. Laying her ffa.toil
haired head against his breast, she said, "You
.shall never see th-at, grandpa, -dear,'I loveyou
too wel-1. to ever leave, unless I die,-Of cou',''Sr.-,"
she added..

"No -mtntion of -that word please, 'thi s
happy morning," he faltered. "f wiH -ill the

whole lot Of them, if that is all," he chuckled.
"How many did you sây you wanted? Four?"'

'«Oh. two will do nicel,ý,,thank you," she
said.

He was not a tall iyi)an. Stella -vvas four- Èteen years old. He kissed th-e topzof her
and went out. Left 'aloné, S-tella
wept from happiness. The dishe.:ý were wash-
ed, and put'away in a jifiýy. Then with a lijoit

heart, she'began preparing for her expected
gues-ts.

In the broad iron oven, above the fire, slie
could bak-e- a batch of four small pies. She

also baked a batch of stnýooth whîte biscuits'


