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OWN A DOMINION
ON EASY TERMS

MHERE is no need to postpone longer

the enjoyment of music in your home.

You may now possess a Dominion

; Piano on terms so liberal and so con-
venient as to make the acquisition of this
beautiful instrument a fairly simple matter.

If there is no Dominion agent in your locality,
we will gladly sell direct from the factory, thus
enabling you to try it in your own home. All
that is required is a very small payment down
and followed by reasonable monthly payments.

1
Our handsome IMlustrated Catalogue is just off press.
Suppose you write for a copy and then look it over at
your leisure. It contains, among other things, full
particulars of our money-saving plan.

The Dominion Organ and Piano Co.

LIMITED
Bowmanville, Ont.

Canada

—that’s when you were appreciated and
. treated right ! ,

¢‘Now daughter”, Grandma would say to
your Mother, ‘‘what are little boys for,
except to be filled up with Gingerbread,
and Cookies, and Molasses Candy” ?
Which was a mighty satisfying doctrine,
from your side of the house.

What about your boy ? Does he ever get
a chance at the good things you had ?

rbread
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«THE KIND GRANDMA USED”’

{8 the real old-time Molasses, with the old-time smacking
flavour—from selected plantations in the British West Indies.

In Nos. 2, 3, 5 and 10 lever top cans. Your dealer has it or

will get it for you. Get your wife interested. :

¢¢Come in, my dear”’, is an invitation from Grandma to learn

the better ways of making Gingerbread, Cookies, Cakes,

Mince Meat, Baked Beans and other delectable home-made
Goodies. It’s a book of tried and tested recipes. Sent free

‘ if you write
THE DOMINION MOLASSES CO. LIMITED, HALIFAX, N.
Pack £ “Gingerbread’” for cooking and : 4
ackers 0 {"Domolco"‘a-for the table—the finest Molasses packed.
Trade Marks

P ATENT and Designs

Write for booklet and circular, terms, etc.

FEATHERSTONHAUGH & CO.

Fred. B. Featherstonhaugh, K.C., M.G;
Gerald S. Roxburgh, B.A. Sc.

16 Canada Life Building, Portage Avenue
i (Corner of Main) WINNIPEG

*Wwhen you went out
to Grandma’s.

g

ATENTS
IN ALL COUNTRIES

Book * Patent Protection’’ Free

BABCOCK & SONS |
Formerly Patent Office Examiner. Estab. 1877 |
99 ST. JAMES ST., MONTREAL |

Brinches: Ottawa and Washington

“apparently very

were stretching up their hands to the sky,
some stood lost in stupefaction. Johannes
saw two—four—six machine ms
whirled up and set in position facing him.
In the clear light of the winter morning
the gun crews looked like bustling dolls
with artificial, jerky, noiseless movements.

The surrounding- regiments stood in
their ranks like petrified men.

The gun crews fell into their

There descended on the lan
‘earthly silence.

An officer, high on his horse, isolated
from the regiments—like & mannikin in a
vacuum—drew his sword and waved it—
back, forth, up—like a music master,
and down, like the crashing rod that set
free the tempest. !

Like snow in an oven, like the grass
before the stroke of the mower’s scythe,
like the ox under the butcher’s mell, the
175th regiment melted, and erumbled, and
fell down upon the polluted earth.

Terrible sobs convulsed the old general.
A gunner fell forward vomiting on his gun.
A soldier lay down in the snow biting his
rifle barrel as a dog worries a bone.
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Uncle Rastus’ Escape

The reputed affinity’ between the
Southern negro- and unguarded poultry
is the subject of a story told by genatdr
Bacon, of Georgia. An old colored man,
notorious for his evil ways, after attending
a revival meeting, desired to lead a better
life. At a later meeting he was called
up to be questioned.

“Well, Rastus,” said the revivalist,
“I hope you are now trying to live a

Christian life in accordance with the
rules of the church. Have you been
stealing any chickens lately?”

I ain’t stole no chicken

“No, sah!
ob late.”

“Any turkeys or pigs?”’

Rastus gravely replied: ‘“No, sah!”

“I am very glad to hear that you have
been doing better lately,” replied the
evangelist. ‘“Continue to lead a holy and
Christian life, Rastus.”

After the meeting was over, Rastus
drew a long breath of relief, and turning
to his wife, exclaimed: )

“Mandy, if he’d said ducks I'd been
a lost nigger, suah!”

Brother Captures Brother—War’s Strange Working
Through the myriad of strange tales that have wandered from the battlefront comes this fateful story.
A Pole serving in the Russian Brigade in France in an attack on the enemy’s trenches captured his own
brother who had been pressed into the German army.

But justice had been done, and honor
was cleansed in the poor blood of Johannes
and his comrades.

The sun shone mildly in the calm sky.
On the Transylvanian border, Johannes’
old father, laboring at his too-hard tasks
sometimes with the wandering memory of
age, forgets that he is alone, andcalls out,
“Johannes! Johannes! come here.”
Johannes, of course, does not come, and
with a sigh the old father bends again to
his labor.

She was about ten years old, and
unhappy. A swollen
face served to diagnose the case at a
glance as an advanced stage of t

Over the door they entered w

which, being interpreted, read

of Dental Surgery.”

The mother had led her to the operating
chair and smoothed back her tousled
hair as she laid her head in the little
rest. Looking her straight in her eye,
with finger poised for emphasis,  the
mother said: “Now, Edith, if you en
I'll never take you to a dentist aguln.

Trouble

“Do you have much trouble with your
automobile?”’

“Trouble. Say, I couldn’t have more
if I was married to the blamed machine.”

Euphemistic

The negro on occasion displays a fine
discrimination in the choice of words.

“Who's the best whitewasher in town?”’
enquired the new resident.

“Ale Hall am a bo'n’d a'tist with a
whitewash brush, sah,” answered the
colored patriarch eloquently. '

“Well, tell him to come down and
whitewash my chicken. house to-mor-
row.” »

“Ah don’t believe, sah, Ah’d engage
Ale ’Hall to whitewash a chicken house,
sah.” :
“Why didn’t you say he was a good
whitewasher?”

“Yes, sah, a powe'ful good white-
washer, sah, but mighty queer about a
chicken house, sah; mighty queer.”—
Human Life. o




