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Spoiled Cakes
Cost Money

Flour, eggs, milk, butter and sugar are
high in price. A spoiled cake or batch of bis-
cuits costs money.

To make sure of baking success use pure,
strong, double-acling

Baking Powder

The heavy Government Standard flours need the
strength of Egg-O to make a light baking. Egg-O has
two actions. It rises in the mixing bowl when cold
water or milk is added and continues

to rise in the heat of the oven, thus
making a light cake doubly certain.

You can use sweet milk, sour
milk, buttermilk or water with
Egg-O—a different and better baking
powder.

Egg-0 Baking Powder Co.
Limited
Hamilton, Canada

The RED, WHITE and GREEN PACKAGE
is FAMILIAR to ALL

For over twelve years the original Red, White and Green corn
flake package has been a familiar combination of
Canadians.

colors to all

During all these years millions of Canadians have enjoved

#ellogg? ...

CORN FLAKES

Always make sure you are getting the genuine original

l\(.“wgg\‘\ Foasted
Corn Flakes which are only sold in the red,

white and green packave

Accept No Substituted Imitations Only made in Canada by

The Battle Creek Toasted Corn
Flake Company, Limited

HEAD OFFICE AND PLANT
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Our Serial Story.

The Forging of the Pikes.

of 1837.
Serial rights secured by The Farmer's Advocate
and Home Magazine.
CHAPTER XX.
The Way the Wind Blows.
November 15th, 1837.
HIS afternoon I am writing my
journal in the little office of the
apothecary shop, the reason being
that in the first place all the other work
which Uncle Joe left me has been done,
and in the second that the day is sostormy
nooneiscomingin. Through the window
[ can see the sleet and snow coming down
in a steady drive, lashed at times by the
wind so that it beats against the glass
like a shower of hail-stones. No. wonder
the streets are quite deserted.

For my own part I am very glad of the
storm, for there is much that I wish to
set down in my book, the chronicling of
events having become a sort of diversion
to me, so that I miss it, if I am long
hindered from it, as I would any other
employment or source of comfort. Both
of these my journal has become to me.
In writing the occurrences that have
given me joy I live them over again,
while in recording those that have given
me sorrow I seem to find relief such as
one might find in pouring out
woes to a dear friend

one's

lo-day I have so much to tell that I
scarcely know where to begin, and vet
I must proceed somewhat in order.

To begin with since last writing,
just three days ago, 1 have had two
surprises,—but of that in due time.

I'here is a chap next door whose name
1s  Clinkenbocker. He is substituting
for a few months for the clockmaker,
who has gone home to the Old Country
on a prolonged matter of business, and
although for upwards of three weeks we
have spent our days so near that we have
run into each other at every turn, we
have had but little to do with each other
until vesterday.

At first sight of him I thought of a
sea lion, which 1 once
about and “honking”’

saw  slithering

without ceasing in a

tank at a travelling circus, and to me,
ever since, he has been “The Sea Lion.” so
much so that I have been in mortal
terror of accosting him some morning

with “Good morning Mr. '

or calling to him

Sca Lion,’
“Say, Sea Lion, will
yvou give me the right time of dav?"

He has a big head with beetling
brows, beneath which his eves look out
at you 1 curious and  his
long that
they droop down in a curve right below
i\i\ \'IIHI\\‘I.

At first T tried to be friendls with him,
as is the custom of us plain folk from the
COUNery=,

fashion,
moustaches are so heavy and

but it was soon enough clear to

me that he regarded me with either dis-

like or ~~\!'~[\i11'»1| and T did not hnd out
the reason until vesterday,

“Good morning, M el Clinken
bocker,” T would say to him

“Morning, sir,” he would snarl, and
immediately dive into his shop among
]H\ 4’4)1 l 4!1() \\.LI¢’|\~ )

“"Good luck to Vvou, sir, 1s t he wimming

fine?” T would fain have called to him
many time, but then reflected that he
would have lost the pommt of mvy joke
I do declare, howe ver, that the fellow's

2ot O on my
hat T would not have heen surpriscd any
lav if had heard him “honlk

subsconsiousness

Well, vesterday evening, aflter supper,
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A Romance Based on the Rebellion

Lo move away g ich
" : ; FerT——— rhich
of Big Bill renting the tavern—in which,

Founpgp 1686

shop, and was about to shut yp ¢
night when there came a mpp,',? 0{ the
back door. 1 opened it and thega i
the Sea Lion. ¢ stood
“Are you about through, gjpon
said, in his deep growling \f?)il(,\e'sn? he
“Just going to shut up,” I said
“Is there anything I can do for you?”
‘ I( seemed to me that he looked friend.
lier than usual, and in his Countenance

there seemed to be a gleam of somethip
that looked perilously like animation
‘“Yes,"” he replied, abruptly, “i'd

like you to step into

a few minutes.”
With my eye I

down, and a good,

my workshop for

measured him up and

good, thick stocky specimen

he was. “What's up now, ofd fellow?"

[ said to myself. “Well, here goes! |

guess I can look out for my skin as wel|

as you can for yours."
So in I went

I'he place was very dimly lighted with
but a single tallow candle, and at first
I saw nothing but the little speck of red
flame in the midst of a jungle of ticking
clocks, short and tall. ~Then from the
long dark shadows of them someone
stood up, taller and taller, and at the next
breath I had taken one bound across the
shop, sending a lot of loose wheels and
clattering from something that I bumped
against.

It was The Schoolmaster.

“Highty—tighty!"” he exclaimed, and
then he thumped me on the back and
nearly wrung my hand off, and I swear
I could have hugged him.

“Where did you come from?—When
did you get here?—How are they all
at home?" I asked, all in a breath.

“Slowly, boy, slowly!” he laughed,
“One at a time!—I came straight from
the Corners, at least as straight as the
very bad roads would allow. 1 got here
an hour ago. They are all prefectly well
at home, and I am the bearer of a letter
to you.—There,” taking it out of his
pocket, “sit down and read it.”"—Which
I did without stopping to make apology,
finding it filled with all the little home
happenings that I most wished to hear
about, and ended with the few words of
love that I well know how to measure.

While I read The Schoolmaster and
Clinkenbocker conversed in a low tone,

and when I had at last ti‘nished they
both turned to me. l‘h(*‘ S(‘l)()()lrnas.ter
with a glad smile, the Sea Lion with

a twinkle beneath his bushy eybrows
that promised to develop into one with
yroper coddling.
' “[.\ml you \\;erv here a whole hour!"
I said, somewhat reproachfully.
“You'll forgive me,"” said The School-
“when I tell you that 1t was
only a few minutes ago that I learned
you were next door. [ asked the way to
your Uncle’s and my friend here had a
chance to tell me you were nearer to me
than I had thought."”
“You saw father and mother? :
“Of course.—Just before I left. When
[ have time to turn out my carpet bag
['ll get you some warm socks from }{OUlj
mother, and give you all hyr warnings
about what 7\“(”1 are to do in case you
take cold."” _
[ laughed, and then I thought of Barry.
“There's no especial news?"" | ;]sk'('ti.
“None at all,—no, nothing in par
ticular. I've been trying to get _lll}”me
and Hannah to come down to The Corn-
ers for the winter, but there's (hfhfll]}t)’
of course, about housing the oxen and rL]i
cow and pigs and hens. Red Jock

master,

se days.

fine—working long ;nll{ late Ih(‘SC- (il}?';n
Big Bill's drinking harder . had
ever.—You didn't know Nick Deveril he

married his housekeeper did y()ll?—"-"
wild old charivari the boys gave him!
He's so mad over it they say he’s gmnl%
soon. There's some tal
!
‘(yood-bve Bill.’ ']‘m.; I)\u.f[ Y()’Ov.
['here's some good in Ih(vﬂhliu\\' if only
1e'd leave the drink alone o ”
“And what about old Ilank, [<;
nanded. “What's he doing H“"H“I{!]Q\'i;*r
“Why, bless my soul, how did org

“ase

[ank?>—Why he’s in fine _!Mlln'. i I :(()’
letter from him too—a whol rr) ﬁn\e
put it in my carpet-bag. He's '

ne! But busy,—very busy! ‘i]<‘/5'h(‘<1\1
elping with the all'illing\'_, yvou K””'“']'I'/e
orn soldier, that boy! Takes to 1t liK
duck to water!"”

“A born orator, too,
got a head on him, hasn I‘T’N‘.)y

The Schoolmaster nodded,
uick way. “A fine head! A
here’s a boy that’s going to g

| added, “Hank
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