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"He's a-(lreamin' that Santa Claus bas corne," he said, carefully working
a base-ball bat past the tender spot in the tender spotin the stocking.

"Htilly Gee !' cornmented Shorty, balancing a drum with care oit the end of
it, "1'm thinkin' he ain't far ont. Look's ef (le bull shop'd corne along.">

It did when it was ail in place. A trtimpet and a gun that had made vain
and periless efforts to join the bat in the stocking, leaned against the bed in ex-
pectant attituides. A picture book with a pink Bengal tiger, and a green bear
on the cover, peeped over the pillow, and the bed posts and rail were festoonied
with candy anti marbles in bags. An exp)ress-wagon with a high scat was stabled
iii the gangwvay. Tt carried a loati of fir branches that left no doubt f romn whose
livery it haîleti. The last touch was stupplied by Savoy, in the shape of a monkey
on a yellow stick, that was flot in the official bill of lading.

'el swiped it fer (le Kidi," he saiti briefly in explanation. When it was ail
(lone, the boys turneti ini lut flot to sleep. It was long past miidnight before the
deep andi regular breathing fromi the betis proclaîire(l that the last hati succurnbed.

The early dawn was tinging the frosty window-panes with red when f rom the
Kid's cot, there came a shriek that rousedt the house with a start of genuine sur
prise.

"Hello !" shouted Stretcb, sitting up with a jerk anti rubbing his eyes. "Yes,
sir! in a minute. Hello, Kidi, what to---"2

The Kid was standing barefooteti in the passageway, with a base-ball bat
in one hanti, and a trumpet and u pair of drumsticks in the other, viewing with
shining eyes the wagon andi its cargo, the gun andi ail the reste Prom every
cot necks were stretched andi grinning faces watched the trumpet that fairiy
shook the building. As if it were a signal, the boys jumnpet out of bed, and
tianceti a breaktiowii about him in their shirt-tails, even Gimpy joining in.

"Holy Moses!" saiti Stretch, looking down, "if Santy Claus ain't been
here an' forgot his butll kit, l'in blamedi!"ý-Jaeob A. Rils in the Century
Magazine.
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