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Al over the World

Curzon send their silent tailors in the shape
of a_wonderfiil self-measurement system.
This 'enables you:'to accurately take your
oWl measures with the certitude of getting
Added to this is the
wide selection of British materials which
THE HOUSE, OF CURZON place at
your disposal.> Patterns of these materials
are sent to your door free of cost and
carriage paid on simple request, and com-
prise all the latest weaves and designs of
the leading Woollen Mills of Great Britain,
affording you the opportunity of selecting
from the first pick of the choicest of fabrics,
right in the privacy of your own home.
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CURZON’S Rmﬁ of Prices for SUITS or
OVERCOATS to Measure (Delivered Free

to your Door),
$8.60, $10,
- §$18,  §14.50,

Every Quality has been valued b
- Fr'l!nds at Double our

OUR FREE SAMPLES OF CLOTH

provide y ou in miniature with a selection
of Choicest Woollens, which no local
house could be expected to equal.

Our MailOrder Tailoring has earned f
FOUR GOLD MEDAL AWARDS
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED

OR CASH REFUNDED
CURZON CLOTHE THE
CRITICAL

We make Clothesin the Latest London

or New York Styles, whichever you

prefer., Orders are dispatched seven
days after receipt of same,

Address for patterns: . \

CURZON BROS. (Dept.103)

449 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO

$11.60
$17.10

our Canadian
ices.

The World’s Measure Tailors,
60-62 City Road, London, Eng.

‘West End Depot:
112 New Oxford Street, W.C.

Please mention this Paper.

“The Wise
Wear Wool”

Dr. Jaeger's theory of thirty years
ago is the practice of today,

Jaeger Underwear is pure undyed
‘! wool with the qualities of fit and wear
| that give lasting satisfaction,

In ordering.your cool weather under-
wear be wise and choose jAEGER——
It issold at all Jaeger stores and
agencies in the Dominion,

816 8t. Catherine St. West, Montreal
82 King St. West, Toronto
784 Yonge St., Cor. Bloor, Toronto

352 Portage Ave.
(Carlton Block)

Winnipeg

When writing advertisers p]eése
mention The Western Home Monthly.

for - self-expression

o Flickerlight

Written for The Western Home Monthly by W. R. Gilbert. ?

long ago, for this is mnot quite

an ordinary fairy tale, a woman
sat by the fire. A basket of mended
socks and stockings lay by her side,
upon the hearthrug;-one of her hands
was still gloved in the last stocking and
the other, armed with a thimble and
needle, was crossed over it. Outside a
cab had just rattled by with a theatre-
fare and the rain murmured the water
song in a low, crooning patter.

Inside, the little castle of coals had
just collapsed with a tiny explosion at
the very minute when the clock on t
mantelshelf struck twelve, and beca
the oil in the lamp had waxed low¢gfhe
flickers of the disturbed embers daficed
like flitting coons over the ceilings and
the walls, over the bent, grey tinged
head of the woman darner, and across
the little table set with cloth and laid
out with a simple supper.

Perhaps it was because all fairies—
real fairies, and dream fairies love mid-
night, perhaps, too, because the woman
had been up early and was very tired,
and her boy, for whom she would always
wait up was often late in coming home o’
nights, her eyes closed, but though she
was asleep she still saw the room in its
flickering lights and shadows. ,

And in sleep one sees, of course, lots
of strange things without thinking them

ONC‘E upon a time, but not so very

strange at all, and so it did not_strike

appeared to have been hunted and
starved out of her, but was not even
quite dead. j .

The creature gazed up mutely into the
eyes of the woman darner.

Just in the flickerlight they looked at
each other, the woman and her elf—chnl(_l.

“Speak,” said the figure in the chair
opposite, and the elf-child spoke. .

There was something strange, rapid,
hopelessly intense, in the manner in
which she said:

“Mother, have you forgotten me quite,
quite? Cared for at my birth eagerly
tended and nourished, fed and clothed,

“and then left and forgotten. A life given

birth to and then neglected all these
long weary years of waiting. Was it
right, Mother?”

The woman started, drew back from
the child-speaker, then stooping, lifted
the frail little creature in her arms, and
looking through it into the fire was
silent, while something of dawning re-
membrance moved in her heart.. “You
are alone?”’ she asked at last. “You
have ‘been quite utterly alone since you
were- born, did you say?”

“I have sisters, said the child, but
they have been.abandoned like me, very
early. We have all been forgotten by
our Mother.”

And as the woman steadily looked at
the firelight, the living, dying flames

An interesting glee party.

her as anything frightening or much out
of the ordinary that at first dimly, and
then quite distinctly, she became
conscious that something or some one
occupied the other chair by the fireside.
The personality seemed half-unknown
and yet half-familiar to her and while
her mind was busily running over like-
nesses to persons whom she had known
since long ago in childhood, and passing
up the years, the figure spoke.

“You are trying to identify me. You
are right to hunt the long ago, but not
among your friends—Mother.”

“Mother?” echoed the woman in
wonderment.  “I have never been a
mother except in longing or in my
dreams. This, my son, for whom T am
waiting tonight, is a foundling, a foster
child.”

“Nevertheless you are my mother,”
reiterated the figure. “From your womb
I came, as also did those whom I will
show you now.”

“Nay, do not mock me, a poor, barren,
wasted life;” moaned the woman, but
even as she spoke a tiny hand laid hold
of her own, gloved in the stocking.
Wasted, shrunken, and. crippled it was,
yet, as it rested on hers, it vibrated with
passionate entreaty.

Looking down, the woman saw beside
her a wizened elf-ficure, with clothes
half made, having in the grim, upturned
wistful face a promise of beauty, belied
by long set-up disease.

The garments the child wore had been
of carctul cut and fashion, but they
were torn and pinned loosely together,
showing glimpses of bare skin and bone,
for the creature was very emaciated.
There was about her, too, a vague
atmosphere of scare, a wild pleading
and development

balked, which, child though she seemed,

that leapt and danced before her eyes,
a procession of little elf-children, many
of them beautiful, only each one de-
spoiled by disease, sorrow and neglect,
passed across the hearthrug from the
darkness where the flickering flame did
not reach on the one hand to the same
shrouding darkness of the opposite
corner.

And as she watched, sorrow, remorse,
vague and uneasy, settled down in her
heart, and tears came into her eyes, so
that she saw no more the elf-child on
her lap mnor the figure sitting on the
opposite chair. She saw only a blurred
mist of flame-edged crystals, dancing,

wheeling and turning in the flickerlight,.

and the voice that she heard seemed to
come from far away, but it's sound was
like the voice of the cinders when they
move closer together to whisper com-
fidences as the flames dies low.

“Oh, Mother,” she heard the voice
say; “Mother who, always longing for
a child, has bemoaned fate and beseeched
for long years that the gift of mother-
hood might be yours. Does not some-
thing stirring in your heart tell you that
we are your offspring. You have thought
us, caused us to be, all of us, but for
me_alone have you cared long enough
to bring to strength and usefulness. All
these others you have created, and ne-
glected. Think, a mother who has
brought up her tender care but one child
in so many. They were all God-given
children, they micht have been doing
all these years sueh great and {:00;1
things in the world, if vou had only
been a mother to them always:” '

“Why do they not die?” moaned the
woman, gazing at the fire, but seeing
it mot. “Surely it were kinder for
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Thousand tra) now send us their
Raw Furs. Why ngg;l:u? We pay highest
i harg harge no com-
E Tolars are’ . trape
ived. Millions o] are paid traj
i y D:ll with a le houl:: ;

each X
m‘::o e largest in our line in Canada.
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HALLAM'S TRAPPERS @UIDE

French and English. "

book of 96 , fully illustrated. Game
ﬁvm revised Pt:s:l.no—tell- you how, when
and where to trap, bait and traps to use, and
many other valuable .lfloctl oonee{'mng t;ha
Fur Industry, our ¢ Up-to-the-

o w r:ry' sent ABSOLUTE-
LY FREE for the asking. Write to-day—

address JOH"" HALLAM,
Mot is, TORONTO

111 Front St. Eas?,

237 Main St.

Western Canada’s

Leading Taxidermist

Send us
Game

Mount.

Heads,
Animals,

dermists’ supplies.

Mammals.
Write for Price
Lists

E. W. DARBEY

Official Taxidermist to Manitoba Government

your
Birds to

Wholesale and Re-
tail Dealers in In-
dian Curios, Game
Elk Tusks
and Live Wild

A full line of taxi-

We buy all kinds
of rare Birds and

Winnipeg

them—to me.”
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INDIAN CURIO G0,

H. 0. MORRISON, Proprietor
(Successor to W. F. White)

Buyers of Raw Furs
Expert Scientific Taxidermist

LATEST EUROPEAN AND
AMERICAN NOVELTIES.
INDIAN GOODS.

549 Main Street, Winnipeg
CATALOGUE FREE.

g

DUFFIN & CO., LTD.

Importers and Dealers in Photo Supplies
both Professional and Amateur

472 Main St., Winnipeg

Enclose 5¢, for. illustrated catalogue and prices
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YOUR
EET ACHE

Fix them with an application of

TOE-KOMFORT

Cures Corns, Callouses, Ingrowing Nails.
Relicves Tired, Aching, Perspiring Feet,
Bu““’f}f‘\ te. Shoe and Drug Dealers «6r
by mail25¢. Satisfaction or money back.

FOOT-KOMFORT MFG. CO.
389 Tweed Avenue, Winnipeg
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