
(Continued.)
"Oh 1 nothing1 nothingI

"
she saiJ, "But— Bobert— would you

aiind drawing downthatblind." One of the windows had been for-
gottenuncovered;and it was after a glance towards tbat window
that thesaddenchange cameover Mrs May's face, and silence fellon thenoisy little revel. After some wonder and greit efforts onMrs May's part to hush up and forget the interruption,all went
merrily asbefore. The Christmas candle was lighting, the " Mary

"
of the house, who wasno other than its mistress, having lighted it,
and there wasnohappiercircle enjoying that nigbt'a festival."Come,now," said BobertMay," weshall go into the drawingroom, and yon shall lie on the sofa, Mary, while the children and I
getopsome Christmas carols."

So,reluctantly, the lights on the tree were put out, at last, oneby one. Fairy-like carls of smoke and perfume of wax filled theroom. The servants wentoff to their own dominionswith much out-
pouringofthankfulness andmany good wishes,and the family party
wentto the long, old-fashioneddrawing-room. Mrs May rested, alittletired, perhaps,with her exertions for her poor friendsof all the
country ronnd, and the father and children soon filled the roomwith acheery version of

"
When good King Arthur ruled the landhe wasa goodly king," and all the subsequent history of that "bag-

pudding" that was the type of the holy-crowned dish of later
centuries. The Christmas log waspresently brought in by Mike— itwasonly a stout,dry stump from the garden."Ifyeplease,sir, he whispered to themaster, ashe passed him—and Mikelooked very pale—" ould Nan Haggarty was sittin" in
thekitchen,as sure as I'm here."" What nonsense, Mike!

"
The children were busy with therhyme about the bag-pudding made by the legendaryqueen,and took

nonoticaof the conversation as Mikeput the logon the fire."Well, yemay say so, sir, bat she was sitting in thekitchen ;Isaw her. An'Iranout to the othersagain; they was comin' along
the passage;and she disappeared;she only showed herself to me.
The Lordbemerciful to her I Will that log do now,sir 1

"
11 All right, Mike. That's something like a blaze. Hold your

tongneabout theother matter. See you don't frighten the women
withsuch folly."

SoMike was dismissed, and the yule log cracked bravely.
"Although you have had presents already, Santa Clans maycome," said the father to the three children, as they were retiring

for thenight.
11 Oh 1 yea, weshail hang ourstockings on the rail of the beds.Good night, papa! Good night,mother dear 1

"
Then thehusband and wife sat by the Christmas fira alone and

talkedof thepast year,andof the mountain road, and man's work
and cares— andhow Murphy's men werediscontented and ought topay more, how Qainn never kepthia contracts, and how if the frost
became very hard the workmight have tostop altogether."Well," be said at last, "Ithink it is about" time for SantaClans;" and his wife took from their hiding place in a cabinetsome
of the trifles in which childrea delight

—
anecklace, a drawing-book

rolled tightly,and anumber ofgla^s marbles for the boy. With these
treasures for his children the master of the house went softly up the
stairs to play thepart of Santa Claus.

The light of the children's bedroom fire shone brightly as he
noiselessly opened the door. He lookei in. Some one wasstanding
there

—
not a child or a servant. A shock of amazement struck him

dumb andstill. There, plainly visible in the light from tha hearth,
ftnold woman wasseated, witha dark cloak on, and a little white
cap.

As if conscious of his entrance, she sirred on her chair.
She began to rise. He thought she would never stop rising
—she was so tall, so lank, so straight. She faced half round
and the light was on her face— a colourless face, drawn andold, with Bunken mouth and hollow eyes. The man at the door
Baw tbat she heldin her skeletonhanda white clothand a largepair
of scissors. Hehadheard of poor Nan Haggarty from Mike, and of
the dusting and the mending. All his boasted disbelief in ghosts
andgoblins wasgone iaa instant. His mouth driedup. It was as
if allat oncehis belief in the solid earth's roundness had been de-
molished,and the earthhad beenproved fiat after all. He hadbeen
angry with Mike,who first spoke of this phantom in thebouse. But
here it was, visible to himself when he least expectedit. He would
have advanced and spoken, but he dreaded to wake the sleeping
girls. What if they saw it to ? All this flashed in a few moments
acrosshis mind. The apparitionpassed through the open doorway
near the fireplace. He followed. Georgie slept in the little room
beyond, and another door led out from it to the landing. The
master of the house followed briskly. No one was there. He crossed
in three sttps to the other door. Tho landing was all dark. The
clock tickedunderneathon the stairs.

He turnedback into thechildren'srooms,lighted a candle and
searched, and placed the little gifts in the expectant stockings

hangingoa the rails. Then, not tellioganyone, for he hesitated toacknowledge thathe himselfhad seen the apparition and been con-vinced,he quietly searched the whole honse from the top to thebasement-everyroom,the back staircase, the front staircase andeven the cellar. Then he went down to the drawing-room againIt wasnear twelve, and Mrs May was wrapped in fur, andready formidnight Mass. Borne of the servants joiaed the party, carryinganterns. Itwasa regainChristmas night of the stylemost peoplelike whenthey themselveshave warm andhappy homes; the moonwas bright among the drifting clouds, anda thin scattering of snowsparkled on the ground."Ihope theLord will keep the childrensafe. We are out on agooderrand, anyhow," Bobert May said, with unwonted fervor andevidentanxiety.
There wasa silence. They went across the road. Crowds ofpeoplewere gathering ingroapsandstreams towardsthechurchyardwithits glitteringmoundsandstonesand its dark trees"Do yonknow,Bcbert,Idon't like that house?" 'said the ladymfur,holding closely toher husband's arm. «Iwas thinking if wecould change after Christmas " S
He understood theunfinished suggestion."Somethingbas frightened you,Mary."
Mrs May spokeonly in a whisper, after a glance towards thechurchyard. « Iwould not tell anyone but yon-lbutIdidseesome!thing. There wasa face,a dead face, close against the wmdow-1nothing but the face, witha little white frill round it; one of thecaps they bury people with. There was no figure below-nothin!but the face, with the darknessail round it,"

g"
You imagined it,Mary. You aremaking yourself ill »

«I amcertain 1did not. IBaw it» They were in the cburch-ZtfiT' *T^ NaQ Ha^*y's g^e,all whitened withsnowflakes, andglistening, under the moon."When things like that areimagined, the real solution is tbatthehouse isnot healthy,"said Bobert May aa stoutly as he «m,M« The children's partof the houseis-ia-fs not healthyIam TurImade up mymind to that tonight. They must have otherrooms "
« Couldn't weleave the house ?

"
the wifepersisted"Idon't thinkIshall ever be happy init now

""Ihardly think it is a healthy place,"he assented. « Bad airmay^reduce people's strength, and play queer tricks with their"Then weought to leave itat once."
so; and it is apity, for Iliked the place from the

>, m?' th'hOUBB iSPerfeCtly charmin?." said Mrs May,« butyoushouldhear the servants talk. That house is haunted »"Bubbuh. my dear 1 Ibeg your pardon, butImean-I mean-well, if it's not a healthy house, the sooner we are out of ttthe
f it

M.c.an*hi!e'<*Qite of the anxiety of the grown-upfolks, the happy children slept. Bootless their sleep was galledthey awoke to nothing fearful, nor even dreamadof phantoms of then.ght. And the fire burned lower ani lower, and the stockingshutbulging withgifts on therails of the three littlebedsWhen everyonehad returned from church, and"the house andalIllsdoors an 1 winlows f«teaaJ for thenight, the father lookedmo thenursery rooms to see that all was well;and he couldhardlybe leva hi.memory that a gMnt old hag withdusterandscissorshadw ruded and appeared in that most peacefnl place. The fTheadsall lay blwafully on the pillows, the eyes closed, the lipsblLthSsoftly The rather shaded the candle with his hand, 2 w^deled
107I
07 g^,the W°rldi98° beaUtiful and iano<*<" "■ thl face ofa -taepm? chiM. We oldermortals reason for their exquisite tranqmlity that they are dreaming unattainable visions, peacefal andpure as the rivenof Paradise;wWle-alaaI-In realty the dea»smay be of climbing the apple tree, or fighting for toffeeThen thenigbt woreon, and all in the house were 'fast asleeo-exceptBlanche. That excitablechild woke up,and though"t^.f^TnTof' Tf PerhßP9.a Vefy dark morQin= ' aQd*« woadTredif SanaClauß had oome. Gently she crept over the coverlet toThefoot of her bed. Tnere wassomething rolled tightly in herstockingPerhapsit wasadrawing-book;she was wishing for one. Oh1 ye8

'

SantaGlaus hadcome! Of course she knewit was pap,. but not inthe wodd would she ever ask him. That woulddestroy he Ulurionand the comingof Santa Cbus down tha chimney was one of tha'brighter romancesof the whole year.
Pinkie was asleep; Pinkie was always asleep just when onewantedher. What wasin Pinkie's stocking1 ItwouldnoTbe fa*Blanche thought, to go and feel it, and find out ;besides,shemi^bump against thebed-post in the dark. S
WUt time wasit? How could one know if it was morning ?She wett to the window,pat her fair face inside tha edge of theet£? wT?*

°Ut' °bI hh° W C° ld th9gIaSI Waa a^ Scheek! Why, there was snow outside. Itdidnot seem a bit likemorninj. The garden lookedsoaill and white; the sky 80 k9k9 anight sty with the clouds drifting across a bright moon: andl thesilence »f thehouse told that everyone wasasleep
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