A SURPRISE
SANTA CLAUS

AROLD! Harold |
Barton!" called
Sally’s volice
from the kitch-
en door. “Fa-
ther says be
sure to close
and lock"—

“Oh, 1 know
all about fit,"
called Harold
from the barn

“Don't bother your head about

He turned his back and stalked

door.
me.”
fnto the barn, carrying a big basket
filled with holly, fir boughs and mis- |

tletoe. Harold was to dress the Christ-
mas tree and decorate the barn, for
the tree was too large for the house,
and the barn, which was well bulit.
Bad been fitted up with stoves.

Harold and Bert Fenn put the last
touches to the decorations and the tree
Just as the supper bell rang the day
before Christmas. Dinner was early,
A8 some cousins were to come In the
evening and they had to be met at the
station four miles away.

The Bentons lived on the edge of a
town at the foot of a thickly wooded
mountain that sheltered many a wild
animal and often human belngs almost
as wild.

The cousins came and soon were
safely tucked away in the beds and on
the sofas that were not used by the
uncles and aunts, and all was qulet.

Two persons were mnot asleep,
though. Sally was thinking: “I won-
der if Harold did lock the barn up well
—with all our beautiful presents there.
Buppose some of the woods tramps
should break in. Ob, dear, I wish

morning were here!"

Harold also, rolled up on a mattress
en the garret floor, remembered that, al-
though he had locked the large doors.

had not thought about the little
T, and he could not remember
vhothef was hltened.

l(ornlns ;g?m@ ht und
hel build g
the stoves in the btfn lﬁ

tfently for %ncle John,
ac

roml'lea as Squ
8 who [ et thefe un-
3: momen 'l‘he train arfived

‘without Uncle Jobn, and the smaller
children were beginning to fret at the
delay. 8o it was finally decided that
they would have to do without a S8anta
Claus, for Uncle John had always tak-
en that part. and no one could be per-
suaded to take his place,

The candles were lighted, and the |

family and guests trooped over to the
barn. Such cries of surprise and de-
light there were when the big tree
stood before them in a blaze of glory!
When the “ohs” and “ahs” had died
away a little, Harold started to make
an apology for the absence of Santa.
“Santa Claus was detain”— he began,
when a whistling sound and then a
tinkling noise like
sleighbells came
from the tree.
He stopped in as-
tonishment. Ev-
ery one else
heard the noise,
too. and thirty-
two pairs of eyes
were turned to-
ward the tree.
Certainly some-
thing was mov-
ing In the tree.
The branches to-
ward the center
shook, though no
one touched the
tree, and as every
one watched breathlessly the branches
parted, and the queerest little figure
you ever saw pushed its way out nnd
stood on a Hlmb, bowing politely right
and left. It was about two feet high,
with long flowing white beard and

QUEER FIGURE PUBH-
ED OUT.

bair and dressed just as you always 1

#Xpect to see Santa Claus,

The children looked up in open
mouthed astonishment, Harold among
them, and the grownups, with puzzled
expressions, were trying to solve the
mystery when another sharp little
‘whistle was heard, and the tiny Santa
Claus, using his hands and feet with
much skill, climbed down a branch or
two. In so dolng he turned his back
and showed a long brown tall beneath
his coat.

Then there was a shout of laughter,
with clapping of hands, and the chil-
dren fairly danced with joy as the

small S8anta Claus, sitting demurely on |
a branch, took hold of a very pretty |

pink and white dolly and, after exam-
ining her wax face closely, kissed her
lovingly. At this there was a louder
pear of laughter, In the midst of which
& gruff voice called out:

“Here, yon beggar! Let it alone!”

This volce came from the hayloft,
and when the thirty-two pairs of eyes |
turned Immediately to see who spoke
they saw two pairs of legs hanging
the edge of the loft and two
bearded faces peering down.

The two bearded men came down,
swinging from the beam and the
bing down the ladder. Har-
an exclamation of delight.
about the most hay-
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exclaimed, “Why,
Joha!" Uncle John laugh-
explained that he and a friend.

1

John, with a twinkle in his eye.

A TRIAL TRIP

T was a week untll
Christmas. Santa
Claus went aM
over his work
rooms, All the toys
were done and ev-
erything in place.

“The reindeer are
in such fine shape
and anxious for
exercise I think I'll
take them out fop
a trial run today,” said he.

So saying, Santa hurried to his sta-
bles. There the reindeer were show-
ing their impatience to be out in the
| open, and Santa gave orders to his

stable elves to hitch up the steeds to
I the sleigh, as he meant to give the good
[ anfmals a little exercise.
| “They need a race now and then,”
he sald “Otherwise they'd get stift
kneed and would feel clumsy when
trying to gallop over shifting clouds
and ragged treetops and uneven roofs.”

After the ride of several hours Banta
cried out to his reindeer:

“Now to earth, my good fellows. And
| don't lag. We must be there just as
the dark is falling over the land. If
we wait till the moon comes out we'll
be seen, and that would never do.”

As the darkness settled over the land
old Santa dropped from a fleecy clond
to the top of a tall church steeple.
There he got out of his sleigh, told his
relndeer not to move from that steeple
and made his descent to the roof of a
convenient house. And past the win-
dows of hundreds of homes he darted,
peeplng Into them and counting the
new faces he gaw for the first time.

“Lotd of new Jittle ones,” he said
to himself, smiling. “God bless them
all. Well, they keep me busy through-
out the year. And they are increasing
#o rapidly that I'll have to take sev-
ml hundred assistants next year.”

E Eantu returned to the high
churc eeple, and s Tne\fvn] gettfing
into his sleigh the aged bell ringer, nc-
cofipanied by his grandson of ten,

me ofit of the church with a lantern
in hig pand. The llttlg_ andson lgok-

edu cried grund!m. ers
O%A?ﬂ Lot iqun "ﬂnel""Tn the
skyl Y's Bandd

Tlaiis and his rein.
deer. See them flylng! Oh, now they

iSANTA MAKES

are gone—clean through that white
cloud over the church. Oh, grandpa,
did you see them?"

*“No, my son, and neither did you.
Your mind is so full of Christmas just

SANTA PEEPED INTO HOUSES.

now that you see things mentally. You
Just fmagined that Santa and his rein-
deer were over the church. Why, it
wants a whole week before Christ-
mas, sonny, and Santa never comes
till Christmas eve. Come along and
don't imagine things llke that any
more.” And the aged bell ringer
swung his lantern and led the way
along the snow covered path to his
home, his little grandson, 8ammy, fol-
lowing. But in Sammy’'s heart was a
feeling that he had not imagined see-
| ing Santa. He felt the thing had been
real. “He was just peeping round to
see where the good children live and
getting acquainted with the chimneys,"
sald Sammy to himself. *“But grandpa
is too old to understand. He basn't
cared about Santa for many, many
years. But I do, oh, 1 do! And how
| I should love to slip away up into the
‘ church tonight and visit Santa’s realm!
But that would be impossible. It Is
not Intended for boys to get off the
earth, so Santa comes to them."

Just then Sammy's grandmother
opened the kitchen door for them, and
as Sammy eutered the good old lady
stooped and kissed him, saying:

“I just had a letter from your cous-
ins, Mabel and Ted, saying they were
coming to spend Christmas with us
and that they had written Santa Claus
of the change of their address so thét
be could fetch their gifts here—along
with yours. Bless the dears!™

And Bammy knew thut Santa would
do as his cousins asked him to, al-
though grandpa laughed at the idea
and said: “That is nonsense, good wife.
Ohildren should not believe such silly
things.” Rut Bammy knew a thing or
two that grandpa did not kuow

‘| honor came to the rescue.

NO ACCOUNTING
FOR SANTA CLAUS

HE twins were deep
in the myster-
fes of mincemeat
making under the
direction of the
faithful  Dinah,
Maud stood on a
chalr  chopping
beef and apples
in a huge wood-
en bowl; Marian
sorted raisins and
cifron at a side table; Dinah stirred
some savory mess that cooked. So
busy were they that the stealthy en-
trance of Wilbur was not noticed until
his excited face peered over Maud's
shoulder With a startled scream she
dropped her chopper: “Go away, you
horrid boy! We're too busy to bother
with your pranks.”

“Indeed, I'm not up to any pranks at
all,” he began In an aggrieved tone.
“I've just seen something that makes
me 80 excited!”

“Don’t keep us In suspense!” came in
curt accents from the side table.

“I've discovered all sorts of odd shap-
ed bundles in the storeroom closet!"
he exclaimed Impressively. The twins
gasped, and Dinah spoke crossly. “And

THE TRIO REVELED IN THE SHINING MASSES.

what was you doin’ in dat closet? Chil-
len ain't got no call to meddie in what
doen’ concern ‘em, nohow!”

But nelther of the three was to be
put off thus. “How many were thete?"’
asked Marian, “Did you peek in ‘em?”
queried Maud. Then Marian’s sense of
“It really
doesn't matter,” she sald. “They are
evidently meant to be secrets, Perhaps
Santa Claus {8 concerned in them.”

“But."” began the boy hesitatingly,
“it makes me doubt if Santa Claus
really exists to see all these things be-
forehand. Do you think there is such
a person?"*

“Well, Wilbur Pennington, of all silly
questions! Doesn’t he always fill our
stockings and bring us a tree? Doesn’t
he always get the notes we put in the
fireplace for him and give us every-
thing we write for? Haven't we been
told loads of times about his reindeer
and sled and workshop at the north
pole and his jolly face and all the rest
of 1t?" These questions were fired at
him in a volley by both twins.

“Well, | don't care,” he answered

The O1d Year

And the New

And with its dying light
The gloom, at first a shade,
Turnegd into darkest night.
And then | sald: “'Tis gone
The oid year is no more,
And memories now alone
Linger along the shore.”

1 watched the oid year dle,
And with {ts fading day
There came the thought that by
Its death a brighter way
Opes up, and, all things bright,
We'll have surcease at last
From specters dark as night.
They'll live, but in the past.

l WATCHED the old year fade,

Do You Remember

Last year winter caught you unprepared.

No storm sash fitted to your windows.

No building paper applied to the cold side
of your buildings.

A little money spent in preparing for the cold days to

come, is money well invested.

We Sell “Better Material Cheaper”

Midland Coal & Lbr. Co.

W. W. ALLEN, Agt.

1 watched the old year's flight
And then saifd, with a smile,

“Ah, now the new year bright
Will bide with us awhilel”

But ere my hopeful dreama ‘
Have realized one day
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Is dead and passed; it uom ;
It starts but to decay. A%

Thus all along the way
Gravestones must mark the miles,
An epitaph each day,
A tomb of tears and smiles.
80 we begin the new
("Tis old ere we've begun)
To find it's aging, too,
With the first setting sun.

- - - " A
But ‘twill not aiways be. ki
There'll come a living day,
And all things new, and we .
Shall live in endless May, ™
No gravestones then will mark
The tombs where dead hopes le,
No nights of sorrow dark
an o'er our changeless sky.
~James Danlel Cleaton.
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doggedly. *“The fellows in hool
laughed at me when [ spoke of him the
other day, and It does seen queer how
he can do all the things he does.”

“Go ‘way, chile!” ejaculated Dinah.
*Dere's lot ob t'ings dat’s past our un.
derstandin' Does
we know how de
blessed sun kin

shine ober ‘de
whole country at
once? Does we

know how de
wind blows an’
de waves come
rollin' widout
ceasin'? We
needn’t care how
Santa Claus gets
roun' de way he
do. | disremem-
ber de time when
he forgot me.
Ever since | was
a W'l pickaninny
befo' de war he's brung me gifts. Old
missus used to 'low him to set up de
tree in de big mansion an' leave de
darkies' gif's 'long wid de white folks’
Go 'way, chile! Doun' yoh try to make
me believe dere ain’t no Santa Claus,
‘cause dere jest nacherally has to be
one.” And Dinah stirred violently to
ease her injured feelings.

“Of course there is a Santa Claus,”
sald Marian, coming to her rescue
“You see, Wilbur, It's just this way.
There is no doubt of the love and care
that give such joy to boys and girls
at this happy time—the love that grati-
fies their dearest wishes and takes into
account all thelr efforts to do what is
right, even though the results often
look like failure.

“It really duesn't matter by what
name we call this love. If we're told
it is Ranta Claus, why, then. we ought
to agree to accept the old fellow, with
all his delightful traditions and novel
ways of doing kindnesses. It's really
the spirit of Santa Claus that makes
Christmas the happiest day In the

WILBUR TELLS HIS
SECRET.

whole year So I, for one, am not go-
mg to deny the dear fellow's exist-
enc2 Come out nnd explore the snow-

drifts till the sun goes down.
we'll discover the north pole.”
And the trio reveled in the shining

Mayhe

swallowed the sunlight. much as thelr

doubts of Rintn Clans had been awal
lowed in the depths of trusting love.

masses until the shadows of darkness '

Let me show you the best bargains in

Musselshell County Lands

I have several
and am making the

Let me show you the best bargains in
Musselshell County Lands

fine half sections which must be sold before 1914
price so low you can not afford to wait till spring

when the rush for Musselshell County land will be on and the price

up. Here are a few

snaps:

320 acres, all tillable, well located. Eight miles from railroad.
School house on the land. $14.00 per acre.

320 acres, all tillable, in the Flatwillow country. This is one of
the finest one-half sections in Musselshell County. Formerly owned
by the Northern Pacific and owner will sell on a very small margin.

Price, $15.00 per ac

re.

640 acres, all fenced. 600 acres nice smooth plow land. One-

half section school

land adjoining with good creek flowing through it

leased for grazing purposes, the lease which goes with the land. This
is A1 steam plow land, no rock, gravel or gumbo, covered with a good

coat of buffalo gras

W. A.

Rou;ldup 2

s. Price if sold soon, $14.00 per acre.-

McGinley

Montana




