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Cleanser

Is a

Pure
Hygienic

Cleanser
For

Cutlery
G all

Food
Utensils

Because the Cleanser is
entirely free from Acid,

Caustic and Alkali. It

is mechanical in its ac-
tion—avoid dangerous
chemical cleansers.

Wash steel knives and
forks, etc., then sprinkle a
little Cleanser on a damp
cloth and rub over a few
times. Wash again and
wipe dry.  This is a great
improvement over the old-
style scouring brick.

Many Other Uses and
Full Directions on
Large Sifter-Can, 10c¢c

“For somehow, not only at Christmas,
But all the long year through,
The joy that you give to others
Is the joy that comes back to you.”

CHRISTMAS 1911

NSTEAD of my usual Christmas talk,
I I am going to give the readers of
my page a little story, founded on
fact, hoping it will carry its moral alike
to men and women, whose lack of senti
ment dulls the lives of their families and
friends. Those who have read my form-
er Christmas articles, know that I re-
gard much of the giving at that season
as an imposition on mind and purse, yet
firmly believing in it as a family insti-
tution, making a bright spot in each
year by the bestowal of some necessary,
useful or ornamental gift, that one has
longed for, and which rouses all that is
tenderest in the family life and affec-
tions. It seems a fitting climax for the
year, to banish for a time self-interest,
and lavish some thought on husb:}nd,
wife, and children, with such relatives
as are needy, and upon “the poor, whom
we have with us always.”

Many readers will not be able to
understand the vastness of the great
West, where neighbors are miles apart,
and which made it possible for those
little children to be unacquainted with
Santa Claus, but the Western folk
know, and the distance, with the p'amful
silence between the parents on this one
subject, made the conditions as they
happened to exist when the tale was
told to me. Wishing all the readers of
our CanapiAN HoME JOURNAL a very
Merry Christmas and a Happy New
Year, I submit my little Christmas story.
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Mother!” shouted

113 OTHER, obh,

little Georgie Holden, not quite
seven, as he bounded into the
who

house from school, “Say, Mother, W
is Santa Claus? All the boys and girls
say he is coming at Chnistmas, and he
fills their stockings with toys, and nuts,
and candy, and everything. Only they
must go to bed early, and leave them
hanging, and he comes down the chim-
ney, and out of a big pack, he takes
the dolls, and drums, and things. Tell us
about him, Mother, 'cause I saw his pic-
ture in a paper one of the boys had; say,
he looks jolly, and has a red face and
white whiskers.” : :

Mrs. Holden smiled at her little boy’s
enthusiasm, and Nettie, and little three-
year-old Billy-boy stood at her knee,
looking from her face to Georgie, flush-
ed with his wonderful nerve, all
eager to hear what her answer would be.

“T'ell us what else they said about
this jolly old man,” she said, in order
to give herself time to frame her reply.

“Oh, T can’t remember all the boys
and girls said, but they can scarcely
wait, and they must hang clean, clean
stockings with no holes in, else the candy
would drop out, and the presents are all
mixed in with the goodies, and, oh, say,
won’t we have a dilly time? And he
caught the two eager-eyed little ones
in his arms, and hugged them tightly.
The laugh awakened baby sister in her
cradle, and her rosy cheeks and cute
smile brought them all to their. knees
beside her.

“P’raps he’ll bring baby a kitty,” said
Nettie, “oh, come on, Georgie, and tell
us every word.”

So Georgie, who felt quite a hero,
carried baby to mamma, and looked quiz-
zically into her face, for he noticed an
expression of sadness there. “Mother,
did you ever hear of him before? Did
he live when you were a little girl?”

She smiled. “Oh, you do know about
him. Tell us, please, Mother.”

PTS

AWAY back over the years her mem-
ory swept, and she was hanging

her stockings by the old fireplace
along with seven other pairs. She was
snuggling down beside her little sister,
talking in whispers, guessing what the
morning would reveal. The country was
new, and money was scarce, but the week
before Christmas there was always a
journey to the nearest town, and always
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a mysterious box which mother slipped
out of sight very suddenly, and its con-
tents came to light when sixteen little
hands trembling with delight, emptied
the bulging and unshapely stockings
early in the morning of the glad day.

How pleased they were with the sim-
ple gifts, and the sweetmeats, the candy
animals and the walking sticks, and a
big rosy apple in each stocking to Al
up! Then the new mittens that mother
somehow managed to knit when they
were in bed or at school, and a delicious
plump doughnut that was irresistible, and
kept the little ones wondering when
others that looked and tasted just like
them appeared on the table during
Christmas week. Then as they grew
older, and prosperity came to them
there was the bestowal of richer gifts,
to each other, and she remembered her
father pinning a pretty cameo brooch
on mother, telling her he wished it was
made of diamonds for she was worthy
of the best. She saw again the glad
look in her mother’s face, as he kissed
her, and held her close to him, and how
she had wondered why her eyes filled
with tears.

The old memories held her silent, as
she recollected the one great pleasure of
the year—the sleigh ride—when big and
little were all bundled into the big sleigh,
half filled with straw, and warm, wool-
len quilts were tucked around them.
Father and mother, with the youngest
between them, or on mother’s knee, oc-
cupied the seat in state, and were pro-
tected by the one “buffalo skin,” occa-
sionally turning to ask, “Are vyou all
warm, children?” x

Then she married and went West,
away out on a lonely ranch, a childless
couple being their nearest neighbor on
the one side and an old bachelor on
the other. The first Christmas a box
full of presents was sent, and the two
lonely young hearts, so far from their
friends were gladdened because they
were remembered. The next year she
lay at death’s door, with a little wailing

winfant in her arms, and two more an-
niversaries followed without much no-
tice being taken, for times were hard,
and it was a struggle to keep going.
Then little Georgie was three years old,
and Nettie one, and the nice box that
appeared annually, arrived as usual. She
hung the little stockings that year, uand
put in the presents to the little ones
the little red boots, the picture hook:
and woolly dog, and told the happy little
fellow that Santa Claus had put them
there. He was too young to remember
about that day, and the stockings were

never hung again. Away out on the
prairie, there was one house where
Christmas passed as uneventful as other

days, except that a goose or turke

y grac-
ed the tahlq, and the old b:lchelorgwaq
invited to dinner. '
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uMOTHER, what are you thinking
about, that your eyes look SO
2 big, and you won't answer ys ?”
How would it be if T told you about
§zmta Claus at bedtime?” gshe asked
Run away, now, and have a little play.
while T get tea ready.” d
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wonde}'ed why her husbandppdi‘(i ?12)(:
come in, sendl_ng Georgie to the barn
in search of him, Presently he appear-
§d, not from the outer door, but emerged
rom the front room, a peculiar look
on his face. “Are you ill, James,” Mr
Hgllgen a;ked anxiously. : -

10,”. he said, “I wag all d
Z}tlla]?}?g thos}el hfe;wy sacks, so T glzgp[?:é
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the morning when Georgie haed rse:iil]l?g

his childish prattle, “See, Daddy, see
my pretty red boots, Santa Claus gave
them to me.”

“No such thing,” he retorted, “your
auntie May sent them to you,” and
turmn“g to his wife, he said in an angry
tone, “What's the use of filling a child’s
mm(,i’ up with a lot of that silly twad-
dle?” Then he had gone out to see his
dead thoroughbred colt, and indulge in
the Dbitterness of its loss, and which
had led up to the stage  of irritability
that made the little lips quiver, and baby
eyes fill with tears. It led up to some-
thing else also, for as Mrs, Holden held
the repulsed baby heart close to her
own, she made a resolve, and she had

ept it—no more stockings ever were
hung up on Christmas Eve.

He determined he should hear the
story that night, and consequently pre-
gall'iesclet;[p write some letters, but kept

‘ning ear to the merry voices in
the kitchen, _Presently tgeyy all went
ulpstalrs, closing the stair door behind
them. ~ He softly opened it, and sat
with bated breath hearing the old, old
story of Christ born in Bethlehem, the
little babe in the manger, and the ‘ques-
tions the eager little ones put to her
showed at what high pressure their
y}oung minds had attained listening to
the wonderful tale, Then they must
lfnow all her experiences of Santa Claus
and she went back to the days ot h r
clnlglhood, and told th j :
finding her stockings
nllas morning, and what
always was for th
looked forward toerirtlyt

round.

“AND now dearies, say your prayers
and jump into bed.” Georgie
}melt a long time, kissed mother
good night, and was very quiet. Nettie
knelt at her knee, and asked God to
bless everybody, then added, “And dear
Jesus, send Santa Claus to us this
Christmas. We want our stockings fill-
ed, too, and don’t forget our mamma’s
and daddy’s, and our baby’s little ones
forIJesus sake. Amen.” :
A “I want a little do )’ said Billy-
that wuns on wheelg” The %]égrbng
low closed as softly as it had been
?pened, and Mr. Holden was busy with
iis letters when his wife descended the
stairs, set the lamp on the table, and
px}cl}(ed up a little blye slipper ’upon
\IvI ich she worked quickly and s,-ilently
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imes she sighed unconsciousfy; then
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