CANADIAN

Royal Household Flour &=

The best for Bread and the best for Pastry

—
v

*The Little Brother of The Rich”

OW, this is not a
talk about money.

Itisn’ta contrast between:
the rich and the poor, forin
some things we are all
equally rich and there are

no poor brothers.
i The poorest woman in

the land can have just as
good bread as the richest.
The children who walk can
have just as delicious pies
and cakes and “goodies” as
the children who ride in
carriages.

All the money in the
world cannot buy better
flour than “ROYAL
HOUSEH O " ifor
H there isn’t any better.

And the woman who does
her own baking can have
just as good bread as is
served to the Royal House-
hold of England, and that
is. made from ROYAL
Hioslasie H O 1D
FLOUR sent to England
from Canada.

And then, a barrel of

EROYATL HOUSE:
HOLD” produces many
more loaves than a barrel
of ordinary flour. The bread
is better—sweeter, nicer to
eat—and more wholesome
—has more health and
strength in it—makes more
delicious pies, cakes, biscuits
and doughnuts. Children,
whose mothers use
SROYAL HOUSE-
HOLD?” at home, can have
just as good baked things
as the Princes and Prin-
cesses of England.

Although “ROYAL
HOUSEHOLD” costs a
little more per barrel than
ordinary flour it contains so
much more nourishment
and makes so much more
bread of superior quality it
is in reality the most eco-
nomical of all flours,

“Ogilvie’s Book for a
Cook” comprises 125
pagesof splendid Recipes
which have been tested
and tried. Every woman
who 1{s interested in
good things to eat should
send and get it.

White Vaseline

Pure Vaseline

VASELINE !N TU8ES

Vaseline Camphor Ice
Heals chapped hands, cracked lips and skin.

Invaluable internally for coughs, colds, sore throat, croup.

capsicumBVaseIine

etter than mustard plasters; does not blister,

Borated Vaseline

A valuable remedy for catarrh,

Mentholated Vaseline

Allays neuralgic pains, nervous headache; cold in head.

| Camphorated Vaseline

Eight per cent. gum camphor; for rheumatism, gout, etc.

Carbolated Vaseline

Best antiseptic dressing known.

Vaseline Oxide of Zinc

Quickly heals eruptions, sores and wounds.

Known world wide as the best and safest family remedy:

OUR FREE VASELINE BOOK

tells the special merits of each Vaseline preparation and gives directions for its proper use. Send us
your name with street address, mentioning this paper, and we will mail you a copy, postage prepaid.

CHESEBROUGH MFG. CO. (Cons’d), 379 Craig St. West, Montreal

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER.”

COU R IVER

it did not affect the brightness of his
wit, nor the clearness of his convinc-
ing argument. When his pleased and
grateful client was seeing him on
board the night train—which made
quick connection at Banville—“Why,
Mr. Manning,” he exclaimed, “you
handled that case like a hockey player
his stick.” And the K. C. smiled.
“Hello!” ejaculated Bob Manning,
some days later, looking up from the
morning paper, “listen to this!” It
was an account, taken in abridged
form from “The Banville Mercury,”
of the final hockey match between
the Banville Tigers and the Tarlton
Terriers. “Largely instrumental in
winning the game for the Tigers,”
ran the journalistic comment, “was
the stellar play of a substitute, a
stranger who gave the non-committal
name of Smith, but who, we have
every reason to believe, was no less

than Bob Manning, late star of the
Roylston team, junior champions,
and now of the University Seven.’

“Some bally fool must have been
using my name,” cried the youngster
hotly; “what would you do about 1t
Cousin Dick ?”

“Oh, I fancy I wouldn’t bother
about it if I were you, Bob. Cui bono
—ifor he was the barrister once more
—*“or, in the vernacular, what's the
good?” But as he went to the office
he smiled, for from his inmost sport-
ing spirit the reproach had been lift-
ed.

And to this day, as the Lanky One
lounges over the desk of the Ban-
ville hotel and discusses the town
gossip with his friend the clerk, he
chuckles heavily over that famous
night when he won victory for th€
Tigers by producing fthe star city
player, Bob Manning.

FOR THE

CHILDREN

The Disappointment.
BrssiE A. MOTIER.

@) NCE, when I’s out at Uncle Bob’s
we saw a great big fire,

The smoke, it was jest awful thick,
the flames was shootin’ higher,

So Aunt M’ri’, she hustled round and
Uncle Bob and me,

We hitched old Whitey to the rig and
galloped out to see.

'N’en Uncle Bob, he said he thought
’twas Mr. Beebe’s place,

But Aunt M’ri’, she told him that he
better make more haste,

'Cos she thought it was nothin’ else
but Grandpa’s cider-mill;

'N’en I could hardly wait a tall to see
above the hill.

But when we got to where ’twas clear
and we could see around,

An’ I was ready to sing out, then what
d’ye think we found?

Jes’ nothin’ but a bonfire, as sure as
you are born!

Jes’ boys a-playin’ Injun an’ roastin’
ears o’ corn!

An’ Uncle Bob was awful mad, and
Aunt M’ri’, she said

She thought such silly folks as them
much better be abed;

But when I ast ’em if they wished it
had been Grandpa’s mill,

They said, real cross, that boys my
size best keep their questions
still !

—Womanw's Home Companion.
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The Princess’ Blue Tie-Ups.

A Corp Strory witeE A Warm
Enpine.

By Heren Rremp Cross.

ONCE on a cold winter’s night
there were two little Icicles,

and they were very unhappy;
unhappy, not for their own fault, for
they were both as good as they were
cold—and beautiful. Their trouble
was that they loved each other, and
were parted. For though they both
hung from the same window sill (that
of the Princess’ bedroom) yet one of
them was quite at one end, and one
was quite at the other; which to you
may seem near, but which is an enor-
mous distance to an Icicle, who al-
ways counts everything by snow-
flakes; and more enormous still to
these two poor little lovers, whose
only wish was to sit quite close to-
gether and squeeze each other’s
hands.

“Fifty snowflakes at least between
me and her,” sighed little Man Icicle;
“how can Jack Frost be such a
beast !”

Little Girl Icicle glanced along the
broad window-sill that divided them,
and decided that the distance was far
too great for them ever to meet.

“Oh, Mr. Moon!” she murmured,

“please don’t shine so brightly; per-
haps if I could not see him, I mig
in time forget.” :

“No use winking at her from this
distance,” thought Little Man Icicle,
“but I may as well try.”

But he was right—it was no use.

When the sun rose he shon€
straight in at the Princess’ wlndo}’(‘i"

“She’ll be glad to see me,” he sai%
“for she’s going to the tournament -
day, and wants to look her best;” all
he never thought of the two poor lit-
tle Icicles he was melting all the timeé

Drop by drop each of them dis-
solved, and drop by drop two little
pools of water on the path beneat
them increased, till gradually both h¢
and she turned into a tiny twistin®
stream, and trickling gently together:
they met at last. :

. . Now, was it the reflectio
the blue morning sky overhead,
was it just a fairy tale? Anyway, !
is certain that when the Princess
looked out of her window she foune’
upon the path outside, a dainty blﬁe
tie-up lying there, and it was in t )
shape of a true-lover’s knot. — F¢
Mall Magazine.
* % %

The Siege.
By Nancy Byrp TURNER.

DD EEP in the hold of a curtained
crib
A warrior, robed in white,
With head held high and daun
eye,
Was sore beset, last night.
A foe in the land that must be f
A watchful ward to keep— g
Camped in the gloom of the darke
ing room,
The grey-clad captain Sleep:

n of
or

tless

eal‘ed'

A wooden soldier, a woolly dog
These were his garrison; or

And never a trick in the arts of ¥
Their leader left undone. ;

Quiet feigned on the pillow, now:
Now, with a sudden fling,

Holding hard to his bodyguardy
On ramparts rollicking.

Dark made a tent for all the world
And set far lights aglow;
The clock was like afsentmel,
Slow pacing to and fro; ‘e
The watPrior, gnodding, drooped awhil
In his beleaguered town; |
Across his eyes, surrender wis¢
Two white flags fluttered down

in
Close crept the grey-clad captd
Sleep ;
With all his men of mlght/lk
Wee brownie folk and downy bl
And elves and fairies bright:
With little garments dusky-grey’
With little wings a-gleam, ay.
They bore their captive far aw#”
To Land of Happy Dream.
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