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Trinidad Lake Asphalt

—the time-tested weather-resister used on streets

and roofs for over a quarter of a century—is the
stuff that makes ‘

Genasco

Ready Roofing

Genasco is the stuff that makes your roof
proof against leaks and repairs. Theére is no
mystery about what it is made of You know
Trinidad Lake Asphalt—and you know it makes
roofing that lasts.

Write for samples and the Good Roof Guide Book. Mineral and smooth
surface. Ask your dealer for Genasco. Insist on the roofing with the hemi-
sphere trade-mark, and the thirty-two-million-dollar guarantee in every roll.

THE BARBER ASPHALT PAVING COMPANY

Largest producers of aspha1t~and largest
manufacturers of ready roofing in the world,
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i PHILADELPHIA
New York San Francisco Chicago
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Agents: J. H. ASHDOWN HARDWARE CO. Ltd.,,
Winnipeg ; CRANE COMPANY, Vancouver, B.C.
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BRANDON
Operating in

MANITOBA, ALBERTA,
SASKATCHEWAN,

Subscribed Capital $365,000
Substantial Cash Deposits with

3 Provincial Governments

Fire Insurance

All classes of desirable risks insured.

: ; Pure-Bred Registered

,- BN Live Stock Insurance

Protection against loss from accident and
disease,

Full information on application to any
Local Agent, or

THE HEAD OFFICE OF EITHER COMPANY.

INSURE WITH HOME COMPANIES.
.
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With the Spramotor,
shown in illustraiion,
and one horse, you can
rid your potato fields
of the blight and the
bugs at the rate of one
acrein twentyminutes,
Has non-clogg ng noz-
zles,12-gallon air tank.
1001bs. pressure guar-
anteed with 12 nozzles
open. Agitator clean
out pressure into
tank, "and nozzle pro-
tector, controlled from seat. Can be fitted for orchard , vinevard and grain crops.
For 1 or 2 horses, or hand-operated if preferred. If interested write for free cata

logue and study the detailed construction of the Spramotor,

SPRAMOTOR CO. LTD., 1046 King St., London, Ont.
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When writing advertisers, please me ntion The Western Home Monthly
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Priscilla Mills, traveling afoot down
the country road, wondered, as she
rounded the elbow of the lane. what
was going on at the Gunn place. Sev-
eral riding nags were hitched to tlze
rail fence in front of the house, and
Aunt Filinda Toadybush was walking
slowly up the footpath, dabbing her
broad, warm face with a blue-edgcd
cotton handkerchief, while Unclt; Billy
loitered under an apple tree, lighting
his cob pipe.

“What’s happening,
Priscilla called out.
eral?”

“Nao.”

“Wedding ?”

“Nao.”

“Auction?”

“Nao.”

Uncle Billy strolled forward, a tag
of smoke veering from his pipe. He
looked as gray and wiry as a dried
sage plant.

Uncle Billy?”
“Tisn’t a fun-
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word and take me,

“Whar you goin’, Priscilly—a-hoofin’
it so brisk and arly?” he asked, curi-
ously.
“Oh—me! T've been boiling gruel
and steeping pennyrile tea for Granny
Packard a month back; Lindy's home,
now, and Granny don’t need me, so
I'm going back to brother Ike and. Sue
Tildy and the seven little Tkes and Sue
Tildies |”
“Lord have pity on ve!” said the old
man, fervently.
Priscilla laughed,
“I'm  strong,” she said, cheerily.
“What’s going on here, Uncle Billy »
“Well,” Uncle Billy’s dry face wrinkl-
ed itself with the humor of a projected
witticism,  “it’s  a-comin’ ‘round  to
Lousecleanin’ time; Kizzy Gunn wants
to cler out the rubbage; she’s goin’ to
begin with Aunt Nabby! She’s got
a meetin’ of the kinfolks called to see
which of ’em’ll tote her off and give

her Louse room—for the sake of get- |
tn’ the Spooner place when Aunt Nab-
o

by’s gone haw, haw!”
"Well, T say!  That's a scand'lous
shame.” Priscilla’s voice was _clear and

strongly pitched. “"Aunt  Nabby’s g
rood soul.  What about the Spooner
ce, Uncle Billy? I don’t know g
heen ]\n.x"iul at  Brush Center

le l"ﬁ“i\'. “Wull, old
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1 Spooner’s c¢ab- |

“‘See here, Priseill, T reckon I'm consid’able o

The Old Spooner Place.

By Harriet Whitney Dufi)in.

\

in las’ spring---reckon he gave an old
shot gun or a couple o’ coon skins for
it---haw, haw! Couple months back,
just ’fore Uncle Zim died, he makes
out a will leavin’ his beloved sister,
Abigail Craggitt Roper, the old Spoon-
er place, durin’ her life. Then he tacks
on another p’int, mentionin’ that which-
ever one of the kin folks Aunt Nabby
‘lects to live with, it’s his wish should
have the place when she’s through with
it—haw, haw! Uncle Zim always was a
cur’ous old‘clam, the kin’s been hard
guessin’ whether he was jokin’ or not.
Anyway, ain’t any of ’em falling over
theirselves to git the old Spooner place.
Then Aunt Nabby has rheumatiz every
dark-o’-the-moon, tarrible, and has to
be rubbed middles of nights with hot
vinegar and one truck-another, and
Kizzy Gunn, she ’lows she did her
share o’ rubbin’ and she’ll jest natchally
gether up the other kin folks and see
which is keenest to fall heir to Aunt

f a pickle, but if you'll say ine
slap-dab—

Nabby and the old Spooner place.”

“And ain’t the place any account?”
Priscilla asked interestedly.

“Oh, yas---yas,” Uncle Billy assured
her, humorously, “cabin’s got a room
and a lean-to Kitchen that’s plumb ele-
gant ‘commodations--- for mud-dobber
wasps and squorp’ons. Ain’t  many
cI.;lp]m:u‘ds left on the roof, but you
kin set pans and kittles under the
places the rain comes in. There’s nigh
an acre o’ ground, too, slantin’ up the
glade; it’s mostly sowed to flint rocks
and mullein, but g feller might raise a
middlin’ crop o’ cockle burrs, if he’d
be right spry---haw, haw!”’

Uncle Billy went into quite a fit of
mirth, in which he was not joined by
Priscilla

“Don’t any of the kin want to
keep Aunt Nabby?” she asked.

“Oh, shore!” Uncle Billy twinkled
comically.  “My old w<,>111;n;; now, she
\\.‘:1}1\ her the worst way she’s been a-
‘td]m' me, but she jest can’t take her,
cuz her brother Jed’s visitin’ us and
got the unly Spdre room the’ is; and
lu\ulu‘l]l:u{ she’s so skeered that Jeff
and Jinny would worrit the pore old
!:n]y! And Phoebe Seliny Todd she’s
I there now. I'[] et a shillin’, sheddin’
more tears than her apren’ll sop up,
cuz she’d so love to have Aunt Nabby
M]L‘ her husban’s ma js comin’ and
‘x]w.\‘ So cranky she’d make Aunt Nab-
by uncomfortable, and, ’sides, makes

m
he

his
a l
me:
An
at

mu
to

nov

ed
“yvo
wai
the
kno
ed
holc
my,
wor
Spo
top,
L( T
whe
sock
I'm
and
me,’
I)
side
“3
by,”
to o
I’
bette
spin
chicl
den.
Nab
A
Wraj
heck
out
N




