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When the hands  of the clock
crept past twelve Christine  again |
Up-tced mto Dicky's vedroom. He |
niust ke asleep oy now, she thouzht, I
but he was not —not asleep and
yet how little awake; just lymyg so |
still, so flat. so saall under the |
covers, that only the dull glimmer |
n-x[ his open eyes preclaimed  any |
life |

Even as she
her hand on his
did net smile, or stir or speak; just |
jay in that droadful apathy that
ras driving her to desperation. She |

bent ever him, pul |
xen forehcad he

d

“Shut ecyes. darling. Try to
sleen

¢id not shut his eves, did !
nct answer. BY no sign did he show

t he hed heard or understood.

‘housht: “Even if T did hang
steckmng and put the toys on |
Le would not know— and
v dreadtully tived—-"
Yes she could net bring herself to
ven  that risk  Those
were to be part of the shock, th
they hopcd. weould arouse him. \
and Tom. if she could only be cer-
tain of Tom 5 |

She turned on legs that seemed |
as loadon s tlfe rest of her ex-,
hausted bedy, moving acress to the
dressing rcom. Only then did she .
hear a gound fiom the bed, but so
faint that only anxious ears Xnew
it for a whisper. . E

“Yes, Dicky?” she asked bending
eazerly !

A ghost of a word floated up to‘
her: “Bellsl” i

“Yes, it’s past twelve” she told |
him.
“Christenas Day?”

“Well —not quite. Not
we've dcne our  Christmas
sleep,” she said desperately,
ing too well what his next w
would be: bur it came. “Dadd

“Give poor Daddy a chance,” she |
tried to make it a natural laugh.
“He's got to have his sleep. and he's
got such a huge, long way to come, }
too. But when it's real merning |
wken ycu've slept vour sleep into
day . . Try Dicky, it'll really make
Daddy auicker

“Trying to try,” the dry little
whisper rattled. It wont come. If
Daddy—"

“Try enormous hard.” she urged
swiftly, fearing, fearing that pro-
mises about Daddy might be more
dangerous than not  “Shut eyes,
boy. Poor Mummy's got to wait and
slecn, too."”

He did not shut his eyes —not
really. He made the effort, but the
thin, bluish lids crept with a terrible
labour only as far as the lower vim
of the iris. the whites still gleam-
ine through. He hadn’t the strength
left even to sleep. Not that sleep-
fng or wakinz made much differ-
ence. Still, even that was scme-
thing, and if she left him he migh?
doze—-

She went back to ‘her cwn bed,
lay on it fighting the numb weari-"
ness that had settled like a dead!
weight in every muscle. She knew
that she had reached the limit of
her own endurance. She had set.
herself to hold out until Tom ar-
rived, and he had written that it
would not be later than Christmas
Eve, perhaps befcre if he could
manage il, for he really was due
fer a long leave. Tt was his not
coming that had broken her. It was
as though she had stretched her-
self taut to bear just the limit of
strain_ and the extra wait had
caused her to crack !

She shivered as she thought of
Tom’s failing. It would be the end
of Dicky. That one last spark of
1if~ left in the frail little boy —
his desire to see and rcemp with his
father at Christmas —would  be
auenched; the dreadful listlessness
that had held him since his illness
weculd deeven. He would die.

Dr. Maule had left no doubt about |
that. “Unle:s we can rouse him we |
can do ncthing. Mrs. Logan. He's |
just slippinz downhill. Madical
sciznee is helpless if there's no will|
to live His father might bring|
that bact The child’s wanting h:m |

ore at Christmas shows that |
oh cf the boy left

my husband,
.with the !
thev're

1
Maule said

3 thet C tine knew what
he mcant by that ging"—it was
Dicky’s last, desperate hold on life.
“If Mr 1 comes that memory
yaight bo revived, into activity, It's
not niuch, but it may be be the
turning  point . T mean, once
the little beggar sits up and takes |
an interest in  anything. .vcu'.h]
should do the rest . . . "' . |

“And he s devoted to his fa-
ther . "
“That, tco. I'm countinz on (h,lt.’
There’s nothing o remarkable as
th> swing brek of children.  Re- |
coveries can be startling —but they |
nced a fecussing point. You're sur(‘t
your husband will get leave?”

He said it in a way thai told her
that if Tom didn't then nothing
could save Dicky, and she had an-
swered passionately:  “Oh,  quite
sure. Tom n°ver fails us --never!” |

That was true. Tom was always
g0 splendid that way. He made it
an article of faith to keep  all
promises — especially to Dicky. He
would move heaven and earth to
come, as he said he had. especially
after sh wrote again telling him
all that Dr. Maule had sald, urzing
him to come as early as possible —
before Christmas Eve If it could be
managed. Knowing Tom she had
be~n sure he woud do it . . And
v~ he hadn't ¢ome., Hadn't even
a0 rered h'r

~h whatever tte. reafon. whv
hedn't Tom ecme. or wired With
e19sed eves sha drove her clenched
1 #wds into har pillows, sending out |
her spirit in a nassionate clamovr |
to her husband. demanding his
roming. cammanding it with all herl
will hofere it was too Iate. i

Exhaustion must have made her @
sleep. A thunder In her ears. a

i Christmas, Ma’am,” as he went a-

| her finger unqer its flap, and be-

" But it had sounded like a laugh,

| as fear so unkerved her that

{and staring and

whirring of a bell. crashed through
to her numb senses; rouwd her,
aazed and startled. 'The knocking
and ringing broke out agaimn, Shec
sprang up, ran through the tlat
to the aoor territied that Dicky
might be frightened. It would be
the postman, of course —Christ~
mas Day was definitely here.

It wasn't the postman, but a tele-
graph boy with three messages.
‘Two were in gay “Greetings” en-
velopes the third —her  heart
punped in fear as she took it and
Leard the boy's cheery “Happy
way . . Happy Christmas! . .
Happy! . . .
eram was frcan Tom as she dread-

cd . .o
Her hands shook as she forced

ban to tear —and stopped.
Dicky had laughed.
Incredithle. She stood

startled, not believing her

rigid,
cars.

weak, quavering pitiful —but a
laugh, it must be true. Joy as well
she
had to cling to the back of a hall
chair, telling herself it just couldn't
be . . . And as she clung Dicky

1t that third tele-:

At
Wl

Iaughed again
It was truc
She flung

True!

Tom, her husband, Tom

the hall table, ran stumbling to the
QEArcom acor, pusnea v open witn a
pesitive tefror oL nope weakenmg
ner . . . And again D:cky laughea.

She  stoou  gasping, staring.
Dicky s fran ngure no ionger maue
its terribly neav mound under the
czdcelotnes. Iney were crumpled
kecause he had managed to iurn
on his side. Anu he was looking up,
the wnuz, tight skin of his face
puckered in a weak smile, and his
eyes were no longer heavy and aull
as he watchea —-'fcn!

. Her husband, Tom Logan,
was here!

Tom sat beside Dicky’s bed as
though he had never been awuy.
His very pote had that heartacn-
ing familiarity, the memory of
which  had  strengthened  her
through cvery day and night of
his absence. The frank hoyishness
that made him so akin 4 ti: poy
in Dicky was alive in his every
movement and in his every feature,
as he did something utterly ridi-
culous with Dicky's Christmas toys.
Dicky gave a reedy little chuckle,
saw Christine, gasped out:

“Mumemy. Isn't Daddy a one!”

Christine  cried from
throat: Tom. Tom, my dear. Yoy
got here?” Her husband looked up,

A& queer, veiled, warning look. as .

though 'to say, “This is not our

i mement. Dicky alone count$.” She

heard his voice as in a dream
: a r say-
ing cheerfully: ’ ¢

“Didr 't T promise this young fel- ; Small hands in Tom's bj 0!

ler-me-lad that not even embattled | One, his face serene and rls N
thinosophants could keep me away  Before she could speak Tom sai
trom him and Christinas Duddlng?"'
| “Oh —or crecolators,” she heard: ing bed. to Africa, where the Tbo-
| Dicky gurgle with joy at Tom's use' Iberi hunt lions in a strange gnd

of their “secret” language. A frail
and thin gurgle, yet already now

! monster "
the telegrams on to Dick grinned In wan feebleness

a tight

different frcm his voice of a few'

hours ago. It was no longer flat
and dead. It was alive. ¢ A

She could only stand, swaying
absclutely stupid
under the flood of relief that filled
her to the paint of weeping.

“Oh, Tom. How? How?"” she be-
gan. A silly thing to say. He'd slip-
ped in while she was asleep., of
course, using his key. Seeing her
lyh}n exhausted, he had left her
undisturbed while he tip-toed into
Dicky. That was his way —always;
so thcughtful, so quick to uncer-
stend, so practical, She changed her
question quickly to “When ”

“Hours an’ hours an’ hours
ago,” Dicky's voice cestatically an-
swered for him. “An terrible dlsc
—dissip —he’s awful  strict, too.
Made me sleep first, Toys only
after we'd got rid of our Christ-
mas Eve sleen jus' like you said
Mums, can T have a drink of mile?”

“Milk. my dear. At once!” che
gasped. “Torn —that's the first time
he's asked for somethine’ for
weeks.” :

“When we men get together
thera's nothirz we czn't 0" Tom
chnekled. “Ain’t it so, Goliath?”

Tom's face, so wise. so steady. so

strong, smiled at her telling her
that everything was all right now,
yet warning her to hbehave as
though all this was ordinary. What
a difference his mere presence
made. Even his way of taking things
for granted carried Dicky ‘over
difficult moments,

When she brought the milk, eased
Dicky up with an arm about his
choulder, he turned his head away
from the cup as he had always
done in the past trying days. But
now, under Tom'’s eye, he caught
himself back. muttered, *“Daddy "
He wanted ‘Tom to give him his
drink

“Oh mnever,” He said cheerfully.
“Milk’'s the nurse’s job always —
that's the way of it son. Its up to a
man to drink . ., .. .Down with it,

Logan, was here.

Lut arank, not wuch, but willingly
msteaa or tne  long struggle of
coaxing. She let the tnin litue 1ig-
ure scitly back on to the pillows,
looking at ‘l'om with unspeakable
gratitude.
“And you, my dear,” she whis-
red. “You must be hungry, too.”
“Had all I want already,” he
sniled. “But get something your=
self . ., . I and my motor me-
chanic here h ave a particularly
nutty race game that calls for the
deepest atteation . . .”
His_glance said: “Leave this to
me. I'm the tonic this young man
needs:- Go and rest and make your-
self pretty, and worry no more.”
With a singing heart she went
back to her room. bathed and dress-
ed with all the slow luxury that
had beea denied her during her
spell of anxiety. Ate a real break-
fast at last. Every now and then
she stopped to listen to Dicky's
voice. Il seemed stronger every
time, and it was certainly more ani-
mated. Tom was wonderful. He had
| justified all her hope and trust.
14491 pus ssjword S|y jdey pey o
, was going to get well,
He played quietly, gently, under-
. standingly with all toys. never ex-
citing the child. He knew exagtly
. When to stop and what to do when
he did. She slipped in in mid-morn-
ing with a suggestion about  not
over-exerting Dicky, to find Dicky
| placidly lying on his back, both his

Lenlng_.

“We are about to travel, per fly-

daring manner . . . which indicat.
es, my dear, that this is the mo<
ment for you to go out and get a
spot of fresh air rather than pe!
involved in a purely . male if not
cannibalistic episode.”

His eye winked sagely, then his
head droped and hislids closed over
his eyes, and she knew that he
meant to tale tell Dicky to sleep.
as he had so often done in the past.
She blew both hearttelt kisses and
went out breathng the good air
as she had not hoped to breath it
again. !

It was glorious out. She strolled
in the park with a sense of delicioys
freedom. She was even able
take her first &:en at the shaps,
or what the ristmas. shopm
had left in the unshuttered ones.
She knew everything Was going to
be right and it was. When she rot
back Dicky was asleep, really deep-
ly and soundly asleep, breathing
nermally and with a colour already
showing in his face.

She wanted to hug Tom for that
and everything. but his  glan
warned her.- Dicky's spindly fing-
ers were gripped tight on his hand.

|

- It Happened
- On Christmas Day

N nng

. Ironically enough, several strange
and important war activities have
taken place on Christmas day.

One which many of the British
and German soldiers of  the last
World war remember is the strange
Christmas day that took place on
the 1914 front. The World war was
definitely on, but for a short time,
on Christmas day, there was a pe-
riod of peace on earth between the
fighting soldiers. :

In the Flanders sector, German

ual agreement, and went

each other’s trenches and
dugouts to spend the day in feast-
ing and ocelebration.

A very important military event
in colonial American histo: 150
tcok place on Chris
George Washington,. ‘leading his
brave, but weather-beaten army of
2,400 men across the Delaware,
captured the city of Trenton, N.J.,
which British and Hessian troops
were then occupying. Over 1,500
cnemy troops were captured in the
surprise march,

do, or talked—"

“Plenty of time for that, my
dear, later —and it'll be better for
making to-day all Dicky’s.”

“I know,” she breathed. “Oh,
Tom, you donm’t know what your
coming has meant to me—us.’

“Im not beyond guessing,” he
smiled

“And —and I was afraid you
mightn't come.”

he said. “Nothing could have stop-
red me —Nothing on earth.”

Dicky stirred a little then, his
eyes warned her and she fled for
fear her voice and presence would
spoil the magic. Singing gently she
began to prepare lunch.

They had a picnic lunch in the
bedroom. Dicky did not wan{ to
miss a moment of his father, and,
anyhow, it was a joy to them hoth
to see him eat. Yes, he actually
wanted to eat little bits of chicken
and jelly with the beginnings of a
boy’s appetite. They could scarcely
give attention to their own food: It
was such a great mcement.

After that he wanted to play with
Tom ag:in, and Tom persuaded her
to go and rest. It seemed selfish of
her, but Dicky was so entirely cen-
tred on Tom, was so manifestly im-
proving, while she was still so
terribly weary that she gave in. She
shut herself in her rocm to sleen
until tea time—and woke at seven.

She could not believe the clock at
first. and when she did she hurried
into Dicky’'s bedrcom overwhelmed
with contrition. It was dark, there
was no sound in it except Dicky's

“I'd made up my mind to come,” |

Stocks are limited so'd

nowl

leather
with
scarves.

Provide for his comfort outdoors' and' in
the house, too, these fuel conserving Win-
ter days. Make your: selection from. our
collection of comfort-insuring gifts —:in
styles that will add zest: to his -wudroh.

on’t - wait - —-shop

Gloves in wool and

siyles. Some
matching
$1 and up.

will prevent taking his leave for

some weeks.
Cradley M. D.
P

breathine. She called “Tcm” soft-
ly. but there was no answer. She,
clicked on the screened night lamp|
and saw he wasn’t there.

Sure that he had taken the chanc:y
to stretch his legs while Dicky slept,:
she was not even upsct whesy she,
frund he was not in the flat. She
merely busizd herszlf cetting dinner
ready—when _at least, they would;
be together. Her ear on the alert;
or Dicky's awakening, and when she
l}:;srd the boy mcve she went into

m

She heard him yawn, a delicicus,:
patural yawn. He said in scmething
of his old voice: “I'm terrific hun-
gry —Can I have scmething—an’ a
biz drink — "

. “Of course dear—What would you
ke "

“Cake, an’ chicken and almost
anything. Daddy savs I've got to
eat like a trooper, so’s to be quite
well when he ccmes again.”

“Comes again?” she gasped.

“Ccmes really, he said  auite
calmly. “This wxs only a sort of
pretend time, you know

“Pretend,” she caught herself un
to say as naturaily as she could,
“Daddy’s gone then?”

“Had to be back,” Dicky said.
“But he'll be here again quite soon,
an’ there’s no need about worrying;
it'll be for a lorger and gorgeouser
time then —and real—"

‘Real?” she gulped, yet Dicky
didnt seem light-headed, more
normal than ever in fact.  She
switched on the rcom light. He was
more normal. As Dr. Maule had
sald, Tom’s coming had made all
the difference —only what did he
mean by “real” or by Tom's going
back like this?

She glanced wildly round* the
room, and the first thing she saw
was the plate of cold chicken she
‘had cut for Tom's lunch, It was
where she had set it on an oc-
casional table — and {t hadn’t even
been touched. She remembered then
that she hadn't seen his hat or coat
in the hall —no visible sign of him
at all, except himself —and she
hadn't touched him. And as she
grasped the strangeness of It all
she remembered the telegram she
hadn't opened. With a gigantic
efforl to master her dread she said
to Dicky:

“I'll see what secrets the larder
has for you,” and went out into the
hall, snatching the telegram from
the table, bursting it open. It was
from a hospital it read:—

At that same moment Robin
Cradley was saying to a nursing
sister as he stood by a hospital bed:
“ah, he's coming out ot it —he
slept. all day, I suppose "

“Like a child, doctor.”

“No dreams, you think?” .

“None as far as I could tell and
I watched for them, knowing how
wrought up he was over that boy cf
his.”

“Yes, T think he would have been
in bad case it I hadn't given him
that sleeping craught. — 1 cnly
hope his wife got my wire in_time
to prepare the boy against disap-
pointment. Hallo, Logan. had a gocd
rest?”

“Snlendid, been with Dicky all

ay.

“Eh?"—blinked Dr. Cradley, “A
dream—-" .

“Lreatm be hanged, it was —»{J
He caught sight cf the nurse's uni-
form, switched his eyes in surprise ;
over the hospital surroundings. “By |
jove —perhaps it was —and yet soi

real ——

“You look better for it, anyhow.’ |
the doctor hastened say.

Tom Logan lcoked at him G
sirange way. “Yes.” he said. “
T feel better — I feel that
boy will be &Il right now, has turn-
ed thr cerner. Queer but I feel
that in my bones——"

(The End)

DEAR SANTA: BRING’
PRESENT, OR ELSE . ..

Among the thousands of let-
ters addressed to Santa which
never get to North Pole, one—
showing faith in Santa’s kind.
liness—was mailed by a young-
ster in Brooklyn,

The young one’s name was
Mike, He definitely didn't want
Santa Claus to miss him. From
his associations with the neigh-
borhood gang, Mike thought he
knew how to get results,

He sat down and with pen and
ink wrote a letter to the white-
bhearded old fellow. After listing
the toys he wanted, he added:
“You better bring all this stuff
or I'll beat you to a wood pulp™.

Intimidation is not so good,
But do you think Mike got what
he wanted?

Regret to say husband, T. Logan,
met with accident: not serious but

are bound to please,

SLIPS
PANTIES

PURSES
GLOVES

any movement micht wake him.
Sh~ msde a mockisr erimace:
“Horrible imp —he comes between

us—We haven't said how do you

]
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Ma Sawyer sewed the final stitch
in the Christmas turkey ‘while she
kept her car “peeled” for the post-
man’s step.  Still, she actually
dreaded his coming lest he bring
another card of loving regrets like
the one received yesterday from
their son Frcd. Even 'four grown

“Overlooked this before, Murs.

Sawyer.”

boys did not dispel the possibility
of a lonely Christmas for Ma and
P

a.

She answered the double ring,
and forced a smile as she waved
Ben's card at Pa, “He can't make
it, neither.  None of them ever yet
mailed 8 card unless they wasn't

Whn she came out, Pa asked
mildly, “You, ain’t gittin’ a cold,
are you, Ma?"

“Cold? Nonsense, Pa.
Christmas onfons, I s'pose”, “Oh,
Jim will make it easy, seeing his
children 1s almost grown. And Billy
most died of disappoiniment 'cause
he couldn’t come home last year.
But folks can't travel with a new

4 baby and three other ycung ones,

This vear it'll be much betler tor

pose neith
come?” ran through' Ms's tortured

‘At quarter. to four, she wished the
letter carrier ‘a ‘merry Christmas
and ‘hurried ‘back, her hands filled
with cards. ‘This was the last mail,
If ‘neither son had written, it would
mean both boys would urrive about
six, laden with mysterioys bundles,

Then Ma spied’ Jim's"bold writ-
l'n.x. in lpt.es lu;unl e;\:rple{ ml;;u'mere

& speclal message for pare
ents and s {ive-dollar bill, i
X ne,

dries, p’ kml(l’;

or
Christmas.

his year,
y

them an extra day to
al of the bell interru

pt-
's Billy, ff s little
ullull"’ n.olgoohu‘r.tlod to

e postman beamed, because he
didn’t know that Ma's expectan
smile was not for him, “Overlook-
ed this before, Mrs, Sawyer.”

- 8ilently Ma passed the card to
Pa_after her own swift perusal.
The simplest greeting in Billy's
cl::lm JScrawl, “Sorry we can't

mi i
“Well, T s'pose everything is for

the best, Pa. What with all I've

cooked, it ‘woyldn't do any harm to

invite poor. Miss Coombs over.

* Pa packed his vige slcwly. “You

sure hanker after work, Ma” he

!
Jest the

‘left her tree decora- |'
5 in the

for dress or sporiy
wear,

Priced from

” Cardigan - and puil-

| over. type Sweaters
plain
styles.  $2 up.

in

or patterncd

Broadcloth Shirts in
fancy patterns.

“A. McDONALD
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$1.75 up
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We miglit as well cut into the,
ham and cfr'’ke. That'll ‘e enough.”
“You ain},|eating before six?"
“Might's wfell. I'm starved”, she
lied. Four| boys and all alone for
Christmas!. .Not one of' them able
to ccene hegnie. A short, clipped ring
of the bell.!' Fred’s present, per-

haps Billy’s itoo,
“Express pEckage." sang a man's

voice. But thle thought of a square
brown box“held no thrills for Ma.
It was her| brown square-shoulder-
ed son sh \y}nnlcd as she opened
the dcor.

Three chifdren stamped the snow
from their| feet, and before Ma
reached t! ejkltchen Billy's wife
had depositpi’d the woolly clad baby
on Pa’s lajj. And then Ma found
herself foldf>d within Byly'
ous overcogt.with its . smcll
tobacco andl crisp fresh air.

“Ha-ha! ' Expressman, huh?”
roared Billy, irelinquishing Ma with
a_ kiss, “Ditdn’t expect uo so. early,
did you? Didn’t hope for such good
luck’ when ‘we wrote, You got our
card?” )

“on sure but—Pa. winat did you
read on Bijly’s card?”

“What'd | read? Why, jest some-
thing ahout havine shopping to do.
But vou reag it, Ma.”

“Yes, ves, of course I rcad it,

Billv T ¥ i Bi

“Ma.!” He caught her hand. “Say

R TR T E R )
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FOR MOTHER: A practi-

cal cordurey with medium
heel. |

S | !

" FOR FAT]IER: A leather

slipper for Joisure hours,

>

FOR. SISYER: A dressy
striped satin ;slipper with for
trim, i
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The KIT - RITE SHOE

Decorate Christmas Tree
1,300 Feet Under Groun

About ten years ago, in Ishp
ming, Mich,, timber haulers wey
on their way to a wine to put
some trussing, found a &
Christmas tree on the side of th
road which had probably falle
front of a truck,

Onc of the men plcked up th
tree and threw il on top of th
timber. At the mine the tree w
sent down 1,300 feet into the min
One of the miners picked it up, p
it on the side of the passagews)
At lunch time some of the min
decarated the tree with bits g
paper from their lunch kits,

“Let's do this every year,
of them suggested. ;

Since then a small Christmaf
tree 1s set up In that Michigag
mine passageway. And not only thf
miners, but their guests, gath
'round the tree at 6 am., exchang
gifts and indulge in cmall talk fa
about a half hour before startin
their shift,
you're not catching cold, are you
Good grief, Ma, you're not crying
His arms were about her again.
“Crying? Nonsense, vou sillv bof
ut onjons is even at Christmas
sald Ma,

<
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What is so rare as a Christ-
mas without a gift of slip-
pers?  Play Santa this yeal
«nd send slippers tq all mems
bers of your family.

See our lovely complete stock

and colors. ¢

Best Selection!

Limited

Phone L
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