
011 &lie&s ohain temanager unfastened
the eW from Lir nck. f lie had ex-

lite er to make an instant daali fo.
fieed h vas disappomnted, for ali<Myd a fev paces away and tben

s1to4 looking at hîm.
"ya," nd ber master, in a quiet

level Vole. "Corne here."1
8hU obeyed hlm meobanically, lier

attltid on of disinterested and resigned
bore".m

"Lie down,"l she vas told, and still
ob.djently ah. did as she vas bld.

"O(ood dog," naid the manager, anc
rewurded her by fondling her head.
8h. watclied hlm with absolute indiffer-
ei»W, .lier expression giving no bint as
te ber feelings;

Aiidso through the aya that foflowed
thie miitamned her attitude of neutrality.
To ani stoesngr wlio attempted to touci
her alie ulowed ber, teetli at once, but t<
liu master alie gave obedienoe, thougi
nothing more, remaining in evpythin!
ea. uloof and inscrutable. Things seemel
hiop"ls and the mine manager had al-
méat adzmtted hinseif beten and decided
on lier destruction, wben the criais came
te a head.

H. bac! been writing letters in the house
and was suddenly roused by hiis wile's
«Y3 of alarm. She was standing at the
doïori lier face white and drawn with
tarror.

Withi a couple of bounda ber bus-
band vas by lier aide, and together they
watolied their two-year-old toddler oui
i the yard liold out lier hand to the
Wolf doE. Oya walkec! up to the out-
stretclied liand and aniffed it, though she
dd not show lier teeth s wmhler wont.
Tlie atmosphere seemed aurebarged with
eetriity. Sometbmng was about to
happes the resuit of yent-up energy,
an- hat that something was neither
of theiwo in the doorway dared to think.
Witli the memory of the timekeeper's
words in his mind, the manager moývec
to gt bis rifle, but before lie could reach
it he heard bis vife whisper bis name.
With black dread in his heart lie weni
back to the door, bardly daring to look~
f or fear of what lie alould sa nd tbere
was Oya the untamable rolhing, on lie]
baok- and the little child tbumping ai
ber with babyish deiglit. Then she got
Up and shook berseif and licked the little
banc! oflered lier and then, as if in in-
vitation to play, alie rolled over on ber

1Baeweo the two in the dobrway

watched the whole acene and saw the
ohild flop down beside the big animal
ac! bury lier face among the busliy
coat, little baby fingers playing with
and matting themseîves among the tbick
hair. Witli a strar4ge note in bis voice
the manager called to lier.

"'Corne lere Oye."
"'Good cog!' lie id., "Qood dogi

But b. careful, Oya."
As if realizing that abe was in favor,

abe put lier nose into bis band and thon
vent back to the cbild in the yard and
they heard the baby words come back
to them, "Dood dog! dood dog!"

"She'. found somtbing to love at
last," the mine manager wbispored to
bis wile "and it seems to have altered
ber wboe nature at once."

And so in the end, this strango great
husky, hall wolf, hall dog, worked out her
salvation and captulated to love.

Sho bac! known both bondage and
freedom, the joy of the chaso, and the
restraint of man's dominion, and though
absh did not returnfromn the mountains

t of ber own accord, yet, in recognizing
ber master's dominion ovor ber even in
ber freedom, it soemed as if ber wolf
ancestry bocame entirely submerged,
its p lace being filled by tbe dog-part of lier.

Uaving given ber affection, she nover
waivered in ber allegiance, and after the
first prelininary abock, the mine manager
was nover afraid to trust bis child in

4 ber care, though even to ber master sher? neyer showed the same dovotion or beart-
whole affection that sho did to the child.

To evoryone else she remained as be-
fore, surly and silont, aloof and un-

approachable-and il you ever wander

red wolf-wbo will most certainly show
lier teoth if you ap 1roach too close.

And in conclusion Ivil tell you (thou h
you mýayv not believe me) that the on y
rosi difforence between dogs and wolves

li is juat this-that doge have corne downJ
out of tbe vilderness into bondage--and1
have found a god to worship.
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The Duty on a Christmas Box
By Blache GertmdeRobbins

H w as a onely man, walking witl-out comrades dovn the main
street of the. Connecticut village.

Witli a friendly greeting, lie passed
occasions! groupe of müli orkors. Their
bearty responses, in whicli respect was
predommnant, indicated'bis superior posi-
tion as a "boss."

With a curious sense of elation, lie
understood their envy of bis postion. A
loy years before, lie, too, a envied the

* But there were among those gop
mon whom lie envied-men, wbose hme
and children made Christmas eve genune.

Pausing beside one of the long loy
tenement bouses, Henri Vaclion h*beda
match and searclied among the hl-
dozen <bora for a desirednubr

A Frenel-Candian woman answered
bis knock.

"Your good man is ho better?" Vachon
inquired, awkwardly fuznbling a buge;ý
curiously-sbaped package.

"Ah, dee boss! Mon' man, . le come
'round queek. Go back te <ce meels, the
Now Yesr, maybe," the woman responded.

"No, my good woman, 'ive him time te
get stong.Tese a e 1e toys for the

youngs-tersa. You'litake tbem, won't

ou? Your eood man, I know, can't pay
bsdoctor's bill and bu y toys, too."
The voman took the package from

Vachon. lier banda trembled and as il
in relief from somo greût strain, she
sobbed: "The blessed Mary h. praised!

consider th~e problemi of who would share'
it witbh hm. He could neyer livo thore
alone. Bring the littie mother? Ah, po.
Ho knew she would soon grow liomesick
for bier Acadian homo. Sho would ledl
strange in lier simple kerchief tbrown over
lier head and wpr in the picturosque
mannor, poculiaro the Frencli-Canadian
women. True, there were many of
Frenchi descent working in the New
England milis. But tboy1 lJike Vachon,
wore of a younger generation.

His sister, Margot, would not leave the
Chobogne village, wliere lived Jean
Burnetto, the young farmer, to whom she
vas betrotbed. Lâittle sixteen-year-old
Marie-the baby sister, stil needed bis
mother's care.

There liad once been a littie girl,
sweetlieart,-(êatharine Le Bonte. Cassie
had been the idol of the Acadian settie-
ment and the admiration of the Englisb-
Canadian chidren.

Vachon bad not seon lier since lie bad
lef t Acadie yet lie loved ber passionately.
He loved lier as lie remembered bier, a
brigbt, pretty, achool-g*r1.Ho ideali.zed
lier as, in imagination,h e sav bier matuire
into womanliood.

Once ho bad visited bis mother and
sisters and had been keenly, disappointed
that lie bad not seen Catharino. Her
father bad died, and lier mother baving
married again, the family bad moved to
another settlemont. No one in the

Boat Landing, Minaki, Ont.

The lettle ones'll see Chreesmus. The
Virgin be kind to sucli as you, bon ir!"

Honri Vachon, smiing at the poor
woman'a apjnh s turned toward the
street. As leierossed the bridge, spanning
the river cliokod witli ice, ho was conscious
of a spark of Christmas cbeer in bis lioart,
ignited by bis generous act.

At the end of thé bridge, ho paused
again, listening to the duil tbrob of the
Mil engines. Watching the dim light of
the watcbman's lantern, bis e es followed
the shadows tbrown on the ýillside.

Up there Mn a grove of wonderfully
fragrant pine, stood bis cottage. In the
dim starligbt lie strained bis eyes for a
glimpse of tbe bungalow. Ho was not
certain wbetber the groy looming out of
the darkness was the silver-sbingled roof,
or the giant birch standing sentinel at the
gateway.

Always tbrough thie long, dreary,
monotonous years of bard la bor in the
machine sbop of the mill and the tedious
bours of night-scbooL, HenriVachon had
possessed a two-fold ambitiont.

H1e had doterminod to attain the
position of "boss." 11e had aimed t'ô
build hiniscîf a home on that very hilîside,
which had reminded bim of bis Provincial
home.

11e had corne from the little Acadian
settleinent a more boy, Épeaking broken
English. Lncouth, ignorant, but ener-
getie and quick in manipulating machin-
dry, lie had accomplished in ton years, al
that ho had purposed.

Ho bad been i~ sucli baste to build and
furuiisli the buhglow, endeavoring to
have it complote for the Cbristmastide.

Stupidly, ho haid fot once stopped to

Chebogne village knew in wbicb. part1-i f
Acadie they nov lived.

Vachon then decided tbat wben lie bad
been made a "boss"' hoe would take a long
vacation and searcb ail Acadie until be
bad found Catharine Le Bonte.

Mll the time hee bad been building the
cottage, lie lad thouglit of Cassie. Tbey
bad coasted together down just sucb a
bull,, as that, in Chebogne. There had
been deeply-wooded pastures like these
back of the bilîs, where they bad gathered
berries and arbutus.

Remembering Cassie's gay, red cap and
mittens, ho had bung pretty red curtains
at the windows.

Suddenly eonscious of bis intense lone-
liness, be turned abruptly and hastened
toward the village general store.

Ho had planned to spond the Christmas-
tide in the bungalow. Now that ahl
things vero complote, hoe vas not content
to spend it alone. The cheer of other
homes intensified bis longing for coin-
radeship.

Merry Christmas carols came through
the chapel door. Vachon could sece the
chiîdren singing joyously about the gre-it
trec, sparkling with many tiny, but
brilliant candles. Perbaps hoe would co10111
hore, when his errand was accoin'plishedl.

Fumnbling in his pocket, lie sought the
card that notified himi that t bore was in
the post office a box on whielh vas due ja
small duty. He smiled, for he knlew that
tbe box was from his mother. Bless ber
heart! sho nover knev that lho lad to pay
this slight duty.

In fancy, lie could sce the contents of
that box. There would be the usuai
crochcted necktie-the handiwork

those d ear, old handa, wrinkled by garden.
work, browned through berry-picking.
There would be the handkercbiefs with
his initial beautifully embroidered t>y his.
sister Margot, and the delicious maple
candy, which bonny sister Marie would
have made and packed in a, fragrant
basket of birch bark.

How he wished therwas a dear friend
from Acadie to share it ith himI

Pausing beside the window of the smail
store, which also served as ot office, he
viewed the miniature tree, th e gaudy toys
and bright tisel and gilt decorations.

A large box of candy attracted bis
attention. The creamy satin cover was
profusely covered with violets,-just such
violets bad Cassie and he gathered in the
deep, shady woods. How the box would
delight Cassie. He noted the price, one
dollar.

Smilingly, he counted the loose change
in his pocket. Yes-besides the thirty
cents reserved for the duty on the box
in custody, there were two big, bal-
dollars.

Impulsively, he opened the door of the
store. IPhen suddenly realizing the situ-
ation, lie muttered despondently, "Yea,
here is box and the violets, but where is
Cassie?"

Symonds' wife was behind the counter
seing a mechanical tdy'ý to a briglit-eyed
woman.

Symonds, biaseif, stood behind a desk,
over which hung the sign, "Customs."1
He was holding a large package and a girl.
of sixteen was arguing with him in broken
English.

Vachon recognized the dialect of the
French-Canadîan and noted that the
girl belonged to the class working ini the
mils.

S"Unless you pay the dollar duty,"
Symonds explained angrily, "«you cannot

have our bundie."1
"ij 0a no dee money-*for dee leetle tax

dooty-it ees our Clireesmus. 'Dee leetle
mother haf send it. I no pay. Dee long
holiday take ail our monies."'

"I have toldy ou," Symonds inter-
rupted sharply, "that'unleas y ou pay the
duty, it will go back to the Customs
Office."

The girl's eyes fflled with tears. "gWe
no pay now-gif it me an' we pay when
dee long holiday at dee meels ees gone."

re

Sunny
Dispositions

and good digestion' go
hand in hand, and one
of the biggest aids to
good digestion is a regu-
lar dish of

Grape-Nuts-
This wonderfully delicious

wheat and barley food is so
processeci that it yields its
nourishing goodness to the
sYstern ini about one hour-a
record for case of digestion.

Take it ail 'round, Grape-
Nuts contributes beautifully
to sturdiness of body and a
radiant, happy personality.

Every table should have its
daily ration of Grape-Nuts.

"There's a Reason"
Canadian Postum Cereal Co, Ltd.,

Windsor, Ont.


