 GOSPEL
OF THRIFT

upon a fime there lived a Con-
Yankee who was a very smart
“Anyof you who have known
'Connecticut Yankees guill not
their smartness. This particular
nkhad a son, and fike a dutiful
he did his best to bring up his
in the way he should go. It was
s desire that his boy should grow in-
| m’mmmﬁbmu-
 as he went along life's journey
be able to get a shade the
= tof every other man’s son—of course,
ne of the other Connecticut Yankees
re teaching their sons to get the best

f his son.

M other virtues the Yank
ht to develop in his son was that
ift—he desired that the boy should'

suppér the old Yank said to
', said he:
Johnny, Johnny, why don’t you

work and bring sufficient children ‘into

the world to take up our task and- do.
our master’s work after we are gone.

As a class, we workers get what
economists call the *living “‘wage"”—

Ah ! say you, you know somé work-
ingmen who get $5 a day ! Surely that
is more than the Jliving wage.

Yes, my fri , there are a few
workingmen who get five dollars a day.
But it is sometimes the case that a man
with a high money wage does nct re-
ceive more than enough 1o enable him
to do his work.. And remember, that
for every man who receives above the
living wage there are whole groups
who receive below it—who get a sub-
sistence or a starvation wage.

And think of those who have no
work and get no wage.

Now, why is it that at this time,
when those who do the world’s work
can produce more wealth with less la-
bor than ever before in the world’s his-
tory, why is it that a man who by his
labor in a day can produce an amount
of wealth equal in value to from two to
twenty times the living wage, why is it
thiaf under these conditionsa man, a
woman. or a child works for the ** living
wage?” There is just one reason, my
friends. It is because the workers do
not own the means to employ them-

‘your money ? selves. Ig order fo live they must
~ *Save my money 7" replied johnny? work. In order to work they must sell
can | save my y when 1 |th Ives to those who own the things

'Cgu no money ?”
ell, Johnny, I'll give you some
, and then you can save it,” sail

‘m pop, you give me the
and I'll save it all right.”
Well; I'll give it to you, Johnoy.
you'll first Have to do something
that is, you'll have to earn it.”

% All right, pop. What'll I have to

‘Well, now, Jobany, I'll tell you.
0 without your supper to-night,

ﬂ"n,ou a nickel, and you can

the iickel.”

ny was mighty hungry, but he

with which work is done.

We Socialists want those who do the
world’s work to own the things  with
which their work is done. When those
who work own_the things with which
they work they will own thé wealth
produced by their work.  Then those
who work will be rich and have all the
wealth they are willing to work for and
produce—which will be just enough
for them. And then those who do.no
work will have no wealth—and that
will be just enough for them.

—Bex Haxrorp in “‘Fight For Your
Life,”

Capitalism is its own grave-digger.

the nickel badly, thinking of
he would have spending it, and
spoke up bravely: ** All right, pop.
the nick, and Il save it.”

oh went without his supper,
1o bed hungry, but he had the
safely put away, and the unpleas-
ams caused by the painful knots
empty flittle insides were from
pe to time relieved by visions of him-
f spending his hard-earned money.
st morning  came, and Johnny,
Hchliahhpockct. and with
in his middle, came
to breakfast.

C morning, Jobnny,” said his

d you save your nickel, Johnny ?”
et
I'li tell ye, Johnny, you can
if you like, but there's
you'll have to do first.”
at’s that, pop ?”

‘you see, Johany, times have

hat'll 1 have to pay, pop?” said
, weakly, feeling very faiot in

—Karl Marx in 1858.
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beifs Quinion Wine beneit. the

as well as the whole

is a perfect ‘appetizer.
It improves your health and in-
creases your vitality and strength.
Known for 30 years as the best
tomic and appetizer.
K. CAMPBELL & 00., Mirs. /
WONTREAL. or

SHERIFF’'S SALE

FIERI FACIAS DE TERRIS
Sererior Court—DisTricT oF BEDFORD

Province of Quebec, ) "J*HE OGIL-
District of Bedford, } VIE FLOUR
Neo. 720. MILLS COM-

PANY Louren, Plaintiff; n?uut the
lands and tenements of JOSEPH LEO-
POLD LAMOUREUX, Defend.

" el ¢
Conspirators ’

By VIRGINIA BLAIR,

Tt —

198, by
Literary Press.

‘vs/\/wvmw
“Of course 1 can uonderstand my
wife’s position in the case,” the judge
said. “She wants her only daughter
to marry a man with money, and you
haven't any.  So this is my plan; I'l
setile a goud round sum on yeu, and
you can say it came from a rich rela-
tive. Then my wife will be satisfied.
You can marry Roxane and live hap-
Py ever after.” .
“Oh”—Oliver'’s face was bright with
hope—*“you are very good, sir™

P

“But you mustn’t tell Roxane where |

you got the money,” the judge pur-
sued, “She couldn’t keep it from her
mother.” 2

“But.l ought not to deceive my fu- |

ture wife.”

The jedge banged a heavy fist on |
‘+ his desk. “Don’t be foolish,” hé said

sternly. “It's the only way.” ¥

“But”— Then before Oliver could
proceed with his objection a' elear
voice asked, “May I come In?”

“Roxane!” exclaimed the two men.

She stood hesftating on the thresh-
old, a slender little thing. with her fair
bair puffed out under a plumed hat.

“Mother is waiting in the meotor,”
she said breathlessly. “We are on
our way to the charity bazaar, and I
want some money.”

The judge kissed her.
Oliver’s turn,” he teased.

“Ob, father,” she reproached him,
with a sob, “you know Oliver and I
have had to break our en, t be-
cause mother won’t hear of it!” And
she hid her face on the judge’s shoul-
der.

The judge glanced at Oliver. “Teil
ber,” he commanded, and the boy be-
gan a halting tale.

As he proceeded Roxane interrupted.
“You mean that some one has left you
a fortune?’

Oliver nodded.

“Where did be live?”

“I'm not sure,” the boy stammered.

“I wouldn’t inquire too closely iato
it, Roxane,” the judge advised hur-
riedly. “The less said about that rela-
tive of Oliver’s the better.”

With her face shining, the girl went
swiftly to her lover. “Oh, Oliver, Oli-
ver,” she said, “how happy I am!

For a moment he hesitated; then he
gathered her into his arms. “It’s worth
everything to know that you are mine,
Roxane,” he said huskily.

The rustle of silk skirts in the hall
brought him out of his rhapsody.

“It's your mother,” warned the
judge, and when the rather stout l(ndy
in mauve entered she found twé sol-
emn young people on each side of the
judge’s desk. That Roxane’s plumed
bat was slightly over one ear and that
a golden hair strayed across Oliver's
coat collar were details which escaped
her.

“I thought Roxane was never com-
ing down,” she panted.

“I found Oliver here,” Rdxane ex-
plained, “and,.oh, motber, a rich rela-
tive has left him a fortune.”

“A fortune—Oliver!” scoffed the stout
lady. , he hasn’t a rich relative
in the world.”

“The fact remains, my dear,” the
judge asserted blandly, “that he has
had a
cousin.

“Now 1t's

left him by a distamt

“What cousin?” was the demand.
“You needn’t tell me, James.”

“Tut, tut” the judge -cautioned
“Don’t accuse the boy of lying.”

“I'm not accusing anybody,” Mrs.
Vandiver stated. “I merely asked you
what cousin, James.”

The judge mopped his forehead. The
sudden arrival of the ladies of his

That certain piece of land with all
improvements thereon described as fol-
Tows, to wit: .

That-piece of land now known on the

ial plan and book of reference of
the township of Sianbridge, District of

:

b hold had not given him time to
perfect details.

“I'm pot sure of the name, Abbie,”
bhe stammered. “Perhaps Oliver can
satisfy youn.”

But Oliver weakened. “I think Mrs.
VMYQHMLW.
“Until I can offer proof of
mYy good fortune it will be well for me
to give up Roxane.”
“Oliver!” The wail was from his be-
be some mistake.”

“Of course” said Mrs. Vandiver,
with aggravating sureness. “Come on,
Roxaue.” And she dragged her unwill-
ing captive from the room.

Left alone, the conspirators stared at
each other.

“Now you've done it.” said the judge

. “Why couldn’t you biuff
it out?”

me,” said Roxane's lover. = |
“Well, if you knew Roxane's mother
as well as 1 do,” the judge

“you would know that it’s the saly
hope.” 3 :
silence Oliver

wouldn't understand." - N

“It seems to me” sald the wise
young Dsxigl, “that & woman is never
too old to resist an appeal to ber
heart.”

The judge pondered. '~1 asked her to
marry me on Oct. 15 twénty-two years
ago.”

“There,” Oliver exclaimed, “and to-
day is the 14th. and temorvow is an
anniversary. Oh, you've got to take
advantage of that, judge.”

“I took her to ride in my buggy.” the
judge rambled on sheepishly. “There
was a big round moon”—

He stopped suddenly. “But of course
we've grown. sensible since then,” be
said wistfully. R =

“Well, you ‘just ask her to go to-
morrow.,” Oliver recommended, and
then the judge gave in.

The next evening he presented him-
self at the dinner tablé armed with a
long paper box.
| “For you, my dear,” he said to his
| wife as she came in with Roxane,
| heavy eyed and pensive.
| The box, being opened, showed rosy
| carnations.

“The nearest thing I could get to
| pinks,” the judge explained.

“Why pinks?" his wife demanded.

| “Abble,” he reproached, “have you
| forgotten that twenty-two years ago
| you wore pinks”—

! Mrs. Vandiver's expansive features
expréssed a blank surprise. “What
| happened twenty-two years ago?”

“lI know,” Roxane

| you have on a blue dress and a bunch

There are

°

two reasons for painting your house—

and three reasons for

using Sherwin-Williams Paint, durability, economy
and appearance. = Ask your dealer for

SHERWIN-WILLIAMS
PAaINTS AND VARNISHES

Made in Canada 7 Siwamw-Muswns (2 Montreal Toronte

Dunham’s Greatest Store

| interrupted. |
| There's the picture on father's desk— |

| of pinks—you said yon looked that |

Eway whén be asked you to marry
him.”

| ‘The blush that stole up toward Mrs.
| Vandiver's gray curls gave her a cu-
| rious look of youth. “Why, James,”

V% VNN
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lshe faltered, “did you really remem- |

ber?

“Yes,” said the judge, feeling that
had he never forgotten life would
have held deeper meanings.

Mrs, Vandiver came around and
kissed her husband. “Thank you,
dear,” she said, with a gentleness
that made Roxane stare.

l After that it was not hard to pro-

| Vandiver, consenting, came down in a
blue gown that became her elderly

er blue gown had set off her girlish
figure.

placed the buggy of long ago, and as
they went quickly through the city
and out into the country roads that
astute gentleman refrained from any
mention of Oliver and Roxane. All
his talk was'of things of the past.

“How happy we were, Abbie,” he
said at last, and his wife responded
wistfully, “Very happy, James.”

A golden moon hung above the dark
line of the hills. The dir was sweet
with the spiciness of the pines. The
judge was thrilled with bygone emo-
tions, and bhis arm was comfortably
about his wife's waist.

Then in the rapture of the restora-
tion to her place of romance of the
Abbie of long ago he forgot Oliver—
forgot Roxane.

He was brought back with a shock
when Mrs. Vandiver said as they
turned toward home: “I've been think-
ing ‘of Roxane. If she really loves
Oliver I don't know but I cught”—

“Of course you ought,” said the
judge promptly. “Give them your
blessing, and let them be as happy as
we are.”

“I am afraid that Oliver has been
fooled by seme of those firms who
bhunt up lost heirs,” the lady pursued.
“Of course Oliver was sincere, but/ I
don’t think much of the fortune sto-

“No,” mendaciously, “it didn’t seem
probable.”

“You can settle something on them
after they are married,” said Mrs.
Vandiver. *“We baven’t any one to
leave it to but Roxane—and—and it
would be nice to have them engaged
on the same day that we were, Jim-
Jmie.”

Jimmie! The magic of the youthful
appellation made the judge feel like a
colt. -

“Let's get them married and you
and I will go off and have another
honeymoon,” he proposed jubilantly.
“We will bave the time of our lives.”

The ripple that came from his wife’s
lips was a silver echo of the golden
laughter of other :n- =
“We will,” she said and lifted her
face to ‘him In the moonlight, “and
now let's go right home and tell the
children, Jimmie.” -

The robbery of the rich is crime* The
robbery of the useful is business.

»

Hay for Sale
At $10.00 Also White Pea and

early six week Beans at $2.00. Apply
to L. E. N. Prarre, G‘ow:nwille.

| pose a ride by moonlight, and Mrs. |

The “judge’s electric runabout te-
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Redpath’s extra Granulated
{Sugar, 20 Ib bags, $1.00.

plumpness almost a2s well as that oth- |

{ 3 packages Corn Starch 20c.

9 Jbs gold dust Corn Meal 25¢.
: 9 Ibs Graham 25¢

i.G Ibs Rolled Oats 25¢

7 1bs Beans 25¢

California Seeded Raisine 12¢
per pound.
Dingman’s Lye, 8 3¢ Tins for

25c¢.

Comfort and Gilt Edge Soap, 6
bars for 25¢.

Pure Cream Tartar 35¢ a Ib.
Pure Mustard per Ib. 25¢.

10c size Gold Dust, 5¢c.
cent size 2 for 5c.
15¢.

Five
25¢ package

Pepsine Baking Powder only
20c per 1b.

Seedless Lemons, good and
sound, only 20c a dozen.

Large sweet California
anges only 35¢ a dozen.

Or-
Canned Tomatoes, Peas, Corn
and Blueberries, 10c a tin.

Macaroni 10c package.
macelli 10¢ a package.

Ver-

Five pound pail of Table Syrup
only 25¢.
The H. H. Miner Tea, the best

you can buy for 25¢. All in lead
packages, both green and black.

Nice red Salmon in tins, 15¢a
tin, and salt Salmon at 12c a
Ib, Fine boneless Codfish 8c a
Ib., two lbs. for 15¢.

Canned Chicken, Ham and
Tongue, 10c a tin.

Baker’s Cocoa in. square tins
jat 25¢.

Rice, 6 Ibs. for 25¢.

- Millinery

if we can.
' w

Remember the Millinery Opening was a grand success, and
those who did rot visit will be welcome now. Miss Beauvais has
made preparations to show a very fine stock for this season and
wishes all to see her goods and get prices, whick will compare with
any and be found much cheaper for first class work. Come one and
all and we will do our best to make

w oW
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Maple Syrup
Labels

Get them printed at the old
reliable printery in Cowansville |
The right kind and colors Of
paper.in stock. Orders taken by
phone or mail. Quick deljve\’y-

E 3
J. J. BARKER |
~ Job Printer

- COWANSVI

you at home and sell you goods
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