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FINEST QUALITY ONLY *
MANUFACTURED IN

2llington

*XTRA SPEEDY: 350 . & D. The fastest and cleanest work-
: . - ing phetographic plate in the world. )
SPEEDY : 250 H. & D. For general instantaneous photography.
ISO SPEEDY: 295 H. & D. For the better rendering of tonc
: : and color values.
LANTERN : 5 H. & D. For Lantern slides of the finest quality.

BROMIDES : 1n various surfaces for contact printing and
enlarging.
S.C.P. : The ‘‘Queen’’ of Gaslight Papers for printing and develop-
ing in gaslight. :
P.O.P.: For printing out in daylight or arc-light.

SELF-TONING : Yields rich tones by fixing in Hypo only.

ANTI-CURLING CELLULOID-ISOCHROMATIC :
For all Daylight Loading Roll Film Cameras.

Write for free Booklets describing the delight-
ful processes of this fascinating hobby to

(Wellington & Ward) Ward & Co., 13 St. John Si., Montreal, P.Q.
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Bargain Clubbing Offer

THE

Winnipeg Weekly Free Press

Western Canada’s Representafive Newspaper, and

" The Western Home Monthly

Western Canada’s Representative Home Magazine, Nlustrated

THE TWO from now till January 1st, 1910

FOR @ 5 CENTS

This offer is ‘open only to those whose names are not now on our
subscription list.

If already a subscriber, send both papers to friends in the old country
or Eastern Canada who are hungry for news and illustrations of the West
and to whom you are too busy to write regularly.

This offer will be withdrawn on October 1st, 1909,

The increase in ipostage rates to the United States debars us from
accepting subscriptions from that country at the aforementioned cut price.

USE THIS BLANK IN REMITTING.
Address—THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY, WINNIPEG, MAN.

Enclosed please find Twenty-five Cents to pay for subscription to the
Western Home Monthly and Weekly Free Press from this date until Jan
1st, 1910.
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across their backs after the fashio'n
of a man bearing a gun. In their
heads are little grooves in which the
bit of pine rests easily. They make
an odd procession .Some ants it is
said, plant sunflower, but this is not
known, though it is not unbelievable.
They certainly eat them, for they have
been seen to climb to a sunflower and
pull out the seed. Their tongues are
like files and they rasp .the seed or
grain and lick up the oil.—‘Eagle.

How Robbie Held The Horse.

There was once a little boy named
Fobert who loved to go driving be-
lind his father’s horse, Kate. Onc|
day his mother called him.

“Robbie,” she said, “wouldn’t you |
like to go driving with auntie and |
me?” He said he would, and so Kate
was hitched into the buggy and Rob-
ert climbed in between his motner and
his auntie and off they drove. Kate
was feeling fine ‘that morning and
pranced along fast, when all of a sud-
den his mother said:, “There, now,
we must be sure and stop at the
dressmaker’s this morning, to try on
my new jacket. I came near tor-
getting all about it.” ~So they stopped
at a little white house, and mamma
said: Hold the horse, Robbie, and
we’ll be out soon.”

So Robert held the horse, and held
the horse, and held the horse, and his
mother and auntie did not come_out
of the house. After he got very tired
sitting and standing he saw a boy go-
ing by on foot with a fishpole.

“Wrere going?” called Robert.

“Down to Whipple’s brook fishing,”
said the boy; “don’t you wish you
were going?”’ And the boy went on
whistling, and left Rob sitting in the
buggy. By and by Rob heard some
boys coming. They were running and
laughing.

“Where going?” he called.

“The circus came to town this
morning,” shouted one of them, “and
they’re taking the elephants and cam-
els out of the cars down ter the fair
grounds, and we're going down to
see’em. Don’t you wish you was go-
ing?”  And so Robert waited and
waited and waited, and after a while
his mother and auntie came out of
the dressmaker’s,

“Oh, mamma, the elephants and
camels are down ter the fair grounds
and all the boys have gone, and I
want to go, too,” said Robert.

“We'll drive around that way,”
said mamma. So off they went, and
Kate pranced along fast, and Robert
was so glad to get started that he
didn’t know what to do. Then sud-
aenly his auntie said: We must stop
just a minute at the postoffice; I'm
expecting that braid that the dress-
maker’s been waiting for so long.”
So they stoped at the postoffice, and
mamma _staved in the carriage and
helped Robert hold the horse. And
they waited and waited and waited,
but auntie did not come out of the
poustorfice.

“I don’t see what keeps her so
long,” said mamma. “It's too bad
to keep us waiting like this,”

“The circus’ll be all unloaded, and
I shan’t see any of the animals come |
out.” said Robbie, almost crying. |
Mamma got out to see what had be- |
come of auntie, but the postmistress
had to see mamma a minute about
some very, important work gt the
church, so auntie helped Rob hold the
horse, and then they waited, and wait-
ed and waited for mamma. At ]- -
she came, and off they started again.

“Only one more stop, Robbie,” |
said mamma cheerfully; “we promised
cld Mrs Brown we'd look in on her |
to-day;she’s very feeble, and it won't |
do to put her off.”  So they had |
hardly got going before they stopped |
in front of a brown house with a|
pump in the yard, and mamma and |
auntie got out. |

Rob was dreadfuly disappointed. “T |
guess they think I’'m nothing but a
hitching post,” he sighed, with the!
tears coming into his eyes in spite of |
himself. He waited and waited and
waited. Then they came to the door

and stood there talking, but after al

while they turned back and went into |
the house again. Then all of a sudden
Rob heard the sound of a band play- |

ing away down_the road toward the
fair ground. Then the band came
nearer, and the elephants, and the
camels, and the animal cages and 3l
the boys running along beside them,
Kate gave a start and wheeled arounq
so quick that Bob didn’t have time
to steer her at all and started toward
home on the run, i

“Whoa! Whoa!” he shouted. The
men and boys shouted “Whoal!” Byt
Kate ran all the faster.

“She’s a good, safe, reliable horse,”
thought Rob, for I've heard papa say

| so, and I’'m not going to be afraid.

I've always wanted to drive fast.” He
pulled as hard as he could at the reins,
and the carriage bumped up and
down, and Kate leaped into the ajr
and came down again; but Rob tug-
ged at the reins and steered hsr
around the corner above the post-
ofiice, with men shouting and waving
their arms, and then he steered her
around by the cemetery up the steep
hill, and she turned through the: gate
without hitting the posts and dasheq
into the barn without hitting the sides
of the door because he steered her
so well.

“That was a fine ride!” thought
Rob, as he climhed out of the buggy;
but I did want to wait long enough
to_see the elephants and the camels”

Papa came running up terribly
frightened.

“I held the horse, didn’t I?” asked
Robert.

“You held her well,” said papa,

“and you shall go to the circus this
afternoon.”

A Voice That Was,

“That’s the most pathetic thing I
ever read,” said Frances Cowan, lay-
mg down her book and lifting her
eyes, full of tears, to her father. “It's
about a man who wrote a wonderful
book, and lost his power to write any
more. Oh, he could write, but not
in the same way. The divine fire had
gone out, and he got so that he could-
Nt enjoy anything—not a  beantiful
sunset, even, because of a yearning
sadness that he wasn’t able to make
it h1§ own, as he had done in the past,
to give it to others in his own words,
on his own pages. It drove him to
melancholy. 1 don’t know. when I've
cried over a book, but this has just
made my heart ache.”

“Yet you laughed last night because
Aunt Millie’s voice cracked when you
asked her to show you how that little
song went.”

“But, papa, that’s so different! .
cracked voice is funny.”

“Frances, at your age your Aunt
Mildred was a beauty—popular, ad-
mired, sought after. She had a voice
—I've never heard one like it. Its
sweetness thrilled your heart, and
singing was the joy of her life. Then
ill-health came — a throat trouble —
vears of invalidism. She lost the
power to sing. You never hear her
speak of it, but I know, child, that
she never listens to a beautiful voice
nor reads the music of an exquisite
song without that same yearning sad-
ness your writer felt when he looked
on the sunset and knew that he had

| lost his divine gift.

“She never murmurs; she lives here
in my home; to my children she is a

| delicate, elderly aunt—beloved, to be

sure, but one who spends herself free-
ly for their comfort and happiness,
day after day, as a matter of course.

“Frances, you needn’t go to that
book for a heartache. Your Aunt
Mildred can remember how people
used to hold their breath and listen
in ecstacy when she sang, and now
her younger brother’s children ask her
to help them recall a forgotten air,
and when she hums it for them her
voice cracks—and they laugh.”

“O father, father!” said Frances,
softly. . “They never will again.
didn’t dream it was like that.”
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Used according to directions, Dr. J.
D. Kellogg's Dysentery Cordial will af-
ford relief in the moSt acute form of
summer complaint.
tack manifests itself no time* should be
ost in seeking the ald of the Cordial
It will act immediately on the stomach
and intestines and allay the irritation
and pain. A trial of it will convince
anyone of the truth of these assertions.

‘Whenever the at-
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