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URSE GFLY, busily hanging helly boughs in the small
suntSm of the Charity Hospilal, kept thinking of Becky.
Thrcugh days and nights of pain bome with silent fortituds,
the litlle creaturs hod edged (n1o her heart. It was not just

hor courage; there was something in the child's dark, trusting oyes—
something that her frail, clinging Hngers tried to communicate—that
hounted Nursa Grey. Something Indefinable which, she knew
Instinctively, mighi tum the scales for Becky if only she could lay
hold of it with the force of her will. As it was, the ¢hild lay in a
kind of misty twilight whence nothing could rouse her to 1ake hold

life.
Obsessed with her small charge Nurse Grey resented the brilliant
impatience ol the roller canaries that
sang in the window. The beauty of the day and all these festive
preparations increased her distress and quickened her anxiety. Bul
r. The other children were entitled
y weather was a greal gilt in {tself.
huge fem in her capable hands,
ry fine; a bil ol green gives such a
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Nurse Grey nodded: "Il Is pretty. With the tree lighted and the
rodio broodcast limed so nicely the day should be o success. It
us a special programme.”

“It inly was" Matron agreed. "I was almost ashamed to
ozk them. They must be deluged with Impossible requests. But
was a Christmas gilt and that none

of the liltle patients had hsard a broodcast before they responded
immediately. [ qulte expect the rudio o work wonders for the

"Not all the children,” Nurse Grey said bitterly, “the day of
miracies in past.”

Matron undersiced and her blunt voice softened a little. "Pull
yoursell together, nurse. | am older than you In this service, my
dear, and | am still Inclined o believe in miracies. The humon
spiril is a strange and wonderful thing."”

“Tm sorry, Matron. 1 didn't mean to be gloomy. Bul you see s
her pluck. The way Becky has token everything chin up. If you
had been with her through those first dreadiul nights you would
know what | mean . . . why, | can't bear o think of sc much courage

Inghtens me. [ keep thinking U only there wua some way of
reaching down through thai dark silence 1o make her smile even

once there migh! be some hope.”
*Waell, nurse,” Matron resumed her brisk monner, “take comlort

from the thought thot the child deponds on you. Now gel yoursell
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“He was so soft. a strong cup of tax and lell Willlams 1o

and made a buxs-  reporl. She will relieve you of gensral duly

ing kind of nolse for the roat of the day. Stand by In Number
inside himsell™ Nine—and use your own judgment.”

When Nurse Grey entared Number Nine
the room was so unearthly qulet that for @
moment her heart froze with fear. The stillness was like an envelop-
ing log through which one searches blindly for familiar realities and.
though the wintry sunlighl streamed down from the glistenindg
window, the light was cold and Impersonal, like the light In &
deserted cathedral where even the ghosts are beyond recall.
was i, Nurse though!, with a caotch of pain at her heari, that
mysterious something which held Becky Imprisoned was slowly and
“m{{ drawing her back inlo the wintry twilight beyond human
recal

Stepping sofily, she approached the small white bed and amfiled
wu}.:. reliof when the child siirred, her tiny hand groping u

1 missed you. IU's very long, sometimes—being alone.”

Nurse Groy was deoply moved. This was the first complaint
Becky had ever made, the first {aint cry from the hidden self that
mus! so oflen have wepl! Inwardly. *“1 know, dear,” Nurse
"But now I've a nice surprise for both of us. Just thinkl I'm lo siay
here all afternoon.”

The child’s enormous oyes fixed upon her with silent gratitude
and the tiny birdlike claw clung 1o her warm fingers. 1f only she
would smile, Nursa thought—come outl from behind that tragic,
unchildlike mask! To enhearten herseli more than Becky, Nurse
Grey bogan 1o talk in aimless, gentle monotons, It was a beautiful
day, not cold, but with flufy snowflakes drifting down to dress the
trees with star dust. The lake in front of the hospiial was smooth
as glass and clear as a mirror. A lovely day to usher In the
holidays. “Becky, dear, did you know It ls nearly Christmas?

For a fractional instant, something liko interest stirred the sombre
depths of the child's eyes, so the nurse hurried on hopefully:

“Well, It s, dear. And the children who are well enough—as
you will soon be well, Backy—" she hesilated, brushing an imaginary
spock from her spotless uniform, and went on quickly: “they’re so
busy making litle gifts—such pretty, clever things, Youll be
surprisod when you see them. But that lan't all. Today Matren
and the nurses have been working like beavers fixing up the sunroom
with holly and everareens, for we're to have a concert at four
o'clock. A real concert of Christmas music.”

Almost s # the sound escoped unwillingly, the child said,
*Singing? Oh, that will be wonderfull”

Quickly Nurse Grey selzed her cpportunity. “Would you like
to hear It, Bocky? Would you, dear? We could open the door a
bit and hear quite well.”

The bird-like fingers fluttered convulsively, and the ray of sudden
eagemess that llumined the little fuce was like a beam of warm
sunlight.

"Oh, yes—yes! 1 would, please nurse . . . Onco—I heard sing-
ing—" the breathlesa whisper faded on a note of fear, and a nervous
tremor passed through the emaciated litlle frame. Nurse Gray bent
swiltly and kissed the beautiful, cold brow under Its cloud of soff,
dark hair, wondering pityingly what dark memories haunied the
child.

“Tell me aboul It i you like,” she encouraged, "no doubt it was
very nice singing.”

“Oh, yes—" the thin volce whispered. “It wan in a church, |
went in beccuse | was cold . . . It was when | ran away the first
time . . .

Nurse smoothed her Immaculate skirl, preiending not lo notice
the frightenad catch in the child's volce. “So you ran away? Now
isn't that funny! When I was a girl 1 ran away tco. | wanted 1o
be a gypsy and wear rings In my ears and play a guitar and
never never go to school.”

TR
i X /{7 // The dark brooding eyes dilated with incredible astonishment.
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come from orphan homes. The—the—kind that have no parenta—

to speak ol”
” f Nurse Grey wanted to cry out in anger at the evil thing that was
A laking shape at last—Poor babyl she thought—what monster could

have done this to a child . . . "Whoevor told you thal was stupid,

Backy,” she said, trying not to sound bitter. “Why, Matron was an

orphan, Bocky, and quite a mischief, too. That's whal makes her

8o wonderful here. That's what makes a lot of people generous

and kind.” [
The eHect of her words were siartling. “Then he was wrongl

Mr. Goram was wrongl Moybe he was wrong aboul everything)*
"Of course he was wrong,” Nurse said, alipping her arm under

the thin shoulders and plilowing Becky’s head on her breasta, “Any-

one who saya such things s bound 1o be wrong aboul everything,*
“l guess 1 really knew, inside mysell You see, I

my mamma. She wasn't bad, like he scid. She

it when they look me away 'o the home. She

romomber, Really | do—although | was so liitle.

a room high up, and a window

over the hounes and yards where the children were

nurse, | DO remember!™ (Continued
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dark stains on a certain engine, that
the tragedy had taken place seven
minutes before Thwaite returned to
his house; the second, that the kitchen
hammer, bearing Thwaite’s finger-
prints, should be in the pocket of the
old coat he wore that night.

On the last dreadful morning
Thwaite told the chaplain the exact
truth. Then he showed the courage
which was expected from him.
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SONG AT TWILIGHT
(Continued from page 9)

“Of course you do, my sweet. Mr.
Goram had no right to say such
things.”

“She used to sit at a machine and
sew and sew—my mamma, I mean.
And she told me such lovely things—
things Mr. Goram said were lies.
Mrs. Goram said the same. That's
why they beat me, I guess.”

Nurse Grey stared ‘into the wintry
sunlight with bitter eyes. Now she
understood! Now everything was
plain at last.. Little Becky had lived
with terror so long that she had not
dared cry out even against deadly
painl She had come to them from
some farm, suffering from internal
injuries and a broken shoulder blade.
She had fallen from a haymow—that
was all they knew—except that the
couple who brought her pleaded
poverty—povertyl An uglier word
would fit . . . No wonder they had
scuttled off like rats!

Not without difficulty, Nurse Grey
managed to prompt the little girl
gently. “But what of the lovely
things, Becky? The things that your
dear mamma told you? After all, we
started out talking of singing, didn't
we?"”

To her relief, the rigid litlle body
in her arms relaxed, and with a sigh
of complete trust, Becky began:

“Oh, yes—I nearly forgot. I—I
mean, the other things came between.
It was when I ran away. I was so
cold, and my feet hurt, but in the
home they'd told us about freezing,
so I didn't sit down, even when I fell
and wanted to. Then I saw the
church back from the road. There
was a light in the basement, but
upstairs it was dark; so I thought
maybe I could get warm there before
the people came. I didnt want to
be in the way, so I crept into the
loft and I guess 1 fell asleep. The
singing woke me up. Such lovely
singing! 1—I thought maybe I was
dead. There were so many lights,
and down in front there was a place
with shining things, and a gold cross,
and people dll in white with books
in their hands. And I thought, Ohl
Maybe mamma is there happy and
well again. 1 guess I must have
cried out, for a man came cand took
me into a little dark room—and
pretty soon 'Mrs. Goram came f{o
fotch me back—that was when she
said if there were any angels 1
needn't expect to find my mamma
among them.”

"My dear! My dear!" Nurse Grey
had no available comfort beyond the
gentle pressure of her arm to offer.
But whatever she might have found
to say, it must have fallen short of
the miraculous effects which the
sudden strains of music, coming
from across the hall, had upon the
child. The tragic mask of resigna-
tion and despair dissolved into one
of joyous rapture.

“Oh, nurse—it's like what I
dreamed about! Like what I used
to think was real when I saw the
stars shining down in the might.
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So much depends
on how You feel Today

OURS may not be a military uniform —nevertheless it marks

you as a vital cog in our war machine. The thousands of
men in civilian “uniforms” can take just pride in the part they
are playing to speed the Victory. Whether you're conductor,
agent, general manager, or do any of the scores of other jobs
on the home front, you know how important your health is—
you know that you must feel well in order to do your job well.

Sal Hepatica often means an
all-out effort Instead
of wasted hours

Here's some sound advice for those
mornings when you wake up feeling
headachy, sluggish and upset due to
the need of a laxative. Take speedy
Sal Hepatica,

Sal Hepatica brings relief in
double quick time

When you take Sal Hepatica, you'll
notice the speed with which it works.
It acts usually within the hour! Yet it
is mild and gentle, acts without
griping or disagreeable after-effects.

Combats acidity, too

In addition to being an effective laxa-
tive, Sal Hepatica has an extra advan-
tage—it combats excess gastric acid-
ity, too. This condition usually
accompanies and aggravates the
effects of constipation. So no wonder
you quickly feel better when you take
Sal Hepatica. It tackles both causes of
your discomfort at once.

‘The next time you feel out-of-sorts
due to the need of a laxative, take two
teaspoonfuls of speedy Sal Hepatica
in a glass of water. That simple pre-
caution may mean the difference
between a job half done or an all-oyg
effort. Buy a bottle of Sal Hepatica
from your druggist today.

When you need a laxative you need it fast—
so take Speedy Sal Hepatica

Sal Hepatica

A Product of Bristol-Myers—Made in Canada..
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You see, I couldnt sleep—the barn
loft was so big, and 1 sort of kept
hearing things. But when I saw the
stars, so high up and grand, but
smiling there in the dark, I wasn't
s0 scared. Sort of inside myself 1'd
hear the singing again, and I thought,
maybe God was true after all, and
wouldn’t forgel me, likke my mamma
said when she died. Oh nurse, isn't
it beautifull. Isn't it good!™
! “Yes, 'dear. Very beautiful and
devout.. But now the music ended,
and a voice, only 10 be described as
the outpouring of hearty good will,
lounched into a spirited monclogue.
It was not difficult to follow the gay
lilting wolce, for evidently Matron
had purposely left the door ajar.
There was much to do about Christ-
mas, said the voice, but perhaps not
the right sort altogether. "For mind
you, boys and girls, there’s more fo
' Christmas than choosing Christmas
| presents and wrapping them in green
paper. The really important part is
imagining things. Why, if it wasn't
for the little folk who know how to
dream, Santa Claus and his work-
shop would have to close down—"
“Nursel Nurse! He said, Santa
Claus—he sounded like Sanla was
reall™
“There, there — of course he
sounded real. That's Santa himself
talking—" Nurse Grey stopped,
alarmed by the swift draining of
vital color from the child's foce.
Conscience stricken, she eased the
little girl back on her pillows, con-
sulted the feeble pulse and, some-

good.” Nurse Grey was never more |
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what reassured, was reaching out

for a restorative from the bed table
when she heard:

"l guess maybe even Buzy is all
richt now—I mustn’t talk—I've got to
hear—everythingl”

The inspired monologue was well
away now, the merry voice weaving
a spell of enchantment for ot least
one lonely litfle soul.

In the enchanted silence which
followed, it was the child who first
spoke, faintly, but with a new quality
of quiet serenity: “Please, nurse, now
I want to tell you about Buzzy "

“My dear, hadn’t you better sleep
a bit first? Nurse mustn't let you get
too tired.”

“But it doesn’t matler," Becky
replied, with the uncanny rationaliam
of childhced. “I'm not afrald’ any
more—of anything—Oh, [ want (o
tall you about Buzzyl”

"Very well, but then you must take
your medicine and iry to rest.”

“Yes, nurse.” The f[aint, misty
smile on the child’s face was infin.
ftely touching. "Buzzy was the
dearest little cat. I found him in
the road. After that it wasn't' so
lonely In the loft. He was so soff
and made a buzzing kind of nofse
inside himself. That's why I called
him Buzzy. Bul Mrs, Goram said she
wasn't keeping me to feed stray cats,
Mr. Goram tock him away .., .*

Nurse Grey's indignation got the
upper hand. "Mr. Goram belongs in
a zoo, with other—obsolete animals|”
she burst oul, flushing to the roots of
her tidy brown hair,

“He—he wasn't very nice. I hated
him then. But now I guess Buzzy's
all right—mamma and Buzzy and
everything. For you see, I used to
dream about i#t—I used to dream
there was a lovely place behind the
Dark. And Buzzy would be there
sowewhere, wouldn't he? He was
such a good litlle catl  Oh, nurse, if
I could only ask Mr. Santa Claus—
he can't live very far from there, do
you think?"

“No, dear, not very far,” Nurse
agreed, with muffled tensity, for a
quite mad scheme was forming in
her mind. “Now take your powders
for nurse. And when you go fo
sleep, think your most shining
thoughts, and, who knows? Santa
may see them like a ring of stars
above the hospital and come hurry-

at London, Ont., b _"It's reclly a miracle the way ke o ing through the twilight to find the
¢ = thoughts work. Like sunshine. and T RNATION AL DETECTIVE SYSTEM, child whose lovely light they arel”
rain on loughing green leaves and B Linys vos o I L Oh, nurse, I love youl Maybe

spider webs in moonlight! Thoughts you didn't know—but I do. And will
have wings, .as:volces have wings. you think, too, about Buzzy—how

Of course, you can understand th;(’ FOR THE PAROXYSMS OF white and soft he was, with a little
< or how could you hear me all the
Radio’s

pink tongue, and blue, blue eyes . . ."”

way from the blus? Nurse Grey was ‘not given o

assumption of authority, but as she

presented her scheme to Mairon

APO.CRESULENE MacGillivray in the latter’s office,

she was far'from humble.
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?wmm“:m_mm'm It may sound crazy—no doubt it
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ing, harmless, medicated vapors help pre ’ :

yoti breathe more easily, relieve | “But fsn’t it worth trying since every-
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Spasmod and “conghd dua The Matron stopped her with' an

- "Some thoughis have tiny ‘wings
R'Che" ' and can'l.go very far, bul others—
the kind you mcke inlo dreams—
have wings like angels, and nothing
siops them, let me tell you. Not even
the highest mountain or the deepest
sea!l And don't ever believe a really
fine dream is wasted, although Santa
seems «a bit slow getting around to
it The world’s a biggish place; my
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dears, full of clever little folk. But
some day, some place, every dream
comes back to the little boy or girl
who dreamed i, In some kind of gift
—some really shining happiness—"

Nurse Grey had no doubt of it as
she waiched the while radiance of
Becky's face. To her starved little
soul, each word wos a glowing
gospel. Even the nonsensical descrip-
tions which followed, of toys on
display at Henderson's, were elegies
of grace and bequty.

So intent upon waliching Becky,
she was hardly conscious of what
other foncies the inventive narrator
hit upon, but ¢ll ot once she herself
was carried away. The rich flowing
voice was singing now, soaring
away in timeless space on the heal-
ing wings of Schubert’s immorial
harmony. A rush of tears filled her
eyes. Whoever he was, this man,
his makebelleve had something of
Indestructible reality. The beauty of
kindliness—that was it. The becuty
of kindliness.
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imperative gesture. Turning to the
telephone on her orderly desk, she
calmly dialed a number.

“Henderson’s Depariment Siore?
Give me the toy department. Yes—
wherever one gets in touch with
Santa Claus—"

AT her batlle-scarred desk in the
fourth floor cubicle that served
as the Scnta Claus post office at
Headerson’s, Harriel Blossom sat
stanng out the window. A curious,
unprecedented phenomenon in an
aftractive young lady whose cold
effictency and laconic retorts kept
the errand girls jumping, and
Jimmy Branl, of the music depart-
ment, In a continual emotional furore.

But It was Harrle! who persuaded
Mr. Traine lo feature Jimmy as Santa
Claus because he could sing, and
even the kids must be fed up by
now on the perennial Blitzen blather.
Mr. Traine, sensible man, agreed,
but Jimmy, the fool romantic, had
been grousing and growling ever



since. It did violence to his feelings!
Going about In whiskers and a red
guit, shaking kids by the hand, and
bleating a lo! of commercialized
sentiment for publicity purposes,
killed the Spirit of Christmas, said
he. And this noon when Grandvjew
Charity Hospital sent In a request
for a special number, he almost had
a fitl Pulling that rot on kids who
had parents ready fo participate in
the silly hoax wasn't so bad. But
sick kids—!

And the worst of it was, since
hearing his afternoon programme,
Harrlet wasn't so sure of herself.
Those sick kids had ceriainly got
under his skin. That song of his had
made her feel darn queer.

The telephone ringing sharply
made her jump. With a shrug of
impatience at herself, she lifted the
receiver,

“Henderson's Toyland,” she sald
ritually. Then suddenly straightened
stiffly, stammered, and for the first
time in her efficient career asked a
customer twice fo repeal haerself
“Beg pardon, madam? Yes— the
Samta Claus feature —beg pardon?
Oh, why yes. He should be back
cny moment. Yes, yes, madam, I'm

listening.”

Monica, one of the badgered
errand girls, rushing in for last
minute orders, gasped in astonish-
ment. Never had she surprised such
an expression on the impertinent
Miss Blossom’s saucy round face.
Why, she actually looked as if she'd
burst out crying!

"Yes, madam, [ understand.” Even
her volce sounded queer, reflected
Monlca, drawing closer. “I'm sure
the management will be glad to
oblige. Oh nol Mr. Brant—that is,
Santa—would never refuse. Yes—
not later than eight o'clock—right!
Oh, madam, If you'd allow me, per-
haps | could help with the Kkitten.
White, you said? Thank you,
madam.”

"Say, what {s this? From your
face I thought the Campbells were
coming and it's only kittensl"

breath and, as usual, oblivious of
such commonplaces as banging
doors and hasting virgins.

“Hi, therel Where's the circus?”
he shouted after the long-legged
streak of haste and, grinning at the
face she pulled over her shoulder,
entered Harrlet's cubicle to cry out
in consternation, “Why, Harrled,
honeyl”

By no means sure he wasn't
dreaming, Jimmy, unrebuked, put his
arms about the dainty figure, limp
and incredibly appealing as she
wopt into the ink-stained handker-
chlef.

"See here—you've been working
too hard. What about dinner and
a movie?”

"Oh, Jimmyl"” Harriet disentangled
herself. “Jimmy Brant, you've done
the doggondest thingl” she walled.
“The doggondest lovely thingl”

And then, as calmly as she could
she explained about the little girl at
Grandview who was: praying for
Sania to put her broken world right.

"But ‘Harriet—Oh, 1 say, this  is
serious. I'm scared, honest. The little
thing might not stand the excile-
mentl*

“limmy, after hearing you today,
I know you'll get It straight in a
minute. It wouldn't be excitement,
but a miracle—all her poor little
dreams come truel”

"Maybe so. ‘Bul just the same—"

"Now don’t argue! Look at the
time! Wae've got to go to'a pet shop
and find a white kilten befcre, six
o'clock.”

"You mean you're coming, too?"
asked [immy, still a bit dozed by the
enhseartening change in. Harrlet.

"Of course I'm coming. Remem-
ber this, you—you lovable humbugl!
I'll'be rooting for you every minule
of the time.. Oh, Jimmy—" she broke
off ‘on' a queer, hybrid note, “hali
ladgh,” half sob, ard’  thrust’ him
away, ashamed ol emotional display,
but‘determined to say what was in
her. hearl. "You're grand—you'd
Even 1

sing a.soul Into Scroogel

“Hel Ho! Will it be hard to find the little rascall Well. what do you think?"

“Oh, Monica, shut up! That was
the matron of Grandview Hospilal.
There's a liftle kid there thinks Santa
Claus is some sort of angel. Well,
stop staringl Go find Mr. Traine.
I've got to see him to get permission
{or Jimmy o use the costume tonight.”

Poor Monica, whisking out of the
room with inspired urgency, almost
collided with Jimmy, who was com-
ing round the corner, his nose buried
in sheet music, humming under his

belisved in miracles this afternoon,
for, while you were singing, [ was
little again, back In Crandma's old
house, with the big tree gleaming
soflly in the firelighl, a dozen mys-
terious bundles tucked In its breast,
and a big sllver star on its forehead.
Oh, Jimmy, don't you see? With a
gift like yours, you couldn't falll You
couldn’t, Jimmy, because that's what
it's for—making beauty come true—
all the broken piaces whole again!™

In her grandmother's day, as
in her mother’s, Crosse &
Blackwell set the standard for
pure orange marmalade. It is
still the leader—distinctive, ap-
petizing, inimitable. Theyoung
wife’s taste tells her that grand-
ma and mother were right! Try
this delicious bitter-sweet
genuine Seville Orange
Marmalade.

. These famous C & B Sauces
'~ add the crowning touch of
savour to meatand fish dishes—
thick or thia to suit individual
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““T HE process of bringing nature's

bountiful harvest :‘_g grain to
your breakfast table is a never end-
ing source of wonder—even to the
experienced  dietician, Oats, for
example, is such a valuable energy
food and contains so many basic
food factors that THE OGILVIE
FLOUR MILLS take special care
10 keep these food values intact in
the processing of OGILVIE OATS,
using only the cream of Canada's
crop. That's why you'll find that
OGILVIE OATS taste better be-
cause they are better,—a package of
energy, more delicious and nourish-
ing than you've ever tasted before!
Serve the family OGILVIE OATS

cooking purpases.” Here are two
seasonable recipes:
ROLLED OATS BATTER PUDDING
& medium apples Meup nifted all-
2 purpose fiour
34 cup mild 2 teaspoors  bak-
flavoured ing powder
3 cupbrownsugar 3 tesspoon cinne.
\ 1 egx mon
: 3} OGILVIE 3 o
OxTS ad
Peel, core, and slice apples. Place in &
gressed baking dish and sprinkle with
sugar. wdd sugar and eream well

1 cup OGILVIE 3{ teaspoon
OATS pepper
dcupspoft bread 134 tesspoons poul-
crumbs try
34 cup chopped 34 cup fat, melted
onion 35 cup water
1 teaspoon salt

Flace OGILVIE OATS and bread erumbs
in bowl. Add onion, seasonings, melted (st
and water. Blend thoroughly. Yield: 534
cups. Will stuff o five tosizx-pound chicken,
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| no cause for alarm. The Matron had

Jimmy [elt the need of this comfort
when, alter a very casual and, he
thought, rather cold interview with
Matron MacGillivray, he was hurry-
ing into his costume In the terribly
silent sunroom of Grandview Hospi-
tal. Harrlet was ou! In the hall,
which made him feel absurdly lost
and nervous. Of course there was

been brightly assuring on that point.
The little girl, Backy, had had a rest-
ful sleep, and her nurse, who would
remain with her, knew exactly how
to introduce the visit Jimmy lgr-
vently hoped she did, for up to the
moment his own mind had been a
perfect blank. But they were right,
those calm, qustere women. There
was nothing the least harrowing in
Number Nine. The room was very
quiet, that was all, and the little bed
made him think of a tiny boat at
anchor in still waters.

Nurse Grey was speaking 1o the
little patient, hidden from him by the
uniformed figure.

“Becky, I've wonderful news for
you, dear. While you slept some-
thing lovely happened. Can you
guess?”

*Oh, nurse—did it really happen?
Did—did Mr. Santa get our thoughts
—like he said he would?”

"Yes, darling. What's more, he
fumped into his fastest sleigh and
came right lo the hospital. He's here,

Becky, waiting to see youl”

Nurse stepped aside, and Jimmy,
his heart heavily, came
forword quickly. Nothing had pre-
pared him for the eery loveliness of
the thin liflle face with its enormous
eyes smiling up at him in enrap-
tured delight. Whatever he had
meant fo say was completely lost
before that look of faith and spon-
taneous joy, which he knew he

should never see cgain in worship-
ping human eyes.

“But you are becutifull” The thin,
silvery thread of sound touched him
deeply. "You're as beautiful as mam-
ma said. Oh, please, now you've
come, you'll tell me about Buzzy, and
—everything?"

“Now, young lady, don't rush an
old chap diter a race through the
clouds,” said Jimmy, cccepting the
chair Nurse placed for him beside
the bed. “But | dare say we might
begin with him {f you like, although
1o tell the truth, Mr. Buzzy cuts up
considerable in Fairylandl Twice he
siole some milk or honey, and once,
I understand, he ate the Queen's
salad while she was saying gracel”

“Ohl Oh! You've seen him! But
of course, he shouldnt have done
thatl From the Queen, tool” Joy
and distress struggled in the frail
voice,  “Maybe he's kind of an
orphan up fhere. Mr. Santa, ‘would
it be very hard to find him, do you
think?"

Jimmy winced ot the implication.
Poor babyl How hurt she must have
been. Poor lonely litlle thing. Fumb-
ling the caich of the basket he man-
oged 1o raise a fairly jolly chuckle.
“Hol Hol Will #t be hard to find the
litle rascall Well, what do you
think?"

And there before Becky's aston-
jshed eyes, Mr. Sania materialized
the beloved little ball of fluff, white
as cotion, and with a saucy blue bow
o maich its winking blue eyes!

“Oh, Buzzy, Buzzyl” Out flew the
thin litle arms, and, marvel of
delight, the nice, living crecture
snuggled contentedly in their desclate
embrace. “Isn’t he beauttful, Nurse?
Ien't he just as 1 eald? Oh, Mr.
Santal Will he have to go back?
Right away, I mean?”

WALK ON

® Why put up with
stabbing pain at every
step? Get a BlueJay
Corn Plaster on that
corn now. Makes it
feel casier right away,
as the corn is cush-
ionedand the Blue-Jay
medication starts to
work. Best ofall,Blue-
Jayhelps getrid of the
corn—helps soften it
up so you can lifc it
out, core and all.

BLUE-JAY

FOR CORNS

Don’t Just suffer the misery of a cold.
Take Grove's Cold Tablets and get
quick, positive relief. Grove's Cold
Tablets are a multiple medicine. Eight
active medical Ingredients are carefully
blended to glve an effective, Internal
treatment that goes right to work on
the cold affected system. Gives rellef
these FOUR IMPORTANT WAYS: 1.
Acts as a gentle laxative. 2. Combats
cold germs In your system. 3, Relleves
headache and grippy feeling. 4. Helps
tone up the system. Get the quick,
declsive relief you want and need when
sullering from a cold. Do as millions
do. At the first sign of a cold, take
Grove's Cold Tablets. Be sure you get
the genulne—in the white box,

Most interesting houseplants, extremely odd snd

curious. Many have gorgeous and sweetscented
biossoms. We offer an excellent mixture of 30
varietios of both the cultivated and desert wari-
eties, all of which thrive under living-room con-

tions. Grown easily from seed. A simple way of
priting & wide sasortment of theso rming and
Interesting plants. Plant now.

(Pkt 20c) (3 Pkts 50¢c) postpaid.

SPECIAL OFFER; 1 pkt as above and 5 pkis of other
Cholce Beeds, all diff and easil
grown in house. Value §1,25, all for 60¢c pol!pdz

FREE—OUR BIG 1945 SEED AND
NURSERY BOOK — Leads Again

DOMINION SEED HOUSE, GEORGETOWN, 0‘;"1'.

"With twenly thousand socks to
fill in a week’s time? Not if I can
help i1" Jimmy snorted. “My dear
litle friend, Mr. Buzzy hasn'l the
least sense of discretion. He thinkg
nothing of creeping into the loes of
my arctic boolsl And twice he
scared poor Blitzen almost oul of his
antlers by going to sleep In his nose

bag. Oh no—Mr. Buzzy has made
his bed. Now ho must lie in ftl Ay
least, till after Christmas.”

"Mr. Santa, I don't believe you've
told me everything,” sald the child,
in a passionate whisper. "I don't
think you havel I think God sent
me Buzzy like He did once before,
because | was afraid of the dark.”

Jimmy met this emergency with
inspired assurance. “Becky, the best
glft comes last. Up there in the blue
we wondered what to give the
bravest little girl we knew. At last
I thought fo mysell, there's nothing
half 8o fine as a song. But it must
be a lovely thing—Ilovelier than
dreamsl Now where could I get
such a song, thought I. Not on earth
where so many sad things come'
between the sun. Not in Fairyland,
either, for there nothing darker than
cobwebs shade the sky. But beyond
the blue, the bright angels often walk
to and fro, singing in a soft, green
garden. There's where Il get my
song, said I, and I got t. But who
do you think sang it to me, up there
in the golden twilight?"

Unforgettable, the dewy smile in
the enormous eyes now. “Yes—I can
guess—Oh, please, Mr. Santa, sing
it nowl Buzzy's gefting kind of
sleepy, ‘cause his insides are hum-
ming, and I want him to hear my
Christmas song too. And—maybe
I'd better say goodbye now. I might
forget and fall asleep. 1 feel so nice
and warm inside.”

Jimmy received a nod of approval
from Nurse Grey, who came to the
bedside and tucked up the covers.
He hitched his chair forward. He
was smiling, but his voice was a little
strained as he began in a crooning
undertone:

“Oh little one and dearest, ok little one
and true,

The stars are bright, and my thoughts
are light

As I stand and wait for you;

“By the soft grey road that winding
Comes up from the deep green sod,
To the silver hills and the golden rills
Of the beautiful garden of God.

“Oh little one and dearest, oh little one
and true,

Now close your eyes while the long
day dies

And my song drifts down to you."

As the melodious voice sang on,
serenity and peace filled the room.
Nurse Grey stood very: still, her tired
face transfigured with quist happl-
ness. The day of miracles was not
ended, Becky was smiling—all the
chill and terror gone from her dear
child eyes. Smiling and utterly con-
tent, the long dark battle won at last.

Over and over, with understand-
ing patience, Jimmy crooned his song,
until the melody faded to a whisper
that mingled softly with the child’s
easy breathing.

“I won't try to thank you,” Nurse
Grey said. “Your own heart will do
that. But I imagine the stars will
seem very close as you go home
tonight, Mr. Brant.”

And how frue that was, How close
and intimate and like the shining
lamps of home they seemed, as his
car nosed into the deserted road that
wound ahead in the starlight like a
fine white ribbon. How beautiful it
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8 rs and luo}.nd dovn at
her 'w.tn p.opnelary delight—"T've
l got

= ot to see a fellow at the Lambs
W ) | some time before daybreak and we'd
ot A | better be shoving along. Wish us
W A | bon marriage, old man"; and he gave
D) Scott the same smile.
4M ("If he was only like that really!”

| Scott thought. “Or, rather, like that

‘faf, (1‘-“1 E«u.uq Wi

I st tr.lll ?Illdlb-iﬂ - \ (3\\ ‘.houumol But he's like so many

fe ) VOUI ‘","_““ \ thingsl” he thought bitterly, “. . .

(% . X damn him!")

= omn MODELS “ ] L | wish you all the luck in the awd T neascnes
P gL g 80978 “ | world,” he said sincerely, meaning

it on the qirl's account. And then
his heart went out to Burch—people

ildn't keep their hearts from doing
t—and "*e shook him warmly b{
hand. “And | congratulate you.

1 going away tomorrow for a
e of weeks,” Burch said, "11‘.;:-
3 this infant quite on the town. I
you weren't too busy to see her a
ne or two—"

Dolliwogs

A grand collection of Mary Sieburth’s
knitted and rag dolls which have
appecred in the “National” from time

And so Scott found himself invited
to ime. A booklet conlaining Instruc- in where he wanted to go. It was
tions and fullcolor reproductions. It's | like Burch, he thought. Burch never
only $1.00 posipaid, Address all | |

\ Id consider himself in dange
orders o

| another man wheare women were ¢
National Home Monthly | cerned—felt always that it was the
385 Bannatyne Avenue, Winnipeg other way about—and with reason.
“And 1" Scott thought, “have been
licketed in his mind as a sort of
E—— ~ — | woman's home companion—safe for

L‘i T“{L next morning he called her up.
Maheit's € U5
—how did you know?"
|
sl et o oL b thing extra special, and this is it.”

any of ‘em—ijust because I've never
6((&) ) gone philandering round.”
Baby Cross? ¢ ) ||
e ~ ‘Do you like to ride? I've got two
e horses down on Long Island—rented
g o) ones, of course, but they're good.”
w 0 R M S ' 3 "1 was practically born on « horse ‘
" “l didn't. It's just luck—like meet-
. ing you last night. Could I pick you
Worms can make the litlle one up at two, say, and drive you down?
frettul, cranky. A sure and safe I've been saving my gas for some-
remedy is Faulconer's Womm
The horses struck a rhythm like
worm trouble in children and two beats in the same tune. The
adults. At all drug stores. whine of saddle leather was pleasant
’ in Scolt’s ears. The first leaves of
Faulconer S Fall were fluttering down. Blue water

glinted through the trees and the air
Worm Powders was soft cool-flavored and sweet.
u.d.b,mu.a-!m-nm:sic:-n'- “Nobedy from this part of the
Powders. John Stoedman e PRy country ever rode like that,” she said.
L masusasli Laaitt "What's your State, Westerner?"
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