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; tation of that slangy Vera meal. “I don’tneed to climb up into an . i gila
.H ect l?(lm are just like a mirror, re- one’s lap to be petted: every;()‘.ne leanys eThE ]rseg;tt;lfarcf)al;)enelt‘l\lgn“?;xslt,ltk; ’ln-twlfl-‘:f’ fund on which we are all wont to draw
=" the last person you are with. down to pat me,” exclaimed Proud-Cat a8 Yife: for he was a cripple l\(:-:uoac llllsainlt-led in our moral and spiritual activities.”
< . ) But did it impoverish that fund? Do
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The Little Colonel certain famous and dearly loved woman,

and when I first came you were _ apron to say “thank you” after each
that his death ‘impoverished that common

dress you have, even is a_copy of he licked his chops. 2 ;
Bvery o er JPs dress; you w esome _ “Mother says you have beauty, too—, Wldl pain, and with the wistfulness of ;¢ "all such deaths give as much as they
gome O 11% A ox’xe-—-yoll even think but -it’s oIl on the inside. 1t must be being excluded from the heritage of boy- oye away? However we answer that
Bl 110 sotm the idol of the minute very stupid to_paw around after folks hood. There were no races, N0 games, gyestion the “Little Colonel” certainl
about thngs % 1&2 us see what the real and purr alongside of them and keep your and no adventures for him, except those gelonged’ to the triumphant com any
Why not e spitzzy feelings inside instead of ou}c)si)(’ie % stern and solitary adventures in the of those alive or dead ?\'ho give t(P thi
Mnmhkq? led il Cu dle-Kit SlO\Vly blmked her left e.e hlghlands of th? SOlll where each one splendid’ “common fl’lnd” ({)zf courage
Aileen OB lllmea.s )t',hxs dear, if T  “I can afford to be cross,” the content};ci labors alone. Yet perhaps few people gng cheerfulness by which the souls of
“1 fvmlldntht: - un arnent voice went on, “I never go out of my were less alone than he, for where his pep are heart;med? for the great battle
't sure t tltereo‘i;na D gincere Wy ot even for the Cook!” body could not go, his eager heart sped of life.. ‘

our LWt 1 get to know her oo™t And Proud-Cat didn’t, although the 0‘1’“5“““3’.- Bl Mt took more
- ead of a copy of Elise Morland?” Cook was carrying a pot of boiling water P e(alast\)lere n tho b((;r g q mt"qss’i ‘ ks b . e
Ve, Y ihe vonnger girl whispered from the stove. " and because the boys saw and recogniz Salesman: “Shirt, sir. Will you have

T'm sorTy, ey It is all too sad to tell. Prou A Cak his brave spirit, 1t come about tha‘t‘ he g negligee or a stiff fr_ont?”
hugklg%',; try to discover the real Aileen,” Wouldn’t get out of the way for the Cook :vr%swda”l er and councellor of “the q CtI:)Stomcelr:I uNtoghggg, tI ggwsthmTh’e’
’ A s o . . . octor said I must avoid starc !
eontlpue;lh }'lerwo‘i-ot‘llxs l{:lnozggglttl?'we‘ }:3 ?gl' ﬂi?rocl:i?i(-ﬂ((?altmd et ou}; of She: WaY HNOT was his world hhl:nte(%f to the boys. Y e 5
e 18 « e £ e was a wage earner himself—a newsboy :
't be at first M-e-o-w-w-w-w-w!!!! yeowled Proud- _. : - : ’ .

only find her. It won easy % Cat s the Cook fell upon him boiling ;2;{1‘1 aasntga,cifg IE;)IM‘I:E IRatlt‘gna}glzi; Tu:g Pead-. 8Cllltlln; g:ﬁalgfg\}:‘egg:tgn?oﬁ:
S0 lustrations. B\w at Direct Makers' Prices. The

because you are so_used to being like
le that it vq;llbehardboq\}lt.” water and all consciously some unconsciously—for that Weave that V/ears. Laces, Curtains, Nets,

The Cook limped slowly to a chair : 4 Musli Cas t C d Fabri
cheerful courage which no market can pall, " Mumpas, oerey Ru;:.ml?onl::old Ly g
y

°u«“‘ir'm—-" came in a muffled voxce.tl i Pt Ciat thirew himself e
¢ ’ ” 3 . oud-La w himsell aroun . e :
“RDowan tshcrz(,m(}_e?;ée :In(:{e%%es::ﬁl gge;)no‘};t _the room in an agony of pain. but which he and those like him freely Hosiery, Underwear. 62 years' reputation for
forl;nwalk ” NOthlng CO\lld hel % pqor Pro‘;ld.cat glvNe;) one ever hea]d him complam ‘:‘ai:letyfo:nguyveal‘l;}e.(;ui%:uts(f:(‘;:;’.n g?‘;‘ﬂece%

Ajleen disappeared for & moment, and :{:aenin Itlgg ﬁe&l‘}ce u:r;.:c}al es: 1(::) lfll:ie sl:ll%e b(})lg Always—whatever of good or il the day la:ngon. €58 The Looms, Nottingham, Eng-
when she retul)l'neg,d Belen nof?gmwﬁt; beautiful coat that was falling away in had “brought him—his fﬁ?f‘dly smile -
clll;?i;re tﬁﬂt :he stoodwasnﬁ?x:ally big patches across the back and down one vzlelcolmed t?(?c'hh customer 1t Atti‘te" ?.ll}’ ¢ Dr. Martels Femal Pills

“Befa'n e onantboreadyou.som& side. h 313 ear,d yxt:ndeygsthgm d o ,tose at . Martels Female ;

i (t);l(;ev:eugember " Helen told her. .. . Poor Brother,” purred Cuddle-Kit {2°C % hop. the s eriopl od ot For Womens Ailments
«When you are trying real hard to out- licking the ugly bald spots with her soft s-only w ‘le)];d he soul 18 cripp :

entlfe litle affectations you have pink tongue. I wish I could make you * ot ;

m:ned remember this.” And she read well agan.” He died only the ot_ber 'day. The
w?tl @ qt is well to éo for a light to “What am I to do now my beauty is newspapers_ 1publlshed his picture and
B0 ler man’s fire, but not to linger by it gone?” meowed Proud-Cat piteourly, printed artices about him as if he had
;‘“‘;mff f bindling a torch of one’s own.’ “The family said that it was all I had.” n a public character. Men and women
Ty (;orch of gone:s own.’” repeated Cuddle-Kit put a loving paw around his buying their papers of other boys, missed
Aileen, thoughtfully. T’ m going to neck and purred very softly to herself, his brave and sunny smile; “the fellows

:ekl}ﬁ dl oge of my own, Cousin elelt:'x “Poor, poor Proud-Cat! It didn’t take said noi_;hmg, as is the way of boys, but
aa © y ! *" any more than a pot of boiling water to theg' m him more than they could

o ruin his beauty: I'm glad after all that un erstand.

o mine is safe on the inside.” When a few years ago & university
Proud-Cat and Cuddle-Kit resident, qrrlllitltlgn w‘i(th (:lea{.h, went
Bessie Cahoone Newton M%’it}\ S\'I?’ thor%ughda p{}fparatti}?n athhanltlio as quletly on _WIt is work to the last mom- orn .
iller’s Worm Powders the mother who allows ent, ignorin the _pain, and counting A scien ano’ngzd o s

Once upon a time there were twolittle her children to suffer from e taieses of death as only an incident of life, there orth. Fooo N tury in Patented - Rove
worms is unwise and culpaly, COL were those who thought that those last %’:’;l"‘i"h %?n."m,“l A nie ‘""'ﬁm

kittens by the name of Proud-Cat and child s“bjecgeg to ‘,’,“’ atl'iac!l)( of worms is al- 5
and wi e stunted in its i - rt
y magnificent weeks were Wo more to acrose ¥

Cuddle-Kit who belonged to old Mother ways unhgalthy S9E F7 t'to rid it of these 1d than all h holarsh
cat. . wth. , ‘ A the world than is t schol ip.  Ames
broud-Cat, walked grandly round in & Gonc“without rasites, especially when it 2 B¢ J¢"oould have been aaid of him, 88 Of & Gponreceipt of prics $2.00
coat of the longest, thickest, shiniest fur
with gorgeous yellow patches all over it '
while Cuddle-Kit trotted modestly about

in a coat of short, black common-cat fur.

“Just to look at me is enough,” said

Proud-Cat looking very unkindly at his
plain sister. ‘I supi)0§e that I would be
obliged to put myself out to make folks
like me if I were as homely as you are.”

Cuddle-Kit went meowing back to Moth-

er-Cat as all good little kittens do.

“Q, Mother, dear,” cried Cuddle-Kit,
“why didn’t you find me a plush coat with
yellow spots on it like Proud-Cat’s so -
that everybody would he glad to look
at me?

. “Kitten-mine,” purred Mother-Cat lick-
ing the puckery nose and mouth that
looked so sorry for itself, “God made this
plain black coat for Cuddle-Kit to wear
just as truly as He made the beautiful
coat for Brother.”

_“But why didn’t He make me a coab
like Proud-Cat’s?”’ asked Cuddle-Kit with
her head under Mother-Cat’s chin.

“You have something more_beautiful
than Brother’s coat,” answered Mother-
Cat licking the tips of the drooping ears.

_“What 1s it?” asked the kitten opening
big round eyes. “I have never seen it
and I wash myself all over every day.”

“You can’t see it, kitten-mine,” smiled
Mother-Cat, “for it is something way in-
:gde of you. Folks call it your ‘disposi-
ion.”

_“Hasn’t Proud-Cat ome, too?” asked
hts,‘le sister wonderingly.

_“Every cat has a ‘disposition’ of some
kind: Proud-Cat’s is not a beautiful one,”
answered Mother-Cat hanging her h
for I;rery shame.

“It isn’t like his coat, is it?’ asked
Cuddle-Kit. '
kiother-Cat smiled. ~

. I?ut’ no one knows about my ‘disposi-
tion’: I'd rather have a beautiful coat for
evel li(]){dy to see.’

_“Folks can’t help seeing your ‘disposi-
tion,” ” answered l\Iothelg- at. “It}:)é;n
your meow and your purr; your teeth and

g\clll; ,913\\'s: and in the middle of your

Proud-C'at walked grandly back and
forth between the \'olv%!t: cusl):ion and the
corner of the dining room where he ate
fngd liver {rom a dainty plate.

I I am so handsome that folks are very

ucky to have a chance to feed me,” he
purred happily to Cuddle-Kit who always

put her paws up on the cook’s gingham
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Served icy cold adds greatly to the enjoyment of any meal or lunch
Order from your grocer, druggist or confectioner, or direct
E. L. DREWRY LTD., Winnipeg
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