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handlest @

the minute you want

for immediate use,

contain the vital
i~ elemeats which give
eef its special place and value
asafood. These valuable pro-
perties arecencentrated in the

Ready in a mmut

OXQ Cubes are of
uniform size, strength
and flavour—wrapt in
grease-proof paper, en-
closedin dainty €artons’

and packed intingready

Strﬁqngth-_-
builders

OXO Cubes
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BY E. S. PAUL.

(In the London Journal.)

L
Bhe was a stout, red-faced person,
h- a-commanding voice andts- S
p. She held a fine little fellow by
hand, her exact counterpart, and
.very image. of truth and in-
pIICe.
This is my laddle, sir,” she said,
pping ifito my shop, and indicating
fittle chap by a loving pat on the
Nice boy, ma‘am,” I smilingly re-
pd, “wondering, what she was go-
fo treat him fo, for I keep a well-
ked fancy shop.
Wes, sir; and-as I see you want
Imart, honest efrand boy, I thought
iwould suit you. He is a beautiful
plar.”
AhL Been out.to business before?”
INever, sir.” .
Strictly honest, doesn’t loiter on
errands, and tells no lies?”
Honést as th{' sun, swift as the
graph and nergr told a lie in his

ery good; wéll give him a trial.
hat is your namie, my little man?”
‘Hold up your Head, Tom, and an-
er the gentlemn ” commanded the
bther, kindly, fof, Tom had transfer-
il hig' gaze tron{a wooden horse to
p toe of his boat “You see he is &
le shy,” she sald in apnlogy.’
‘So much the hitter, ma’am. I don't
e forward boys, they're always up
mischief.” .
Bo it was settled that ¢ ‘was to give
m Backard a al. For the first
ck he was ail eould be desirad,
1 I congratuiaied myself in having
least. after maxﬁ fajlures. god qufto
modet Loy,
be spccud
it so satisficd.
delaying on I
uses were alwj
as a truthful b
s shyness wor

vah however, 1 was
afd bad 1o check him
L& srrands. But his
s roady and good,
he was pardoned.
fi with wonderful
ickness, and heZbecame quite com-
inicative and afieial, He had & Jot
little brothers ud sisters, and they
ed toys; so, td. encoursge him, I
bt them some, §8d now IL/have rea-
h to belleve he
o sent. The
the more
, One day
came in two h

gor he was with

pless and lasy he
' the dinner hour
1ate.

% home some 1]

I thundered out in a voice that was
intended’ to make him quake.
L I wasata funeral, sir!”-he replied,
writing his name on the floor the
while with the toe of his boot.

“A funeral!” I repetted, fully as-
sured that for once in his life he was
not telling the truth. “Look here, ITl

funeral were you at?i s

“My mother’s!” was the tremulous
answer as he squeezed a tear out of
his eye with his knuckles.

I was never s0 taken down in all
my life, and did my best to make a-
mends for my apparent roughness. I
gave him the choice of some toys to
take home to his little brothers and
sisters, poor things! He bore up un-
der his loss with great courage and
resignation, but then he was too
young to realise his terrible misfor-
tune,

——memase?
IL

For a time after this he had much
of his own way. One doesn’t like to e
hard on an orphan, but even grphans
may try one’s patience. I.had. to
caution him often, and must say he
listened to me attentively and res-
pectfully. admitting all his faults but
never mending them, One morning he
was much later than usual. I was
mad, but triéd to look as calm as poa-
sible.

“Well, sir what excuse this morn-
ing?” I asked with a sneer, assured
he had none, although, to tell the
truth of him, he displayed a fertility
in framing them truly marvellous.

“Please, sir, I was minding my
father,” he said, quite unabashed.

“What the dickens is wrong with
your father that he needs minding?”
I asked, now thoroughly disgusted.

“Broken leg, sir, fell down the stairs
this morning while going to his work.”

“The mischief he did. Well, you are
an unfortunate family, I must say.
couldn’t your brothers and sisters at-
tend to him?”

* “I'm the oldest, sir.”

“And the hemd of the hoase nﬂ'

“Yes, sir”

“You went for the mm m got
his leg set I hope?

. “Yes, wir, fetched the Goctor in l
Qh."

i ’“w”‘ bollc

“'ho is with M- now?r

have no more of your excuses. Whose

“That’ll do. You're a good, clever
boy.”

And I really thought so as I saw
him turn away with a smile; For more

lucky father. One day he was well, the
ne\* 11}, and the day he was very bad
Tom was sure to be late. What did I
eay? Nothing. I conldn’t be a brute:
At last my mtlenco was fairly ex«
hausted:

“How s your !uther thh morping ™"
I enqiired, savagely, hoping he was
well, so that the son might get a bit
of my mind. .

“Dead, sir! Died at a gquarter to six
this morning!” was the astounding
reply.

I looked blankly at that boy. I could
not utter & word. He looked at me
compassionately, and smiled a sickly
smile, as he said:

“He'll be buried to-morrow, sir; and
I was going to ask if I could gét away
for the aftermoon?”

“Certainly.”

Poor fellow! I felt for his double
bereavement. I forgot all his faylts
and excuses, and only thought of his
little brothers and sisters.

“What will you do now, Tom? You' ll
give up the house and go and live with
friends, I suppose?”’ 1 said, cheerily.

“No, -sir; my uncle and aunt &re
coming to stay with us. Uncl’ll pay
the rent and taxes and keep us in
food, aunt’ll keep the house and look
after the children; and I'll do my best
to look after them all.”

Not long after this he wanted an-
other afternoon off.

“What do you want it for?’

“To see my aunt, sir.”

“Where is she?”’

“In the infirmary.”

“Another misfortune!”
horror.

“Only a tram-car; three ribs and an
arm broken—that's all, sir!”

“Have you any more relations?”’

“Lots, sir—plenty more.”

I gave him leave and then began
thinking.

I said, in

111,
Clearly a lad with so many rela-
tions, and they having such a genlus |

_sirable assistant. Perhaps it might be
my own death-bed or funeral he would
be turning up at next. Just as I had
reached this dismal stage in my
thoughts & shadow darkened the door-

and trembling before the exact coun-
terpart of his mother. I don‘t believe
in ghosts or such like, but I got &
shock, and truly I believe I would
have. fainted had it not been daylight,

“Good-day, sir. Don't you really
know me? I'm Tom's mother.”

"I really thought, ma—that is—"

“Certainly, sir—that I'd call to
thank you for your kindness to Tom,
and say how glad I am you and he are
getting on so well. His father and I
are delighted, and we thought you
| might give him a little encouragement
‘by raising his wages a little, seeing he
has turned out such a nice good boy.”

“But, ma'am, you weren't ill lately?”

“Pshaw! I'm never ill. I'm too good-
natured for that; and am a poor, hard-
working woman, sir, and can’t afford
| Fg

“And your husband—he hasa’t got
a broken leg?”

“A broken leg! Weli, that's good. A
hard-working letter-carrier with a
broken leg. Tom did say, there was
a bee in your bonnet, and now I real-
1y believe you're daft! Why didn't you
let him comie home to his dinnér to-
day?”

“He’s gone to the Infirmary.”

- “Pretty place to send a child like
that. What's he doing there?”

“Seeing his aunt.”

“Oh, dear, seeing his aunt! And he
hasn’t an uncle nor an aunt in the
world. Well I do love a liar, but I
hate an awkward one!”

“You will love yonr son, then, ma-
dam!”

“I do. Are you going to raise his
wagas T’

“I think not. madam. He had better
stay at home and mind his little bro-
thers and sisters.”

“He hasn't got any brothefs or
gisters. What put that lnto your
head?”

“Oh, nothing. But the fact is, he
‘won't suit me. You see, in business
éne must tell & lte now und again, and
your son can't do it.”

“No, sir, Tom couldn’t do that. He's
too truthful a boy to push himself for-
ward by telling lles. Good-day, sir!”

[ ] L)

At the Majestic.
Bryant Washhurn Exeellent Boob—
His Part in “Poor Booh” Hest of
His Screem Carecr.
Bryant Washburn, the  popular
‘Paramount star, was seen at the Mae
| jestic Thestre in “Poor Boob,” which
whs shown last night. From advance
mmuuoo:wumm

than a week I agked about that un-

~ Mainly About Paople.,

Miss Ina Clllre. one of the mnew
stars blazing in New York's theatre
firmament, keeps physically fit in ra-
ther a novel way by adopting exer-
cisés suggested -by Isadora .Duncan.
She- requirtes & music accompaniment
for her group of exercises. Any kind

-} of ‘music ;will :do—plano, vielin, ‘pho-

tnograph. Her greatest care i to take
& position in sleep so0 that the whole
body relaxes.

e s 3

CGeneral _Ludéndorft is rcpnrt,od to
have said openly at » meeting in the
Potsdan Garrison Church that he re-
alized that he {s.“considered as A re-
prosentative of Prussian Gormnm‘
tarism, and T am proud to be it." Some
Berlin dispatches describe this “rally”
in the Potsdam Garrison Church as a
“political scandal of the first order”,
and there was intimation of discipline

as well as for the functionaries of the
supposedly democratic Prussian State

for the Nationalistic Potsdam pastor|

Church.

Admiral Entico Milo, who without
royal authority annexed Dalmatia to
Italy, is a greatér man than d’Annun-

and navy. He is.a Semator and was
an ex-Cabinet minister. He has a good
war record. At the time of the ar-
mistice hé was made governor of Dal-
matia, to remain until the peace con-
ference was over. His announcement:
that he will remain permanently may :
cause many complications. He is very
determined, energetic, and has
confidence of his men.

The recent activities of Princess
Mary of England remind one that she
has a freputation among the royal
family for wit. She is fond of joking
at the expense of her brothers. When
the Prince of Wales first went to
Dartmouth for naval training, he was
rarther proud of his cadet's uniform,
and longed to wear it on all manner
of occasions. One morning he found
a parcel on his plate. The Prince

e - gy | inside dressed in the best Prince Ed-
gotting into trouble, was not & dé- wgrd manner. naval uniform ocorrect

, writing:

way, and the next instant I stood pale
.tho world—Rockefeller came first—

| Quarters!

tore the package open, to find a doll

in every detail, and a label attached
with the words in his sister's hand-
“Isn't he pretty?”

The late Andrew Carnegie was
probably the second richest man in

and gave away more than any other
millionaire, His gifts total about
$3860,000,000. A curious characteristic
of his was his dislike of parting with
small change. Libraries—by all means.
g That worried him. He of-
ten went about with nothing in his
pocket ‘in order that he might not be
pestered, and this one led to an amus-
ing incident.. Mr. Choate, then Am-
erican Ambassador in London, was
astonished to see Mr. Carnegie burst-
ing in upon him.
lend me a quarter,” said Carnegie.
Choate thought it was a joke. “But I
might never see it again!” he pro-
tested. “Come, come, it’s no laugh-
ing matter!” retorted Carnegie. “My
cabman’s waiting at the door, and I
haven’t a cent!”

The Land Celebration.

On January 10 1645, during the
reign of Charles the First, William
Land, Archbishop of Canterbury, was
beheaded on Tower Hill, in the City
of London, in his seventy-seconded
year, having been barn the son of a
clothier at Reading in 1573. He de-
clared at the scaffold that he could
find in-himself no offence which de-
served death according to the known

T. J. EDENS.

ENGLISH GOODS

by 8. 8. Digby.

LA GOODS--
<k ed and

L

gjo and has under him a larger army -

the | |

: Soap.

SUNLIGHT IN THE MORNING,
SUNLIGHT ALL THE DAY.

START washmg-day well with
Sunlight Soap. Have the clothes
on the line early, and the meals
ready to time. 'i'he afternoon is
then yours to spend at your own
sweet will.

Pleasure follows in the wake of efficient
work. With Sunlight Soap ths housewife
does her work most efficiently, most easily.
There is no mystery. You get out of soap
just what the makers putintoit. The cream
of soap materials go into Sunlight Soap.

The Sunlight environment is in keeping
with its mission of cleanliness and
efficiency—no soap is better fitted to

serve the British housewife thas Sunlight
Prove this to-dagm

£1 ,006 Guarantee of Purity on

every bar.

The name Lever on Soap
is a Guarantee of Purity
and Excellence.

“Look here, Choate,| &'

tcmn'n,
b s ubmu
t of

; v )
’O“ op, 3 o8, 4 oe, 8 os and

SUNLIGHT SOAP

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, PORT SUNLIGHT, ENGLAND.

"LONGSHORE MEN,
TRUCKMEN,
EXPRESSMEN---YOU WANT A SWEATER COAT?

WINTER and WEATHER demand warmth and protection. Nature pro-
vides beast and bird with fur and feather; we offer these Sweater Coats for
man’s protection.

The WISE MAN facing the cold and chill of earth will wear one of these
excellent coats that health and comfort demands.

These were purchased in the summgr of 1917 and could not be replaced
to-day at double the price we are asking.

! Tan, $1.90: Grey, $2.50; Navy, $3.00.

SALE of HARRIS TWEEDS and CHEVIOT SERGES.

Most wonderful values in Dress Goods.
Every shrewd shopper in the city will come for
a share in the savings.

Impossib’c to sacrifice more than a few pieces
of merchandise like this, so in our Western Win-
dow you'll find displayed most all the bargains.

Regular prices $4.20 to $4.50 a yard,
reduced to

|




