
Baby’s Own Soap is 
so puic and of so tine 
a quality that it can be 
used for the delicate 
skins of babies and 
young children with­
out danger.

Baby s Own Soap
Best for Baby—best for ) ou '

Albert Soaps 
Ltd. mfrs 

Montreal
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THF. DOCTOR: “ Ah ! ves, restless 
and feverish. Give him a Steed 
man s Powder and he will soon
be all right.
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Field and Garden 
Seeds

Timothy, Brome Grass, Red-top 
eas, Corn, Potatoes, etc. We ad 

vise securing your supplies early 
"rices right.

CLEANED GRAIN Wheat, Fl.ix 
Oats, Barley, etc., in exchange foi 
your home-grown farm produce, if 
required.

HAY, OATS, FLOUR, FEED 
ETC.—Car lots bought at any point 
md shipped to any point in the west 

or railway gang, construction, lum- 
bering and logging centies.

FENCE POSTS—Tamarac and 
green or drv. at attract! vi

' 'POTATOES ANDVEGETABL1 s 
Wl -11 or phone for our pr
We operate heavily in these co 
lities 

We buy,
thin" and ever hing prodtn 

inn. and sold it on
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ter pack dm a drink; an' give a little 
lift so ’e wouldn't ang so ’eavv on them 
cruel nails!”

Joey’s hands clinched in indignation, 
and his curly head was buried in his 
arms, while his overflowing heart found 
relief in choking sobs and tears

'An' onlv to think, Ginger, if I’d a 
gone to church last Sunday- or any 
Sunday dept this one that 1 did creep 
in on stid o’ selling "P. I’s” 1 might 'a 
seen Him, an' asked Him to give us a 
home with a dad wot likes boys an’ 
dogs, an’ a mother wot don’t drink 
booze, but did tuck a feller into a clean 
bed. an love dm.

“Coz He wuz here, the parson said; 
givin' hlessin's to everybody wot asked 
dm and ble’ved in dm an' I'm here 
able vin’ too late ; coz He died on Fri­
day, an' went up to Heaven yisterday. 
Jess one week sooner, an' I could dtv 
asked Him! But now, well, 'tisn’t 
likely He’d turn back jess to help a 
little tough hkv me.'

Joe\ , seated on a big "trying-out 
barrel, leaned back against the slaught 
er-house wall, and closed his eyes to the 
bright sunshine, the beauty of the 
white capped purple mountains and 
the sparkle of the sun-kissed ripples of 
False Creek.

Joey loved the beaut\ of a bright 
spring da\ . but he was ‘‘squeezing the 
tears back.”

Ginger, a shaggy y cllow dog, sat 
patiently before him, listening politely 
as was his habit to Joex 's conversation, 
and secret 1 longing for breakfast

The ”tr\ ing-out” barrel was their 
bed and room combined; a tin biscuit 
box on a shelf in the slaughter - house 
shed, their larder, and Ginger would be 
pleased to sample its contents

But Joey was thinking onlv of the 
wonderful Easter tidings, which he 
scarcely understood, and which bad 
come to him but yesterday on lus visit 
to the Easter service at St. James 
church.

“The’ must be heaps of folks wot 
loved Him too,” continued Joey, “coz 
the i hurt h wuz just filled with flowers 
wiit folks had sent, jest like they do to 
tone, folk’s funerals.

"But He wasn't tonexg coz the parson 
said He was poor, an’ had no place ter 
‘av His head, jess like you an’ me, 
Ginger. Lor’, when I thought o’ Him 
last night. I felt mighty thankful for 
our snug barrel; ’taint much, but it’s 
a place to lay your head, an’ it keeps 
the wind off snug under this shed. He 
didn’t have no place ter lay is head 
that s wot hurts me Gingei an' us 
< < un lei1 -h- r\ ei -, night, en nevei knowin 
how selfish we was. It seems like, the 
way I understan’s it, He was so busy 
doing things fer other folks, He didn’t 
have no time ter look fer comforts fer 
himself.”

Just here Ginger sat on his hind legs 
and “spoke” sharply and shortly for 
his neglected breakfast.

“So!” cried Joey, “that’s your lay­
out is it? You think I’m sorry coz its 
an off morning for breakfast, hey? 
That’s all you understand ’bout what 
we’ve lost. An’ yer fooled, too, this 
trip, coz we’ve got a bang-up break­
fast.”

Joey’s tone was more natural and 
Ginger capered and barked joyously as 
the biscuit box was brought forth.

“Yer see, Ginger,” said Joey, as he 
divided the bread and bologna, “I was 
only savin’ it awhile, coz if you eats 
breakfhst too early it won’t last till 
another meal heaves in sight—specially 
Mondavs, when they aint no papers to 
sell till 4 o’clock.”

Joev divided the food evenly, share 
and share alike, just as he had done 
when there was food to share, for four 
long months. Joey had been wander­
ing lonelv one rainy night, his face more 
wet with tears than rain because of a 
more than usually cruel beating from 
his father, followed by his ejectment 
from the house, because of his failure to 
bring home more dimes from his sale of 

pcs. “Ginger” was homeless too; 
d loving and sympathetic; so'since 
it night they had chummed together, 
iring hunger and cold, food and enm- 
t, loving and helping each other, 
ving none other on earth to love. 
Come on now. Ginger, let’s go up 
ma (’reek fish in’ ”
Ten minutes later, "Ginger” friskv 
d frolicsome, ran straight into the 
nds of the pound keeper.
Joey looked up to see a struggling
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dog at the end of a rope, and to feel 
every drop of blood m his little bod\ 
turn cold.

For one wild moment he fought, 
fought with lists and feet and teeth for 
Ins friend ; but alas, the poundkeeper 
was more than a match for a ten-year - 
old box .

Then Joey pleaded ; Do— -oh, please 
do let Ginger go. lie’s all 1 ve got in 
this whole, wide world.”

You run home and fetch two dol­
lars and you can have him again.'

“Two dollars -home ! 1 aint got a
home nothin' but Ginger ; but 1 11 
earn it for you and pax it jess as fast as 
I can, pleaded the box .

‘‘No, no, 1 don’t t rust boys < race 
they’re off with a dog.

'' 1 loxv long will \ ou give me •
“Twenty four hours. ”
Till this time tomorrow. The even­

ing papers, and tomorrow's '‘Tiser ’ to 
sell He might make it if he spent 
nothing for himself for food If there 
was a “special,” of course he could

But there xvas no special, and at 
midnight there lay on Joey’s palm as he 
counted them under the electric light, 
four dimes and tix'e nickels.

Supper less, he crept to the pound, 
and lying close where Ginger xvas tied, 
he trust his hand through a hole in the 
high hoard fence; and was rejoiced to 
find that Ginger’s nose could reach his 
fingers.

In the early morning he set off once 
more. But though there was a ring of 
heartache in his eager cry “Buy a 
l >aper, sir ? Tisei, sir ? i mix a nil k<-i 
sir!” Still the time limit xvas reached 
and Joey xvas far short of Ginger’s 
ransom. He hastened back to the 
pound, to his old position by the fence.
1 le would have gone over and attempted 
a rescue, only for the huge mastiff kept 
there to prevent such attempts.

Already he fancied he could see poor 
Ginger receive the death blow, saw his 
poor body thrown into the incinerator 
names, and Joey felt all the agonv and 
mere as he lay on the ground sobbing.

Inside the pound Ginger lax- with his 
nose m a dirty hand whii h was thrust 
through the fence, and beside him 
stood a \oung rancher whose cowboy 
hat proclaimed him from the “upper 
country”—the country of grass lands 
and -ranges. He was looking for a 
“cattle dog”, or black collie. It was 
not Ginger’s good points which held 
him as he signed the pound keeper to 
keep silence, but the sight of the little 
hand which reached the yellow nose ; and 
the sound of the low sobbing voice ori 
the other side of the old fenc

“An’ please, Mr. Jesus, if vou’ll jess 
turn back long ’nough ter help me an’ 
Ginger out o’ this scrape I’ll never ask 
yer fer a home, nor to give me a mother, 
nor bother yer fer nothin’ only jess 
this. En I won’t never swipe fruit 
from the front o’ stores no more, never ; 
en if a feller gives me a dime fer the 
paper, I won’t cut en run 'thout givin’ 
’im the change. I won't do nothin’ 
wot the cops says yer mustri’; do. 
Honest, cross my heart to die, I won’t, 
if only you xvon’t let em kill Ginger. 
But you'll have to come back mighty7 
quick if yer save Ginger, coz it’s mos’ 
nine o’clock now.”

“There, Ginger, I’ve been an asked 
Him, coz the parson said if yer asked, 
He’d give ver his help, an’ I guess we 
sure need help now. An’ the parson 
said as how you must bl’eve too; so 
I’m bl’evin hard’s ever I can; but I 
don’t spose He’ll turn back when He’s 
just gone home, just fer a little tough 
an’ a dog wot never did nothin’ fer 
Him.” And here the low sobs were 
uninterrupted by speech for a little 
time.

Then a hand xvas laid on Joev’s half 
buried head, and he raised it suddenly 
to see bending over him a snnarp

Founded

BARN- 
ROOFING
Best for Houses Also

Our “Eastlake” Galvanized Steel 
Shingles have been tested hv time. 
They have been made and laid 
Oil the roof for Twenty-five years, 
and no weakness found yet. Any 
other guarantee necessary ?

FIRE, LIGHTNING, RUST 
and STORM PROOF.

Let us know the size of anv roof 
you intend covering and 
we will make you an in­
teresting: offer.

Note what the "Philosopher 
of Metal Town says on page 
519 of this issue.

Metallic Roofing Co.
Limited

MANUFACTURERS 
TORONTO and WINNIPEG

WESTERN CANADA FACTORY :

797 Notre Dame Ave. WINNIPEG, HAN.
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Fare and One-Third

jawed yet kindly 
“cow-boy” hat.

“Be vou Jesus?”
"Well—hardly— 

save “Ginger” for y 
him so much, and 
time ago, mv heart

face shaded 

h
b

asked, eagerly, 
ut I’ve come to 
•u, because you love 
ecause once, a long 

ted when a little 
fronî me. IYellow dog xvas taken 

know what it’slike.
“Did He send you coz He couldn’t 

come hisself?” questioned joex7, ignor­
ing the implied story in his unknown 
friend’s remarks.

“M—- well I trulv do believe He did, 
now, come to think, because you want 
a mother and a home, and Ginger ' vou

For the round trip between 
stations in Canada. 

Tickets on sale —
APRIL 8th to 1 2th

Valid for return until —
APRIL 13th, 1 9C9

Further information will be 
cheerfully furnished by any 
Canadian Northern Railway 

Agent, or write to —
C. W. COOPER,

Assistant General Passenger 
Agent, Canadian Northern 

Railway,
Winnipeg, Man.

A Woman’s Sympathy
Are you discouraged? Is your doctor's bill 

a heavy financial load? Is your pain a heavy 
physical burden? I know what these mem 
delicate women—I have been discouraged, too; 
but learned how to cure myself. I want to 
relieve your burdens. Why not end the pain and 
stop the doctor's bill* I can do this for you and 
will if you will assist me.

All you need do is t write for a free box of the 
remedy (Orange Lily) which has been placed in 

j my hands to be given away. Perhaps this one 
box will cure you—it has done so for others. If 
so, I shall, be happy and you will be cured for 2c. 
(the cost of a postage stamp). Your letters held 
confidentially. Write to-day for my free treat­

ment. MRS. F. E. CURRAH, Windsor, Ont.
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