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: ,000,000.06\ .
“for WESTERN CANADA POULTRYMEN ,
PRODUCED BY THE PEERLESS INCUBATOR

P

T

into the pookets of the users of The PEERLESS
INCUBATOR last year went five million dollars made
from the poultry these people raised. Yet chickens are
scarce in Canada and eggs are the scarcest of all food
commodities. That is positively the fact.

To-day there are not enough Canadian CHICKENS
or EGGS to go around. Thousands of dozens of
eggs are being shipped into Canada from the United
States and other countries to help meet the demand.

Yot there is a shortage! Eggs are commanding a uemendous price—chickens are
worth dollare.

Now is the time to take advantage of this situation and make money out of it yourself.

You can raise and sell 600 chickens this next year, and you will find a quick and sure
maarket for every one of them. You can get the top notch price for all the hundreds of
. dozens of eggs that your poultry lay.

" ket us tell you how!

The book, “ When Poultry Pays,” will show you how. Let us send it to you. Itis
interesting; it is instructive, and it contains the proof.

You need this book. It will be mailed free. A post card will bring it.

ADDRESS :

The Raymond Manufacturing Co., Limited N
WINNIPEG, MAN. :

Western Sales Agents for LEE MANUFACTURING CO., LIMITED,
Makers of Peerless Incubators and Brooders and Poultry Supplies.

| WANTED

Reliable parties to do Machine Knit-
ting for us at home. 87 to 810 per week
easily earned. Wool, etc., furnished free.
Distance no hindrance. For full par-
ticulars address :

The Canadian Wholesale DiStributing Co.
Orillia, Ont.

They mend all leaks in all utensils—tin,

o brus.copper.grmltowm.hohmurbaa.etc.

. No solder, cement or rivet. Anyone can use

them; fitanysurface, two million inuse. Send

for sample pkg., 10c. COMPLETE ncmmg
ASSORTED BIZES, 2&.. POSTPAID. Aﬁrh wanted.

Collette MEg.Co., Dept. B Co ngwood, Ont.

KING GEORGE NAVY PLUG
CHEWING TOBACCO

IS IN A CLASS BY ITSELF!

It surpasses all others in quality and flavour because the
process by which it is made differs from others.—It is deli-
ciously sweet and non-irritating.

SOLD EVERYWHERE: 10c A PLUG

ROCK CITY TOBACCO Cc., Manufacturers, QUEBEG

Why didn’t he make an effort to sup-
port her, even though he had to lower
himself to any kind of work? The
handsome, lazy, good-for-nothing!
1-thought ab Charlie until at last
T became angry with myself, because I
couldn’t think about anything else.
After all, I reasoned, those people
were nothing to me, and their affairs
ought not in any way to concern me,
yet they haunted my thoughts. .
After the first meeting I saw Charlie
often—and snubbed him on every occa-
sion. He often passed my boarding
place, and sometimes my school. Onc.e,
unpreceded event! I saw him in
church!

But I was always careful to take my
washing, or call' for it, when I knew
that he was not at home, so 1 was never
annoyed by having to speak to him.

* * *

* *

But a day came on which I did not
escape meeting Charlie. A raw; chilly
November wind was blowing, and I was
glad to step into the house when I
called for my washing. The house it-
sclf was dreary and cold, and Charlie’s
mother greeted me with an old shawl
around her shoulders. Her eyes looked
red and watery and her hands trembled
as I handed her the money for that
week’s wash.
“Wait just a minute and T’ll get it
for you,” she said, seizing the money
eagerly. “I've just got to step out and
I'll be right back.”
As she spoke she pinned on a dilap-
idated hat, and almost before I had
time to remonstrate or question, she
was gone, still wearing the old shawl.
Her behavior puzzled me at first, then
it occurred to my mind that she had
been hungry, amf, a feeling of horror
passed over me!
Just at that moment, Charlie en-
tered. He looked very much surprised,
as well he might, when he saw me,
then he glanced around curiously as
though in search of his mother.
I was terribly embarrassed. “Your
mother has just stepped out for a mo-
ment,” I said coldly. “She asked me
to wait until she returned. I just
called for my washing.” .
“Your washing!” Charlie echoed the
words with eyes and mouth agape. “So
that’s it, is it? I have suspected that
she was getting money from somewhere,
so, of late T have been staying at home.”
(truly a son to be proud of, I thought).
“Didn’t you succeed in getting any
of it from her?’ I asked in a scornful
voice, but my scorn was lost upon him.
“No,” he replied, “I didn’t, I never
saw a cent of the money, but I saw
its damnable effects.” A dull, painful
flush had overspread his fair face.

“Miss Rowhead,” he said, his voice
was sad, but it held a strain of right-
eous anger, “Didn’t you suppose that I
was capable of supporting my mother
without the aid of your washing?
Didn’t it ever occur to you that the
money she got from you might be put
to some wrong use?”

“I thought that—I thought—” T be-
gan, then stopped.

Ah, that was it! T had thought, and

had done nothing but think. I had
never supposed that Charlie might have
a story to tell.

“I know what you thought, of
course,” he said, after a moment’s pain-
ful pause, “and I suppose I can’t blame
vou, but every cent of the money you
have so kindly brought to my mother,
has added to her shame and mine. T'm
sorry to have to tell all this to you,
but I want you to know. Will you
listen?”

He looked at me eagerly and T was
only too glad to hear what he had to
say for himself.

“Yes,” I answered, “I am sorry if I
have misjudged vou.”

“Mother inherited the accursed taste
for liquor,” Charlie began. “Her father
died of it. Tather kept it from her
while he lived, but he died when I was
sixteen and then she had things her
own way. Father left her a fortunc.
She gambled and drank and wasted it.
At last, one night when T returned
from a friend’s home at midnight, [
found my mother on the door-step dead
drunk. I carried hef into her own room
and told the servants she had fainted
at the door. They, of course, supposed

“After that we came here, and T in-
sisted upon dropping our right name.
My father’s name was too honorable to
be brought to this,” he indicating the
miserable surroundings.

“Our money was gone,” he continued.
“The sale .of our home little more than
paid -our debts. I could have taken
better care of her had I mot had to
earn our living. She will not keep a
servant. or they will not stay, and as
you can see, everything movable or
saleable in this house has been pawned
off, in my absence, for drink. I have
tried by every means known to me to
belp her to overcome her weakness, but
it has been too strong for us. I have
not been able to trust her with money
for years. If she had any other desire
in the world, I would work my hands
to the bone to gratify it, but she cares
for nothing but drink, and that I can’t
give her. Does she—does anyone else
bring washing to her?” he asked sud-
denly.

“Yes” T said, “two other girls, but 1
will tell them—"

“Tell them not to bring it any more,”
he broke in bitterly. “Tell them that
1 am going to reform, and that I will
support my mother, tell them anything
but this” Don’t, out of pity for me,
tell them this. I only wanted you to
know the truth about me, because—be-
cause I've had the audacity to fall in
love ‘with you.”

I do not know just what I should
have said to Charlie in answer, had our
conversation not been broken into by
a drunken cry, that was half laugh,
half scream, coming from the rear door.
“Please go now,” Charlie entreated,
holding out his hand to me. “You have
been very kind.”

“Let me stay and help you, I am
sorry for you,” I answered, but I gave
him my hand. He pressed it gently and
opened the door. )

“No,” he said “Please leave me alone
with this.” And as I went through the
front door, I had a glimpse of a grey
baired woman in an old shawl, stag-
gering in at the back. Then I went out
and left Charlie alone with his terrible
lcad of misery. -

Sympathy is an awful turn-ccat.

A few days later, as I passed the
house, I saw a white-capped nurse pass
one of the uncurtained windows, and be-
fore a week, a long black crepe wag
hanging on the door. Charlie’s mothey
had at last escaped from her inherited
curse.

After her death he left the city, and
took again his own and his father’s
name,

Before going, he came to say good-
bye to me, and I promised—well never
mind what I promised, for that was
over a year ago. He has written to
me regularly since his departure and in
a few days I expect to see him again.

For I am going to marry Charlie, and
my children will bear the old, honored
name—the name that was so nearly
dragged in the dust by a weak and un-
fortunate woman.

<o

Good Tip

“Everything all right, sir?” asked the
waiter.

The. diner nodded, but still the waiter
hovered near.

“Steak cooked to suit you, sir?” he
asked again. presently. '

Again the diner nodded.

“Potatoes the way you like ’em, sir?”

“Yes,”

Another period of silence.

"I hope the service is satisfactory,
sir?”

“Are you asking for a tip?” demand-
ed the diner,

“Well, sir, of course we get the tips
sometimes, and I've got to go to the
Kitchen for another party, so’——

“So you'd like the tip now, to be sure
of it7  Well, T’ll give you one.”

“Yes, sir”

“Iere is the tip; T have a powerful
voice that I am capable .- using. If
anything is wrong, I'll 1¢; out a roar.
I[f you do not hear from me, you can
I\nn\f‘ that I am dining in peace and
comfort and not in the least regretting

vour absence, for it's no fun to have to
pass verbal judgment on every mouth-
ful [ eat”

“But the tip?”

“That’s the tip. anc a mighty good

that we had returned together.

one it is, tou."—Doston Post.




