
Io THE HOME OF SANTA CLAUS.

"What!" he--êkclaimèd, "Do Yeu feel it
coming t6?'y

"Feel-what coming, grandpa?" she askeds,f ful- facm to him.,raising a dazzingly beau i ', %.
"'More snow," he answered slowly, "a fi-w

more inches, and the city for the old -man and
his grand-daughter.ý*'

Stella's lovely face fell, and threatening
tears a1most betrayed her disappointment

Her-- sweet -lip-s- trembled.- Sýhe - had __ Picked - the
-brown herb-pot from its bed of hot ashes on
thehearth, and was Pouring the fragrant

liquid. înto her grandfathers cup. there being
iio tea or coffee used at that tirv.e.

"What's the matter, Stella?"**- he asked
anxieusly.

- "Oh! nothing," she ireplied. "Only I-1
thoughi -perhaps Cousin Zyra and Aildrer
might'be coming to-visit us -today, or tomor-
row.

"Catch Cousin Zyra travelling in this kîiidý
of weather," the old man said, meditativelv.

"I'm afraid yotir prophecy ias going to mis-
carry this time, my deur.'-'

It was not the first time that -th, chiloi
had prophesied coming events inher childiql-
way.

"If it isn'Ythem, I do believe we aregoing
to have some other nice compariy," ehe webt
on, "and 1- was-going to, ask you to- do -sorrte--

thing for me.'-'

"I will do anything in my -pow'er, to make
you happy, qtella," he returned With feeling.


