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Price 40

—Blackwood’s

Black Cherry Wine, Ginger Wine, Peppermint | .
Wine, and Hot Todd,

Guaranteed Non-Intoxicants

Ask your dealer for them

—The Blackwood’s Limited, Winnipeg—
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BRIGGER'S Pure Jams and Orange

Marmalade

Put up in 16 oz. glass jars
and in 5 lb. sanitary

double-top gold lined tin
¥ pails.

Brigger’'s Pure Jams are made
from clean, sound Niagara
grown Fruit and Granulated
Sugar and are guaranteed
Absolutely Pure.

e —
e

cents per quart bottle
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' ;ou Need This Book

: FTER you useitawhile, you’ll wonder how

'owe Rigsg,

| ( '
i Coox Book

For Everyday Use
in Western homes

you ever got along without it. Every-

thingis so simvle and clear and practical
it’s just like having some wise old cook at your
elbow. Ani with so many dishes to choose
from, both old and new, there's no need of
cooking the same old things time after time.

Even if you have a fairly good one already,
ycu need the Blue Ribbon Cook Book.

It is specially prepared for everyday use in
Western homes and is practical and up-to-date.
For instance, all ingredients are given by
measure instead of weight, so you do not need
scales.

Not a cheap advertising booklet, but a
complete, reliable cock book, strongly bound,
clean, white, washable oilcloth. And here’s
your chance to get it. .

q Send 75c. for Western
you a copy of Blue Ribbon Covk Book, FREE.

Home Monthly for one year and we will send

again, just like new, with

1 or other of the 24 shades of

New Things For Old

Take stock, some afternoon, of the old things you have
around the house that you can make fresh and pretty

| MAYPOLE SOAP

The Easy Home Dye
i Blouses, Dresses, Children’s Frocks, Petticoats, Parasols,
I Ribbons, Silk Gloves, Silk Scarves, Fans, Lace, Chiffon, Straw Hat Shapes,
(B Feathers, Artificial Flowers, Stockings, Toques, Sweaters, Sashes, Mittens,
1 Curtains, Cushion Tops, Lamp Shades—to all these things and more you
| can give bright, fresh, fadeless colors, without muss, fuss or bother, with one

==4. dealer’s or post paid with free booklet, “How to Dye,” from

| Frank L. Benedict & Co.

Maypole Soap.  Colors 10¢, Black 15¢, at your

Montreal
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PR improved simple methods of

R S A S N 8 s U S

A FEELING OF SECURITY

Of absolute reliability and power is enjoyed by every owner of a

- . =
Gilson Engine “SS33kike

Gas Gasoline Alcohol
A mechanical masterpicce of the highest type, with our
) ar  cooling, governing and
sparking.  Positively guaranteed, biggest value, free  trial.
All sizes. Ask for catalog.
45 York Street

Gilson Manufacturing Co., Gueiph, canada

Empire Cream Separator Co., Winnipeg, Man., General Agents

| what diffuse and liard to put your finger

RAHAM HOPKINS at
the mature age of
twenty-five, was
tired of it. If call-
ed upon for a speci-
fication of “it”, prob-
ably he would have
floundered. He was
not clever at analys-

is, or words. To be really frank, he was

not ‘“clever” at anything. Certainly it
was not life of which he was tired, be-
cause he was - healthy, and optiinistic,
and had learned vhat men and places and
things are to be found as_good.as we

desire. Nor was he tired of being a

millionaire. It wasn’t a dull life and it

was inexpensive for being a millionaire,
on a millionaire’s income, is, by ratio,
one of the cheapest occupations in the

world. : S
The “it” of which he was tired consist-

ed of so many things. that.it was some-

upon. Principally it was, pernaps, hav-
ing to do nothjng that ke really - had to
do. To particul rise a bit, “it” included
seeing his- name in the hmewspapers,
society men and women, motors, yachts,

houses, house parties, horse shows, and
—oh, lot of otner things. He wanted to
do something that was different from
all these—only to fi.. that the occupa-
tions open to a young millionaire are
pitifully limited. “That is, plain, ordin-
ary occupations. His matter-of-fact
mind did not run to sensations. If he
wanted to, of cowrse, he could go out and
discover the North Pole, or found a new
university, or penetrate Tibet, or do
anything else that was peculiar or cost
money. But that sort of thing did not
appeal to the mind of Graham Hopkins,
which was sedate, orderly, and, beyond
doubt, commonplace. So conservative
was that mind that, for a little while, he
feared it was becoming sensational when
he realised that he was tired of the
things which he had been doing.

Under parental guidance it might have
been different, but his mother died when
he was a little boy and his father just
as he left college. Whatever plans the
senior Hopkins may have had he did not
live to disclose. All he did was to leave
his son an education and many thou-
sands. The thousands were firmly im-
bedded in a steel plant, about which
voung Hopkins had no need to worry.
True, he Lad a sister; but she was mar-
ried to a wealthy man situated in the
same commonplace way as uimself, so
she did not count.

J. Graham Hopkins rarely did any-
thing hastily, so he thought about this
matter of being tired for a long time.
Then he went to see his lawyers.

“l am going away,” said he. “For a
year, at least; perhaps longer. Where?
Oh! I don’t know definitely! all over
the world perhaps; I've just come in to
tell you to look after things while I'm
away.  Money? Why. I'll send for it
when I need some. You needn’t worry if

you don’t near from me much. I’ll be all
right. Investments? Do whatever you
think  best .abofit that. Let it stay

where it is, if -you like.
hye.”

And  thereat .J. Graham Hopkins
watked out of the oiices of his lawyers
with an uneasy. pleasurable feeling, as
though he were playing truant.

Well, good-

“What’s vour ll:l!w‘aﬁk(‘(l the man-
ager briskly. i .

“James G. Hoprins.”

“Any references?”

“No, sir. [ didn’t think about that.”
“It’s customary. Have you had any
experience 7 ' '
...\"L.‘

“We advertised for somebody with ex-
perience.  It's usually too much trouble
breaking in a green man.  Are vou in-
dustrions 77

“I think =0.”

“Gamble?”

dances, operas, town . houses, country,

The Fortune of Graham
Hopkins.

By E. J. Rath.

“Married ?”

“No, sir.”

“Living with your people?”

“No; I'm at a boarding-house.”

The manager devoted five seconds to
a scrutiny of James G. Hopkins and
three seconds tc thought.

“Come around to-morrow morning,” he
said, “and I’ll let you know whether I
can give you a job. Ill be frank and tell
you that if anybody who can show' some
experience comes along in the meantiwe
vou won’t get it.”

Hopkins picked up his hat and walked
out, mildly excited. The uncertainty of
his immediate future was not displeas-
ing. To-morrow he would either be
hired or looking for a place somewhere
else. It was his nearest approach to a
game of chance. He hummed a tune as
he strolled through the city.

It was a new experience in his life
when he tumbled out of an iron bed-
stead in an attic room at half-past six
o’clock in the morning and began to
dress. It was equally novel to break-
fast at
half filled with other young men who
were apparently ¢lerks, and “young wo-
men who might have been typists, and
other persons of various ares who were,
likely enough, all sorts of things. An
early ride to the city in an electric car
was an absolute innovation. Surely,
adventure was coming upon him fast.

“We’lll try you,” said the manager.
“But youw’ll have to prove your worth,
understand.”

“Youll get twenty-five shuungs a
week.”

Hopkins nodded, being a little too ex-
cited to speak.

It was six o’clock that evening when
he started off. home to the boarding-
house, reviewing in his mind the things
he had been doing all day. He was
amazed at his own capability. He had
sorted papers, rearranged books, car-
ried samples, answered the manager’s
bell, stamped leicers, posted them,
opened other letters, handed messages
to telegraph boys, studied letter files,
peeped into the labyrinth of a card in-
dex, found out whom people wanted to
see—in fact, it was hard to think of
anytuing he had not done.

All the week he did these things, over
and over again and gradually he began
to understand why he did some of them.
On Saturday night there was twenty-
five shillings in his pocket. e handed
fifteen to his landlady who smiled and
said something gracious about young
men who were prompt payers.

James G. Hopkins was a Dbusiness
man, and he liked it. He had earned
twenty-five shillings working at a job
that he got on his own. He felt absurd-
ly proud. He found that the world of
working people was curious and interest-
ing. He discovered that the manufactur-
ing of endless varietics of hardware
and selling them to people who needed
them, or thought they did, was not so
prosaic as it sounded. At any rate,
so long as this thing amused him he
was going to keep at it. If he got tired
of it, it was easy enough to go back to
being a millionaire.

Let it be said clearly that Hopkins was
putting into practice no scheme for the
betterment of mankind. He had not
gone into husiness for the purpose of
reforming it. Neither did he intend to
write a book about it. e was not a
student of sociology. He was just plain
James G. Hopkins, doing what suited
him and minding Lis own business.

Some weeks passed before he realized
that the matter of being a millionaire
was being crowded away back into some
little-frequented part of his brain. At
first. outside of business hours, he could
not help tninking about it, but that was
largely because the new life was strange
to him. Tt afforded him some amuse-
ment to think of w. . his sister might
sav, if she knew. or lhis lawyers, or his
friends.  But as the new environment

“No. sir”

became more familiar to him, he thought

sevén-thirty in a dining-room
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