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pead. Then she
helpless into a chair. “Anyway, we’ll
nevér have still calls with her,” she said.

\

che had heard the' story, “that
;vflil:z? all the pains I have taken to make

ou wear your tailor-made gown every

sme you step out of the dpor of your
::,!:m,yyou actually entertained her in

our sweeping-cap and apron! Louise

‘Ainslee, there’s & smooch on your face
this minute!”

uise, in dismay, put her hand to her
Loulst ﬁughed till she sank

‘And she was right. They had found

their first neighbor. '

What Christmas meant to Johnny
By Georgene H. Wilder (Mrs. Frank C.)

T was a few weeks before Christmas
Iand Johnny was wiping the dishes.
“I want a drum, and a box of’ candy,
and some soldiers, and a train sure, and
a toy automobile, and a . Johnny

paused reminiscently to recall other de-

sires while the pile of dishes on the tray
grew higher and higher, aided by moth-

‘er’s quick fingers.

“Come, come, Johnny, wipe faster. I
haven’t a spot on the tray to put this
bowl. Of course you mustn’t expect to
get ALL you want. Santa Claus has so
many children to carry gifts to, and
there is more to Christmas than just

 getting presents you know. Whose

birthday is it, dear?”’

The boy turned his wide blue eyes on
her in surprise. “Why Santa Claus’
birthdey.” :

The mother nearly dropped the bowl
in her hand from the shock. “Why
Johnny Mason! And you six years old
and been to Sunday School most all your
life!”

The little fellow saw the distress in
her face and assembled his wits to re-
move it. “Oh, yes, it’s Jesus’ birthday
too, isn’t it?”

“Jesus’ birthday and not Santa Claus’
at all,” answered the mother gently.

. She said no more to him at the time,
but all 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 little boy. It
was quite plain that the getting of toys
and goodies was the dominant thought
in his mind, not the birth of Jesus. As
a Christian mother she must try to in-
still new ideas before it was too late.

A few days later Johnny came in from
coasting, his round cheeks rosy with the
cold and the stubby fingers from which
he drew his wet mittens red and stiff
with cold. His whole attitude expressed
a certain belligerence and bravado.
“Isn’t there & Santa Claus, mother?” he
cried hotly. “Ralph Burgess says there
isn’t. I'm going to lick him if he says
it again!”

Mrs. Mason drew off the little cap and
unbuttoned his coat. Here was her
“Christian soldier” ready to fight for the
saint she had taught him to love and
quite unmindful of the Babe in the
mamger. A lump rose in her throat.
“Hang up your things and then come
and sit in my lap hy this nice fire and
get warm,” she said.

When he was cuddled in her arms,
with his head against her shoulder, she
began. “Johnny, Santa Claus is & fairy,
a dear, jolly old fairy. Once a minister
wrote a poem about him. You know the
poem. It hegins, ‘’Twas the night be-
fore Christmas, and all through the
house!” Since then people have talked
very often about him and even dressed
up to play Santa Claus. But it's just a
myth, a sort of fairy story.”

“Why Mother Mason, I thought you
said he came down the chimney and had
a red mose and a pipe and brought me
my toys.”

“I don’t think T ever told you it was
really true,” said the mother, “but I
repeated the story and let you think it
was true. I ought to have explained
before,”

‘Awful Asthma Attacks.—Is there a member
of your family who is in the power of this
distressing trouble? No service you can ren-
der him will equal the bringing to his atten-

1 of Dr. J. D. Kellogg’s Asthma Remedy.
s remarkable remedy rests its reputation
upon what it has done for others. It has a
trulv wonderful record, covering years and
¢1rs of success in almost every part of this
continent, and even beyond the seas.

“But, oh mother, I want it to be
true!” Big tears gathered in the little
fellow’s eyes and several rolled down the
plump cheeks. “And aren’t there any
fairies either, aren’t fairies true?”

“The fairies are just a lovely play, too,
dear. We can make' believe there are
fairies in the forest and among the
mountain rocks. Even grown people
have often’ played so. But there is @
Christmas story that is much nicer than
the Santa Claus myth, dear, and it is
every word true.” The mother realized
how much depended upon her telling the
story just right to the disappointed little
boy. Love inspired her as she told him
the simple, beautiful story of the Babe
in the manger and of the shepherds on
the hill slope when the angels sang to
them.

Every night before supper, during the
remainder of the weeks before Christmas,
she held him in her lap, and while the
wild, winter winds wailed about the
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house, they rocked together in front of
the big heating stove, whose fire glowed
brightly from every little mica window.
Then she told him stories of Christmas
and recited poems of the Christ Child.
He learned to recite, as a Christmas sur-
prise for daddy, Luther’s hymn

“Away in a manger

No ecrib for His bed,

The little Lord Jesus
Laid down His sweet head.

Thé stars in the sky,
Looked down where He lay,
The little Lord Jesus,
Asleep in the hay.

The cattle on lowing;
The poor baby wakes.
But the little Lord Jesus
No crying He makes,

T love the Lord Jesus;
Look down from the sky,
And stay by my crib
Hearing my lullaby.”

59

He grew familiar with Milton’s
“>Twas in the winter wild, Wherein the
heaven-born child.” Again and again
the child asked for “God rest ye merry
gentlemen” and many other beautiful old
Christmas poems. But in them all there
was not one mention of Saint Nick.

During the day after little John trud-
ged sturdily off for school, through the
deep snow, the mother memorized Christ-
mas carols and poems, while busy with
her work. She searched her old magazines
and books for poems and carols, and
would cut them out and pin them over
the sink, so that she could learn them
while doing the dishes. When she
sewed, she placed her hymnbook open on
the table by her side and sang the
Christmas hymns over and over. At
night when she sang them to Johnny
she needed no book. Every day her heart
grew more full of love and Christmas
joy and every evening John’s love for the
Christ-child increased.
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spends half his time.

Shade Tan.

No more darning if you buy Buster Brown

Stockings.

Che @hipman-lﬁnltnn Kuitting Cn., Limited

Targest Hosiery Manufarturers in Canada
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THAT The BUSTER BROWN S TOCKING

IS A BoON TO MOTHERS AnoO A SNAP
FOR SANTA CLAUS

 BUSTER BROWN

AN

For Hard Wear

Buster Brown Stockings are made to
stand the test of rough and tumble play
in which every healthy boy—your boy—
Buster Brown stock-
ings are the greatest wear resisters ever
made—the strongest,
specially twisted and tested for durability,
with three-ply heel and toe, well knitted, well
finished and fast dyed in Black and Leather
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Girls, Too—

Buster Brown’s Sister's Stocking
for the girls is a splended lool
stocking at a moderate price,
two-thread Bnilllh mercerized lisle
stocking, that is shaped to fit and
wears very well indeed.

Colors—Black, Leather Shade
Tan, Pink, Blue and White.
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ON AND WELLAND, ONTARIO A.
Also makers of the celebrated “Little Darling” and “Little Daisy ” Hosiery for Infants and Children
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