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when elle hati heard tbe' story, "that
after ail the pains8 I bave taken to maket

ouwear your tailor-made gown everyf
Cie you tep out of, tbe door of yom-
rom, you actually entertained ber ini
your *weepif-Cap andi apyon! Louise
.jnlee, ,there a a smnooch on your face
this minute 1"»

Louise, inu dismay, put ber hand to lier .
headi. Then she laughed tili abe aank1
hlpiese into0sa chair. "Anyway, -we'îî»evdr have tili calla with ber," allé said.Andi abe was right. Tbey had found
their firat neighbor.

Wlist obbtmu ment to Johuuny
ey Georgeno H. Wilder (Mrs. Frank C.)IT was a few weeks before Christmas

and Johnny was wiping the dislies.
'II want a drum, and a box of candy,

andi some soldiers, and a train sure, and
a toy automobile, and a-." Johnny
pauseti reminiscently to recali other de-
sires while the pile of dishes on the tray
grew biglier and higlier, aided by moth-
er's quick fingers.

"'Corne, corne, Johnny, wipe faster. I
haven't a spot on the tra'y to put this
bowl. 0f course you mustn't expcct to
get ALL you want. Santa Claus lias so
many chiltren to carry giftB to,- and
there la more to Christmas than just

r getting presents you know. Whose
irthday la it, dear 1"

Trhe boy turned his wide blue eyes on
ber in surprise. "Why Santa Claus'
birthdoey."

The mother nearly dropped the bowl
iu ber baud from the sbock. "Why
Johnny Mason! And you six years old
andi beento Sunday School mot aIl your
Mie 1"'

The little fellow saw the distresin
her face and assembleti bis wits to re-
move it. "Oh, yes, it'a Jesus' birthday
too, isn't it?"

"Jesus' birthday and not Santa Claus'
ut all," answered the mother gently.

She said no more to him at the time,
but ail that day as she stood by the
ironing board, pressing garment. after
garment, she studied over the matter.
Clearly something was wrong, when the
heathen Saint Nick assumed a place of
even greater importance than the Christ
Child in the mind of her littie boy. It
was quite plain that the getting of toys
ond goodies was the dominant thought
la Mis mind, not the birth of Jeaus. As
a Chnstian mother she must try to in-
stili new ideas before it was too late.

A few days later Johnny came in f rom
coasting, his round cheeks rosy with the
cold and the stubby fingers from which
he drew hie wet mittens red andi stiff
with coiti. Hie whole attitude expressed
a certain belligerence andi bravado.
"Isn't there S Santa Claus, mother 1" he
cried hotly. "'Ralph Burgess says there
is't. I'm going to lick him if he says
it again! "

Mrs. Mason drew off the littie cap and
unbuttoned his coat. Here was lier
"Christian soldier" ready to fight for the
saint she had tauglit him to love and
quite unmindful of the Babe iu the
monger. A lump rose in lier throat.
"Hang up your things andti ten corne
and it in my lap 'hy titis nice fire andi
get warm," shle saiti.

When lie was cuddied in lier arms,
with lis heati againet lier shouider, she
began. "'Johnny, Santa Claus is ir fairy,
a dear, jolly old fairy. Once a ministel'
wrote a poemn about hlm. You know the
poexn. It begins, ''Twas the niglit be-
fore Christmas, and ail througli the
bouse!' Since then people have talked
very often oEbout him andi even dresseti
up to play Santa Claus. But it's just a
myth, a sort o f fairy story."

"Whiy Mother Mason, I thouglit you
said hle came down the chimney and lad
a red nose and a pipe and brougît me
My toy s.",

"I don't think I ever tolti you it woes
really true," said the mother, "but I
repeateti the story and let you think it
was true. I ouglit to have explained
befor e."

Awful Asthma Attacks.-Is there a mnember
of v'our famnily who is in the power of this
distressing trouble? No service you can ren-
der him will equal the bringing to is atten,
tit-i of Dr. J. D. Kellogg's Asthmna Remedy.
This remarkable remedy rests its ieputatiofl
Iipofl what it has done for others. It bas a
-11- wonderful record, covering years and

t' Is of success inalos every part of this
cuninent, and everi beyond the seas.

"But, oh mother, I want it to be
true!" Big tears gathereti in the littie
fellow's eyes and several rolled down the
iplump cheeks. "Andi aren't there any
fairies eitlier, aren't fuiries truc?",

"The fainies are juet a lovely pfay, too,
dear. We cau make believe there are
fainies in the forest ana among the
mountain rocks. Even grown people
bave often playeti so. But there is a
Christmaa story that is much nicer than
tlie Santa Claus mytli, dear, and it ie
every word true."I The mother realizeti
how much dependeti upon lier telling the
story just iglit to the disappointeti little
boy. Love inspired her as she told hlm
the simple, beautiful story of the Babe
in the manger end of tlie shepherds on
the blliisiope wlien the angels sang to
themn.

Every night before supper, durni the
remainder of the weeks before Christmas,
she helti him in lier lap, andi while the
wilti, winter winds waileti about the

bouse,, they rocked together ini front of
the big heating stove, whose fire glowed
brightly froni every littie mica window.
Then sbe told him tories of Christifi«
and recited poems of the Christ Chld.
Ho learned to recite, as a Christmme sur-
prise for daddy, Luther's hymn

"Away in a manger
No crib for Hia bed,
The littie Lord Jeans
Laid down Hia sweet bead.

Thé stars in the sky,
Looked down wbere He lay,
The littie Lord Jesus,
AsIlep in the liay.

The cattle on lowing;
The poor biuby wakes.
But the littie Lord Jeas
No crying He niakes.

1 love tbe Lord Jeaus;
Look down from the sky,
And stay by my crib
Hearing my luilaby."
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ne grew familiarý with Milton'8"'Twas, in the winter wlld, Whereîn the.
heaven-born chilti." Again and agaiu

kthe child aaked for "'God rest ye merry
gentlemen" and many othot beautiful old
Christmas poerns. But in them @il there
waa not one mention of Saint Nick.

During the day after littie John trud-
ged sturdily off for mehool, tiirough the
deep snow, the mother memorlzed Christ-
mas carols and poems, while buay with
ber work. She searched ber old magazines
and books for poema and carols, and
would cut them out and pin them over
the sink, so that ahe coul learu them
whiie doing the diahes. When the
aewed, she placed her hymnbook open on
the table by ber aide andi sang the.
Christmas hymne over and over. At
night when she sang them to, Jobnny
ahe needeti no book. Every day ber heart
grew more full of love and Christmas
joy and every evening John's love for the
Chritchild increaseti.
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Girls, Too-
Duatet r ewn'a Sister's Stochise
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tocklng t a Moderate Pdrige
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moars very weuiluIded
Color-Black, Loather BadO

Tan, PInk, Diso acd White.
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For Hard Wear
Buster Brown Stockings are made to

stand.the test of rough and Itumble Play
in which every healthy -boy-your boy-
spends haif his time. Buster Brown stock-
ings are the greatest wear resisters ever
made-the strongest, long fibre cotton,
specially twisted and tested for durability,
with three-ply heel and toe, well knitted, well
finished and fast dyed in Black and Leather
Shade Tan.

No more darning if you buy Buster Brown
Stockings.
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MILLS AT HAMILTON AND WELLAND, ONTARIO
Alio makera of the. ceI.brated uýLttl Daringu and «ULittle Daiay" Ho.i.r for Infante andi ChilUm.'
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