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MILK TAKEN EVERY MORNING AND EVENING WITH

which has been determined to be 50 per
cent. more valuable as a food than bread,
supplies the most perfect and evenly bal-
anced food the human subject can secure.

Orange Meat and Milk is a Perfect Food

BRIGGER’S Pure Jams
and Orange Marmalade

Put up in 16 oz. glass jars
and in 5 lb. sanitary .
double-top gold lined tin
pails.
Brigger’s Pure Jams are made
from clean, sound Niagara
grown Fruit and Granulated

Sugar and are guaranteed

Absolutely Pure.

Get Your Spring Suit

FROM US BY MAIL

and get more style, better cloth and better fit than you can get from
vour local tailor at any price. This is not mére talk. We guarantee
absolutely to do what we claim or refund your money without
question, ’

The 2 Macs is the largest establishment in Canada, confining &\
itself exclusively to Mei's and Boys’ Apparel. We can supply all
vour personal wants by mail better than you can buy them in your
own town', :

We do business on such an immense scale that we can afford to
employ the most expert London and New York cutters,

Try one order. If you're not satisfied, say so, and we'll refund
your money, .

FREE. Send for our illustrated catalogue. It contains over 100
pages of everything men and boys wear.

Cloth Samples and Measurement Blanks free on request
ask your local Member of Parliament about

CANCER

R. D. EVANS, Discoverer of the famous Evans’ Cancer Cure, desires all who suffer
with Cancer to write to him. Two days’ treatment cures external or internal cancer.
Write to R. D. EVANS, Brandon, Manitoba, Canada

When Purchasing .from Western Home Monthly Advertisers, be sure
and mention the paper.

—

Winnipeg, Oct., 1911.
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The Little Worn Out Shoes.

By Aloysius Coll

The little worn out shoes—what trips
To Wonderland they made

Before they quit the little feet,

And many a roguish raid!

What journeys to the flowers and bees,
The garden and the well!

What racing!to the orchard trees,
When golden pippins fell!

When birds awoke the sleepy dawn,
And gave a voice to morn,

Went gladly forth the dancing shoes
That now are still and torn;

And, the sun hidden in the West
By shadows dark and deep,

The little shoes came home to rest,
The little feet to sleep.

All day they tripped a double tune
Of music on my ear,
Which brought the heaven down, they
seemed
Qo dike the angels near.
Ah! melody of broken chords,
Ah! fancy come in vain,
The little pegs are turned to swords,
The patter into pain. .

The little worn out shoes—what tours
To reach the Elfin Hilll

What visits to the Faerie Folk
And Giant Hollow!—till

Children are seldom rude  to grown
persons unless: some time familiarities
of an injudicious nature have occurred
between them. It is not necessary to
be stiff and cold with a child in order to
retain his respect. - We, may . play and
frolic with him without incurrlng any
inconvenience, if we use the same tact

and discernment we exercise toward
other acquaintances. It takes time for

children to become acquainted; they
have the same reserve and dignity that
belongs to their e.ders,” and added to
these is the shyness of one new to social
usages.

Mothers sometimes thoughtlessly ex-
pose their little ones to the curious ob-
servation of strangers by dressing them
too exquisitely. There is always a temp-
tation to treat a pretty, picturesque-
looking child as a doll. When nature
bestows beauty and gives to us a tiny
creature with starry eyes, silken curls,
and rose-leaf skin, we delight to'array
it in cunning garments of velvet and
lace, and surmount the beauteous head
with a mass of ribbon and towering
plumes How knight-like is the boy of
five in his dainty frilled shirt and velvet
knickerbockers, uuw enchanting his baby
sister in her flowing, lace-ruffled skirts,
with the gleam of a gold chain on her
snowy neck! Who can refrain from-
petting and flattering them, or hide the
admiration aroused by their grace and

| loveliness? & :

Manitoba Elk.

So weary grew the little feet
They scarcely left the hints

Of their light presence, soft and sweet,
So delicate the prints.

O baby shoes, O worn out shocs,
Why do you linger here,

Each little peg a sword for me,
Fach little bead a tear?

Ah! well you guess the little feet
At last have turned to go

A way for you too far and fleet—
A way you cannot know.
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The Child as a Plaything.

By Florence Hull Winterburn

The love of playthings does not die
out when a person is grown up, and a
little child is the most intceresting play-
thing one can find. It is casy to forget
that the little thing is an individual, and
that what is sport for us may be hurtful
to him. Sometimes, from sheer idleness,
a visitor will essay to draw out the de-
mure child whose bright eves have been
fived upon him, and eliciting frank re-
plies to remarks that would justly have
heen considered impertinent if addressed
to another grown person, become des-
perately offended.

Yet it was his own 0l if he was un-
ceremoniously  trews He o chose  to
make a jest of onc )
was easily shatterc

ment might make { or to |

start fun of this suir ~loa 1o pot o stop
l to it.

" But if we read the hearts of our plag-
things we might be shocked to see the
amount of vanity -and selfishness' our
stupid flattery arouses. "o ‘

Not long ago at- a kindergarten enter-
tainment I was much puzzled at’ the
singular demeanor of a little-daughter of
a friend, who had appeared previously
an agreeable, retiring sort of child.
She was ‘‘dressed to death,” and was
frightfully conscious of her- clothes.
Constantly making nervous, fluttering
movements, she fell -into ‘such’strange
poses when standing that I wondered
why I had never before noticed that
Mary was humpbacked. No¢ until the
next day, when she ‘appeared -again in
her ordinary schoo! dress and her o:din-
ary manner, could I convince myself
that all her bending and posturing were
the result of pure affectation and not of
deformity.

There are children with enough strength
of mind to keep their simplicity under
the bewildering influence of gorgeous
apparel. But the test is too hard.
When we treat such mites to indulgences
only befitting old shoulders we over-
burden them. If we could adorn our
living statues with flowers and jewels to
gratify our own tastes, without their
heing aware of it, the harm would be
slight. But this is not possible. So
we should exercise commonsense, and
content ourselves with freshness and
simplicity, or else render our dear little
ones liable to all the evil of pride of heart
ard - injudicious notice from strangers.
|  There ig however, another tempting
j‘bait Leld ‘out to those who like children




