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How to Cure Rheumatism
I searched the whole earth for a specific for 

Rheumatism—something that I or any physician 
could fed safe in prescribing—something that 
we could count on, not only occasionally, but 
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certainty.
everywheiire and genuine relief

were well rewarded. For this chemical, in com­
bination with others, gave me the basis of a re­
medy which in the cure of Rheumatism is practi­
cally certain. In many, many tests and dif­
ficult cases this prescription has with regularity 
justified the confidence 1 had in it.

I don’t mean that Dr. Shoop's Rheumatic 
Tablets can turn bony joints into flesh again 
and never fail—that is impossible. But they 
will with reasonable certainty drive from the 
blood the poison that causes pain and swelling, 
and then that is the end of the pain and swell­
ing—the end of the suffering—the end of Rheu­
matism.

Any Rheumatic sufferer who writes may re­
ceive my little book on Rheumatism, including 
professional advice as to diet, etc., free. With 
the book I will also send without charge, my 
“Health Token", an intended passport to good 
health. Address Dr. Shoop, Box $s

Racine, Wis.

Mild cases are sometimes reached by a single package—for sale by 40,000 Druggists.

Dr. Shoop’s Rheumatic Tablets
To make more butter 
To have less washing 
Little bother 
And far less work,
Use the

NATIONAL
The Cream Separator 
That all Canadians 
Are proud of.
Simple, Safe and Handy.
Ball bearings throughout

RAYMOND M’F’G. CO., Ltd., WINNIPEG, MAN.
544 PORTAGE AVENUE.

Canadian Co-operative Co.
CO-OPERATIVE BLOCK Limited

268-260 Portage Avenue, Winnipeg
Telephones 87, 3861 • P. O. Box 599

CAPITAL $250,000

References ! Eastern Townships Bank, Dun's or Bradetreefs

To the FARMER
We OFFER the best medium for disposing of 

your GRAIN and PRODUCE. We are licensed and bond­
ed under “Manitoba Grain Act” to buy grain in car lots 
or handle on commission.

We find the markets that will pay you top prices 
for your BUTTER, EGGS, POULTRY, HIDES, etc., etc.

CO-OPERATION MEANS
LIVE AND LET LIVE

To the STOREKEEPER
Would you LIKE to become the “Co-operative 

Co’s.” Agent at your point and SHARE the “trade pro­
fits” NO CASH investment is necessary.

In becoming our agent you can BENEFIT 
YOUR CUSTOMERS and largely increase your income.

CALL OR WRITE US FOR FURTHER DETAILS

GLENGARRY SCHOOL DAYS
A STORY OF EARLY DAYS IN GLENGARRY 

By RALPH CONNOR—REV. C. W. GORDON

CHAPTER VIII 
FOXY’S PARTNER

It was an evil day for Hughie when 
he made friends with Foxy and be­
came his partner in the store business, 
for Hughie’s hoardings were never large, 
and after buying a Christmas present 
for his mother, according to his unfailing 
custom, they were reduced to a very 
few pennies indeed. The opportunities 
for investment in his new position were 
many and alluring. But all Hughie’s 
soul went out in longing for a pistol 
which Foxy had among his goods, and 
which would fire not only caps, but 
powder and ball, and his longing was 
sensibly increased by Foxy generously 
allowing him to try the pistol, first at a 
mark, which Hughie hit, and then at a 
red squirrel," which he missed. By 
day Hughie yearned for this pistol, by 
night he dreamed of it, but how he might 
secure it for his own he did not know.

Upon this point he could not consult 
his mother, hisV usual counselor, for he 
had an instinctive feeling that she would 
not approve of his having a pistol in his 
possession ;?andjas forthis father, Hughie 
knew he would-soon make “short work 
of any such folly.” What would a 
child like Hughie do with a pistol? He 
had never had a pistol in all his life. It 
was difficult for the minister to realize 
that young Canada was a new type, and 
he would have been more than surprised 
had any one told him that already 
Hughie, although only twelve, was an 
expert with a gun, having for many a 
Saturday during the long, sunny fall 
roamed the woods, at first in company 
with Don, and afterwards with Don’s 
gun alone, or followed by Fusie or Davie 
Scotch. There was thus no help for 
Hughie at home. The price of the 
pistol reduced to the lowest possible 
sum, was two dollars and a half which

Dxy ( 
auld

ily
would charge any one else but his part­
ner.

“ Howmuchhave you got altogether ?’ ’ 
he asked Hughie one day, when Hughie 
was groaning over his poverty.

“Six pennies and two dimes,” was 
Hughie’s disconsolate reply. He had 
often counted them over. ‘'Of course, ’’ 
he went on, “there’s my XL knife. 
That’s worth a lot, only the point ®f 
the big blade’s broken.”

“Huh!” grunted Foxy, “there’s jist 
the stub left. ”

“It’s more than half, then. And it’s 
bully good stuff, too, It’ll nick any 
knife in the school;” and Hughie dived 
into his pocket and pulled out his knife 
with a handful of boy’s treasures.

“Hullo!” said Foxy, snatching a half- 
dollar from Hughie’s hand, “whose is 
that?”

“Here, you, give me that! That’s 
not mine, ’ cried Hughie.

“ Whose is it, then?”
“ I don’t know. I guess it’s mother’s. 

I found it on the kitchen floor, and I 
know it’s mother’s. ”

“How do you know?”
I know well enough. She often puts 

money on the window, and it fell down. 
Give me that, I tell you!” Hughie’s 
eyes were blazing dangerously, and 
Foxy handed back the half-dollar.

“O, all right. You’re a pretty big 
fool, ’ he said, indifferently. “ ‘ Losers 
seekers, finders keepers. ’ That’s my 
rule. ”

Hughie was silent, holding his precious 
half-dollar in his hand, deep in his 
pocket.

Sav, ’ said Foxy, changing the sub­
ject, f guess you had better pay up 
for your powder and caps you’ve been 
firing. ”

I haven’t been firing much, ” said 
Hugme, confidently.

“\\e!l, you’ve been firing pretty 
^ ^ „v ^ur three weeks. ”

• firee weeks ! It isn’t three weeks. ” 
it is. There’s this week, and la*t 
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began, and that'll make it four. ”
“How much? ” asked Hughie, desper­

ately, resolved to know the worst.
Foxy had been preparing for this. 

He took down a slate-pencil box with a 
sliding lid, and drew out a bundle of 
crumbled slips which Hughie, with sink­
ing heart, recognized as his own vouch-

the 
Dan,

ers. (WE HNfE -|É?k*v!S
“Sixteen pennies. ” Foxy had taken 

care of this part of the business.
“Sixteen!” exclaimed Hughie, snatch­

ing up the bunch.
“Count them yourself," said Foxy 

calmly, knowing well he could count 
on Hughie’s honesty.

“Seventeen," said Hughie, hopeless­
ly.

“But one of those I didn’t count,” 
said Foxy, generously. “That’s the 
one I gave you to try at the first Now, 
I tell you, ” went on Foxy, insinuatingly, 
“you have got how much at home?” 
he inquired.

“Six pennies and two dimes. ’ 
Hughie’s tone indicated dispair.

“You’ve got six pennies and two 
dimes. Six pennies and two dimes. 
That's twenty— that’s thirty-two cents. 
Now if you paid me that thrity-two 
cents, and if you could get a half-dollar 
anywhere, that would be eighty-two. 
I tell you what I would do. I would 
let you have that pistol for only one 
more. That ain’t much,” he said.

“Only a dollar more,” said Hughie 
calculating rapidly. "But where would 
I get the fifty cents?" The dollar 
seemed at that moment quite a possible 
thing, if only the fifty cents could be got. 
The dollar was more remote and there­
fore less pressing.

Foxy had an inspiration.
“I tell you what. You borrow that 

fifty cents you found, and then you can 
pay me eignty-two cents, and—and—’ ’ 
he hesitated—“perhaps you will find 
some more, or something. ”

Hughie’s eyes were blazing with great 
fierceness.

Foxy hastened to add, “And I’ll let 
you have the pistol right off, and you’ll 
pay me again some time when you can, 
the other dollar. "

Hughie checked the indignant an­
swer that was on his lips. To have the 
pistol as his own, to take home with him 
at night, and to keep all Saturday—the 
temptation was great, and coming sud­
denly upon Hughie, was too much 
for him. He would surely, somehow, 
soon pay back the fifty cents, he argued, 
and Foxy would wait for the dollar. 
And yet that half-dollar was not his, 
but his mother’s, and more than that, 
if he asked her for it, he was pretty sure 
she would refuse. But then, he doubt­
ed his mother’s judgement as to his 
ability to use re-arms, and besides, 
this pistol at that price was a great bar­
gain, and any of the boys might pick it 
up. Poor Hughie! He did not know 
how ancient was that argument, nor 
how frequently it had done duty in 
smoothing the descent to the lower 
regions. The pistol was good to look 
at, the opportunity of securing it was 
such as might not occur again, and as 
for the half-dollar there could be no 
harm in borrowing that for a little 
while.

That was Foxy’s day of triumph, but 
to Hughie it was the beginning of many 
woeful days and nights. And his misery 
came upon him swift and sure, in the 
very moment that he turned in from 
the manse gate, for he knew that at the 
end of the lane would be his mother, 
and his winged feet, upon which he 
usually flew from the gate home, dragged 
heavily.

He found his mother, not at the door, 
but in the large, pleasant living room, 
which did for all kinds of rooms in the 
manse. It was dining-room and sew­
ing-room, nursery and play-room, but 
it was always a good room to enter, and 
in spite of playthings strewn about, or 
snippings of cloth or other stour. it was 
rnways a place of brightness and of 
; ( ace, : ,-r it wa [there the mother was


