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«Mght y good, tizat lou. Your nor-
thora lamnt. makes me hungry as a

Aithougi bora snd brouglitup inthie
state of Maine, Ebensalwsarsreredt
bhs native country in tis impersonal

XÇIL brother ' t t o poached egge on
a plat% as"d=j it to the guest.
"Pss YOur unce. the tonatces, Tom," h.

"ftnh Inover toucli ltliings;
rmkouate me,» vas the reply.
îw Ksvr forgotten to bring in tiie

"W. nover est them." Mrs. Warne ex-
Plaim&d. Tii. ane eomposed ehielly of
et". an sd have lifle food value, Edth,
pues your unele the. slieed onions."1

Une).E ben declined tiie profféred "un-
voiled vegetable.» Re ste his eggs snd
UsV" @oes of bresd wlth au aistrscted
a#r. Domset oonsited of auts, raisins
a" o=e.. Une). Eben declined thei
nutswtth rermak that in Brsi only

rnonkeys ste tliem, lie then took out an
Orange without any show-'éf enthusiaem.

When Uncie Eben faiied te, appear at
the eigbt o'clock breakfast next morning,
Mns. Warne eupposed that lie was tired
after hie journey. But when Mr. Warne
snd Cliristina had liurried off to catch
tbeir train, slie sent Tom up tooel bis
uncle. Ho came back looking excited
and rather scared.

"Ho isn't in his roomn, mother. The
bed bas been slopt in, but lie isn't there.
I found this on the buru.»

Mrs. Warne tore the letton open. "My
dean Mary," ebe read, "John grew confi-
dential over a pipe last niglit, and told
me ail about the diet. I fear I arn too
oid to leann te eat my food raw, like a
cow, and I bave a loathing for eggs in
any formn, while tomatoes 1 regard as
poison. 1 amn sure 1 wiii nelieve yeu of
ombanrasement by cutting my visit
short. I am returning te tthe city by
tthe 6.15, and loeking forwand te having
a good breakfast on the train."

With an effort Mrs. Warn
her feelings. 9"Your uncie
cailed back te, the cityI" sh
'Ton will be late for echool
hurry."

.She liurried through lie
tasks, made a hasty toilet,
the 11.30 train to town.
her liusband's ogice aboui
twelve, sud expected te lind
the hygienie lunch which as
put up fer him every mo
stenographer, however, told l
Wsrne liad juet gene out te
Grey calied for hlm, as usua
"I 'tbink tbey were geing te t]
on Walnut Street."

Mne. Warne liurnied te th
There she found lier husbar
Grey, sbaring a ecorner table
of them was the remains ef
steak, whicli bailevidently
rounded by the usual aeceî
approached thern unobserved.

"I hope you are enjoying y
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Longm-Wea ring Stocking s
for Active Boys

T HE rough and tumblegames in the school-
yard are mighty hard

on stockings. Boys will play
liard, so we make a stocking
specially for them-the
Buster Brown Stocking.

This stocking has a two-
ply leg and t9hree-ply heel
and toe. It is knitted f rom
extra - long yarn-spun by
ourselvës to- make sure it is
rikht.

Special training is necessary to
knit Buster Brown quality into

hosiery. We have spent years
training our employees to knit
Buster Brown Stockings.

Because we do ail these things,
you'I1l ind them longer-wearing.
You'11 be pleased to sec how sel-
dom they appear in the mending
basket. You'l find the cost of
clothing your boy lower.

And they're mighty fine îooking
too. Good looks are knit into
Buster Brown Stockings. You '11 find
your boy will be proud of them.

Solo everywhere. Ask your
dealer for "IBuster Brown" dur-
able hosiery. C

ne controlled Mr. Warne drépil 'bis forlc. I
le has been friend, after a rather incoherent greet.
àeý toid Tom. ing, pulied on hie overcoat. ,jugt re-
if you don't membered an important appoinàtment,»

he muttered, as he fled.
ýr houeehold "Se this is the reason Ned Grey dida~t
and caught stay thin," Mrs Warne eaid.

She reached "It je aise the reason I did stay fairly
it half-past good natured," lier husband retorted.

1him eating "*You were bound to find us out Biorne.
ihe carefully time, of course. Wliy didn't you brin
,rning. The Uncle Eben with you? I fancy ho la
ber that Mr. about ready for a squîre meal."1
lunch.. "Mr. "Read that," she tragically exclanel

alt" she said. throwing Uncle Eben's note on, the table.
the Belmont, As he read a dark fluesh mounted to Mr.

Warne's brow. "I muet say, Mary,-"
lie Belmoeit. lie began, wlien lie was interrupted by
Lnd and Mr. % the waiter, wlio handed Mre. Warne a
e. In front menu.

f a planked "The tomato soup je unnnjsually good
F been sur- today, madam," the manseuggested.
isories. She "Don't dare mention tomasoes te me,»

elie fiared. Then, seeing the man's stare
your lunch," of surprise, she added more gently,

"Bring me a porter-house steak, with
French fried potatoet, pumpkin pie and
coffee to follow."

For the second time Mr. Warne drop.
ped his fork. Rie jaw dropped too.

"To think a gueet ehouid be driven
fromn my houee by actual hunger," Mre.
Warne continued. "I was neyer s0
ashamed in my life. I always loatlied
tomatoes, too. Not that I should have
minded if the diet had done me an-y
good, but I have actually gained weigbtY

"I don't believe that it makes mucli
- difference wbat we est, at ourmtge," her

busband said, sootbingly. "tAnyway,
you look just right to me. What shall
we do &-bout Eben?"

"You muet go up to 'the city this after-,
noon and bring bim back. After lunchi
1 am going to Mason'e to order Borne
thinge fit to est. I think I shaîl order
the Christmas goose today, too, and one
of those delicious plum puddings that
Mason always bas."

"But make the pies yourself," lier hua.
band hegged. "Pie may epeil poison,
but I'm wiiling ito take a chance with the
kind you make."

The Trouble
"Why were you absent fnom echool

yesterday, Grace?" asked the teacher.
"Please, teacher, muvver was sick."
The teacher, who is afraid of contagon,

asked:
"Wbat ie the matter with her? What

doe the doctor say it le?"
"Please, teacher, lie enys it's a boy."

Logie
The new minister in a littie Engliali

town was on lis way to churcli when lie
met a game-keeper.

"Miiy good man," said the preacher,
teil me how it is that I nover sc you at

cburch?"
"Well, sir, I don't wieh to make your

congregation emailer."
"I don't undcrstand you," anerod

the minjeter, puzzied.
"Well, sir, you sec if I went to church

the rest of the parish would go poaching,"
anewered the game-keeper.

Inexperienced
In a hoarding-house for bachelors

Amanda, a typicai "Mammy," loàke
after the guets' comfort in true Soutben
style so weil that one of the men tbougbt
lie wouid like to take ber away witb him
in the summer in the capacity of house-
keeper. Toward spring be waylaid her
ini the bA one day and said:

"MNandy, do you like the country?"
Mandy rcckoned she did.

WMould you like to go away witb me
t1iis summer andi keep bouse for me?"

Mandy was sure sie wouid.'
"Suppose 1 get just a bungalow. DO

vou think you could take cane of it nicelY
iv yourseif?"

'Mandy gasped and roiied lier eYeB.
'Deed, no, massa! Reckon you ail better

get somei)ody cisc; 1 don' know nothin'
about t-aking carc of any animais!"

It is in Dernand.-Sa great is the demnafd
for Dr. Thomas' Etlectrie 011 that a large
factory is kept cottinuallv busy niakcing and
bottling it. To be in demnand shîows poptilar
aî.preciation of this preparation. wih stad

r~ai the licad of proprietarv compounds as the
leading Oi ,ni the rnarkei. and it is gellerally
admitted tixat it is deserving of the lead.
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The Chipman-Holton Knitting Co., Limited
Hamilton, Ont.-Milis aise nt Welland
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