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Rutg yout watch on your shavfng glass.
Time your firet shave with the "GILLF.TTE."
Don't hurry-take it easy--shave naturally.
Be, for yoiielf 'that you eau have a dlean, easy shave

i ive nminutes by the wateh.
Wben you oversleep in the nlorning or are in a hurry

lthe evenig- the. "GILLUTTE" saves your time, your
tmuper and your f ame

Hufry ail youa like-yoÙ can't eut yourself.
T1he "GIILLTTW Safety Razor je the one razor that1*18 safe--in fact as well as in name. You may be able to do

without the "GILLUT'rE"-but whyi should you?
tltm&rdoets-4&. Sold by edimgrewehry,qDru ,Cteiy, fHardware,spor4ff Gad d epsrtmeaêal Stoe& IUyour dealier canmot
IMPPIi\7ou, wMie us

GILXLET19 SAMEY RAZOR CO. 0F* CANADA IJMITED
OPPIS NI FATORY * ONTRAL,69

flTe Real Canadian Girl
will neyer waste lier money on imported table sait.

She knows. that ri glithere in Canada, we have
the best table sait in the world-

Windsor Table Sait
The real Canadian girl, and lier inother and

randmotlier too, know that Windsor Sait is un-
equaledfor purity, flavor and brilliant, sparkling

appearance1

When writing advertisers, please mention The Western Home Monthly.

ID E by side the
Caseys and the
Dwyers had dwelt
in aznîty for more
years than they of-
ten took the trou-
bie to count. Amn-
az in g.1y uninter-
rupted h ad b ee n

the neighborliness between them. The
ment had voted the same ticket, smok-
cd the samne tobacco, marcbed togeth-
er in the 'Patrick's Day"' parades,
and employed. the same metbods of
family discipline. Their opinion~s as
to the proper degree of authority of
!he church in the United States co-
icided-which was fortunate for both
of them,> as it enabled them to present
a united front against their wives,
who argued in a futile, loyal, ignorant
feminine fashion for the maintenance
of the temporal power everywhere.

John Dwyer had bought tbe lot of
land on which bis smali frame house
stood at the advise of Michael Casey.
Casey had bougbt the adjoining tract,
Pnd bad built bis duplicate sm~ali frame
botuse on the entbusiastic. testirnony
of John Dwyer that there was flot an-
other such real estate chance in New
York-despite the fact that within a
stone's throw of their dwellings there
were whoie rows of similar littie bous-
cs, standing in similar littie rectangles
ci eartb, buiging with monotonous
littie piazzas, and boasting brick
'-alks that led down besides grass
plots to the gates in the wicket fenc-

Tsue men bad "stood godfathers"
for each other's firstborn. The wo-
men had been as proud, almost, in
their godmotberhood for the second
children of each family as tbey were
of their own motherbood. Mrs. Dwy-
er and Mrs. Casey had talked together
cbeerfuliy and affectica ately on un-1
counted Monday mornings as they
hung out the wash in their respective
back yards. On innumerable Satur-
day afternoons they had. taken their
broods dowff to One Hundred and
Twenty-Fifth Street, making a holiday
of shoe-buying, a festivity of bringing
borne the Sunday roast. They bad
nursed eacb other's sick and sorrow-
ed with full hearts over eacb otber's
dead, sharing their deeper life as
simply as they shared cuttings fromn
each otber's garden plots, or "draw-
ings of tea."

It was war that ended the idyl.
The spring afternoon when John
Dwyer had met Michael Casey with
the tiding that his eidest son, jim, had
enlisted in the Sixty-Ninth was the
fatal day.

"Yis, sorr!" the proud father had
rumbled. "Niver a w.orrud to m e,
rnmd ye, tli the tbing was donc, the
young rascai! Oh,, 1 had a notion to
give il to him bot an' beavy. But I
tell ye, Mike, I was proud of the
scamp. Only twenty-two, ye mind.
Now, if your johnny gets in the same
company of the Sixty-Ninth - the
Fightin' Sixty-Ninth, ye mmnd, they
calied it durin 'the Civil War-they'il
be togither ail the time, savin' each
other, belike. It's two hayroes we'll
be ,havin' out on Locust Street."
foIf my Jobnny makes anny such
ool of binisilf," Mr. Casey had an-

nounced beavily, "it's a bootin' he'll
get from me. The Sixty-Ninth, it is?
Let bim be larnin' bis trade an'
mindin' bis business an' belpin' his
parents, not runnin' afther the first
Lzand tbat brays."

The father of tbe bero, cycd John-
ny's father with an indignation almost
speechless, but unfortunately flot quite
so. And when the Casey gate slami-
ined behind its owncr with a vicions
click, the friendship of more than a
quarter of a century was broken. Thie
licad of each bouse, raging greatlv,
issueéd»ils patriachal orders to bis cl;in
-"No coiloguin' w~id die peopl i nut
dure !"

The "colloguin"'had ceased. The
two wives miglit sigh and shake their
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h eads over the back fence, might even
I xhisper that "this couldn't last long";
Ibut the habit of obedience was strong.
IMoreover, the quarrel was augmentcd
rapidly. Mr. Dwyer was reported to
have called Mr. Casey's courage, and
that of all bis bouse,. into question

Iat a neighboring resort of refresbment
and conversation. Mr. Casey, so the
cbliging\,intermediary informed Mr.
Dwyer, bad met the. criticism with a
threat.

The whole neighborhood became
divided. jim Dwyer took to feeling
bimself a hero in evêry truth, though
the idea bad been far enough frorn
hbim in tbe first flush of his half pat-
riotic, half adventurous enlistment. Hie
adopted what he considered a heroic
swagger in consequence. John Casey,
on the 9ther hand-a good, steady,
lîardworking youth, witb no deep-seat-
cd prejudices against the bearing of
arms whcn that might be neceàsary-
soon found himseli--cherishiný opin-
ions of the most Sontemptuous sort
toward "fire-eaters" and "jingoes."

When Jim Dwyer, from the State,
camp, used to make occasional des-
cents upon bis home, tbe Casey bouse
next door was darkened. When bis
regiment was ordered Soth, and al
Locust Street affectionately dccided
to go to the station to see him off,
tbe Caseys invited relatives to a merry
making. Wben poor Mrs. Dwyer,
weeping out ber frigbtened beart on
lier pillow tbat nigbt, and praying in-
coherantiy for ber boy, heard the
piano in tbe' next bouse jingling witb
lbe loudest, most joyous tunes, she
decided tbat after all ber bîisband bad
been rigbt. They lacked not only
patriotism, but every good feeling,
these Caseys!

Locust street was divided witb tbe
families. The attendance at St.
Ann's fell off woefully wben Michael
Casey bore bis flock and bis following
from the parish church, poliuted, he
said, by the devotion of the blood-
thirsty Dwyers, to St. Stepben's.,
There were days whcn the fierce oid
mi, reading the papers, hait longed
to have bis hatred of the wbole affair
justified by the death of the foolish
boy whom lust of battie had lured
from the path of every-day duty. But
wben be fotind bimself thinking this
thought, be aiways hastiiy crossed him-
self and said: "The saints forgive
me!1"

Wben Jîm came back, stripes upon
bis sîceve, his hollow cheek tanned by
the Southern suni, even the part of Lo-
cust Street most disaffected toward
the Dwyers turned out to give bim
greeting. Oniy the Casey bouse put
out no weicomîng banner, soundeul no
jubilant note of pra;se. Elia Casey,
ta be sure, iooked through a cbink in
the blinds in her rnother's room and
thouglit Jim marveilousiy improved.
But Ella was jnst beginning bô read-
Shakespeare's plays at schooi, and was
dipping privately into -Romeo and
Juliét.",

Thiere was another feminine fancy
to wvhorn the return of Sergeant
Dwycr vas a littie disquieting. Mollie
lntsted did flot live so far from La-

cust street that rumors of its great
fued did not reach ber tram time to
tinie. Though shie xas kceping "steady
conlipaiiy" Nvith Johnny Casey, and was
glad and proud in the assurance of
that carncst, steady, successfui young
ni's -affection, yct, when the bero

came home and the oid stories' were
1-cvix'ed, shie sometimes looked ques-
tioniiîgly at Johnny. She hait envied
the girls with whom Jim danccd at
Ilie bail given by the Fordham
IfcighIts Young Mcn's Pleasure Soci-
e tv. lier John bad flot gone to that
fC-.hvitv, (lecIlning ta run the risk af
ýI-'-~ng his encmv and aI 'precipitat-

a raw. Even a row, it seemed to
M 'he.w'ld have been preferable ta

IIhi ci1eýtinable biding at home.
CC IIWI it be, after aIl, that Johnny was

n-t iiite brave?
'Pie m(inthIs passcd, and a steady,

Thne Family Feud.
BY ANNIE O'HAGEN.
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