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Canadian housewife to know that the best of all kitchen
cleansers—Panshine—is made in Canada by a world-renowned
Canadian firm. Every cent you spend on Panshine is so much
money kept in Canada—just so much more money to keep

Canadian workmen employed  Think this .over.

‘ p ANSHIN Magic Kitchen

Cleanser

It is a clean, white, ptuepowder‘ that has no disagreeable smell, won't
scratch, and will not injure the hands. Ideal for cutlery, sinks, pots and
pans, wood-work, and every possible kitchen use. No matter what
cleanser you are now using, you will be delighted when you try Panshine.

F R E E Your Grocer has Panshine. If you haven't tried it we will
gladly send a trial sample tin free. Mention Western Home
SAMPLE Monthly. Lever Bros. Limited (Panshine), Toronto.

A Perfect Black Dye

It’s very hard to get a perfect fast Black Dye
but we have it in

Maypole Soap

The clean, easy, home Dye that washes and
dyes—at the one operation—Cottons, Wools,
Silks or mixtures. 24 colors, 10¢ cake—Black
15c—at your dealers or postpaid with booklet
“How to Dye."”

Frank
Fra

/

L. Benedict & Co., Montreal, Canada

B e EBEEEE
Pain Flies from Hamlin's

ASISS A4S

A friend to the household and a
foe to pain for over 60 years. For
rheumatism, sprains, burns;
neuralgia, cramps, stomach ami
bowel troubles, there is nothing

like Hamlin’s Wizard Oil—the highest qudlity liniment and the most’
costly of all to make. At Sregaiste bt get Hamiin's Wizard Oil

Famous dream book free U you write
HAMLINS WIZARD OIL CO. TORONTO

'| with beauty and peace unu

The Atonement

Written for The Western Home Monthly, by E. Fern Rear, Kamsack, Sask.

Outside, the twilight still
lingered, and the rim of dark hills
that skirted the river valley were bathed
in rosy light; but in Miss Cuthbert’s cozy

sitting room it was quite dusk. .
The little missionary folded her sewing
with a sigh that was more of weariness,
than of a sense of satisfaction in work.
completed, for the heat had been very op-
Eresﬁve and her little Indian pupils had
more tiring than usual. arose

anii went to the (hoor .

t was a wonderful charged
mngttemt)le. The
panorama that opened before her view
was the fairest that nature, with all her
extravagance of color, could produce. Be-
fore, behind, on either side, lay great green
stretches of rolling prairie, generously
dotted with pretty bluffs, which were just
in the act of exchanging their robes of
emerald green for those of pale yellow,
crimson, gold and brown. And, nestling
here and there in the foliage, was a tent,

YT WAS growing dark in the Mission
I house.

la teepee, or a little whitewashed cabin,

and an occasional camp fire, sending up to

‘| heaven a column of blue-grey smoke.

Away to the north lay the great pine forest,
dltlaep, dark, uniath?lmagﬁt To svg}el left,
the pretty Qu’Appelle, ing swiftly on
its way between precipitous banks, hedged
on eit{er side by maple, and willow, and
tall majestic spruce which reminded
one of stolid, unbending sentinels, guard-
ing and maintaining the beauty of one of
the prettiest Saskatchewan rivers. And,
over all, was a glorious sunset—a gorgeous
balcé(ground of crimson and turquoise and
gold.

““And evening lingers in the west

More beautiful than dreams

And whi of the Spirit-Land,

Its wilderness and streams,”

breathed Miss Cuthbert, as she gazed up-
on the lovely scene and felt the spell of it
stirring in her heart. This, was the land
of the Indian; the nursery of Mystery; the
Juxuriant arena of Magic things. iss
Cuthbert could feel the strange intangible
spell of the men of Magic, which the
superstitious tribes declare they can see,
enfold her in its meshes. She could al-
most have believed that she were living in
the old dear days of long ago, when Ro-
mance walked the earth in royal robes and
Magic was the standard the people bore.

" On a grassy plat before the door sat an
Indian mother, with her child. Her
lossy black hair was smoothed back from
er brown forehead and braided tightly
down her back; and around her shoulders
was drawn a brightly colored blanket, one
of the gorgeous specimens from the Hud-
son’s Bay post up the valley. Her head was
bent over the soft buckskin moccasin she
held in her lap and which she was embroi-~
dering with colored glass beads; while she
was in earnest conversation with the little
boy at her side. He was a very tiny boy,
this laddie, although the registration book
up at the fort showed him to be eight
yearsold. A pair of crutches, lying on the
ground beside him, told a part of the sad
story of his little life; and the lines of pain
in his dusky face told the rest. He was
watching, with fascinated eyes, the dex-
terous movements of the shining little
needle, as it went in and out, in and out
of the toe of the beautiful smoke-scented
moccasin.
“Some day,” he was saying, smilingly,
as the missionary came toward them,
“I’m going to be a warrior brave, and go to
battle, like the man in the legend did,
only I won’t stay away from my sweet-
heart as he did, but will come back to her
again and live happily ever afterward.”
It is curious how that happy denoue-
ment of all fairy tales finds its way into
the vocabulary of the children of all
climes, and in all ages.
“Who is talking of fighting?”’ said Miss
Cuthbert, sitting down on one end of the
child’s blanket. “Surely, you would not
exchange these times of peace for the pov-
erty and pain and blood-shed which comes
with war!”
““Ah! but we are bondsmen, Miss Cuth-
bert,”” returned the Indian mother, “What
would we not suffer, I wonder, to' obtain
our freedom!”’
““Miss Cuthbert,”” asked the child, eager-
ly, “why don’t our people go out and fight
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and conquer and rule this land just as

they did long, long ago? It would be
nice, I thinkl,l%f we could do as we like in.
stead of having to do what other people
tell us.”

The missionary bowed her head, and a
wave of something like shame rolled over
her and dyed her face. Like a flush, thg
heart of the red man was revealed to her,
with all its burden of shame and disgrace
and ignominy, and worst of all the total
lack of self-nﬁ»ect which the hapless
Indian bears, always, under the stony
hardness of his stoicism. Those touch.
ing lines of the Indian poetess came to her,
now, with new meaning:;

“They but forget we Indians owned the
land

From ocean unto ocean; that they
stand

Upon a soil, that centuries
as our sole Kingdom, an
alone.

They never think how they would feel

ne
our right

Y

If some great nation came from far
away,

Wresting their country from their hap-

~  less braves,

Giving what they gave us, but wars and
graves, .

Though starved, crushed, plundered, lies
our nation low,

Perhap§,the white man’s God has willed
it so.

“What made you think of it, Billy?”
she asked, after a long silence.

“It was the legend, Miss Cuthbert,
the legend of the Qu’Appelle, you know.
We have just been talking about it, and I
couldn’t help thinking of those things.
Why aren’t there any legends made, now-
adays, teacher?”’

The Indian mother turned toward her.

“Havmou ever heard the story, the
g;trzlmge e?’’ she asked, almost whisper-
ingly. .

Miss Cuthbert shook her head. -Much
as she desired to hear the legend of the
Qu’Appelle, she knew better than to ask
a single question. It is always a crucial
moment with the Indian when his voice
lowers, and he asks if you know things.
You must be diplomatic and never ques-
tion him in turn. If you do his lips

close in unbreakable silence.
BESEREERIET
SOUND SLEEP
After Change to Postum.

“I have been a coffee drinker, more or
less, ever since I can remember, until a
few months ago I became more and more
nervous and nrritable, and finally I could
not sleep at night for I was horribly dis-
txflrbedbydreamsgtl)lf allso}',ts zz.nTtlilas&egtes
of distressing nightmare. e 8
on the system of tea and coffee_ drinking
are very similar, because they each contain
the drug, caffeine.) .

“Finally, after hearing the experience
of numbers of friends who had quit coffee
and were drinking Postum, and learnin
of the great benefits they had derived,
concluded coffee must be the cause of my
trouble, so I .got some Postum and had 1t
made strictly according to directions.

“I was astonished at the flavour and
taste. It entirely took the place of coffee,
and to my very great satisfaction, I began
tosleep peacefully andsweetly. My nerves
improved, and I wish I could wean every
man, woman and child from the unwhole-
some drug-drink—coffee.

“People do not really appreciate or
realize what a powerful drug it 1s and what
terrible effect it has on the human system.
If they did, hardly a pound of coffee would
be sold. I would never think of going
back to coffee again. I would almost
as soon think of putting my hand in a
fire after I had once been burned. Yours
for health.” ,

Postum comes in two forms: .

Regular Postum—mu§t be well boiled.
15¢ and 25¢ packages.

Instant Postum—is a soluble powder.
A teaspoonful dissolves quickly in a cup
of hot water and, with cream and sugar,
makes a delicious beverage instantly.
30c and 50c tins.

The cost per cup of both kinds is about
the same.

“There’s a Reason” for Postum.

—sold by Grocers.




