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Dall’s Real Lace

Catalogue FREE

Send today for Dall’s Catalogue
of beautiful hand-made LACES.
It illustrates those exquisite and
exclusive laces made by deft
hands across the sea. The biggest
catalogue of REAL HAND-MADE
LACE ever issued in Canada—a
catalogue Illustrating and de-
scribing the most beautiful Old
World HAND-MADE LACES—
those wonderfully iIntricate and
dainty patterns which genera-
tions of patient, cunning fingers
have offered the admiring
_world.

They are made from a specially
prepared thread that tubs in a
lovely manner and far out-wear
the ordinary machine-made lace.
The prices are remarkably low.

CLIP THIS ADVERTISEMENT,
ATTACH YOUR NAME AND
ADDRESS AND SEND IT TO US
TODAY. WE WILL GLADLY
SEND OUR CATALOGUE FREE.
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= en WORKS WONDERS e .
Removes Gallstones Without Operation
Cleanses the Liver, Gall Bladder, stops Stomach and
Bowel misery, pains in sides or back, Gas, Indigestion
Colic, Dyspepsia, Heartburn, Jaundice, Biliousness
Nervous Headaches, Appendicitis signs or symptoms
of Liver-Gall disorders. Avoid operations and impos-
sible oils. No matter what you have tried, this new
simple home treatment will do you more good and
cost you less than any other method known. Save
money and misery. Write now for proof and guar-
antee.. Home Treatment Book and full advice free.
Price: Full prescription (3 months;, 180 treatments,

5.40; rescription (1 month), 60 treatments,
%2.:.0.’ Do on: Lo 15 groatments,
ni

COMIC RECITATIONS AND READINGS

200 Pages Cloth, 75c. postpaid
A new volume of comicreadings
ard recitations, m: of which
have never before n pub-
lished in book form. Its con-
tents comprise some of the
best efforts of such world-
renowned humorists as Mark
Twain, Josh Billings, Artemus
Ward, Ezra Kendall, Bret
Harte, Bill le"a, Ben King.
Geo. Thatcher, Lew Dockstader.
Wm. 8. Gilbert, James Whit-
con.b Riley and others. This
is an unequalled collection of
the most amusing, eccentric,
droll and humorous pieces suit-
able for recitations In schoois,
drawing-room_entertainments
and amateur theatricals. Write
for catalogue.

WINDSOR SUPPLY CO. = WINDSOR, ONT.

FREE C AT ALOGU Write now for our

new 1917-1918§, cat-
alogue, showing a splendid assortment of Novelties,
Masquerade Supplics, Jewelry, Books, Specialties,
Stescoscopes, Patriotic Lines, Decorative Goods,
Goods for Red Cross Workers, etc. Send yonr
name and address and we will send same post paid.

UNITED SALES CO. Station B WINNIPEG, MAN.

Make Your Own Beer

in your own home for your own use. Send
$1.00 for complete directions and recipe. J.V.
Johnson, 1468-E Court Place, Denver, Col.

Rex s . A
for 12¢, both for 2. War-
ranted 8 years. ¢ old Filled.

RexJewelry Ca., Dept, 2 o BattleCreek, Mich.

on some fool’s errand—he was supposed
to be lying dying in"a Westminister
slum. I went. Inthe meanwhile,dressed
as 1 dress, he took my place on the bench
behind you, and stole Yyour pin.”

Aviragous Moss sniffed wretchedly,
and mopped his forehead with his huge
silk _handkerchief. .

“When he sent down word to his
disreputable colleagues that he had suc-
ceeded in his villainous design, I was
rushed back to the House, not in the least
comprehending the purpose of my
semx—cal?tivity and enforced journeys.
The alibi you taunted me with, Mr.
Mannering, could only have been
proved by his accomplices, who would
never have betrayed him. What
lucky accident brought you here I do
not know, but you Zave stumbled
upon a truth that I dare never have asked
you to beligve. I think you will admit
that you owe meanapolo%? . .

“I do indeed,” said the Cabinet Minis-
ter, warmly, “and I tender it with all
my heart. fIs this_—:{this person still in
possession of my pin?”’

“What do you think?”’ asked Mr.
Guiderous Moss, ironically. “Not much!
—I—1I passed it on as quick as I could,
but his hand twitched involuntarily
toward his left breast.

“Did you?”’ queried Hannibal Manner-
ing. “Let us see. Put your arms up a
little stiffer.”” He drew closer, one eye
still on the tigerish Mrs. Moss, and set
the muzzle of the revolver to the temple
of the luckless Guiderous. “Look in
that left vest pocket, Moss,” he suggested
to the M.P.

Guiderous struggled protestingly, but
the cold steel ring pressed against his
temple, and he yielded to the inevitable.
His unhappy relative searched the in-
dicated receptacle, to produce a crumpled
roll of tissue paper.

Quiveringly he unfolded it, and the
light from the chandelier glittered on
the bluish facets of the Mannering
diamond. With uncertain fingers he
replaced it excitedly in the Cabinet
Minister’s tie, Hannibal Mannering hold-
ing the revolver in position.

“Take it quietly,” besoughit the miser-
able Aviragous, as he completed this
work of restitution. “I’ll give you a leg
up once more, Guidy, and a real good one,
so don’t turn nasty over this—this
little disappointment. Tell him he’d
better take it quietly, Kitty.”

“Don’t talk to me you pack of beastly
cowards,” was the enigmatic request of
Mrs. Guiderous Moss.

The Home Secretary and Aviragous
Moss, M.P., went away together, supped
amicably at the swagger club of the Party
and concocted - diplomatic explanations
for the Speaker and the Press.

But before they departed from the
abode of the defeated Guiderous, the
Home Secretary put a question to that
“lovely blackguard.”

“Tell me how you got my pin out of
my scarf without my knowing it,” he
sald, “and I’ll give you a tenner for your
trouble.”

“Part, first,” stipulated Mrs. Moss's
husband, sulkily. The Cabinet Minister
complied: ,

“I folded my arms on the back of your
bench as you lounged in your seat with
your eyes closed,” was the thief’s ex-
planation. ‘“‘Several times you pretended
to stifle a yawn—your arm in so doing
gave me cover enough. I had three
tries—third time I slid my hand over
your shoulder, nipped your pin between
my first and second fingers, and slipped
it out. In another instant it was in my
pocket.”

<

The Edmonton Exhibition grounds
have been enlarged by the addition

of sixty-five aeres, including a beautiful
grove of trees which has been set aside
as a camping ground for motor parties
from the country; arrangements have
been made to rent tents, cots, etc., at
reasonable prices, and it is expected that
many families will take advantage of
thisjmethod of solving the accommodation
roblem during the exhibition week.
Ii‘enders have been called for the con-
struction of a new Women’s Building,
which it is hoped to have completed for
use this summer, for the housing of the
health and baby welfare exhibits and the
Women’s Institute exhibit, a new feature
this year.
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The Old Home RGBS

(A Reminiscence)
Written for The Western Home Monthly by M. E. Sutherland

OT many miles from the historic

and picturesque ‘“Old Lime-
1 stone City,” is situated the
Ak old home. .

It is a rembling, unpainted,
old farm house, surrounded by a yard in
which sweet grass, ribbon grass and huge

ink cabbage roses strive for dominion over
Bold, big red peonies and great, white
snowballs. Lilacs, too, are there in pro-
fusion and almost every variety of those
dear old-fashioned sweet-scented flowers,
now so rarely seen.

'Tis years now since my eyes last
rested on the peaceful beauty of this spot
of all spots on God’s beautiful earth, but
e’en yet, the memory of it sends a restful
feeling to me amid the restless, pulsing,
grasping life of a Western city. .

I sit and dream me dreams, and again,
in fancy, I am back at the Old Home.

Time has turned backwards in its flight
and I, a child once more, with my little tin
can in hand, wander down the lane.
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The Professor’s Wooing
By Grace G. Bostwick

He met the maiden at a cabaret
Where he had gone to see a bit of life

in which alarm and anger are mingled,
then scampers away and in a moment is
lost to sight in a hole.

Well I must be getting home, “Phew,
but it is hot!”’

I have reached the creek. The tempta-
tion to pull off shoes and stockings and sit
on the big rock in the shadow of the old
bridge and let my feet dangle in the cool
water, is too strong to be resisted. So off
come shoes and stockings and down I sit
me. “Oh, how cool it is, and what bliss
is mine to be able to run about and enjoy
life! Poor Ittle crippled Charlie (my
near neighbor) how I pity him, never
able to enjoy such things as this.”

Thus listening to the ripple of the
water I sit and dream, simple dreams,
happy dreams, dreams of a future,
dreams, ah, so unlike the after reality.

But the insistent call of my stomach
interrupts my dreams and donning my
hose and shoes, I start for home with no
lagging feet. My, but I am hungry!

First-hand, to utilize in his new book—

A scientific book which dealt with strife.
Impressed was he, oh, very much, indeed!

“A lovely creature, good and wise, no doubt;
Her beauty shows a saintly soul,” said he.
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“Too late, old
tied!”

1

"Tis early summer and the air is laden
with perfume from the buckwheat field
that borders on the lane and in the orchard
on the other side of the land the birds
are having a cantata rehearsal.

On I go, across the old wooden bridge
over the creek. As I cross the bridge the
great bull frogs call out their greeting in
a hoarse ‘“bar-um, bar-um.” But I

" hasten on for on the green hillside not far

distant, I know, great luscious straw-
berries await my coming.

Now I have reached the destined spot
and on my knees, with eager fingers, [
g(ick the beautiful fruit: “Oh, you

auties, I'll soon have my can full of
you.”

Say, did you ever pick strawberries on
a balmy June morning, while a bird
orchestra sang to you from nearby tree-
tops? If you have not you have missed
one of the greatest of pleasures.

But now my little can is full, and “my
but it is getting hot!’ Well, T will 20
E,)'ondcr and lie in the shade of the great

utternuts and cool off ere I begin my
walk home. Down I sit me under one of
the great spreading trees but scarcely
am I seated, when I espy a small brown
object, busily digging near a stump not
far away. “Ah, ha, Mr. Woodchuck I'm
going to give you a chase.”

Away I go. As I near him, the little
rascal ceases his digging, gives me a look

While Tommy Tinker muttered: “Put ’im out!”

The wise professor, calm no longer, no,
But stirred as wise professors seldom
Went home with her and asked if he might call;
She smiled and murmured smilingly, “You bet!”
He called; and brought a treatise on t}ixe air
And talked of pranic ether—rather deft,

He thought, at conversation—said farewell,
And Tommy Tinker entered as he left.

He brought her books—sage volumes neatly bound,
With interlineations as to text,

In his fine seript—and read them every line

And never wondered why she said, “What next ?”
He never touched her hand or spoke a word

Aside. All signs of passion he forebore.

While Tommy Tinker, bearing chocolates,

Quite boldly kissed her there, behind the door.

And then, one night, impelled at last to speak,

The wise professor dared his all to stake.

“If you will marry me,” he softly said,

“I'll read to you each night, my dear, to make

You happy. Knowledge fair shall be our joy,

With rarest wisdom for our daily guide.”

But Tommy Tinker shouted from the door,

grub, she’s mine! We’ve just been

get,
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Grandmother is alone. Uncle has gone
to Kingstcn.  She is at the door watching
for me.

“Oh, Granny, I hope you have some-
thing good ready to eat.”

“Oh me, Oh my! Green peas, pork ribs
and roasted potatoes, hot biscuits fluffy
as feathers, strawberries with thick cream.
Were there ever such dainties?”’

“Say, Granny dear, I don’t believe
3:}0(;9 Victoria has anything as good as

is.

How happy we are! No shadow of
coming events casts itself. A little while
after dinner, a dear old neighboring
granny on whose head the silvering of
ninety years has fallen, comes to see us.

What an afterncon it is. The two old
ladies are like girls so merry, so happy.
By spells they are slightly reminiscent for
both remember Ontario’s pioneer days.
How I enjoy these tales they recall.

Quickly the afternoon speeds away—
tea time arrives and again the festive
board is spread and in honor of our dear
olddgucst the quaint old blue tea set is
used.

After tea, the two old ladies enjoy 2
short quiet chat, ere Granny D’s grand-
daughter arrives to take her home. - Now
1t 18 time for the cows to be brought home
and on me to-night devolves the task, a
a task of/plea.sure it is too. How I love
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