NBELT AND_SANTA CLAUS.

BY ANNA CERES FRITSCH,

—

'!‘.{mmnu eve and ‘bea-time. Now at thelr
‘mokher’ :

The chil y a'l are wgnderlng what' their
e will be.
Bee hﬁr-&mlgs, hung where falls the.

relight glow,
That gt e:‘ nogd' sgxmm'u footsteps,
_# reindeer o'er the snow. ;

: > II.
“Ihope hie'lt bring a ro-kinz-horse,” says Wil-
“And #‘e' “?' N ns nd dlsbes and!a/1ok of

s toys,
onmﬁ‘ﬁnyy; but wmlxl thoughtful face our
3 little, blue-eyed Ne E
Asks ' “Mamma, w{ere does Santa Claus get all
: cash, please tell?”

; 1.
*In Banta's arctic, ice-bound home & fairy
* _ queen doth dwell,"”
Replieds mamma, “of kindly heart, who loves
all children well. :
Old Banta is hér god-son, At hiscradle thus
spake she
To his mother : ¢ Take this magic purse; to him
my gifc 'twill be.
v,
* ‘When this boy has grown to manhood’s years
and stands in need of gold,
It will never fail to.give him all his pockets
both can hold.’ "
*But, mamma, Tom and Bessie Brown, who live
across the wa,

20
Always find their stockinis empty, on the morn
= of Christmas day.

V.

Bince their papa died. Does Santa Claus forget
them, mamma, tell

Why does he pass them by ?” with puzzled look
asks littie Nell

“My child, perhaps goxl Santa Claus, who
leaves within our door

Bo many gifts, desires you to share them with
the poor.”

VI
*Then, mammea, will you wake me when you
hear his sleigh-bells ring ?
I will give him Tom’'s an1 Bessie's share of all
at he may bring.”
*I will, my dear,” says mamma, as she strokea

the curly head,
And the children soon are tucked away and
sound asleep in bed.
L » ] » L] L]

VIT,
And this the story told by Nell on the morn of
Christmas day :
*Mamma forgot to call me, and 8o Santa rode

Away ;

But I think his sleigh-bells woke me, and I hur-
ried to the door;

For I heard his reindeer scamp'ring o'er the
crispy_snow 8o hoar;

VIIL

*Ere I reach=d the dgor, '{yas opened just &
little, and a hand

Thrust in a lit*le ways—of course, you under-
stand |

It was the hand of Santa Claus, and he waited
for me there,

To lay within his big fur glove Tom’s and Bes-
sie’s rightful share.

IX.

*And I gave him of the presents what I thought
would do them good *

Charlie’'s cap and overcoat and Jenny's fur-
trimmed hood,

My seal-skin coat and white silk mitts I sent
them with my love ;

But the glove on Santa’s hand looked just like
yapa's coon-skin glove!™

MABEL'S CHRISTMAS BATH.

By Bert Hendricks.

The “Ice Queen” was the rather fanciful
" title which ten-year-old Mabel Heath had
been given by the boys and girls of the
_little Maine village mnear which she lived.
She was passionalely fond of skating, 'and
her skill in that line was something won-
derful. In fact, there were very few skat-
ers of twice her age who could be compared
“to her. Mabel knew this, and she bore her
gueenly title with an air of superiority
which was rather amusing to see.

But that one afternoon’s skating! It
was a Christmas ten years ago, and though
Mabel is now a young lady, full grown,
she has never forgoiien, and probably

" mever will forget, the events of that after-
noon.

For weeks she had been preparing for

that Christmas. For wasnot hér particu-
lar friend, Bessie Seymour, to give a grand
party that night? The youthful 'society of

the village and surrounding country had
been anticipating the aftair with not 4 little
pleasure. Papa Seymour had engaged twe
musicians to iurnish music for the cing

" part of the fun, and Mamma Seymour had
provided a store of cdkes and candies and |-
fruits and evervthing else that ought to |,
make up a Christmas night feast.

But that morning Mabel's big brother |-

Jack fell sick. It was horrid, of course,
. to have such a thing happen on a Christ-

mas day, and Mabel really felt very sorry

for Jack. But she" felt ten times more
. wretched when her mother said to her:

“Mabel, I hardly see how you can go to
that party to-night. Jack is sick. I don't
see who is going to drive you over to
*Squiye Seymour’s this aft:rnoon.”

“Oh, mamma!” half sobbed ‘the ochild,
tears welling'to her eyes, “I can't give up
that party. “Isn’t there some way?”

“My darling,” the mother said, “I ' know

it will be a 'terrible disappointment. But
you know we live so far out of town that it
is almost three miles over to Seymour’s. I
couldn’t think of letting you tramp olear
over there in this snow.”

“I can’t givé it up, I can't give it np,”
said the child, tearfully; “and, mamma,”
she continued, brightening up, “I've
thought of a plan of gettiug over tuere. I
can skate over. You know the river runs
#lmost past our house, and I can skate
nearly to Bessie’s house. Oh, mamma,

lease let me,” she said, as she saw that
ger mother hesitated. “You know I can
skate so fast.”

“But are you sure the ice is firm?” asked
her mother, anxiously.

“Of course it is,” said Mabel, nodding
her head emphatically. “Wasn’t I on it

. almost all day yesterday?”

Her mother finally consented to the plan,
and 8o, late that afternoon, well wrapped in
her little fur cloak and mufiler, and with
her skates tightly strapped to her feet, she
started out.

“I hope the dear child will enjoy her-
self,” said Mrs. Heath, turning to her work
with a sigh. She was thinking of that
Christmas day five years before when her
husband, in a drunken fit of anger, had
left her and his two children and wandered
away. He had never returned, and the
neighbors said “Good riddance to the
drunken wretch!” But the wife thought
differently, and hoped that some day he
might come back.

- -

- - -

“Come, Bob,” shouted the child to the
small dog which had been her companion
almost from her babyhood. “Now we're

going to start! Ready!” And away she
glided from the blnL. followed b’y her
shaggy four-footed friend.

Down the river they flew toward the vil-
lage. For the first fow moments all went
well, and Mabel felt more than happy in

! the keen, cold air. “We'll soon be &em.
Bob,” she said to ber companion, who
found it hard work to keep up with his
young mistress.
“Hurk! whats

began to realize that the  glassy surface of
the river was bending :and rolling under
the motion of her skates like a huge piece
of paper. Faster and faster she , fear
m&lng her forget the tired feeling that
was creepiny over.her. She.was- atraid to
80 ashore, for she realized’ that if the ice
:do‘r:l vnAk :ln h'hr.im it wounld Iaoo:nr the
nd the river was v. even

elose to the shore. RlaLs

and his §

by a thaw, neither ever knuw. 8

him from the firet. = - :

‘Sqaire Seymour's, carfied her indoors,’and

; .
S -
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DOWN THE RIVER THEY. FLEW..TO THE VILLAGE. .

‘| mother; her whole heart has been: settoo
lu'“(')ut W—-ti’xntﬁoizhleéoll :
3 WO es,” putin th soolly.
*Yes, I undetstand; but I will end all thic
if you will onl;:lid me. ‘You - have: mere-
m;,ohuto- fill your part of thé ¢on-
~ “I could not be 80 ungallant, cousin.”’
.| “And then the mattcr is at an end,” went
|'on the t{oung lady without heeding his in-
terruption. “I have a wretched temper;
tell your mother you hate a -virago, and I
will treat you to a scene or two.”

“No need to go quite so far. . Only ma;
I ask Jou a question? Have you-—are

ou— :

She smiled mischievously. “Yes; I bave,
and I am. I have met a—a—person to.
whom I have engaged myself. The mur-
dor is all out, Basil—only promise to keep
i myd secret until I am my own mistress,

and— " =
| " “Or until I give you up,” he said gravely,
and a little regmth’xlly; x;or the brigghrt? mu-

“| their usual impression. He sighed, and
turned his ponies into the avenue.

“You would like to lie down until din-
ner, I suppose,” said Mrs. Giles, a little
anxiously.

N“tlli:. thanks; I wo&ld prehfle; 8 d?nce.
.| Nothing rests me so thoro a8 a long,
slow waltz when I am ure?is

“The blue room; oh, Aunt t,
how ocompletely you must have forgotten
my complexion! I am quite too pale—but
never mind, I suppose 1 can bear it.”

This was the beginning; by the end of
the week poor Mrs, Giles would follow her

deep sense of relief if she saw him pass
his cousin without lingering at her side.
8till, the estates were contiguous, and the
nmniemontl made between tue two fathers
must Liold good. The girl could not marry
without her aunt’s consent before reachin
the age of twenty-five in case she refus:
to become her cousin's wife; and Mrs.
Giles fully intended that the affair should
be consummated long before that time.

By the week before Christmas the Tow-
ers was overflowing with guests, and in
their honor Mrs. Giles was compelled to
waive her own prejudices and give over the
house to her niece and her niece’s young
friends. :

The Rossiturs of Glen Dale had asked
leave .to bring with them their distant rela-
tive and friend—Colonel ' B: , an officer
who had distinguished If in the

tinous smile and soft dark eyes had made |

son’s movements with anxious eyes and a |

he bell and as the
trooped out of the room Leslie turned wi
an almost imperceptible motion of the
hand to Colonel Bryan. As the last one
disappeared behind the silken E:rtiere, “he
3” u;d with one movement knelt beside

e . 3 .
“Have you the answer for me that I wish,
Time presses, and we gain noth-
ing. Letit be as I ask you, dear; you will
never repent.” - K
“But it was my father's desire, Victor,
and I cannot decids to oppose him and my
aunt; you understand, I am sure. I have
told her that I cannot fu'fill that absurd
condition, but I could not tell her any-
g else. She does not know that——”"
She broke down and laid her hot cheek
upon his shoulder. Alas, for Mrs. Giles
and her cherished hopes!
After a little while he lifted up her
lovely face with its sweet quivering lips.
“I have a plan, dear, if you will only
i consent to it. As far as I can see, the
! matter is simply that Mrs. Giles is your
guardian until you are twenty-five in case
you refuse to marry your cousin on your
| twentieth birthday. That day is just three
| months off, and I am ordered to leave
at once for & warmer climate. I must go,
and yet I cannot leave you. Will you
come with me, Leslie?”

“You see that I cannot.”

“I would not ask you to leave your
| sunt's roof, dear, withont her consent; but
if that is secured, will you marry me and
go with me to Spain at once?”

“You know that I would go,” she an-
swered, “butyou cannot obtain her consent. ”
The next morning some one brought out
his_collection of autographs for general
admiration, and one after another wrote
his name and fried his land atcopying
some famous signature for the mere sake
~of killing time. Mrs. Giles wrote a rather
peculiar hand and was somewbat proud of
her unique manner of signing herself, so
sbe willingly acceded to the many requests
, for her autograph. Colonel Bryan was the
. last one to ask forit, and he apologized
for asking her to write immediately below
his own nfme—“but he had heard some
one say that their style was something
alike.” This £rodnoed a chorus of laugh-
ter, in the midst of which he escaped from
the room into the library, where, for an
hour or more, he was ongnged in earnest
conversation with Basil and Leslie: later,

., Again that crackling sound! This time
it was louder than before. It was growing
dark, and Mabel could see the lights flash-
irg'out here and#% ere in the village, which
lay only a shart disvance away.

Suddenly she felt the ice give away.
With a loud crash it broke, and Mabel was
in the black, cold water. -
She clutched at theice and tried-to rai
herself out of the water. The ice broke,
and she fell back. Again she tried to save
herself: Once more the ice gave way.
She was beioming numbed. Was this her
last Christmas, she thought,: :
“Oh, Bob!”- screamed the -child, -sud-
denly thinking of. the dog and hoping: that

Bob came. S.he closed her eyes am.i sank.
- . *

man, as he pulled ‘the limp, unconscious
form- out of the air-holé.- “Lucky thing

Well, well, little girl,” He- continuned, a&s:

call; no mistake about that.” - -

He carried her quickly to'the shore, and’
soon they were both safe on' land, theugh,
how theéy escaned going through- the -frail
ice, which huf been weakened that morning

“What's your namg, little - girl?” asked

ing, very rough,' ‘and " rather . shdbbily
dressed. But the ochild took a liking to
“Mabel Heath, sir,” she replied.
voice ‘trembling. ¢
do you live’ - Is'yoti¥ mothet alive?” = i
" And-as she auswered thes: - questiond”
the girl ‘'waw; that his eyde’ were filled ‘with
tears:.' She wondered why-it was. .3 °
i * P T

» - »*

suddenly disappeared; after a hasty-géod~
by. When the chorus of “Oh's! and-ah’s!
from her juvenile friends was over, Mabel

rousing fire. !
As for the party, . {
as much as though she Lad not’ taken‘that |
cold plnnge bath.' Games followed tha |
dancing, and then came the supper.’' Mu= |-

evening. She didn’t go home that night, |
but early thé next morning she trudged |
home throuch the snow; on her arm a bas-
ket of good things, left over from the feast, |-
for Jack and her mother.
reached home shé was surprised to find
that both of them already knew of her
strange escape from death. - .~7.
“Why, who told you about it, mamma?”
asked the child, wondering. 5

“It was your father, Mabel, the father
whom your adventure was the means of
sending back to us.”

-And then the door. opened, and Mabel
saw her father—the stranger who had saved
her.

ONE CHRISTMAS EVE.

By C. R. Crespl,

bel, of course, was the heroine of ‘the |,

in some way he might .savé her.” ‘But-no |:
“Just in the nick of - time!” ‘exolaimed & | :
that dog acted so_suspiciously, tugging at | -

my coat, that I knew something was wrong,:| -
Mabel opened her eyes, “you had ‘a olose| :

ot

her new-found friend. ‘He was odd-fook-. 0

“Mabel Heath?” ‘said: the stranger, his |:
“Tell .me, child, where:|. *

you think Mabel missed that |: -

Peﬂ'zi do? - 'Well, Muoch’ mi
\party. - You-do? - , youre; miuch’ mis-|:
taken. Her strange companion’ took -h:‘z» BN

was snugly fitted ont.in one of Bessie's |
dresses, and thoroughly - toasted * before 'a |-
In-a wonderfully short time
she was her own lively self again._ g I8
abél enjoyed it jubt

When she | -

It had long been understood, although
the arrangement was tacit, that when Basil
Giles and his cousin Leslie Damer should
atlain the ages respectively of twenty-five
and twenty their families should be still
more olusely allied by the marriage of the
two—only son and only daughter of their
houses. Asa child Leslie had been at
school, so that when she returned home af-
ter being thoroughly finished by a tour of
the continent with her friends the Ros-
siturs, she met young Giles for the first
time since those early days in which life
had been o mere thoughtless dream of
happiness.

He bad driven down from “The Towers”
to meet her at the station,

platform, a pleasant-faced young man with
keen blue eyes and a sunny smile. As she
slowly descended
::nnd hi;n ready with outstretched hands
er.
| Frestk 2l ;
P t voice; “1 xnew
see, although my last rec on you
was as a little girl in short white frocks and
lomin ﬂ;xen cn;ltl.” e e
" mine ou,” looking up with so
dark eyes which ,von full of lp'oet inde-

| I remember you as a very little boy wi
. strong propensity for gett
and issuing therelrom with

dlrltly faces. e
| " He laughed as' he helped her int6 the

phaeton and tucked the robe carefully I

over her dark

mings of s>ft furs; then he took his seat

7

MABEL AT BESSIE'S PARTY.

ot prudence ‘and solemnize a real mar-

B left for,n hurried trip to London, return-
ing the next ‘afternoon
o ftorz trinmphant and

'he before Christmas eve, the nigh
selected for the ;ﬂm thonhichn, I)':-“u:
made one last effort. She appealed to her
aunt, but -in vain. Her tations that
Basil' joined with her in objecting to the
contract were feceived with contempt.

“l" .nndenhpd the matter thoroughly,
girl,” Mrs. Giles said, icily. "Yoﬁuqmo
worked upon your cousin’s kind heart to
such a degree that he is willing to do any-
thing for you. I cannot force you to marry
him, of course, but I can and will prevent
your marrying anyone else for five years.”

“You may do as you &leuo,” the girl

d, scornfully; “only I should. have too

GOBBLE, obble, obble! BSee him run away.
Ah! you know we're fattening you to eat on
Christmas Day !

Gobble, obble, obble, gob, ob, ob!

Hobble, obble, cbble, hob, ob, ob!

No use to talk that way to us,

And kick up such a dreadful fuss;

For you'll be caught when you're expecting

least—
Next {tim: we meet you'll be our Christmas
eas

much pride to force my son upon any
woman who did not care for him—simply
for the sake of increasing the importance
of the fomily by annexing a few more mis-
erable acres of land to the estate.”

It was Christmas eve, the gxut dininge
room gayly dicorated and for the time
given up the young people, who sang
and danced to their hearts’ content during
the early part of the evening.

The stage that had been erected at the
upper end of the room lacking nothing i
the way of drop sceme, footl ?h. and 80
on. Allthe county families whose names
were on the visiling list of the Towers had
been bidden to the theatricals and to the
dance afterward, and already carriage aftex
carriage had deposited its load of gouty
middle-age and fair be-muslined youth.

The last scene was to be the most beauti-
ful of all the entertainment, and as a- set

jece it was, indeed, & success. It was

y Rossitur’s bridal tableau, and when
the curtain rose Leslie, in flowing white

stood with hand lightly held in Colonel
Bryan's, Basil, as best man, looking with a
comical mixture of amusement and dismay
at the charming bridesmaid, in snowy silk,
with white roses in her dark hair; and it
was impossible not to observe the twinkle
in the parson’s Irish blue eyes, as he con-
fronted the audience in all the dignity of
freshly starched surplice.

Then the curtain tell, and the admiring
friends applauded in the usual conven-
tional manner; after which Mrs. Giles led
the way into the drawing-rooms. Later
came Basil and Gay, loo:ing . uncommenly
happy, yet rather too guilty to escape no-
tice. Still, they joined in the dances, and
it was only after some allusion had been
made to the absence of Leslie and Colonel
Bryan, that Mrs. Giles, at a signal from her
son, followed him into the library, where
were seated the missing ones and the par-
son, _Leslie had resumed her evéning
dress, but her delicate cheeks were so
much flushed that her aunt at once com-
mented upon her not baving removed her
stage rougé. But this deepened the color,
and she almost unconscionsly drew nearer
to the clergyman.. He smiled reassuringly,
and led his hostegs to a seat.

“My dear madam,” he said, quietly, “I
hope you will thank me for having aided

ou in making two of our friends happy.
%y virtue ot my office, I finished the cere-
mony which you admired so much.
Colonel, I am rure you can easily make
your peace. You see, Mrs. Giles, you
signed your name to your consent to this—
this entanglement.”

“All's fair in love and war,” put in Basil,

ayly; “and, mother dear, Colonel Bryan is
goth a lover and a warrior.”
Mrs. Giles was & wise woman in her
generation, and ste did what only a wise
woman could have done—she held her
tongue. “Colonel Bryan had been ordered
away for his health, you know, and- both
he and dear Leslie were always so roman-
tic. She was happy to announce the en-
gagement of hcr son to Miss Roesitmr.
Such a delighiful consummation of her
dearest hopes! They'had been attached to
each other since they were mere children.
Yes, dear Leslie was going away for the
rest of the winter. Her husband’s health
left much to be desired. Active service in
the Soudan, you know.” And so on.

“Leor Leslie,” since she is: happy, can
afford to smile, though ghe tells her hus-
tand thut he is not so much a brave war-

rior as an unprincipled strategist.

beside her, and gathering up the reins,
touched Topsy:lightly with the whip.

Now and then he glanced a little curis
ously at the fuir,-pale face 80 near him—a
delicate face, with velvety brown eyes,
framed in:- a clustering. mass of short
golden hair; she had a dainty mouth, too,
with thin, flexible lips, a very lurking
place for smiles. He thought that he stole
those glances unobserved, and was there-
fore a little startled to hear, softly uttered,
“Well, cousin, and how do you {ike me?”

“I am not the exception to
rule,” he answered gayly.

eno
“

h?" g
uﬁuh; Iam glad you like me, because,
I dare say, 1 am going to shock you- hor-

charm. I like you so well already that

and defensive, against all those " silly
sons who would make us hate each other.

to

and as the train | ing
slowed up she from Ler window had a ' gall
good view of him as he stood upon the |

from the coach, she |

at w:i you | was bad enough at school to be call

Bud by the girls; but now, as a young
woman in society, I have no wish to be an | 1 must be permitted to arrange one scene
:lbx«tof sentimental interest to half the

and dinner party in the county, with mean-

our respective fathers’ wills, Do
to be my friend. Basil?”
“Of courve I do.”

pe in this humdrum place.”

| farther first. ‘To be candid,
‘you would never suit me—yon are too fair.
like black men.” An

ribly, but a beautiful candor is my leadin{

want you to join me in an alliance, offensive
e

| It is possible that a little more modesty | blushing maiden—“merely because ot my
might be better here; but the truth is that | fair hair and innocent face,” he -said to
I have nointentiou of allowing your mother | Leslie, at whose feet he was lounging- in
e this-poor orphan girl at every tea ' very unclerical attitude on the hearth rug;

whispers and smiles that cannot fa'l to the part to
attention to that absurd stipulation in . will have it—because I really am so bash-
you want l

“Then, if you do, be good enough to tell
gﬂ mother to-day that we neither of us | son,”
to y more nonsense of that

Rosa l

_ Y | “But, seriously, cousin Leslie, I am not rriage
| finable charm, “was not so—so picturesque. such a bad fellow, after all. You might, | scene for one tableau? What is the use of

& to usethe homely old sayi farther | a ole n if we can’t make him more
into mischief and fare—— % g s : oo
e dirtiest of | “Worse? Well, at least let me go a little

you know,

o swift wave of
green gown, with its trim- ocolor swept over her delicate cheek.

“But I am afraid you don't know my

Soudan;-.a man of most noble. appearance
. and manner — man whoin the gay young
‘ people immediately resigned to Leslie,
sincé from' their first meeting the two a)
peared to find their greatest pleasure in
each other’s society.

Gay Rossitur was Leslie’s bosom friend,
all the more devoted becaunse, in secret, she
; had set her heart upon Leslie's supposed
| fiance; but, of course, being such ‘“confi-
, dential friends, Miss Damer knew of this.

| At any rate, they were 80 inseparable that |-

lix'ove the Mrs. Giles found it her duty to admonish’
“I like you as her niece in regard to her conduct toward
| you should be liked. Does not that say | her other guests.

| They were all in the library one after-
i noon disocussing the manner in which the
| festival week should be observed.
‘ One man, a young clergyman and the
Rgayest and brightest of the number, sug-
ested Jyﬁnte theatricals, and then amused
| the entire party by his accounts of - how he
| had once taken the part of a young and

{ “though some one remarked that I played
perfection because—well, if you

ful. For my part, I prefer to enact the
;nnio'l:; I feel so altogether & dashing mil-

“You oan't be more than a hun par-
gt in Gay Rossitur. “How I would

you in the En) t in

1 really would emjoy myself
Bat, talking about charades

( love
soly.
tableaux,

|

entirely myself. I have a lovely white
satin gown and we have a clergyman; why
not combine the two and bave a ma

than ornamental? You agree with me, do

you not, Mr. Roche?” =
* A ohorus of l-uuh.ln%.voioes rose at onoe,
some in favor of the plan, others in ogglo-
v. “ y

sition. But the girl carried the
mind, Mr. Roche,” she said, lightly, “that

T3

in your zeal you do notoverstep the bounds

SHE TRUDGED HO

ME THROUGH THE SNOW.

= LR

veil, traditional onnie-blouoms, and all, ’

-~

v



