SANTA'S VISIT

T was the day before ﬂhriutnﬁ.s.
Outside fat snowflakes were fall-
ing. Inside the house the spirit

ef Christmas, was everywhere. Ev-
eryons seemeéd bursting with secTets.
Nancy was standing at the window
watching the snow and singing a lit-
tle song about “Jolly Old Saint Nich-
olas.” “Mother,” she oried, running
back to the kitchen where the Chrigt-
s baking was going on  “will
Banta come topight 1

“Yes, and if you're real good and
put those toys away, he may come
sarly enough for you to see him.”
“Oh! May I stay up till he comes?™
Nancy jumped up svd dowwn fn ax-
eitemment. “I never ke seen him.
Onev I bascd him,” she went on, half
to bérself, “but he was gone before
3 eould get even one little peep.”

That evening everything was very
quiet. Mother wns tylsy up soma
Eifta with red ribbon and Nancy was
trying hard o keep awake. Grandma
Was sitting near the fire, knitting and
smiling away to herself

Suddenly a great racket com-

menced upstalre. A stamping and
blowing and puffing and such a clat-
tar. Hlncf ran to mother in a great
fright. “It's Santa, dear!” mother
whispered, and, sure enough, down
the stairs he clattered and into the
room, throwing down his pack. he
began to dane# around. “Oh! He
looked so funny,” Naney sald after-
ward, “with his bright red coat and
white fur and long white whiskers
waving all ground.”

Naney just  glung to mother and

mother laughetd and laughed. After
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And now the boar’s head
Was brought in,

While the great hall rang
With merry din.

T]';l:’.' Garden of Holiday “}uhea

It is sweet with tha spice
Of all of the nice
Christmas wishes it ca rries about,

= —

__A. Christmas Sumi:e

The poodle slept in Dolly’s bed:

You should have heard the things they said,

The duck said ‘‘Quack!’’ the monk said “My!"
The birdies sang a lullaby.

ihere’'sa garden of hollday wishes
In which the greenm Christmag tree
ETOWS,
That scatters when small
A3 well as when tall
to each breeazs

that Jack Frost has gone far, far away
That liveliest of frisky friik_gra;

" Good h
awhile he spled Nancy and, coming “Oh, Daddy,” she sald, as he came ;rw:E

.r:r:r* h-'h“m in his _h!:. thd Tﬂl"::fl into the room. “Santa was here and And that's why the alr is so fragrant But I suspect that he today
nd what do you want, little one? ¥ou missed him!'" It makes little girla and boys shout, 1Is frosting Santa Claus' whiskers.
“Please, Mr. Kringle, I want a dol- s VR AL b i

Sing a song of ﬂh!‘ilﬂ;ll-l; yes, sing a song of jo :
Here is fun for every girl and mﬂr;gﬂr. v

You'll ride your horse
When merry Christmas

Iy, Nancy gquavered,

“Ho! Ho! Ho! So you want a dolly,
do you? well, come here and tell
Banta all about i1t" Nancy had gquite
recovered from her fright, and told
him all the things she wanted,

“"Ho! Ho! Ho!" laughed Santa
when ghe had finished, “SBuch a blg
list for such a lttle girl! Well, we'll
Sée about 1t," he sald, with a aly
look at mother, and he never noticed
that biz pack had slipped .open and
the toys were all pushing their way
out, but Nancy didn’t see that, aither.

Presently mother hurried Nancy
Off to bed because Santa said he .
couldn't trim the tree until she WAS
asleep,

Christmas momning Nancy hurried
down to the tree. Oh! such a trea!
Underneath the tree were all the
toys. “Santa left everything I asked
for 'cept the real airplane,” Nancy

sald, gathering up three dolls and a
puss-in-boots. “But I don’ want that
now,” she added, glving the puss a

squeeze, at which he cried “Me-ow!™

and beat your drum,
Day shall come.

THE DAY AFTER
CHRISTMAS

‘Twas the day after Christmas when

all through the house
Was bustle gnd bhurry—to startle a

mouse!

For Bobby had eaten until be was sick,

And father was pouring him castor
oll thick;

The malds were &~scouring and
scrubbing the stair,

For candy and caks crumba and
nut shells were thers:

Foor mother was moaning and
groaning in bed,

The fireworks had given her a pain
in the head:

While cook made a hot mustard plas-
ter for Nelly,

Her tummy rebelled at three help-
ings of jelly!

The worst of this story is just this,
my dear,

They’ll all do the same things right
over next year'

Wasn't it wonderful and dear
When the shepherds lost their fear
And went to see
The Holy Child,
8o sweet and mild?
I know, fast as could be,
When from the Holy Ones they

parted,
ﬁqmtn;hllrmﬂuﬂdrﬂ.

dear,
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