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Bfe Western Home Monthls

February, Winnipeg, 1509,

35 cts. Will Keep
The Doctor Away

If you have a cold don’t wait from day to
day till it gets better itself—:it may not
do so—the chances are it will get worse.
At the very first Symptoms get a bottle of

Mathieu’s Syrup of Tar and Cod Liver
aband Yy O Y
tting; just a little 0il P

—and your money ded 1f .

a. Cures most cases
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L B
58 Chureh Street, Toronte, Ontarie

Begin using it at once and you will not
need a doctor, Keep on using it till the
last sign of the cold has vanished and you
will be better able to resist another one.

Large bottle 35 cts, from all dealers,

d. L. MATHIEU CO0. Props., Sherbrook,

Men Wanted,

P.qQ.
Reliable men in every localiti throughout Ca- | Q

nada to advertise our oods, tack up show cards

on trees, fences, bri ges and all conspicuous
laces ; also distributing small advertisin mat-
er Commission or salary $83 per month and

expenses, $4 per day. Steady employment to

g'ood. reliable men.” No experience necessary.
rite for particuiars,

EMPIRE MEDICINE CO., LLONDON, ONT.

C. F. Lightcap, Western Distributing Agent,
214 Princess St., Winnipeg,

FOR SALE-S.A, LAND WARRANT Immediaic

i delivery
] 320 acres, unlocated, Highest cash offer takes it,
l Box 546, Woodstock, Out.

THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO

CAPITAL, $10,000 000 REST, $5,000,000

B. E. WALKER, President ALEX. LAIRD, General Manager
A. H. IRELAND, Superintendent of Branches

BRANCHES IN EVERY PROVINCE OF CANADA AND IN THE
UNITED STATES AND GREAT BRITAIN

BRANCHES iN SASKATCHEWAN

CANORA, MOOSOMIN,

G. G, Bourne, Manager D. I. Forbes, Manager
DELISLE, _ NOKOMIS,

A, A. C. Selfe, Manager K. W. Reikie, Manager
DRINKWATER, NORTH BATTLEFORD,

H. H, Lowe/,rManagcr E. A. Fox, Manager
IIUMBOLDT, ° PRINCE ALBERT,

E. R. Jarvis, Manager E. G. Shannon, Manager
KAMSACK, RADISSON,

G. G. Bourne, Manager C. Cady, Manager
LANGHAM, REGINA,

W. J. Savage, Manager H. F. Mytton, Manager
LANIGAN, SASKATOON,

F.J. Turner, Managcr W. P. Kirkpatrick, Manager
LASHBURN, VONDA,

B. P. Alley, Managcr J. C. Kennedy, Manager
LLOYDMINSTER, WADENA,

H. B. Haines, Manager A. L. Jensen, Manager
MELFORT. WATROUS,

F. C. Whitehouse, Manager A. M, Andrews, Manager
MELVILLE, WATSON, |

D. H, Gordon, Manager Henry Kerr, Manager }
MOOSE JAW, WEYBURN, !

E. M. Saunders, Manager A. S. Swinford, Manager

YCLLOWGRASS . C. Hensley, Manager

FARMERS' BANKING

Every facility afforded Farmers and Ranchers for the transaction of their barking
business. Notes discounted and sales notes collected

ACCOUNTS MAY BE OPENED AND CONDUCTED EY MAIL
A GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED

THE

TORONTO GENERAL TRUSTS CORPORATION

The Ideal Executor, Administrator or
Trustee

ABSOLUTE SECURITY

SYSTEMATIC MANAGEMENT

COMMAND OF INVESTMENTS
WIDE EXPERIENCE
REASONABLE CHARGES

Winnipeg Office -

Bank of Hamilton Building
A. L. CROSSIN, Manager
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| Twigger, who was the father of the | . . ¢ :
| gal, give a sort of a shindy, and a.sked]I Jerusha rushed up. ‘2 ars, my Jere.
|
|

| was there making bigger fools of most

This Jerry was all the time getting be-
| —a-~-curling up his moustache and a-

| struck up with fidd’e music. and we

—— o

© In Wighter Wrin,

nce in Dixie, * my chin, T managed to get starteq,
A Chrirmnas B Ho)ot got in my eyes, and 1 was forceq
to omit many remarks which would

Step wid de banjo an’ glide wid de |

have fit the occasion tf}or Tlfv:n- it

fiddle, | would also get in my mouth. 1em re.

Turn wid you right han’s an’ pass down“ marks I said inwardly, however, “ang

de middle; S YA 9 they applied to the chimbley, the id-t

IF'u’ Christmas is comin’, it's right On | Jerry, the gal, and th%happy, innercent
de way, children which I'loved.

An’ dey’s houahs to dance 'fo’ de br?«’ik! ‘I calculated that I'd gone rooting

o’ de day.

| and scraping down that hole about five
hundred feet. when I stopped a-straddle
of something. I felt about, and foungq
it to be an iron rod, which seemed tg
'a’ been put in by the man wot built
the thing to hold the sides together,
I h’isted up, but my pack was ketched
I tried to swing over, like a man get«

What ef de win’ is a taihin’ an’
whistlin’? |

Look at dat fiah how hit's spittin an’
bristlin’!

Heat in de ashes an’ heat in de cindab<

v+ Mistah Fros’ kin des look thoo de

windahs. , : ; ting oft of hossback, but there wasn't
Heat 1up the toddy an’ pas’ de wa'm room. My whiskers had come unpacked
glasses,

and were wiped1 up over my face
’ 4 in’s an’ | mostly, but I could not get my handg
Dow tbl:st%}; to shivah at blowin's | up to brush them dowx}l)._ dThe Voice of
s ' kittle an’ keep it a-hummin,” | the happy, innercent children Wwhich [
}‘f\';‘pa(ﬁn gg’khtn}ﬁkn:{” ‘illzry’s lots mo’' | loved came to my ears. The distant
oy a-aBaHnt. d | strains of the fiddle floated l;l'p. I coulg
] hyeah, Maria, don't open dat oven, | hear Jerry and Jerusha talking gayly.
'{\t;:]ft ])all dese people ul-pushin' an’ | My feeling, repressed too long, burst
shovin’? | out. Opening my mouth, regardless of
e | both soot and artificial hair, I Spoke

Res' from de dance? yes, you done cotch my mind freely ag becomes a man.
dat odah, d . | “My remarks attracteq the attention
Mammy done cotch it ,an’ law! hit nigh { of ail, and 1 heard the women remov.

flo'd huh; ) ing the children from the room beforg
'Possum is’ monst’ous fu’ mekin’ folks | 1 could say more. Then I heard Jer«

|
fin’ it! .| usha looking up the chimbley., ‘I can
Come, draw yo' cheers up, I's sho I do’ | seeq Mr. Bush’s legs,’ saysg she. ‘Then
min’ it,

he himself must be near,’ says Jerry,
‘Be you stuck? calls old Mrs, Twigerer,
‘Wot did I say? says I. ‘I would, dis«
like to repeat wot you said,’ says’ she,
Then they all began to talk. ‘We must
- | réescue him,” sez Jerusha; ‘the children
are waiting for their presents.” ‘Wot
can we do? says ole Si. ‘T  suggest
Mr. Bush as Santa Claus. | pushing of him down somehow,” says
Jerry. ‘Couldn’t we drop something on
. ) . him from the to h *himbley —sg:
orhis here Christmas coming round | I anvil?  They Caly ;aﬁign:).nb Ve
pretty mul_ling3 lﬁ%g 1“1 f"gerg’ut %f‘)“i'n | says Jerry, ‘why not h'ist him up2 Wot
fxilill(lldl\{)% zi\dllza(;leruf f{noawvg(ci“l})'li'k in L()n-‘ do you say to a keg of powder in the
) 3 2 4 B A | fireplace? Let us blow the young mar
tario wheh I was a young i, }Jlkei‘ Who was s0 anxious to be S'an(l\'é(f‘hlus:
liest fool In the %)rol\'mieﬁlg‘W‘tz‘en | out the top of the chimbley “like g
mean, Biggest 00 ever ¢ ’ b'iling volcainer.’ Then thev” shut the
Dutcher was his name—Jerry Dutcher. | idgit up, and brought a crowbar and
He wasn’t one of these here amatoor | after reaching up ang measuring with
fools that just work at it for fun, l)utl
|

IZat up dem critters, you men’ folks an’ |
wimmens, ’

‘Possums ain’'t skace w’en dey’s lots o’
pu’'simmons,

] S iy a long stick and locating me they al]
a reg'lar perfessional fool. Didn't | o % upstairs and began to dig throo
know' enough to, ache when he Mot | the bricks where I was. ‘Let me wielg
Lurt. Couldn't ‘g Sf‘rﬁ]tCllofl, g- mateh | she bar which shall liberate g hero,"
on a grindstun—not if Je tried. i Says Jerry, and they let him, ‘Be care.
“Well, this Jerry got it into hrils he.!ui‘ ful; do not overdo.” I heard Jerusha
Thought | saying to him ‘A brave and s innesy
t : . o oaoug 8 . ) a inner-
he was a reg'lar Ap Heller- “hUe‘v,e’: cent man is imprisoned—shal] I spare
Lhe was. Got a notion the women was my muscle? says Jerry By-and-bye
all thinking about him. Finally he[ he got a ‘hoAle‘ throu‘g:h Iywig li\é(i
acchooly got soft on the same gal I o- o4 and, seeing my chance didgnot
was sort o' shinning up to. I Wd? Spare my muscle, but kicked him
Some weak them days mysveli;, 'Dr(l the jaw like g mule, knocking him off
wouldn’t ‘a’ been tock in by that gal. the chair he was standing on, pretend-
Evenchooly I seen throo that gal, 2 4 ’
“0

] ing it was a mistak&sas I backed
ne Christmas old Uncle Peleg of the hole. He str?.;'x the ﬂ(OO(I(v 2(1)11::1

that he was good-looking.

In we neighbors. I went, and so did
this here Jerry, and a passel of other
folks, mostly fools. The gal, Jerusha,

miah,” shrieks she; ‘dead, dead! Alars!
‘No,” says I, ‘but he will be when T get
clear out,’ my head stil]l in the chimb«
ley. Jerry got up, with a little blood
on his mouth where TI'd kicked him,
Wot! Heavings, my Jeremiah bleeds!
Bcreams Jerusha, ‘He will die! Yes,
yes, he will dje!” and she faints in his
arms. Just then her fat] 5 .
Dertty short-sighted from the cider,
Wot yer holding my darter thadt way
for?” says he. ‘She is fainted,’ says
Jerry., ‘Besides, we're going to be mar-
ried, you know'’ ‘That's wot you be,’
;say?r th% Otld man. ‘Here, Squire, marry
| A em!” ¢ is in ¢ int,” sav§
danced—tripped the light bombastyw: the Squi?e‘ th?l gﬁ;vles lrrécgvcfaf‘lést” ;g;':
toe, was what Jerry said. I could ’'a Jerusha, firm as a rock. So the'Squi‘re
knocked him down. And mostly he | married’ ’em right there, with me all
tripped it with Jerusha, too—he 8ot | it of the chimbley exéept my pack
four dances and I got one, which wouldn’t come throo the hole, so
“Then the next thing on the program- | I hung with my toes a foot from 'tlve
me was the distribution of the Christ- floor dooring the hootifyul and imbres.
mas presents. In the past they'd had sive ceremony. Ther Jerusha looks u-
a tree, but no, that wouldn’t do for | _ 5 g N e b

of 'em. Us younger people indulged
in various pastimes of a more or less
intellecchooal character, such as hunt-
the-slipper, Copenhagen, and sich, while
the more elderly folks played old sledge
and drunk hard cider in the kitchen.

twixt me and Jerusha in his fool way

striking attitoods. O1d Si Hooker finally

| Jerusha this time, To tell the truth, | @nd says she, ‘Mr. Bush, if ver face

that gal was just about as foolish = :\owi(i(;fdg}ieml(J:‘)i}zl“é ’yOu’l‘rﬁleér{)hthEi‘}}ile%Wil:
Jerry. I didn’'t see it then, but I seen Jerry again, but 'missed hi arﬁd /th;y
it later. Woman, thy name is flayalty, cut me down, and I went }n(]), e, think
observes the poet—and he hit it pretty Ing to myselr (WOL A ble%se(ll Thi'np: is a
near right. . : s e &

“No, éﬁothing would do for Jerusha | '@PPy Christmas.
this time but a Sandy Claus—reg’lar -
live tomfool, with a pack and whiskers, Christmas Wervous Prostration.
a-playing he was Sandy Claus. ‘Mr. A new kind of Christmas nervous
Bush,’ says Jerusha, a-purring like a prostration was given by an old col.
Maltese cat—‘Mr. Bush’ will vou. honor ored man who lately called at a phy-
us by being Sandy Claus? ‘Sartenly,” | sician’'s office.
says I ‘it is yours to command; just "You say vour wife is verv sick with
like that, I says, beginning to catch on | nervous prestration?” asked the physi-
to Jerry's ways. | cian.

“Well, they got me my pack and my ““Deed she js'" was the emphatic
whiskers, and I put ’em on, and then reply. “She's been migbhty bad fo’ some
says Jerusha, ‘You will find a ladder time, sah.”
outside to get up to the chimbley with.’ ) "n}lg she been working top hard?"
‘Wot; says I, ‘have I got to come down | “No, sah, not dat Yo' see we had
the jim-fizzled chimbley? ‘Of course,’' | a fine tu'key (‘hris:tmas a noble bi~
says she; ‘all Sandy Clauses do. The | bird it was, sah, en ‘'my wife she
fire is out. Our chimbley is large. It | done et nearly de ‘whole bird- then she
;S all for the children, you know, Mr. | et a whole minch pie, en two.pounds of
Bush. Don't you love children, Mr, | candy aftahward, Sa'h,‘en her narvous
Bush? ‘Yes’ says T—just like that— | gucidm “ain't been right since, sah.
‘ves, jig-wiggle ’em, I love children, but |
I'm no chimbley-swabh.’ Then that there !
Jerry Dutcher come up, his elbows Her Own Eyes Good Enough for Him,
sticking out, and says he: ‘Is yer Sandy | A little Scotch boy's grandmother was
Claus balky, Miss Jerusha? TI.et me be packing- his luncheon for him to take to
ver ‘Sandy Claus. I love to make hap-  school one morning. Suddenly lookinx
by ‘the little innercent children.” Then up in the old lady's face, he said:

[ goes out into the night, ready to “Grandmother, does yer sSpecs mags
ack down into a volecainer. nify?”

“The bore of that there chimbley “A little, my chila.” she answered.
was not large, but by slipping myv pack | “Aweel, then,” said the boy, “I wad
ip7on the back of my neck, and fold- | juist like it if ve wad tak’ them -aff
ing my whiskers and holding ’em ugder | when ye're packin’ my loonch.”
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