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A Jew Baby’s Christmas

Written for the W tern Home Monthly by Nan Moulton.
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stories always end at

‘ Christmas. But they begin all
along through the year. Some of

ve begun even many years be-

chequered chap-
to Star in the evening sky.

“Oh, say Good Morning!” pleaded
Nufse O’Brien, smowy 6n the welcoming
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“Missis crazy,” sighed little O’Brien,
twisting up her rope of hair. “Is that
all the reason, Mary?”

Mary considered. )

“Ich bin gesund, darum Ich bin fer-
tig,” she discovered. B

The Matron gave her a push. “Go
along, Mary! -That’s philosophy, not
poetry. Work good!” And she ran up
the steps in pursuit of Mary Marchuck,
(there was a plethora of Mary’s at the
Day Nursery) whose usually ruddy olive
face looked strangely white this June
morning. Mary was a hoyden, ﬁl:st, last
angd all the time, but this morning she
seemed possessed. She gurgled -and
kicked and squirmed and screamed with
laughter in Nurse O’Brien’s arms. Her
short, fat legs waved, her short, blagk
curls bobbed, her two-or-three-inch plaid
skirts whirled, shefwas incarnate with
every form of activity except speech,
which she steadfastly refused. .

“A_dynamo like that can’t.be..sick,”
said Nurse O’Brien, just as Elder Sister
Marchuck hurried up to explain, “She
want be like Englishwomans. . My
Mother put powder on her.”

THE

Get your face toward the

Can’t y,
Like a’
That bears

pest, or a

That, like as planets
We, sunset-wise, should
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Toronto, October, 1913,

AABALAAABABANALAAAAAAABARD
(For The Westerii' Home Monthly

When you ask the way to run,

Or the impulse you should follow in your quest.
~  Can’t you see the sun and moon,

As they chant their daily tune,,
And the stars, too—swinging ever to the West!

find it in your blood?

ou, unresisting, to the West.
"Tis Nature’s way, we know,
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go, \
also seek our rest|
William Wye Smith.

steps. “For it is a good morning. - And
as we say in Ireland, this is the top of
it, oh, such a heady top!” And Nurse
O’Brien, the demure Matron of the Day
Nursery, did the Heather Broom jig
most’ undemurely up and down the Day
Xm'seryvenndahtothogreatjoy of
Germap Mary, and even the terribly
clean over-solemn children had a tremor-
ing of their features that might have
Letokened glee. The Matron endeq her
Jig and swooped down on Mary at the
gate, catching her by her heavy shoul-
ders. e

“Good morning,

mornin’ to ye!”

Mary! The top o’ the

Mary caught the spirit. )

“Schon!” she waved her hand around
the worlk. Then her eyes widened as |t
Nurse O'Brien’s hair fell in a dazzle
down her shoulders. , “Schon!” <ghe
pointed to the tumbling gold. | “Missis
have beeg hair!” she marvell And’| a
the two stood and laughed at’each other-
in the morning sunmlight while the ter-
ribly clean stodgers, who must have
taken after their father, did a funeral
march through the hall in the wake of
some flying game. d

“P'm so glad you're happy too, Mary.
Surely the whole North End is happy
this June merning.
to be happy in the
are you: happy, Mar

North End. Why

O’Brien.

the dining-room beyond. Nurse O’Brien
hurried in. But Nurse Melvor, the as-
sistant, was already at the perambula-
tor.
she stated.
and she greets wi'oot her bottle,
fair spoiled, that bairn!
doo, luik at yer braw white goon and
yer blue ribbons,
milk,
doon, ma dawtie!”
wailed and wailed.

o s oo “Would it be the
“G?ti:dx Ml;rgen, Missis! laughed teeth, think ye? We’ll juist try some
Mary obediently. . ., | cold-wather in the bottle.” A Iull came
“And how do you say in Germany it’s | jp the wailing. “The ‘wather’ dig the
a broth of a day?” trick. Come to think of it, she is a

blue-ribbon baby.”
escaped to direct the playground activi-

had time to respond.
had left their tale of bairns, and, with

gone to their washing or\scrubbing for
the day.
or sister on the way to school had left |
the smaller ones at the Nursery.
were infants in prams,

five-year-oldg.
clean was
Sometimes it’s hard | That some of them were in ribbons and
\frills was the adoringness of the work-
; sng mothers,
“Missis fertig,” said Marry, in the kitchen door to give

J

“You little rascal!” laughed Nurse
“Kiss me then, English-
womans.” And she rolled the ecstatic
Mary on the mat.

Across the fun arose a thin wail from

“It’s juist that thin bit wean,”
“She greets wi’ her bottle
She’s
Luik now, ma

And yon’s yer fine

Whist, now, weanie! = Cuddle
But the infant

And Nurse O’Brien
ies in the back yard before the Meclvor
By nine all the usual workine Mothers
cheery word given and taken, had

Sometimes an older brother
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The Value (_)f a

Pian

= X

should never be_determined
by “the m . Nor

should you be influenced one
iota by the testimonials -of
well known musicians. ‘As a
~ matter of fact testimon als, in
90 cases out of 1C0,.are paid
for and merely add to the cost
of the instrument. There are
only a few really great pianos
on the Canadian market. The L]

Sherlock - Manning
20th Century

Piano

o

is conceded to be one of them by
every unbiased and competent
judge. The brilliancy and the
bPermanency of its tone is unsur-
passed. 1t is the supreme product
of one of the world’s greatest piano
makers—an instrument of endur-
ing qualities and well worthy of
the title

¢

““‘Canada’s Biggest
Piano Value”

Ask us to forward you the actual
proof of the truth of this statement.’
Ask us to show you how you may
own this—one of the few really
great pianos and, yet, save $100.

We’ll mail you our new Art cata-

There
creepérs and tod-
lers, and rjotous three and four and

A‘ That they all were- so

e leaven of the Nursery.

Nurse O’Brien, stopping |.

’Arriet di-

logue along with interesting facts.

SHERLOCK - MANNING

PIANO CO. 46

(No street address necessary)

London Canada
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