THE ROCKWQOD

REVIEN.

XLIAS STORY.
#1t was the night before Christ-
@as, very cold and dreary. A
ffttle girl \was sitting alone in a
goor old shanty, and an old man
was sitting on the other side ofa
goor table on three legs. All the
z‘:rmturc was scanty, It was only
’vo chairs and the table 1 men-
$ioned, on-which was an old plate
f stalc bread and some milk, of
‘hich they were making their
supper. It was very quict, and al}
’lt once the little girl broke the
mlcncc by saying: ¢ Granpapz,
ln-nmrrm\ is Xmas.” 1 wonder
:whcther Santa Clans will come
1ere. Atany rate. T will hang-up
pav stocking and see: andthen her
Grandfather sent ker to bed. so
c<ie went, (her name was Kittv).
and stole softly inte her Graad-
father's tonm and her own. In
this Toom was an old bed-stead,
and a little cot andan old fireplace.
then she went to alittle drawer in
an old box, and pulled out a stock-
ing. She got apen and a picce of
paper and a pencil, and wrote her
name, Kitty. That nightshe went
tooed 2 happy litde girl.  Her old
srandiather, when she had gone
to bed, sat upandread by a broken
lamp. e was reading when he
heard a knock at the door, he tot-
ftered o open it, and there stoo
§ and there stood an oid man with a
loag beard and snow white hair.
& He was Santa Claus, he had a sack
= over his shoulder.  The Grand-

father led him into the Lhild'stoom,
and the man flled Kitty's s ocking.
When she awoke that morning.
she was a very happy little girl,
for she had got a beautiful doll,

and lots of other things, and her

Grandfather got many presents,
besides some money from Saata
Claus.

B vevere]

A POEM WITH A VOINT.

Only a pin: vyet it calmly iay,

On thetufted floor,inthe ]wx of day.
Anditshone <¢.~.cnd~: fair :mt’ nrw}n
Reflecting back the noonday hgh{

Only 2 boy; yet he saw that pin,

And his face assumeda fiendish gres

He stooped for a while, w ith alool
intent,

Till he 'n-d the pin alike were bent.

Only a .chair; but upon its seat,
.\ well- bcm pm found safe retreat:

Nor had the keenest eve discerned
'l‘hm. hc:u'cnuard its point was
turncd.

Only a man: buthechanced todrop
Upon that chair, whea fizz! bang,

pop!

He leaped like 2 cork from out ’
bottle,

And opened wide his valve de
throttle.

Onlv a yvell; though an honest one

It lacked the clement of fung

And boy and man and pin and
chair,

In wild confusion mingled there,




