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After the
Harvest

 Protect the gains of another abun&ant

year by the safeguard of Life Insurance.

A Life Policy gives permanence to
prosperity. It guarantees the welfare of
dependent ones. PR

|

Life Insurance is not expensive. A
little money and good health are the re-
quisites. You may have the money
next year—but the good health may have
gone. - So arrange your protection now—
arrange it in the Company issuing Poli-
cies that cost least and return the high-
est Profits '

The Great-West Life Assurance Co.

'Head Office, WINNIPEG -

Personal rates on request

The Western Home Monthly
f e
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Enjoy the charm of the woods and

fields—shoot woodchucks, crows, hawks, rabbits
gophers, squirrels—with the ' ) Yl
4 /12474 " Model No. 32.  Hammerl
' : ‘ el No. 32. Hammerless—
. «22 Calibre Repeater and built right! -The pistol grip stock
—the right giinfor small game, for 28 has areal pistol grip and the greater drop™
ooty "’a'hm" ' that experienced shooters like so well. The
A 1,..«,1'3'.; of quick-adjustable Wind-gauge rear and Ivory Bead
nn&e,mid power; gives - front are “extra quality” sights—the best ever furnished
il on ang 23 epster e
%‘P Jj°y con ‘The Take-Down is simpler and quicker than any other
gheut ok gop —the rifle more convenient to carry and' easier to keep clean.

lo i
m."',:'.f g The safety slide button is_placed right— just under your thumb.

The Solid Steel Top protects your face and eyes from defective
cartridges; the Side Ejection throws shells away from you.

15 Shots; with full magazine, 25 shots. Four other Zlarlin 22 re-
peaters give choice of lever or pump action with visible hammer. All

-five models handle .22 short, .22 long and .22 long-rifle cartridges.

Buy the right gun! Send 3 stamps postage for new
140 page catalog of repeating rifles shotguns.

”QM/)WMS Ga 76 Willow i,Street,iNew H§yen, Conn.
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Save You Money

Stop all Jaundry troubles. “Chal-
lenge’”’ Collars can be cleaned with
a rub from a wet cloth—smart and
dressy always. The correct dull
finish and texture of the best linen.

If your dealer hasn’t ‘‘Challenge” Brand
write us enclosiny money—235c for collars,
50c per pair for cuffs. We will supply you. -
Scnsfor new style book. Made in Canada

The Arlington Co. of Canada, Ltd.
54-64 Fraser Avenue, TORONTO, Can"

Your'Granite Dish | | ]
.» g as (Don’t Whip Children
g USE ENDE T Or scold older persons who wet the bed or are un-
- B SRR g | ble (o control their water during the night or day,
forit is not a habit but a Disease. If you
have any Kidney, Bladder or Urinary Weakness,
write to-day for n Free Package of our Harm-
less Remedy. When permanently relieved
tell your fricnds about it. Semd no money.

They mend all leaks in all utensils—tin,

1 brass.zopper, graniteware,hot water bags,etc.
<> No solder, cement or rivet. Anyone can use
them; fitany face, two million inuse. Send

for sample 10c. COMPLETE PACKAGE
ACOCTT N SIZES, 26¢C 'PAID. Acents wanted.
Comtetce MEfg.Co. Dept. B Collingwood, Ont.

Address: g .
@ZEV:ETO CO., Dept;(.go, Milwaukee, Wis, ...cyed «with some dismay,

his cool hand was on the fevered brow;
his eomforting voice distinguishable above
the din of the sufferer’s incoherent rav-
ings. Here was a soul in torment, and
the minister knew it. Here was.a man
who soon must meet his Maker, and the
minister knew that too. It was the old
trouble. Dissipation had left its mark
upon the now hollowed face. Drink and
its accompanists had played awful havoc
with the frame that was made in the
image of a majestic God-Man, and the
sordid days and nights of many a long
year had left their earmarks behind. It
was too apparent that this was very nearly
the last. The dread pleasures of a score
of years made any recovery far from even
a sporting chance. An infinite deal of
disregard for the laws alike of God and
man were to result in a sharp fight, of
which there could be but one issue, and
that the one which the fighter most
feared. ‘ . :
Through the long, long night the min-
ister stayed, and staying, prayed for one
well-nigh-lost ‘soul. Prayer to Him who
was alike the Father of the intercessor
and the one for whom he interceded, and
leading with the sinner that even now
Ee might seek God’s infinitely precious

ace_passed the drear night fnto (
g,wnm?1 of another day. And the dawn?
ing of the new day was the dawning of g
heaven in the soul of a man, succeeded
within an hour by the dawning of a greater
heaven than is given to us to know op
earth. ‘ .

The minister rose from his long vigil
and drew the coverlet over the face o
the sinner whom God had saved, and
taken home to Himself. ' Then he bowed
his head, and knelt beside the bed.

* * * * *

They found him there, when the sun
was high in the sky. He, too, had gone
home. In very-truth his work was done,
The laborer’s task was over, and God had
taken him to the place prepared for him,
He was—so the elders said—no longer
fitted for the task of ministering to them,
His sphere—so the elders sai(f-—was no
longer Ebenezer. His day of usefulness
—=s0 the elders said—had passed. But he
Eut out a hand, strong in the strength of

is Master, and taking hold,- dragged a
man from the gates of hell. And: two

souls, both equally precious in the sight -

of a compassionaté God, went to heaven

that night. .. -

‘The Kid Intervenes

By W. R

. Gilbert

thing!” said The Woman of the

World, a little dubiously as she
looked up from the long article full of
weekly wisdom, so wise that it made
one’s head ache, “We are 'so peaceful
—and it’s a bif of a risk I suppose.”

She drew weird designs on her blot-
ter, and stared out at the green of the
grass with the sun on it, beyond the
cottage garden.

The Girl Who Had Buried All Her
Illusions (so she said), looked up from
.her sewing. “Upset things? Why
should she? The Kid is as good as
gold—a darling!”

“Oh, good of course! I don’t mean
-like that. I mean—well you know our
views and hers are bound to be differ-
ent, and she may find it difficult to
amuse herself. She’s so dreadfully
young, my dear. She’ll be wanting to
be “dressing up, and having young men
to tea. No! I hope she won’t spoil
things.” '

The other held up the extremely ser-
viceable garment she was making and
surveyed it thoughtfully.

“Good gracious! I should hope not.
Men? ‘We want no young men here!
Better hint that to her first thing,
hadn’t we?”

The Woman of the World nodded.
* * * * *

€6 I DO hope she won’t upset every-

The Woman of the World was mar-
ried to—and parted from—a husband
who was a Philistine. At least that is
what she called him.

He knew little or nothing about Lit-
erature and Art, and cared less; more-
over he had professions for women,
So a little rift had widened into a big
gulf,

So she sought out a friend most
likely to bear her good: company, and
met with the very one in The Girl—
who had just the Great Illusion.,

The Girl and The Woman both agreed
that the world would be a much pleas-
anter and happier place were there no
men in it. And so they took the “Nut-
shell” for all the summer months, in
order to escape the society of men if
possible. :

* * * * *

There The Woman of the. World
wrote the long “brainy” articles, in
which her soul reveled, while her com-
panion did the housework and. pre-
tended she did not care for illusions.

In their lovely surroundings wars,
victories and disasters were forgotten;
time seemed to “stand still where the
Nutshell covered with crimson ramblers,
nestled cosily.

* * % * 5

The Kid arrived at supper time. Her
wire had only said “Coming to-day” so
they could not meet her, but there she
was, with two fat trunks. Dhlouse case,
and a hat box, not to mention a bundle
of sunshades, all of which her hostesses

‘as  the sea.

with

looked at }_‘r and sighed. The Kid lay

“Hallo, you two dears!” she ecried.
She placed a soft little kiss on the
cheek of each and strolled into the sit-
ting room, “Supper! Hoorah! And oh
isn’t this a ripping spot? Heavenly
after town.”

She was very young, with wide blue
eves and a quantity of dark hair that
refused to be
just a slip of a thing. Having rattled
off all the news of town, and disposed
of a large amount of tea and cake she
rose to unpack.

The Woman, in shabby old tweed
skirt watched her a little absently,
while The Girl in a faded blue frock
hovered in the back ground.

The Kid shook out two or three
beautiful little dresses, and hung them
in the cupboard.

“Haven’t you brought a lot of frocks,
dear?” said The Woman presently.

The Kid shook a creation of white
muslin and pink ribbons vigorously,
and laid it out ready for the”morning.
“Have I?” She shut the lid of the
trunk with a bang. “Oh well, you,
know I have them, and one must wear
things.”

She eyed the nondescript garments of
the other two, and wrinkled her nose
a trifle.

“You see,” said The Girl, by way of
explanation, “there’s no one to look at
them here, so it does not matter what
we wear, Let’s go and have some
music, shall we? Have you brought
any songs?”

“Rather,” said The Kid. “Got some
ripping new ones. Come along!”

The Kid sang song after song until
something stirred uncomfortably in The
Woman’s heart, and The Girl’'s eyes
became full of mist. Dusk was falling,
and The Kid’s soft voice sang,

“For with Love brooding there, why,
no place can compare

With my little grey home in the
West—" \

“Don’t,” said The Woman with start-
ling suddenness. “I mean—you sounded
as if you believed all the—well—mawk-
ish sentiment one always gets in these
songs, dear little Kid. I don’t want
you to come a cropper—as we have
done. Youre not old enough to under-
stand, but you must be made to see
things as they are—it will save you*
such lots of pain!” Whereupon' they
both did their best to make her ‘“sce
things.” They told her that men were
pretty much all alike—selfish and deep
Love, they informed her, .
was a myth, a mere fairy tale, and if
she wanted to be happy, to avoid men
like the plague, and make her own
happiness.  Work—nothing like work-—
a profession. And so on, and so on.
At the end The Kid rose with a little
frown, « “I don’t believe it!” said =she,
the

gregt confidence of extreme
vouth, and went to bed. The other two

suppressed—no figure, -
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