e e

and s in case of a neigh-
5 boring fire. For your own y

‘“ROOFING DEPT."

‘BROS., **15" Winnipeg
"THE CANADIAN BANK
| OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO
CAPITAL, $10,000,000  REST, $5,000,000

B. E. WALKER, President ALEX. LAIRD, General Manager
A. H. IRELAND, Superintendent of Branches

BRANCHES IN EVERY PROVINCE OF CANADA AND IN THE
UNITED STATES AND GREAT BRITAIN

BRANCHES IN MANITOBA

BRANDON, GILBERT PLAINS,
Maybee, Manager E. J. Meek, Manager

B SR ———

WINNIPEG - - Joun AIrD, Manager

: CARMAN, GRANDVIEW,
: { D. McLennan, Manager A. B. Stennett, Manager
it DAUPHIN, NEEPAWA,
: g D. H. Downie, Manager : C. Ballard, Manager
Bt DURBAN, PORTAGE LA PRAIRIE,
: ; W. E. D. Farmer, Manager A. L. Hamilton, Manager
ELGIN, SWAN RIVER,
g H. B. Haines, Manager F. J. Macoun, Manager
i ELKHORN, TREHERNE,
i‘{ R. H. Brotherhood, Manager J. S. Munro, Manager
|

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT

A Savings Bank Department will be found at the branches of the Bank in
Canada. Deposits of $1 and upwards are received and interest is allowed at
current rates. The depositor is not subject to delay in the withdrawal of the
whole or any portion of the deposit. Accounts may be opened in the names of
two or more persons, withdrawals to be made by any one of the number or by

the survivor.

&O".Western Home Monthly

Winnipeg, September, 1908.

e B T Ao, i,

here she struggled with a few tears,
“cruel—and I must warn you— :
“What on earth are you talking
about!” said the Stenographer, in a tone
which acted like a tonic on the Ex-
Schoolma’am. 3 L
“Why, I’ll tell you,” said she, sitting
up very straight. “You needn’t think,
because all the men pay you SO much
attention, it means anything. That
Theological Student flirts with every
new girl that comes to Cr}lnchem s.
Why, when I first came, he tried to get
up a flirtation with me. Think of his
impertinence—with me! But he soon
found out what I thought of him. ’He
pretends to be so religious, but T've
often noticed, my dear, that those men
who are so awfully pious—"
“Oh,” gasped the Stenographer, and
1 thought he was so charming!”
“Ah, my dear, it is my mission to un-
deceive you, to open your eyes. And
then there is that big man with the
gray eyes—" .
“Oh,” said the Stenographer, faintly.
“Rest assured there is something
wrong there. When nobody at Crunch-
em’s can find out about a person—"
“Of course, you know the world so
much better than 1,” murmured the
Stenographer. “You are so much
older—" 4
The Ex-Schoolma'am flushed darkly.

hen Tommy flinging open the door,
and out of the back room, red, dishev-
eled, fighting-mad, with three of the
men trying to hang on to his arms.......
Such a scrimmage as followed I hope
never to see again. Desks, chairs,
books, papers, ink, maps, men, all in one
gr%nq', indiscriminate wallow on the
oor.

This was not what she had expected.
“O_éder in experience—not years,” she
said.

Just then the Landlady tapped at the
door. “Telephone,” said she to the Ex-

Schoolma’am.

You can’t make a mistake buying by mail
here. We're the largest mail order tailoring
house in Canada. Everything that Men and
Boys wear delivered to jour door at city
prices. Send your name and address and
we’ll mail you our

NEW CATALOGUE FREE.

MEN'S AND BOYS' WEAR.

After the Ex-Schoolma’am had gone,
the stenographer danced up to the
mirror and twirled on her toes. “Jeal-

Wednesday night together after the
class. Chums is no name.”

“Oh, do you go down every Wednes-
day night to hear the J. P. do his little
stunt?” said I, jeeringly.

“Yes, I do,” said Tommy, stoutly
“Don’t have to listen to him if I don'i
want to, and some of the others are
bully. But I notice every night right
after the class off goes the J. P. and
that feller.”

“Some graft,” says I.

“Always want to holler ‘Oh, come off
gour perch,’ at the J. P.,” says Tommy,
“Blooming hypocrite,” he added, dis-
gustedly.

“Queer—queer,” mumbled I, chewing
my penholder. ;
The Old Man came over to my desk
that morning, and asked me to look
after the vault while Tommy was in the
back room.

“Wonder what’s up,” thought I, as
Tommy trailed after the Old Man and
the J. P., winking nervously, but game-
ly, at me as he passed. Tommy was in
perpetual fear of losing his job. He
helped to support his family, who’d be
in a bad way if anything happened to
him = The First Vice-President, the
Cashier and two of the Directors came
in later and were swallowed up in the
back room.

The Stenographer tiptoed over to the
vault door, and whispered, “What are
they doing to poor Tommy ?”

“Heaven knows!” said I. “Oh, no-
thing,” 1 added.

Old Blankensop appeared while she
stood there, and I let him in, and turn-
ed the lock with the master key, step-
ping back while he thrust his own key
in and took out his box, glancing sus-
piciously at me after he did so.
“Where’s that young rascal that tends
to things ’round here?” says he.

“If you mean Thomas Muggins,” said
I, stiffly, “he’s out of the office for a
few minutes.”

Blankensop mumbled something, stuff-
ed a paper he took out of his box into
his pocket, pushed the box back, and
locked it in. After taking out the key,
he pushed the lock several times.
“Want to be sure it’s locked.” he says.
Old beggar! But of course I had to
take it.

As I let him out of the cage door, a
great uproar was heard in the back of
the: office. Louder and louder it grew.
Voices in angry recrimination—a re-
sounding blow—something falling—then
Tommy flinging open the door, and out
of the back room, red, disheveled, fight-
ing-mad, with three of the men trying
to hang on to his arms. Tommy, as I
haye before mentioned, was of athletic
build, and such a scrimmage as follow-
ed I hope never to see again. The Old
Man, whom he had knocked down in
the back room, was now on his feet,
dancing like an infuriated bear, while
the First Vice-President, the Cashier
and the two Directors entered into com-
_bat with Tommy, one after another be-
ing laid out only to scramble up to re-
new the attack.  Desks, chairs, books,
papers, ink, maps, men, all in one grand,
indiscriminate wallow on the floor. The
First Vice-President finally got Tom-
my down, choking him into compliance.
others tied his hands with cord, but it
took the six of them to pick him up and
put him in a chair. The other clerks
huddled near the doors of - the outer
offices, with white faces. Not one of us
dared interfere, because we knew it
meant the loss of our jobs.

“Great heavens,” said I to the Junior

ous!” she laughed; “jealous!” Then she
looked at the floor reflectively. “How
he did bang that door,” she murmured.
111
At the Office

morning before the other came.

| chair.

tha% electrician.”
“Flectrician?” said 1.

lights—don’t you know—tall feller—"

the Theological Student.”
“Him!’ said Tommy, incredulous.

“Ought to have heard the J. P. spout
last night,” said Tommy the next

“Bah !’ said I, tipping back in my

“Say, wonder why he's so thick with

“The one that comes here to fix the

“Oh, said T, enlightened, “you mean

“That’s the way he’s | had noticed him.
* | Junior Partner, the Directors, the Cash-

“Sure,” said 1T
known ’‘round at the Boarding-House!’
Don’t look it. Thought he was a

Partner, who, coolly aloof, had watched
the fracas, “what does this mean?”

_ ““Tend to you own business,” said he
insolently.

“If you want the thief”’ yelled Tom-
my, ‘tyou’d better get him while you
can!” making a lunge in the direction
of the Junior Partner.

“Keep cool, my lad,” said he, rocking
back and forth on his toes and heels;
“keep cool.”

Just then the sound of a gong floated
up from the street, closely followed by
the dash of two policemen into the
office. Seeing Tommy with his arms
pinioned, they made for him without
delay or explanatipns.

It seems that old Blankensop had been
telephoning during the melee. Nobody
The Old Man, the

ier and the First Vice-President looke

sport. Him and the J. P. go off every | at one another in consternation. Clearly
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