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THE GREAT hall clock, sta
tioned opposite the foot of 
the stairs, struck two. 
From his bed the Littlest 
Roy listened with a sense 
of awe. Never before had 

be heard It strike so late an hour. 
Once, Indeed, he had heard it strike 
ten, but usually It had struck eight— 
and when next he was awake It was 
striking six and morning had come.

The Littlest Boy lay and listened. 
The house was Impressively still. The 
only sounds audible were the stately 
ticking of the monitor dock below, 
and the regular breathing of the Big
gest Boy and the Biggest Qirl in the 
room adjoining.

The Littlest Boy’s eyes were wide 
open and gating into the velvet black
ness close above his face. When 
he had gone to bed it had been Christ
mas eve. He was not fully certain as to 
the line of demarkation, but it oc
curred to him that now it was Christ
mas day! Then he began to blink and 
think.

He wondered if Santa Claus had 
come yet. Before the grate-fire, down 
In the library, were ranged three 
chairs; a rocking-chair for the Biggest 
Girl, a straight-backed, ordinary chair 
for the Biggest Boy, and a huge, roomy 
arm-chair for himself. In addition, he 
had hung up his stockings to the 
mantel.

He tried to picture to himself how, 
If Santa Claus had been and gone, 
that chair and those stockings must

“Hello!” Said Santa Claus.

look. At intervals, as some particu
larly alluring fancy stood out before 
him, he gave an ecstatic wriggle and a 
Saw blinks extra.

Oh, the red wagon! And the silver 
napkin-ring! Supposing he got them 
both! It did not seem to him pos
sible that he could exist without eith
er, and yet—and yet—he mustn't ex
act too much.

If he might take one peep into the 
library—Just one tiny peep—to find 
•u t whether or not Santa Claus had
been.

He felt that he ought not to yield 
to this temptation; and he sighed hard 
and twisted. But even in the midst 
of his struggle he did yield, for first 
his disobedient right foot stole from 
beneath the blue coverlet, and next 
bis disobedient left foot; and in a 
moment all of him, enveloped in his 
long, pink-flannel night-gown, was 
moving resolutely towards the door
way.

At the landing the stairs turned 
sharply. The Littlest Boy also turned 
with them to continue his Journey. 
Now there ahead of him was the mon
itor clock, staring him in the face, 
and ticking loud reproval. From the 
library, off the hall, came the reminis
cent glow of the grate-fire with which 
the Christmas eve had been cele
brated.

Down sped the Littlest Boy, boldly 
Ignoring the astonished clock, down 
the remaining flight, and across the 
•quare hall, whose rugs were soft and 
comforting. On the threshold of the 
library he stopped short, frightened 
Ot what he had done. *

He had caught Santa Claus!
Aye. there was Santa Claus, bend

ing over the big chair, which, the 
Littlest Boy glimpsed, was overflow
ing with packages and things.

I do not know but that the Littlest 
Boy would have beat courteous re
treat (although, of course, his farther 
curiosity was simply tremendous) had 
not Santa Claus suddenly glanced up 
and descried him—a small, pink fig
ure, made still pinker by the glowing 
coals, framed, wide-eyed, in the library 
door-case.

“Hello!” said Santa Claus, not mov
ing.

"Hello!” responded the Littlest Boy. 
*1 didn’t know you were here."

"Didn't you?” remarked Santa Claus 
straightening up and slowly stepping 
backward.

“No," assured the Littlest Boy. “Did 
you get In through the chimley?”

During his whole life—that ls,evei 
since he could talk—the Littlest Boy

had been trying to say “chimney;” 
but, somehow, that “1,” being so slim 
sad hatchet-faced, always nimbly 
slipped in and elbowed out the "n.” .

“Did I get in through the chlm- 
bley!” repeated Santa Claus; and then 
he opened his mouth in a silent 
laugh. “Yes, I clufnb down the chim- 
bley," he said.

“You say ‘chlmbley’ and I say ‘chim 
ley;’ but my father says—says ch— 
ch—cbimneley is right,” informed the 
Littlest Boy.

“You don't mean it!” returned Santa 
Claus, who, having backèd to the win
dow looking upon the side porch, now, 
with his hand behind him, was deftly 
sliding it up.

"Please don't go, Santa Claus,” be
sought the Littlest Boy. “We’ll talk 
real low, so nobody’ll bear. That is. 
If you’re not in too big a hurry to 
stay,” he added, politely.

“Sure,” responded Santa Claus. 
“It’s almost empty, isn’t  It!” assert

ed the Littlest Boy. "But I s’pose 
you’ve lots more up In the balloon. 
Had you got all through with me? 
My chair Is the middle one there, 
and these are my stockings In front of 
It"

"Well, I was kinder foolin’ around 
when you come in,” confessed Santa 
Claus; "but I reckon I’m through. 
Them other chairs are your ma’s an* 
pa’s, I take it?”

"Yes; mamma’s is the rocker and 
papa's is the other»»’ Informed the Lit
tlest Boy, hurriedly. "Did you bring 
me a red wagon and a silver napkin- 
ring?”

"Aren’t they there?” queried Santa 
Claus.

“May I look?” asked the Littlest 
Boy, eagerly.

“Sure,” grunted Santa Claus, with 
his favorite word.

The Littlest Boy was not slow in 
taking advantage of that permission. 
In a twinkling he was at the chair, 
and, oblivious to the rustling that he 
was producing, was burrowing amidst 
Its contests.

He did not have to burrow to find 
the red wagon. Its two front wheels 
were sticking straight up against the 
chair’s back!

“Oooo-ee!” Jubilated the Littlest 
Boy, turning with sparkling eyes. 
“Will its sides fold over?”

“You bet!” assured Santa Claus. 
“Just bushels and bushels of thanks, 

Santa Claus,” purled the Littlest Boy, 
rapturously. “I hope It’s bigger than 
my Cousin James’ Is! Is it?” 

“Sure!” said Santa Claus. “Now, 
about the ring? Ain’t it there?”

“I don’t see it?” replied the Littlest 
Boy, rummaging.

“Mebbe It’s In the stockin’s,” sug
gested Santa Claus.

And it was!—a beautiful, shiny, sil
ver napkin ring, all done up in tissue- 
paper!

“Oooooo-eee!” gurgled the Littlest 
Boy, unwrapped it. “I bet It’s the 
very solides' kind!”

"Lemme see,” demanded Santa 
Claus. “That’s what I intended It to 
be, anyhow, an’ I hope I ain’t made 
no mistake.”

“Yes, it's solid, all right enough,” he 
said, weighing it in his hand, while 
the Littlest Boy watched him. anx
iously. “But don’t you think that that 
there wagon an’ this here ring, both 
together, are too much for a kid like 
you?"

”1 don’t know,” responded the Lit
tlest Boy. abashed. “I’ve tried to be 
awful good. I’ve picked up kindlin’ 
and went on errands and brushed my 
teeth—and—and gone down cellar 
after dark, and—and—and I’ve hardly 
ever cried when I got hurt!”

“Still, seems to me,” persisted 
Santa Claus, gaslng at the shiny ring 
in his fingers, “that a wagon alone Is 
good enough for one kid, besides all 
them other things you’ve got In yon 
chair and socks. I dunno but what 
PH take this an’ give it som’ers else.” 

“Well,” agreed the Littlest Boy, 
gravely, “if—If you can find some lit
tle boy who ought to have it 
more’n me, then you can—can take 
It; and p’raps next Christmas—” 

“God!” roared the Biggest Boy, like 
an angry lion, leaping through the li
brary doorway. »

With a slam up sped the window; 
with an oath, out whirled Santa Claus.

“You’ve scared Santa Claus! You’ve 
scared Santa Claus!” wailed the Lit
tlest Boy, In despair.

“I have, have I!” exclaimed the Big
gest Boy. gathering the waller Into his 
arms.

“And he took my ring.” farther la
mented the Littlest Boy.

“He did, did he!” repeated the lion 
—that is, the Biggest Roy—in a com
miserating growl. “Never mind; we’ll 
get another.”

“But I told him he might. If there's 
some other little boy who'd ought to 
have it more,” explained the Littlest 
Boy, truthfully. “Maybe he'll bring 
me one next Christmas.”

Here the Biggest Boy shut the 
treacherous window ; and with the Big
gest Girl, who by this time had ar
rived and was hugging and kissing 
the Littlest Boy’s two rosy feet, as 
they hung down inside the Biggest 
Boy's arms, close accompanying, car
ried him upstairs to bed.

What do you think! Evidently Santa 
Claus repented, or else he had only 
been joking, or else he could find no 
other little boy who was more worthy; 
for, after all, at daylight there was 
discovered, lying on the mat before 
the side-door, that very same r in g -  
wrapped, it is true, not In line tissue 
paper, but in coarse brown paper.

However, upon the paper was 
scrawled. In ragged but unmistakable 
lines:

“for the kid
“SANTY CLAWS."

&
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“It Is coming !” sighed the trees 
B ending to the romping breese. 
Fling ing  out their boughs until 
All the shadows seem ed to spill 
B rokenly upon the g rass  
In a  su n sh ine-spattered  m ass.

" I t  Is com ing!” san g  the  birds 
In  th e ir  no tes ns p la in  a s  w ords 
As th e y  flew by e a s t and  w est 
E ach  un to  its  w aiting  nest.
And th e  bees w ent lu rch ing  home 
T hrough  th e  flower land3 th e y  roam.

And th e  g ra ss  all c risp  and  brown. 
And th e  h ighw ays of th e  tow n.
And th e  coun try  lanes and  all 
Sensed th e  su b tly  m ystic call—
C augh t th e  word and  passed  it on 
Down the w ay  th e  wind had  gone.

Sw irls of dust leaped up an d  sped 
Down the way the wind had led. 
While the rustling branches swayed 
Silently all through the glade— 
“Husht” the word came crooning by 
Out of all the w estern  sky.

Then the rain! It laughed and danced 
And the drops plunged down and 

glanced
In a Jeweled riot there—
Drowned the, meadow lands all bare. 
Rinsed the woods until their green 
Had a newer, softer sheen.

Ho, the rain! It pranked and played 
Till the whole-green world was made 
New and clean and fair and sweet— 
Fit for flashing fairy feet;
And the roses, dripping red—
Who may tell the thanks they said?

/

Squelching ths Drug Clerk.
The drug clerk wee young, and he 

had a large and impressive scarf pin. 
and he had a very superior way of 
looking through his glasses, which 
nipped his nose arrogantly. The meek 
customer had asked for a pinch of 
soda In some water, to relieve his In
digestion, and the drug clerk loftily 
said: x

“You want some sodium bicarbonate 
In aqua pura quantum suff.?”

“Maybe,” replied the meek custom
er, “unless you’ve got some nil des- 
perandum.”

The clerk sought among the bot
tles and finally announced that they 
were Just out.

“Well, have you got some multum 
In parvo?”

The clerk examined all the emul
sions and pulverisations In the store 
and reported they had none, but could 
order It for him.

“I’ll get It elsewhere, but maybe you 
have a little vice versa and ad Infin
itum.”

The store was also out of th a t
'Then I could get along, I suppose, 

with a few ounces of de gustibus non 
est dlsputandum.”

T  never heard of that,” confessed 
the clerk, weakly.

"It’s a new preparation. Give me 
some facUls descensus Avernl, then.”

But the facills bottle seemed to be 
empty. '

The clerk was looking at the cus
tomer with grave doubt by this time, 
so the latter observed:

“I’ll look a little farther down the 
street, but if you get in a stock of 
sal Attlcum I wish you would keep 
some for me.”

After the clerk had told his em
ployer about the strange wants of 
the meek customer, the proprietor led 
him kindly to the dictionary and set 
him to studying the back part thereof.

Fearsome Prospect.
With a shudder the unhappy man 

drops the paper he had been read
ing. Then looking nervously about 
him, he recovers the paper and thrusts 
It Into the fire.

"My wife must not see that," he 
mutters to himself. "If she should 
read that article urging that men’s 
hats should be trimmed and decorated 
the same as women’s she would at 
once begin planning for me to wear 
her last spring’s - 'llllnery with n 
slight alteration.”

COMING MONDAY, DECEMBER 27th.

An Expert
"Do you know what to do If the auto 

should break down?” asks the thought
ful mother of the young man who Is 
going to take her daughter out in his 
new runabout 

“Certainly," he answered.
The young people were quite late In 

returning. The fair young daughter 
rushed in to her mother and said:

"Oh, mamma! The auto did break 
down, but Jack knew exactly what to 
do. We—we are engaged!”

Emily Waterman

MONTANA LUMBER CD,
We carry a First Class Stock of Everything in the

B U I b D I N S  LINE
and you 11 find that the best is the cheapest when it 
comes to building. Freight adds a great deal to the 
cost of lumber. It costs just as much to ship poor 
material as it does good; it costs as much to handle 
poor stock as it does good. One can readily see 
that you are getting the benefit of freight and cost 
of handling by using G O O D  M A T E R I A L

We ere Carrying a Line of

STORM DOORS and SASH
Which you will find very necessary for comfort 

and will keep down your coal bills.

TH E  S A Y R E  H M L S F
East Main Street

Now Open For Business
Newly Furnished Throughout 

Strictly Up-to-Date in Every Respect 
Trancient Trade and Steady Roomers 

Electric Light, Furnace Heat

Roundup Montana

GRANT & HARDEN 
C ontractors & B u ild ers .

R o u n d u p , M o n ta n a

Happiness is Increased not by the 
enlargement of the possessions, but of 
the heart.—John Ruakla.

V IS IB IU T Y
What is a 

visible typewriter?
Writing in sight is part of it. Keyboard in sight is the 
other part. It is as important that you see what you do 

as to see what you have done. The key-for-every-çharacter 
keyboard of the easy action, light running M O D EL  10

makes it the only truly visible writing machine.
W rite for information to

The Smith Premier Typewriter Company, Inc
Syracuse, N . Y . Branches everywhere
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Complete. Straight Line Keyboard 
Removable end Interchangeable Platane 
Ball Bearing Carriage 
Reversible Tabulator Rack 
Simple Stencil Culling Device 
Drop Forged Typo Bara 
Perfect Lme L ock

Visible Writing 

Complete C on tro l from  
Keyboard

A  Key for Every Character

Birhrome Ribbon 
( 'Torrn Touch 
Bull Bearing Type Bar 
Column Finder and Paragraphes 
Decimal Tabulator 
Perfect Erasing Faculties 
Interchangeable Carriages 
R ig h t a n d  L e ft Carriage Releeea 

Levers
Swinging Marginal Rack 
Protected Ribbon 
G ear Driven Carriages 
Ribbon Controlled from Keyboard 
Variable and Universal Law Spacer 
Perfect Dust G aw d 
Back Space Laver 
Carriage Retard«
Improved Marginal S lam  
Eacaptm ot, SpndM ft E w  D w iw d

These are features which 

make the Smith Premier die 

choice o f die man who 

investiga tes comparative 

advantages.


