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You know how good HacLaren’s Imperial Cheese is—the tastiest
and best cheese in the world. Just you iry

MaclL. AREN’S
IMPERI AL
PEANUT BUTTER

You’ll declare it de-
licious. It’s a whole-
some food for young
and old as well. The
most nutritious parts
of carefully selected
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Peanuts are simply
concentrated in our
Imperial Peanut But.
ter, making it the de-
light of connoisseurs

: —— | and recommended as soLD BY GROCERS WHO SELL THE BEST
wt::s:\l::;:»-uén::“f‘;‘f ““the purest of all pure

3 foods™ by the medical
; profession. . . . . .

Ask your Doclor.

Undoubtedly the best dessert money can buy—
a delicate and nutritious food for invalids
and children. You can have it any
flavor and make it in a jiffy.

o

=

PEAN = ¢/ TTER
ANUF B,UI 'Y/

Manufactured and Guaranteed Pure by
MacLaren Imperial Cheese Co. Limited
Toronto 1831

CEETEE

UNDERWEAR

Soft, velvety and healthy
It is the special method of knitting to the form and
the secret shrinking process that makes “Ceetee”
Underclothilclg so comfortable. Only the finest
Australian Merino Wool is used, which makes for
absolute perfection in Underwear.

All sizes for men, women

e b .”'“‘%
| THE C. TURNBULL €O. OF .

GALT, Limited, GALT, ONT, S
Manufacturers — Estab. 1859 URE WOOV
&

REASONS WHY

ELECTRIC LIGHT IS SAFE

If your home is properly wired you run absolutely no risk of fire.

You, and your help, are not under the necessity of using the
Matches are the cause
of more fires than any other known agent in the world.

With ELECTRIC LIGHT all that is needed is a turn of the
switch and the light is there ON OR OFF AT WILL.

m| PHONE MAIN 3975 |m

Use Toronto Electric Light Company Service

dangerous little match to ignite a flame.

Adds a delicious zest
and piquancy to
SOUPS, FISH, MEATS,

POULTRY, GAME.
MADE AND BOTTLED IN ENGLAND——SOLD BY ALL CROCERS

FOR THE CHILDREN

THE STORY OF A KITTEN

OW this story is quite true. Once
upon a time there was a cat call-
ed Mr. Puff; he lived in a grand
house, quite close to the Turkish Em-
bassy. A lord and a lady and several
servants lived with Mr. Puff, and he
was very kind to them, letting them
do in all things as they liked, and
never sending them away nor keeping
the house to himself. One day Mr.
Puff, being out in the rain, found a
poor little kitten, covered with mud
and crying bitterly; so Mr. Puff took
the kitten between his teeth and car-
ried it home, and set it down on the
drawing-room hearth-rug. The lord
and the lady had the kitten washed
and gave it food and called it Smut;
and Smut went and sat down on the
lord’s writing-table.

When Smut grew to be a cat the
lord and the lady thought a while,
and spoke: “We have a dear friend,”
they said, “and he is catless; there-
fore, if Mr. Puff will agree, we will
take Smut to him as a present,” and
Mr. Puff agreed.

So Smut was put into a bird-cage
and taken to the dear friend’s house.

The dear friend had a little girl
with golden hair, and when she saw
Smut she cried out for joy and said:
“Never before did I see a dicky-bird
with a furry coat, a long tail and little
white teeth.” L

But Smut shook his head as if to
say, “I am not a dicky-bird, sx,ayeet
maid, but only a four-legged cat,” SO
they opened the bird-cage door and
he walked out, waving his tail.

Now when Smut grew up his gra-
vity and dignity made all who knew
his history wonder, and few could be-
lieve that he had once been a dirty
kitten, covered with mud, and glad to
accept the charity of Mr. Puff. And
a time came when there was a great
war in Turkey and terrible battles
were fought, and Smut looked very
anxious and went quite bald, and his
coat fell off in little patches; but none
could tell why. At last he died, and
the little girl wept sorely, and all who
had known him grieved and lamented.
And when Smut had been sleeping
only a little while beneath the lilac
tree an accident revealed that instead
of a lowly foundling. he had been of
high degree, for the little vagrant Mr.
Puff had found was no less a person
than the Turkish Ambassador’s coach-
man’s wife’s cat’s kitten.—IWoman’s
Home Companion.
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WHAT THE CAT AND HEN DID
By Awvricg Rarsron,

F OUR little children were playing

in their garden one day. There
were Mollie and Jamie and Betty and
Teddy.

They were so busy making mud-
pies that they did not see “Mrs. Tom-
kins,” the old cat, when she came and
mewed, and mewed, and put up her
paw, and touched Mollie and Jamie
and Betty and Teddy—first one and
ﬁhen the other, as much as to say,

Do come, some of you, and help me!
Do come, please!”

By and by the children’s mama
came out of the house and saw how
queerly the cat was acting, and said:
“Children, Mrs. Tomkins is trying to
get you to go with her and see if her
babies are all right.”

So the children left their play and
said: “Come, Mrs. Tomkins, we will
go with you now.”

The old cat gave a thankful
“m-i-e-0-u,” and started down the
walk leading to the barn. Every now
and then she looked back to see if the
children were really coming. When
she got to the stable, she ran and

jumped up on the manger, and looked
down into it, and gave a quick, sharp
“m-i-e-0-u,” as if to say, “What deo
you think of that?” And the children
looked in and saw a hen sitting upon
the old cat’s kittens and trying to
keep them all covered up! When the
cat tried to go near them, the hen
would peck at her and drive her away.
How the children laughed!

The hen had been sitting upon some
eggs in a nest near where the cat had
set up housekeeping, and when the
cat went out, the hen came over and
took the cat’s little family under her
wings, just as if they had been so
many chick-a-biddies. And when the
cat went home again, the hen would
not let her come near the Kkittens.
Mollie took the hen off, and Mrs.
Tomkins was happy. :

The next day she came again, look-
ing as though she said, “I am very
sorry to trouble you, but I must™
Then she said “M-i-e-0-u, m-i-e-o-u 1"
So the children left their play and
went to the stable with her, and found
the hen playing mother to Mrs. Tom-
kins’ kittens again and trying to make
them keep still and stay under her
wings. If one of them poked its head
out, she would give it a sharp peck
to make it go back.

The children laughed again, and
Mollie said: “Poor Mrs. Tomkins, I
would look for a new house if T were
you—you do have such meddlesome
neighbours!” Then she took the hen
off, and Mrs. Tomkins picked up one
of the kittens.

The children’s mama was sitting in
the library reading when the old cat
came in, with a kitten in her mouth.
She put it softly down, went out, and
soon returned with another. She kept
on doing this until she had moved all
her family of five kittens. Then she
settled herself in a cozy corner, and
looked at the lady, and purred in this
way: “If you only knew how much
trouble I have had with that bad old
hen, you would let me and my child-
ren stay here.”

The lady laughed and said: “I will
see what I can do for you.”

Just then the children came in and
begged to have the kittens stay. So a
new home was made for them in a
box in the woodhouse.—St. Nicholas.
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SERENA

By Rye JomNsoN.

SOFTLY, silently, snow surrounded

Shakertown.  Sabrina Sedley’s
sabots seeming shabby, she sent Sis-
ter Serena shopping.

Saucepans, spoons, soap, sheeting
shoes secured, Serena shyly sought
some soft, silken surah.

Samuel Seaton, salesman, sensibly
suggested salmon shades, sincerely
solicitous silks should suit Serena, so
sweet seemed she. K

She saw Samuel’s suggestion sound
salmon suiting seasonably Shaker:
town socials, so she selected several
shades. ;

Sabrina Sedley spoke scornfully
severely, sensoriously. She said Se.
rﬁpa_’s silks, sealskin sack, sleek
shining satins seemed »
sillinesgs. e

Sensibly silent, Serena s
Sanborn, seamstress. oug}\u 4

Shakertown socialists sending sum-

moris soon, some scores

. sough
Stephen Sedley’s, Serena’s si,-%'t
sitting-room. o

Sister Sabrina served su
slyly serving salads, seed-czi)lft:esr’sasliu{dy

Seraphic sounded Serena’s g i
phine, soothing sad souls, Sweeexi}-
she sang sentimental songs, Sa. 3
Seaton softly singing some s’ente::l vt
So Samuel secured Serena sing ok
satisfied —Youth’s C ompan’ion o



