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SEARCHING FOR SANTA OLAUS.
Fastor aud faster fluttored the snow-flakes ta carpet that city
steest, and to fashiona faity highway on the roof tops for Santa
Clrus and his fleot refndeer.

Through-the blinding whitcness, trudging bravely along, could

bo seen two amall figures. A pair of bluo cyes looked out timidly
rom under an apulogy for a cap. A palir of black eyes looked out

.darlosaly throligh locks of yellow hair, covered by a acarlet hood
Now I am golng to tell you, at the vory beginaing, what this boy
and ¢irl wero about,~they wers scarching for Santa Claua,

In & qaiet littlo atreet, in a tiny baro room, that very morning,
Willio and Millio had listened to a mourntul tale : Santa Claus did
not know thoir address, and 20, of course, ho would not visit them,

‘¢ Is that him?" cried the boy, tugging at the littlo girl's arm,
¢ Say, Millio, is that him?"

4 No," said Millio, and she laughed.

The anow-flakes caught in the littlo boy’s pinched face, and
olung to the little girl’s hair.

Some snowflakes—and thess were not kind snov. lakes—crept
inside four little worn shoes to take a loak at tweaty Iittle toes.

*Thore ho ts, Willie 1

They took hold of hands and ran as fast as they could.

“Heollo! What's up"™ It was Santa Claus’ voice, clear and
merry. Hoatopped atock-still, with tho snow-flakes on his silver
beard, and on the groat basket he carried upon his arm.

Miltie hastily drow a corner of her shawl over a rent in her
dress ; bat Santa Claus’ twinkling eyes had seen i+ already, but ho
dida‘t seem to mind it,

“Willio and mo come to givo you our address, Mr. Santa Claus,”
sno said politely. “It's No. 3 Dickerson Strest. \We'ro tho same
oncs you gave the horss and ear~ aud the baby doll to, last year,

whon wo lived on Greek Stroot.”

They're all broke up,” added Witllo in a whisper,

** My gooduess abovo 1" cried Santa Claus; I vo been looking
for you two everywhern, No. 3 Dickerson Street,~trust me for
remombering 1 With that ho hurricd down the long avenuo.
Tho snow-flakes, growing larger, wero polted at him liko snow
balls. Aud tho dear old follow waa laughing so that ho couldn’s
walk straight.

ONE CHRISTMAS NIGHT.

This is what the stars saw onc Christmas vight: A stream of
silvery light stealing far out into the windy streor, throwing into
bold reliet each anow covored object, and tho figuro of a emall
child crouching closo up to the uncurtained window. The wind
was catching at hior scanty frock in rude playtulness, aud somo-
whoro in tho air a voico zang pityiogly, ** A child of the people.”
And thisis what Christino saw: Arouad a beautitul Rreen tree,
lighted by a bundred tiny lamnps, a band of laughing fairics, daucing
to the sound of glad, delicions music.

The cold, little faco was preased against the shiving glass, and
the blun cyes grew wide and wistful. Tho frolicsome wind threw
back the scarlet hood, and tossed the yellow ringlets wildly about.
Ono of the fairies turned a joyous tace towards the window.
Christino started. Surely it was Gertrude, the little girl wno gave
her the great pieco of gulden cake. Was the Christ-Child pleased,
sho wondsercd, and is that why Ho sent ber those lovely spangled
wings?

Oh, how happy tho fairics were! Tho white, gauzy dresses,
covered with atars of silver and gold, sparkled, and gleamed, and
flashed ia tho coloced light of tho tiny lamps.  Oune faity stood up
on a great, hizh table, apread har wings and fluttered down. One
flow into & beautiful lady's lap, and tho Iady clasped her n her
arms aad kissed her.

Sleigh bells jingled along
tho atrcots and the fairies
heariog them, iaughed,
and scrcamed, and fell tor
Riving zood bys at a won
derful rate. Then the
atars saw apother stream
of silvery light, and little
Chiistino arew back and
shat her oyes, tho fairies
Wero 30 near.

Tho sicigh bolls tingled,
aud jingled, aod grew
faint, aud died away. The
stars looked down on
Christine, and Chrustine
looked up at tho stars.

O Christ-Child,” ane
murinured, I gave my
bread aod butter to Fruz’

Would Ho give hor a
patr of wings? Sho was
growing very. very slcopy.

** Christ-Child,,” asne
called again loudly, *°}
gave iny Lread and butter
to Frite.”

Listen! A flutter of
wings. O stars, what did
you sco thero ?

“1 hear youm, littlo
Chbristine,” said a voico
sweeter than tho swooteat
music; *‘you will nover
bocold and hungry again.”

And tho Chrut Child
fastened & pair of apangled
wings upon her shoutders,
and together they flow up
to tho smiling atars,

Katnariye Hurr.,

SHE WANTED TO
HELP.

It wasthe tiny daughter
of & clergyman who was
reoontly asked to asoom.
pany ber mother on a
walk.

** No,” washer positive.
ly spokea agswor, “I
can't go.” .

* Wby noty”

** I havo to help papa.”

“In what way? °

hero in this corner apd
keep quiet while ho wrots
his sermon, and I doh's
belisve he is half throogh
yot."—Waskington Sias,
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“Ho told me ‘to alt




