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The -Mother Trap

By Mabel Dufford Pinkerton

' was Cousin Steve’s talk about
“traps  that set Davie’s heart
low with a new Scheme

“all
* for winning his heart’s desire.

= The wisd'om_of Cousin Steve’s
eleven years was great indeed to Davie’s

four-and-a-half-year-old comprehension.

“You see,” elucidated Steve, ‘“when you
want to-trap anything—any bird or ani-
* mal, you know—you take some of what-
l}lye likes best, and put it near where
he-often passes by, where he will be sure
to see it, and you have it fix€d some way
e comes to take that nice
bit of food he will get caught fast. When

ever
so that when

1 cau%ht those grouse that mother and I
broug

tered some corn around on the snow near
where I had seen the grouse feeding be-

fore the snow came. Then I trampled a

nice little path and scattered corn along
that, and at the end of the path I put a
box with a trap door. Inside the box on
a board I put some more nice corn. When
the grouse followed the little trail of corn
and came to the box, and went inside and
pecked at the corn on the board, that
pulled the string which dropped the door
—and there I had the grouse fast. Father
—that’s your Uncle Steve—showed me
ow.”

?h The boys were in their favorite corner
of the long living room, and Uncle Steve,
strolling by just then, heard a part of his
son’s little lecture on traps. ‘Yes,” he
said, smiling, “you can catch most any-
thing you want, if you set your trap
the right place, and use the right bait.”

Davie, on his pillow that night, wide
awake with excitement, studied how to
trap what he wanted most, and caught
his breath with the wonder of the thought.
Aunt Annie heard that quick breath, and
came in to see if all was well with this wee
lonely nephew, for whom her heart never

uite ceased aching. ‘‘Are you all right,

avie boy?”’ she called softly. But Davie
was too intent upon his own great scheme
even to hear the question. \
asked, as he noticed her standing by
bedside, “what do mothers like best?”

. “Their own little boys, I should think,”
answered Aunt Annie, with a bitterness
that fortunately the little boy did _not
apprehend. “Why did you ask, Davie?
" - But Dayvie, his one difficulty well on the
way to solution, was already half way to

the land of dreams. )

It was a mother and a little sister that
Davie planned to set a trap for. His
waking schemes and his vague memories
mingled in his dreams. Once more he re-

turned with Daddy from a happy da}ltﬁg

Aunt Annie’s and Uncle Steve's, in

country, to his home, ran to find mother
and baby sister, and found only a dread-
ful loneliness instead. Once more he came
back to Daddy, and found him with his
face all white and strange, reading a
letter. Then the dream went swiftly and
lightly, as dream memories will, over days
that had been very long in the living—
days when his dear heme had strangely
changed from light and happiness to a
dreary place, where his adored Daddy
strode from room to room, like the caged
creatures in the parks. Listening in sil-
ence to his elders’ talk, he gathered that
his lovely mother had gone away, taking
baby sister, and had left a letter telling
daddy that it would be of no use for him
to search for her; that Daddy somehow
blamed himself for her going, and did
search, everywhere; while everyone e:ls,e
blamed mother. There was Aunt -Annie’s
pitying face about the house at first,
then housekeepers, one after - another,
some who scolded, some who gave him a
sort of kindness, but none to whom he
could be persuaded to talk of the lost
mother and sister. Not even to daddy
could he ever speak of them. H’e could
only hide his face against daddy’s neck,
and lie quivering in the circle of Daddy’s
arm, while daddy’s voice told him that
some day their dear ones would come home

. again. But he had heard Aunt Annie and

Uncle Steve saying, “She never will come
h’ig’gk-——not afteI}"l;.lll these months.” Mem-
ories of mother and sister blurred and
blended with things he had been told,
their images in his mind grew indistinct,
until at last his longing little heart cried
out for “a mother and a sister,” instead
of “nv mother and my sister,” as at first.
Then, in his dream, his plan had come
to'success, and he was. caught up, sobbing,
in the arms of a mother whose face he did
not :cc—and he awakened, to find Aunt

t for the Christmas dinner, I scat-

“Auntie,” hl:gg

Axll\r_ue’s irlei about him, and her voice
asking what her precious bab in

mn his sleep abOIIl)t. EREESEER
M,prmng came—‘‘the day before Christ-
mas”—and the house was bright with the
outward symbols of a joy that was not.
Only Davie, full of his great scheme,
seemed so much less grave and silent than
usual that his father, watching him, won-
dered, with mingled gladness ‘and pain,
whether the boy was forgetting. He
ground his teeth together as he muttered
for the thousandth time, “I must find
them, before the boy forgets.”

_Davie knew well enough what little
girls liked best—what to use for bait in
his trap for a little sister. To be sure, he
would have to go without his promised

‘rare treat of just two small pieces of

candy. “Two pieces are all a tiny laddie
with a delicate stomach may have, even
on the \day before Christmas,” Daddy
had said. It takes mother love and
mother wisdom to find the right food for
a highstrung little boy to eat, and house~
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keepers who buy good behavior with
candy, sugar and cake, sometimes lay the
foundation for much pain. And the long-
ing for mother tenderness can make a
wide-eyed, silent little lad of a rollicking
baby. So it had been with Davie. His
father’s face quivered sometimes, at his
son’s wistful glances at forbidden foods,
his quiet acquiescence in the strict rules
that of late had been laid down for his
daily food. “Daddy says it isn’t good for
me—it makes me cry in the night,” was
his reply when offered forbidden goodies.
So the little heart, schooled to self-denial
found his desire for the unaccustomed
sweets not too great to be overcome. He
tucked them away behind the bronze

~ clock on the mantel, standing on a chair

to do so, to await the time he had chosen
to set his trap.

He knew, too, just where to put the
candy bait. Out by the side door, in his
own favorite nook, where he stood to
watch when the grocery boy and the fruit
man and the vegetable man brought in
their boxes ¢and crates and /baskets of
wonderfully interesting things—that was
the place. There was a path cut in the
snow there now, and he knew the very
place on the clean white shelf of snow

For You---a Beautiful

Fur Coat--*160 Brings It

Here is just the coat.

pockets, cuffs and belt.

to full ripple skirt.

this delightful Can-
adian Muskrat Coat.
It’s a phenomenal bar-
gain. Order by its
number—442. Price. .

' Qur Guarantee

That is if you want
a coat that will wear well, look well and cost little.
The choicest grade skins from Canadian muskrats were
used by our expert designers in making this beau-
tiful coat. The coat has a deep shawl collar, slash
A close fitting waist line

It is trimmed with

Hudspn Seal. ‘The most exacting care was
taken by our operators in order that this coat
might be a worthy example of their skill as
furriers. The coat is carefully lined with
beautiful, quality silk. Length of the coat
is 45 inches. It will pay you to consider

*160
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beside the door where he would lay the
tempting bits of sweetness, and the ve
corner where he would stand to wait until

the little sister should see the bait and.:
walk along the white walled path. And -
then—then he would be the trap door,

that would catch her and hold her fast,
and carry her to daddy. His mind di
not picture her as different. from the
toddling sister who had gone away, even’
though daddy had told him she would be
much larger when she came home.

And for the mother-trap—he himself .

would have to be the bait for that, be-"
cause Aunt Annie had said that mothers
loved their own little boys better than:
anything. And he would ﬁwe to be the’
trap door, too, and fly to her quickly, and
hold her fast, and lead her to daddy.

Yes, this was the very place to make a
trap for a mother and a baby sister, be-
cause there were always mothers and
babies passing Eﬁ' every afternoon, right
where they could look down the path -
beside the house, and see the bits of candy -
and the little boy. Late in the afternoon '
he would set his trap, when the grocery.-
boy and all the rest were through using:
the side door, and there would be no one .
in the kitchen to watch, and he would'

BUYFURS
BYMAIL

Write TO-DAY

You Should Have
Our Big Free Catalogue

Wherever you live in Canada you should
secure a copy of the Fur Guide.
styles in fur coats, muffs, stoles, etc., are
interestingly pictured. Wonderfully low
prices are quoted on the furs. From cover
to cover the book is full of interest. You
wil enjoy studying its pages. Send for a
copy to-day. The book js free. We will
mail a copy as soon
reaches us.
postcard to-day.

Many

your request
Write at once. Send us
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Protects You

Here is our guarantee which
covers purchases made
through our Catalogue.
Read it carefully.

“If, on receipt, you find that the
furs for any reason are not satisfactory,
write your name and address on the
outside of the package and return them
in ten days in good condition, stating
why the goods are returned, and we
will pay the transportation charges
both ways and exchange or refund the

"money in full. All that we ask is that
before you ship the article you notify
us. We make no exception with any goods.
Our policy | give you complete satisfac-
tion. Theref@##® we do not wish you to keep

. any article that will be in any way unsatis-
factory to you.”

This Set Only $87.50

Alaska Sable is a fur that is always in style, and so
it might be for it is very charming in appearance.
You would certainly be delighted with such a collar and
muff as we illustrate below. - The Crush collar
[No. 761] is very cosy. Best quality skins have
been used and the linings are made of soft silk.
The muff [Io. 124]is the new round melon shape
dbyle and is made of best quality skins. It has soft
silk lining, silk wrist-cord, and eiderdown bed.
Mention both numbers when ordering
the set. Separately the collar costs
$55.00 and the muff $32.50. The set
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Fwo pockets; length is
50 ins, .

$8750°
SELLERS-GOUGH FUR CO.

LIMITED

Other Bargains

822—Natural Canadian Wolf Neck-
iece; two full skin animal style; made

rom best quality skins; fin-
ished with 2 heads, 2 tails, $l 800
and paws; soft silk linings pe—
11565—Gent’s Fur-Lined Coat, shell of
imported black beaver cloth, well tailored,
lined with good quality full furred
marmot skins, storm col-

lar of River Mimk, length 33500
50 inches P,
1663—Marmot Neckpiece, made from
best quality skins; long tab back and
front; made toslip turough | :
fur; finished with head, $l l 50
tails and paws .......... P o e
1850 — Natural Alaska Sable Scarf,

’
made from selected skins; made to throw
over shoulder; finished with
tails; best quality soft silk $4250
lmmz! .................. ==
850—Hudson Seal Coat, 42 ins. long,
with extra large square back collar of
fine quality Alaska Sable; d ep cuffs,
slash pockets; sealbuttons, slightly fitted
waist line with extra full
ripple skirt, best all silk $28 500
Haing..o. : i vosie gooe a—
664—Alaska Sable Neckpiece, a very
smart cosy fur, made from
best quality skins; finished $2500
with head, tail and paws. . —
1843—Ladies’ Fur-Lined Coat; shell
made from best quality imported

jroadcloth, lined with best quality

7/ Canadian muskrat; 38 ins. long; large
collar, straps, cuffs and 00
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