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this Boo
After you use it a while, you'll
-wonder how you ever got along
without it. Everything is so
simple and clear and practical
it's just like having some wise
old cook at your elbow. And
with so many dishes to choose
from, both old and new, there’s
no need of cooking the same old
things time after time.

Even if you have a fairly good
one already, you need the Blue
Ribbon Cook Book.

Bound In Olicloth : 6 x 7§ Inches

It is specially prepared for everyday use in Western
homes, and is practical and up-to-date. For instance, all
ingredients are given by measure instead of weight, so
you do not need scales.

Not a cheap advertising booklet, but a complete, re-
liable cook book, strongly bound in clean, white, wash-
able oilcloth. And here’s your chance to get it

’ With One Year’s Subscription
F R E E ¢ fo the Western Home Monthly

é&e é% Dept. W.HM., Winnipeg.

I enclose fifty (50) cents. for one year's subscription
to Western Home Monthly and a copy of the Blue Ribbon
Cook Book. Send to

Name
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i down the stairs.

existed beings in the world who were
guilty of so great a foolishness ‘as
tooth-washing,

“You might wash yourself wunst a
day without bein’ told,” his mother
complained. :

She was holding a broken lid on
the pot as she poured two cups of
coffee. He made no remark, for this
was a standing quarrel between them,
and the one thing upon which his

mother was . hard as adamant.’

“Wunst” a. day it was compulsory
that he should wash his face. He
dried himself on a greasy towel, damp
and dirty and ragged, that left his
face covered with shreds of lint. :

“I wish we didn’t live so far away,’
she said, as he sat down. “I try to
do the best I can. You know that.
But a dollar on the rent is such a
savin, an’ we’ve more room here.
You know that.”

He scarcely followed her. He
had heard it all before, many times.
The range of her thought was limit-
ed and she was ever harking back
to the hardship worked upon them by
living so far from the mills.

“A dollar means more grub,” he
remarked sententiously, “I'd sooner
do the walkin’ an’ git the grub.”

He ate hurriedly, half-chewing the
bread and washing the unmasticated
chunks down with coffee. The hot
and muddy liquid went by the name
of coffee; Johnny thought it was
coffee—and excellent coffee. That
was one of the few life’s _illusions
that remaineu to him. He had never
drunk real coffee in nis life.

In addition to the bread there was
a small piece of cold pork. His
mother refilled his cup with coffee.
As he was finishing the bread, he be-
gan to watch if more was forthcom-
ing. She intercepted his questing
glance.

“Now don’t be hoggish, Johnny,”
was her comment. “You've had vour
share. Your brotheis an’ sisters are
smaller’'n you.”

He did not answer the rebuke. He
was not much of a talker. Also, he
ceased his hungry elancing for more.
He was uncomplaining, with a pa-
tience that was as terrible as the
school in which it had been learned.
He finished his coffee, wiped his
mouth on the back of his hand, and
started to arise.

“Wait a second,” she said hastily.
“I guess the loaf kin stand you an-
other slice—a thin un.”

There was legerdemain in her ac-
tions, With all the seeming of cut-
ting a slice from the loaf for him, she
put loaf and slice back in the bread-
box and conveyed to him one of her
own two slices. She 'believed she
had. deceived him, but he had noticed
her sleight-of-hand. Nevertheless he
took the bread shamelessly. He had
a_philosophy that his mother, what
of her chronic sickliness, was not
much of an eater anyway.

She saw that he was chewing the
bread dry and reached over and
emptied her coffee into his cup.

“Don’t set good somehow on mv
stomach this mornin’,” she explained.

A distant whistle, prolonged a-d
shrieking, brought both of them to
their feet. She glanced at the tin
alarm-clock on the shelf. The hands

| stood at half-past five. The rest of

the factory world was just arousing

| from sleep. She drew a shawl about

hier shoulders, and on her head put a
dingy hat, shapeless and ancient.

“We've got to run,” she said, turn-
g the wick of the lamp and blowing
down the chimney.

They groped their way out and
It was clear and
old, and Johnny shivered at the first

| contact with the outside air. The
stars had not yet begun to pale in

the sky, and the city lay in blackness.
Uoth Johnny and his mother shuffled
reir feet as they walked. There was
0 ambition in the leg muscles to
wing the feet clear of the ground.
After fifteen silent minutes, his
10ther turned off to the right.
“Don’t be late,” was her final
varning from out~af the dark that
vas swallowing her up. ‘
He made mno response, steadily

keeping on his way. In the factory
auarter, doors were opening every-
where, and he was soon one of '3
multitude that  pressed onwarq
through the dark. As he entered the
factory gate the whistle blew again,
He glanced at the east. Across g
ragged sky-line of housetops a pale
light was beginning to creep. This
much he saw of the day as he turned
his back upon it and joined his work-
gang. ; : .

He took his place in one of many
long rows of machines. Before him,
above a bin filled with small bobbins,
were large bobbins revolving rapidly,
Upon these he wound the jute-twine
of the small bobbins. The work was
simple.  All that was required was
celerity. The small bobbins were
emptied so rapidly, and there were
so many large bobbins that did the
emptying, that there were no idle
moments,

He worked mechanically. Whena
small bobbin ran out, he used his
left hand for a brake, stopping the
large bobbin and at the same time,
with thumb and forefinger, catching
the flying end of twine. Also, at the
same time, with his right hand, he
caught up the loose twine-end of a
small bobbin. These various acts
with both hands were performed
simultaneously and swiftly. Then
there would come a flash of hishands
as he looped the weaver’s knot and
released the bobbin. I'here was no-
thing difficult about weaver’s knots.
He once boasted he could tie them in
his sleep. And for that matter, he
sometimes did, toiling centuries long
in a single night at tying an endless
succession of weaver’s knots.

Some of the boys shirked, wasting
time and machinery by not replacing
the small bobbins when they ran out.
And iiere was an overseer to pre-
vent this. He caught Johnny’s neigh-
bor at the trick and boxed his ears.

“Look at Johnny there—why ain’t
you like him?” the overseer wrath-
fully demanded.

Johnny’s bobbins were running full
blast, but he did not thrill at the in-
direct praise. There had been a time
; but that was long ago, very
long ago. His apathetic face was
expressionless as he listened to him-
self being held up as a shining ex-
ample. He was the perfect worker.
He knew that. He had been told so,
often. It was a commonplace, and
besides it didn’t seem to mean any-
thing to him any more. ~From the
perfect worker he had evolved into
the perfect machine. When his work
went wrong, it was with him as with
the machine, due to faulty material
It would have been as possible for
a perfect nail-die to cut imperfect
nails as for him to make a mistake.

And small wonder. There “had
never been a time when he had not
been in intimate relationship with
machines. Machinery had almost
been bred into him, and at any rate
he had been brought up on it. Twelve
years before, there had ‘been a small
flutter of excitement in the loom-
room of this very milli' Johnny's
mother had fainted, They stretched
her out on the floor in the midst of
the shrieking machines. A couple of
elderly women werc called from
their looms. The roreman assisted.
And in a few minutes there was: one
more soul in the loom-room than had
entered by the doors. It was John-
ny, born with the pounding, crashing
roar of the looms in his ears, draw-
ing with his first breath the warm
moist air that was thick with flying
lint. He had coughed the first day
in order to rid his lungs of the lint;
and for the same reason he had
coughed ever since.

The boy alongside of Johnny
whimpered and sniffed. The boy’s
face ‘was convulsed with hatred faor
the overseer who kept a threatening
eye on him from a distance; but
every bobbin was running full. The
boy yelled terrible oaths into the
whirling bobbins before him; but the
sound did not carry half a dozen feet,
the roaring of the room holding it
in and containing it like a wall.

Of all this Tohnny took no notice.
He had a way of accepting things.
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