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NG SOAP,
G WATER
REMOVING PAINT,
DISINFECTING SINKS.,
CLOSETS,DRAINS,ETC.

SOLD EVERYWHERE
REFUSE SUBSTITUTES

SATISFY THAT HEART HUNGER

. GET A HOME FOR YOURSELF

Our two books of Bungalow House and Cottage
Elans containing hundreds of designs, i~cluding
oor plans. For any of them we supply blue
rints and specifications at about $5 per set.

ade to order by an architect they would cost
-850 to $75. Any carpenter can build your home
8 with our plans, specifications and blue prints.
8 Both books sent prepaid and duty free for One
] glollarp Regular price is a dollar each. If
| Blue

—— ; rints are purchased we allow you the
: S et =4 dollar.

Catalogue frec.
|| Dept. 28, 1325 Michigan

. J. DRAKE & CO.
e

Bonlevard, Chicago, Ill., U.S.A.
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Miss Canada
ALWAYS BUYS

Royal Household Fiour

| She has learned that Royal Houschold
Flour is to ordinary flours what cream is to
gkim milk.
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‘She has used other kinds of flour, but has found that Royal
Household is rich in the highest quality of gluten, giving the
“loaf a thin, erisp crust and within a creamy whiteness with a
““sweet nutty flavor.
LO0OK for the GREST: ON-EVERY SACK,

Ogilvie's “Book for a Cook'* contains 125
been tried and tested. Sent free on reguest.

The Ogilvie Flour Mills Go., Limited, Winnipeg

REFUSE ALL OTHERS,

pages of 'c:lrt-full_\' sclected recines that have
Mention name of your dealer.
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The Western Home Monthly

love you dear,” he said softly. “Dpnjt
vou feel that you should be your wife’s
first love?” asked Claire, looking up
‘through tears glistening on the long
curled lashes. “I would have said so
before I'knew you,” said Ned seriously,
“but to know you, Claire, to me was
to love you, and the joy of my life will
be, that through my love and care for
you I may help to lessen the sorrow
that God saw fit to send to mar your
sweet young life.”

Claire covered her face with het hands
and her shoulders shook with the sobs
she could no longer suppress.

“Goldie, darling, don’t do that,”
pleaded Ned, as he dropped on his
knees beside her, folding his big arms
“around her, “don’t do that, sweet-
heart,” he pleaded. “Can’t you love
me a little, I'll wait if you can’t just
now, but let me teach you. Oh! Goldie
I don’t know what life would be like
now if I can’t have you, and you know
how I love Billie and Goldie dear, Dad-
dy loves you and he loves Billie, too.’
Don’t you know what a happy little
family we would make,” he pleaded.

A little shudder ran over Claire as she

ceased her sobs, and slipping her arms
around Ned’s neck, she laid her tear-
stained face on his shoulder and whis-
pered, “Oh, Ned, you are so good, I
would hate so terribly to go away,”
and “Ned,” she whispered still lower,
“I do love you. I tried not to but I
couldn’t help it. It didn’t seem loyal
to Frank. But you were so kind, so
big and strong, and now that Madge
is gone, you do need ome. And poor
Billie, pleading for you for his daddy.”
“My darling,” said Ned as he rose
to a standing posture, and drawing
Claire up beside him kissed the tears
away.
It was the beginning of the third
week in December, when Dick and .
Madge returned from their trip. And
then all was busy with the preparation
of the other wedding, which Claire had
set for Christmas Eve.

“Indeed I don’t,” said Ned, springing to
his feet, and bending over (_Ilal‘lze, his
hand on the back of her chair, “But 1
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~ It was to be very quiet, no one
ent except the two families anq
minister and his wife.

Claire and Madge spent part of their
time fixing up Ned’s home, makin
everything ready and comfortable for
the old gentleman, while they should be
away.

The air was cold and a gentle snow
was falling, as the minister pronounced
Claire Dixon and Edward Oliver man -
and wife. Then after a dainty dinner
they gathered around to say good-bye,
Dick coming in in his big fur coat,
called out cheerily, “The rig is ready
Old Golden Top,” and slapping Ned
on the shoulder, shid, “Well, now per-
haps you are péady to tell us where
you are goingj old man.” “No,” said
Ned, his gl’a’{eyes turning to Claire,
“Claire hasn’t told even me yet where
we are going. Won’t you tell us now
dear?” he asked, going over to her. She
gave his hand a little squeeze, and go-
ing over to his father, she put her arm
around his shoulder and holding the
other hand out to Ned, she said.

“We are going home with Billie’s
grandfather.”

“God bless you, my daughter,” gaid
the old man, rising” and kissing her
forehead. “Ned, my son, I wish your
mother could have lived to have seen
this day.” Then, turning to the others,
Claire’s happy voice called out, “And
we want you all to come over to spend
Xmas with us,” and gathering little

) “So come along

pres-
the

Billie up, she said,
Ned, yowll have to kill another tur.
key, you know.”

Ned put his arms around the both of
them, and said, his deep voice almost
trembling, he was so happy, “My mnoble,
noble little wife. Come to Daddy, Billie,”
he said, taking Billie in his arms. Billie
looked into Ned’s eyes and squeezing
his little.arms around Ned’s neck said,
“Ch, I'm so dad (glad) Dod sent you
for my daddy.”

And they were tears of gladness that
streamed down Mr. Oliver’s kind old
-face as he and Claire and Ned filled
little Billie’s stocking that hung by the
fire-place that night.

The Belt Dance of Bulgaria

Copyright, by Underwood & Underwood,
: New York.

In the land of the rose fields, where
the distilleries tum the rose leaves into
the most fragrant of perfumes—Attar
of Roses, one witnesses with delight,
the performance of the “Belt Dance,” |
a variation of the “Ring Dance” orig-

made of. sheep skin, which solves the
highland Bnlgmjs dress problem, wear-
ing as they do”the wool side next the | at
skin
side next the skin in summer,
broidered as only a Bulgarian

inating in Bohemia.

Dressed in their very best clothes

in winter and ' the embroidered | 1

and em- | 1
woman | 1

@

becomes dizzy
ing
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First three steps forward, then three
steps  backward, then forward again
for three steps, after which they form
into a ring. Swinging and balancing to
the weird music which puts one in
mind of the Dervishes, how they man-
age to keep themselveg “pin-wheeling”
for hours at a time, is remarkable.

To watch them gyrating is a treat
for about fifteen minutes. Then one
by the rapidly revolv-
wheel of humanity which goes
faster and faster until one can no long-

er follow,

Though the dance may last for hours
a streteh, cach one of the dancers
ooks “solemn as a funeral” and
fever speaks: but at intervals the men
owl like hungry hyven Taken as a

as

as.

knows how. any numhber of men and | whole it is g very entertaining  per-
women above four, when the spirit is  formance  which can with safety, as
on them, grasp  one  anether’s Delts  well .« prolit. he added to any par-
and the dance is on. lor dance programme.
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