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kfor the Little Folks

Tricky Trixy.

Ruth and Agnes pulled off their
shoes and stoukmgs and scampered
down the high bluff to the sandy
beach. How happy they were—
they and little dog Trixy who had
come all the way on Hu electric
car in Agnes’ lap.

The spades were soon busy digg-
ing caves, W hich the water rolled
over and washed all smooth and
even again. Playful little waves
came running up on the sand to
catch the bare, pink feet. And
presently the girls wandered along
the shore gathering tiny pocket-
shells and rainbow- colored shells.
Trixy frolicked around them, bark-
ing and yelping to show how "h: appy
he was.

Some distance down the beach
was a great mound of sand, with a
Jew charred sticks where some boys
*had built a campfire.

“Let’s throw a stick out in the
water and see if Trixy’ll get it,”’
Ruth suggested.

She sent the stick as far out as
she could, and Trixy leaped into
the water. His brown head bobbed
over the waves and he came swimm-
ing back with the stick in his
mouth.

““Good dog ! Good Trixy!”’ cried
the girls; and Trixy, all smooth and
wet and glistening, laid the stick
at their feet
shower of drops over them.

And now as fast as the little dog
brought back the stick, the girls
threw it in again. He enjoyed the
fun, too. But by and by he began
to grow tired and cold. Heshivered
all over, though the day was very
warm. He had been in the water
too long.

But the girls did not understand,
though Trixy tried his best to
explain by whining and lagging
back. So, like an obedient dog,
he went out again and again.

And then suddenly Trixy dis-
appeared. Nowhere was the iittle
brown head to be seen, though the
children called and called.

“Oh, he’s drownded! I know he’s
drownded, and it’s all our fault!”
sobbed Agnes.

““He was too tired to swim any
more,”’ cried Ruth. ‘‘How could
we be so cruel?”’

They turned back to the sandpile,

crying wildly. Poor, patient little
Trixy!
And then Agnes gave a great

shout for joy and dropped down on
her knees in the warm sand. For
around on the sunny side of the
sandpile, shivering still and panting
for breath, Trixy lay resting and
warming himself in the sunshine!

““Oh, you dear, dear little fellow!”’

cried the girls, piling the sun
heated sand more comfortably
around him. ‘““We’re .so glad, so

glad! And we’ll never be so cruel
to you again—never, never!”’
And when Aunt Helen motioned
from the bank that lunch was ready,
[rixy was all warm and rested and
s lively as ever again. He mud
the bluff with Agnes and Rutl
d the caresses and goodies th at
rered on him would have

and shook a great |

Natahe s thtens

One evening when Natalie’s
father came back from the post-
office, where he stayed all day, he
said: ‘‘Come here, Natalie, and see
what I have in my pocket.”’

Natalie came running to him and
stuck her little fat hand into his
coat pocket. She thought there
would be a bundle of candy there.
But the bundle was warm and soft
and wriggled. It was furry, too.
““Oh!oh!oh!It’s akitten!’ laugh-
ed Natalie,clapping her handsin joy.

“Yes it’s a stray kitten,”’ said
papa. ‘I found it in front of the
postoffice. Perhaps $omebody put
it there because they knew that in
the postmaster’s house there was a
little girl who, would like a kitten.’

Natalie got the kitten some milk
and pussy lapped it eagerly with
her little red tongue. ‘She drank
the water that Natalie gave her, too,
and cuddled down to sleep in the
basket Natalie fixed for her, as
much at home as if she had lived at
Natalie’s all her life.

“But she may run away,” said
papa. ‘‘Don’t feel too bad, Natalie,
if she runs away. Kittens of that
size often do, and she was a stray
when I found her, you know.”

But Natalie’s eyes filled with
tears at the very thought, and papa
made up his mind that the Kkitty
should not ran awav from her if he
could help it.

Natalie played with her kitten all
the next day, but about the time
for papa to come home from the
postoffice kitty was putout of doors.
When papa came in he seeme >d to
have the same kind of
his pocket that he had had before,
for a little furry head was peeping
om of it.

““Here’s your kitty, Natalie,”” he
said. ‘I found her in 'the p()stu{ﬁcc
in the very place she was yesterday.

““Where's the pink string I tied
around her neck ?”’ asked N dtdlIL

“Oh, that probably came off,’
answered papa.

So Natalie sat down with the
kitten, but by and by she heard a
plamtl\e little mew at the door.
She opened it and there stood a
kitty exactly like the one she was
playing with, in color and mark-
ings, but sma}l(r

““Oh ! oh !’ cried Natalie. ‘‘This
is my kitty. I know her by the pink
string around her neck. The kitty
you bmu;,ht home was another,
papa.’

“‘Eh? What?”’ cried papa, greatly
astonished. He could hardly believe
his eyes. He was so sure that it was
the same kitten that he had brought
home both days that he almost be-
lieved he saw double. But no, there
were two kittens, one just a little
larger than the other.

“Well, I never !”” said papa.

“If you find any more kittens at
the postoffice don’t bring them
home.’’ said mamma. But Natalie
was glad, for she thinks that two
kittens are just twice as nice as one
kitten.
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A LINIMENT FOR THE LOGGER- Log-
gers lead a life which exposes them to
many perils Wounds, cuts and bruises

canno st be altogether n‘mh -d m prepar
ing timber for the drive and in river
work, where wet a 1d u»tnhm\d are
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Shoes can

o e e Gt

make or mar
bodily beauty

RGN,

How does a shoe enhance

the beauty of th
figure?—By bein

e human

g both

beautiful and comfortable.

The Slater

Women's

Shoe is both beautiful and

comfortable.

Tt easefully supports the foot in walking,

giving shoe assistance to the graceful carriage
without which no woman can be beautiful or
develope her form by the delightful exercise—

walking.

A woman can’t walk well in a shoe that
is too loose—too tight—or wrongly shaped.

She can walk well in a closefitting shoe

if it’s well shaped.

The Slater Women’s Shoe fits the foot

snugly but not crampingly —gives elegancc :

with ease.

It’s modelled on correct shapes. No factory

could originate and few could copy the subtle

elegance of the Parisian models from - which

the Slater Shoe for women are produced.

The Slater Women’s Shoe

$3.50, $4.00 and $5.00
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Uneeda Cream Separators \?

We do not have to boast of
long years standing, and then
only be able to advertise an
old fashioned Cream Separator,
The ‘““ Uneeda’’ is not a thing
of the past, but is a present
day Separator, u

guarantee the Uneeda for ever

new broken parts if any.
Forever Guarantee goes with

each machine.

Cleanest Skimmer Made
One Piece in Bowl to Clean
Write for Catalogue.

up-to-date. We

See
Low
Down
Supply
Tank

so it costs you nothing to re-

»

PEMBROKE

Slater Shoe Store, 468 Main St., Winnipeg (H. Stark).
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Western Braneh:

C. C. MACDONALD, Mgr.,
151 Bannatyne Ave. East.
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