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IFYOU CONTEMPLATE |

ADYERTISING 32
 THIS MAY INTEREST
| You

To advertise is‘ to. work
;a]ong the line of least resist-
iance in bringing your pro-
iducts before the consumers.
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. ality is the class-.
at is themalwgl purchaaer
| your product. - -

ThE quantity should be ;
roportional witls the, . price
aid to secure the quality, 3
The'Wb& een Homg:
fonthly is read every miontl8
fully 1;35 O(I)homebuye 4
' quahty ax

The ad
;~~-- " a line. for
Bre lines, for a less number

flines 13 cents.

Fourteen lines, each the &
idth: of this column, .consti-
e an inch ; ‘an inch of
dvertising, therefore on a
000 line contract costs $1.40
#In other words, the Westery
¢ Home Monthly willcarry yo
_message to oyer 175,000 ho
buyers for $1.40 per inch.

All the .theory of ad

e

your disposal, and one of the
axioms of the advertlsmg
world of to-day is “‘Adver-
‘tising in' the “Western
.'Home Monthly.”’

Introduce yourself now to
~the great buying clientele of
“this widely read magazine, for

the advertising harvest will
be commensurate with the
bountiful crops which the
farmers of our great West will
reap this Summer and Fall.

If you will send us any
advertising literature you may
have —letter-head, card, book-
let etc.—we will design an
advt. and outline a plan that
should prove profitable to you.

We are asmuch interested
in your advertising success as
you are, so you can depend on
securing our best efforts.

We shall be glad to hear
from you. Why not let us
take up the matter now.

Phone 7000

ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT

The Western Home Monthly

WINNIPEG, CANADA
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| cents ‘a day, and we won’t
¢| about the articles.”

tered - and . clemd at ‘the - custom- |
housSe, took dinner at the hotel, thus
avondmg his cook, smoked some fat

c1gars nd rvelﬁd ‘through the day
’ Statq .of health, while
d M¢, Macpher-

s n shoveied potatoes with  his
hands and invoked anathema on the
Jhead of Jock Billings.

He came up a noon, brown as a
nut, except where perspiration had |
traced muddy-banked channels on his |
face, and with his eyes shining lurid-
ly, ate his dinner in silence, the |
psychic center of a cold wave thdti
qpletgd and banished the cook from |
his vicinity. He smoked through the |
noon hour, went down again when
the potatoes began to tumble, and
ull, by
ifm,

gl

, smok:ng and smilin ‘
ink-cheeked and joyously ap—
n, had arrived to insult him.
s happiness.
seaman’s code of ethics had im-
ed the mate to finish a task once.
n, and the same code permitted
to claim his supper as part of hlS‘
7; but when he had eaten it
nce, ignoring the captams Jocu-
rity, he said, ‘sourly, “I never qmt a
ipper .in a hole, sir; but there’
nd an’ _ye can get another
re it comes. I .want my mo
“Oh no, no, no, Mr. Macpher
aid the captam sitting up in al
¢ too much work in ﬁii#
d t

| to make for trouble on shipboard;

.| stones lighter; but on being g

ookin’ for work.

up the schoomer.
scraped.”
"Ne do?
“Why, yes; and the rigging set up
and tarred. It takes a salt-water man

I want the snars

like you to do it.”

“Aye, for a dollar a day.”
“Oh, well, I'll make that all right. |
Of course, you can quit if you de-

| mand the rlght inasmuch as I didn’t |

sign you on the articles.
Stay on,

But you
I'll make it another fifty
bother

Mr. Macpherson was silent, think-
ing of two things—possibly three.
The two were that his name and that
of Jock Billings ivere on the articles;
and that a dollar and a half a day was
good pay at that time of the year;
the other thought might have been |
connected with' the captain’s strance
infirmity, for after grunting “I'll stay.
sir,” he added, tentatively, “but I'd
be éasier in my mind, capt'n, if ye'd
admit, honest an’ candid—as TI've
been to you—that ye’re the mon that
slugged me in I'at Anna’s bardin’-
hoose in Bombay in the year—"

“Of course, I am, you Scotchman,”
said the captain, rising, with a laugh.

“For why did ye slug me?” de-
manded the mate, with a new inter-
est in the mattcr. “I"'d done naw-
thing to you.

“Because you were Scotch.
that enough?’

Though the
ordinarily contagious,
son was immune. He glowered at
the retreating figure, and said to the
observant cook. “I call ye to witness
that insult, cook. Did ye no he-r
him—would ye no infer by if that it's
right an’ proper to hit a Scotchman
on any occasion?”

Isn’t

captain’s laugh was
Mr. Macpher-

“Yes, sah,” answered the coonk,
coldly turning away, “I heerd him
but you told a lie, sah. You said von

done all de holystonin’ while he was

n\l((p Now—"

“D-d-dry up!” yelled the mate, di\\
gustedly, as he followed the captai
on deck, adding, from the (‘omp"m
[ionway, “the intreecacies o’ this c-s=

bevond ye, cook. Put it off your

RS

eral times that still summer

ev r. before Mr. Macpherson laid
his cary bones in bed, he heard

Capt Billings chuckling softly to

|

“But, but, Mr. Macpherson,” said
the. capt in a congiliatory. tone,
“itl§ begaulig®you’'re worth more than

| any three en to me. Why, I never
§| could get my. deck helystoned before; !

‘and now I want to go on, and slick f

| side from the rolling of the schoonerg#

| hat being gone overboard, he greased

to:a [ h d
long, he %ﬁ% in the t
which fhe Tittle schooner

{;ﬁbve the rail

‘?fmﬁ ithe deck,

Lhimseif; &l'ld he went (o aleep, trust-
ine in Providence for what the mor-
row might bring forth as a result of
the cuptafns reminiscence, His trust
was Jusum:d. Captain  Billiugs ‘was
not in his, berth at daylight, but Mr.
Macpherson routed Jock blllmbs out
of the forecastle, and there being
wind enough, took the schooner out
and shaped a course down the lake.
A fat man in the forecastle and a
Scotch mate with the Lord on his
side are of themselves a combination

and in this case the trouble was has-
tened and precipitated by the mutin-
ous behavior of the erstwhile tract-
able Jock. First, there was.a swu-
mer gale of wind, whlch dymg away

rails under. Jock acquitted ;
well in the gale, furling th
topsails as mimbly as thoug

go aloft with a bosunsc,hau',
‘scrape down the .main topma
‘calmly asserted that he was an®
seaman, and not -supposed to
above the lower masthead.

“It's you or me, ye child o
“eequity,’ stormed f. Macphers
SYAn’ 1'm a mate, not supposed to
Get ye aloft.” .. &%
for answer Jock dlspassxonate
ped him by the shoulder, turne
1, around, and pinning his &
81de in a vise- llkCT hugis

~SuppPou
ng. on; IS ‘?gt“rﬁ"

?"'h Sl el

tly o xiu,; :

B - T TR - WG N
orward the mate, marveli
at. the wondcrful feat of strengtls
waited until Jock seemed:to haye fo
gotten the incident,-then repeate th%
order from a safe dlstance Thtsmmb”
Jock obeyeds = . %

His dumb, patxent suﬁermg umdeﬁ'
! the mate’s persecution on that lon§
| drift down.the lakes need mot be em
larged upon. He scraped both to,
masts while thrashing from. side to

| then the sun came out hot, and hik

| them down bare-headed. Then ;the

;cook mercifully gave him his other:

|

| den of which was Mr.

|

| of Scotchmen.

| hat, and with the ganvas down : on
deck he rigeed ‘triangles and scraped
the lower masts and greased themy

Next came the setting up (tautenineldi;

of the rigging—a day’s work of itse
—angd this done, he was given a tars
bucket, and again sent aloft in a
' bosun’s-chair to tar down. Through
it all he was the target for a running
fire of comment and abuse, the bur-
Macpherson’s
disapproval of his mistaken estimate
But it was not until
| he was well launched into the tar-
ring-down job that the. fatuous mate
realized that the tar-stains would re-

| main on his hdnds for days, and that

if he wakened in time he would
know who had done the work. How-
ever, he was past caring for conse-

quences now—only intent upon pun-

ishing the man who had “slugged”
him for being Scotch.
But there was a dark Nemesis

| darted toward him;
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mg the: eGOk »ﬁg wﬂﬂ al’t with ..y
an admnrmg look around and t
and wakened his treasure of a n

e
And whexy%dr Macph n appea: °d,
* him" Wlﬂf‘ 1sl§usiasm ad

rém 1Fibve. S 88 Q5
“You've done well Mr. Macp! er-
son,” he said, beaming. “I'm proud

of you—that T'am. Yonu and I'll set
along. But, by George, I'm in a bad
way myself—'n fact, I need just such
a man as you. Waked in the fore-
castle. Been asleep all the way down,
aaven’t IP

“Aye,” answered the mate, cau-
tiously. “An’ it's to the forecastle ye
go when ye want to lie doon an’
rest.”

Teanny. - 1 must see the doctor

; o'f a seaman, Mr. cpher-
He looked aloft. ‘*Scraned
and tarred down, and everything set
up. And vou did it all alone, Well,
we]l have some paint aboard next
ctrip.”

- “Aye, paint her if .ye like, sir, but
{’ll take my money here, sir, an’ 8o
There’s too much work makin® a

yacht oot o’ this hooker I have to
lo it all.”

ot | “Dat’s. a lle cappen,” said a dis-
ysted “wvoice ehmd them. “He

He _made you scrape de masts,
grease dem down, an’ ‘den you
like a roustabout wid tac_kles
opes, an’ den you. 4p an’ tar

didmlt know anytmq

“Look at yo’ hands, cappén,”. per-
s1sted the cook, m(hgnantly ; ‘6?5’
look at de tar on yo’ hands.” |
The captain looked, and hls ‘fgce
darkened.
. “Is this so, Mr, Macpherson,” he
Ysaid, “that while in my other self
a sailor again—you have workedt%
s such -aboard my own schooner?
% “Pay me off an’ T'll answer '~ye"
d the mate, doggedly.
“Red in the face, Captain Blllmﬂrs
but Mr. Mae-
pherson eluded his grasp, and being
i better runner, gamed the dock,
ive me my money, _he " said;
s all. T ask.” . :
Xou're notion the arnclés, said
angry captam “You'll get noth-
this. trick.” You have no legal

= ,-s

i;ﬁ.:

“lI am on the articles,” insisted Mr.
‘Macpherson, “at a dollar a day, an’
ye promised me an extra ﬁfty cents
in” Duluth. -~ Fourteen days’ work at
a dollar an’ a half u.skes twent.-one
‘dollars ye owe me, Captain pillings.
Ye can toss it to me, an’ ye can
direct your Senegambian friend to
toss my bag o’ clothes on ‘the dock.
+'m _through wi’ you.’
| Captain Billings went below and
inspected the articles. Then he 're-
moved his coat, rolled up his sleeves,
and told the cook to throw the mau’s
bag on the dock.

“Mr. Macpherson,” he said, calmly,
when he reached the deck, “I find

oy

camped on his trail. Unknown to him,
the cook, who slept in the forecastle,
had questioned the ox-like animal
that tumbled down the ladder for a
few hours’ rest in the night,
result was that he ceased all his sur-
prised comment from the galley door,
and waited.

Whatever truth there may have
been in the mate’s surmise that rem- |
iniscence was what threw Captain
Billings into his past, certain it is

that he was wrong in his selection of

the antidote. Hard work did not
waken him, though it did him a
world of physical good. While still

Jock Billings the little

made Goderich during the 1
1s Jock Billings 1! sleep, as
usual, in the for d as Cap-
tain Billings he . in the
niorning before 0
tha mate, and

schiooner moors

dock, her de«

before, her r

and things ¢

than he had

schooner
1ight, and

and the |

you are right, and within the law.
| You shipped a man named Jock Bil-
lings, and made him work. You're
a smart man, besides being a whole
seaman. I'll pay you off at three
dollars a day, and ‘sign you on for

| the season, but you must come
| aboard and get it.”
Mr. Macpherson looked at the

huge muscles he had developed on
the captain’s arms, and at the deter-
mined expression on his face; then he
sat down on a spike to think it over,
while the captain went below to give
him time. Then he rose, still think-
ing, picked up his bag, and slowly
moved away.

<

Not Cold Storage.

Paddy Doolan went into a shop one
day to buy eggs.

“What are eggs today?”

“Kggs are eggs today, Paddy,”’ reé-
plied the shopman, looking quite tri-
umphantly ‘at two or three young lady
customers who happened to be in the
\h(rp

‘Faith, T'm g]’ld to hear you say so,
replied Pu]d\ “for the last ones I got
ere were chickens.’




