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gentinel the same man. He had not
{orgottenw:;e kindness, and went to Reil
himself to get a permit for the family to
enter. While he was gone they re-
pleniahed their supplies as well as they
could. They bought horses from the half-
preeds who were farming there and the
poor old steed who had served them so
nobly they traded for a cow. Then the
it came, and bidding farewell to their
m; friends at the settlement, they
crossed the border into the promised land.
The rest of the journey was compar-
atively easy. At last Fort Garry was 1n
sight. All the people of the fort came
: & out to welcome them and ask for
news from far-off Ontario. The first
camping place was almost opposite where
the big and bustling_T. ton’s store
stands to-day in- the city of Winnipeg.
So over hill and plain, through forest
and stream, nay even over dead bodies,
the pioneers came from the land of
ivilisation - into the great unknown,
inging with them and developing the
s, the dauntless, and the broad spirit

% has dominated and made the west
%“it is

i
b-
is to-day. Reil sleeps in the
y "¢ with his buried and
mistaken strife, the locomotive takes the
place of the prairie schooner, schools and
crops have displaced the buffa.o, and
Winnipeg hides In its centre the little old
Fort Garry.
fAnd the pioneer led the way.
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“Puff! Puffl”

Written for The Western Hame Monthly

¢ by May Heward
ULLO! what’s up?” asked the
-Little Engire, puffing into
“the Greal i “rminus. '
4 Be oui-k and comé and
disten; it so -xciting!” cried
the Signals shaking up ond down in their
excitement. N

The Big Engine, sitting gravely on the
rails, spoke: “We have decided,” he
told the Little Engine, “to do no more
work at present. We object to being
driven’ about by a coal-black Fireman
and Engine-driver, whether we want
to or not.”

The Little Engine sat still and gasped.

“Oh!’ he said, “but won’t that be very
uncomfortable for the people in the town
there?”

“That,” answered the Big Engine in a
very stately way, ‘“has nothing to do with
us ”

“Oh!” murmured the Little Engine
“T thought it had. Well, anyway it will
be rather nice to have a holiday.” And
he rumbled off to his shed.

As he sat there he looked out over the
great city, at the hundreds of people
hurrying up and down, at his friend the
Tall Church Steeple.

“Hullo!” he called, “why do you look
80 cross?”’

“Cross!” cried the Steeple, ‘“wh
shouldr’t I look cross over all this foof-'-
ishness?”’

“What foolishness?” asked the Engine,
while the Weathercock chattered.

“Well, 1 never did, I never, never did,
did, did,” which was all he could say.

“These Engines taking a holiday,”
scolded the Steeple. “How do the
expect all these people are going to be fed,
if they don’t fetch the corn in from the
fields?”

“I dor’t suppose they’ve thought of
that,” s.id the Little Engine, “T’ll tell
them.”

“A lot of good that’ll do,” grumbled
the Steeple, but the Little E’ngine didn’t
hear, he had gone.

He had a long talk with the Big Engines
but he would not listen to any of his
arguments, and finally told him not to
Interfere with what didn’t concern him,
80 he went back to his shed very sadly.
And for days and days the Engines did
no worl-.

One night the Little Engine woke up
to hear a strange noise. It was little
and low, but it kept on and on. It was
Lust- like the wind moaning in the chimney,

ut the wind was not blowing that night,
he was sitting on the railings watching
the‘:‘lba& t,‘,'-‘"“lg. to (-a.{ch the moonbeams.

say,” whispered the Littl ine
u“;bat's that noir.:(;?" U fais Ko,
That,” the Wind answered over his
shoulder, “oh! that’s the children crying.”

“‘\y\ l‘mt for?”
the \i»;;:L‘Tli“_\"l‘f‘ hungry silly,” answered

“Ob!” suid the Little Engine, “oh!

the Terminus.

“but you see there’s been a
And the Wind chuckled.

on to the Train and then began a hard
fight.

dear!” and he sat thinking while the little
moaning noise went on and on. For 3
“Look here!” he exclaimed at last, move slowly up the line. On they went, silent. Then he said:
“I can’t stand this; I'll creep out and try bi it. -
and get some food.”
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“Puff! puff?” went the Engine. “Creak! So I weat out and fetched in this
creak!”’ went the Train ar :

“Will you?” The Wind turned round such a heavy weight before and he could had L”

tell you something. Down

“Pll try anyhow,” said t

“I’'m sorry,” said the - Little mlsEn&ne
: 3
e.

the

so quickly that he nearly over-balanced, hardly get along, but he thought of the  “We've been very . said the Big
“then I’ poor Litle hungry children and went “let’s help get train in, for,
the line, a good way down there is a “pufi! puff! pani,n-pant, pant!” pulling after I don’t much care for h
Good’s Train full of corn-sacks, but I and tugging wi i
don’t think you could pull it ug.”

e Little into
Engine and he crept ever so quietly out of
ce outside he tore did,
along the quiet line till he came to the
long train of trucks, standing patiently
waiting. engi
“Couldn’t think what had come to you work
all,”” grumbled the Train, “keeping me
waiting like this; and there’s a nice time
of night to arrive t00.”

|
1

The Little Engine was soon coupled wouﬂdbehungiyifyoudidmtfetehin answered him.

Good Looks and Long Wear
Knitted into Stockings

Fine appearance and durability are knitted right into
Buster Brown Stockings. Our employees have had years
of special training in Knitting Buster Brown hosiery.

We use extra-long yarn. We spin it ourselves to be sure it’s

right. We designed these stockings with a two-ply leg and three-
ply heel and toe—to stand the hard usage of the average boy.

Because we do all these things, Buster Brown Stockings are
harder wearing. They make fewer trips to the mending basket.
They cost less in the end.

BUSTER BROWN’S

SISTER’S STOCKING

Buster Brown's Sister’s Stock-
ing for the girls is a splendid
looking st ng at a moderate
price. A two-thread English
mercerized lisle stocking, that
is shaped to fit and wears very
well ind

Colors—Black, Leather Shade
Tan, Pink, Blue and White.

Special attention is given their appearance,
too. They are exceptionally well-made and
well-fitting. Try your boy with a pair and get
his opinion. \

Ask your dealer for ‘“Buster Brown?) durable
hosiery. Sold everywhere.

The Chipman-Holton Knitting Co., Limited
Hamilton, Ont.—Milils also at Welland




