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are

Cotton Spinners
and Manufacturers

with an experience and reputation
of over a century and a quarter.
As they have always maintained
the reputation of producing

The Very Best

you may rely on all goods which
bear their name on the selvedge.
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Giant’s Strength

Written for The Western Home Monthly
By Theodora Horton

“I’s my ball,” said Roland.

“No, it's mine,” said Lionel.

“I tell you that’s my ball,” said Roland
again, and if you don’t give it to me
I'll make you.” ‘

Roland ‘was nine years old, ang so v
much bigger and stronger than Lionel,
and Lionel knew quite well he had no
chance if it came to a struggle, so he
took to his heels and ran off.
after him, covering as much ground in
one of his long strides as Lionel did in
three. Lionel looked back over his
shoulder and saw that Roland was
catching him up, so he made for the fowl
house and running in slammed the door
in Roland’s face.

The day before Auntie had come to

y them a visit, and had brought each
of the boys a ball. Roland was quite
sure that the one Lionel had been _playing
with was his, and he made up his min
to get it. He began banging at the fowl
house door and pushing it with all his
might, but inside Lionel had his foot
against it. Roland grew very angry;
he usﬁ‘:l his shoulder against the door an
p harder than ever. Lionel sud-
denly moved away and the door opening

tedly, Roland went in far quicker
than he meant to and fell sprawling on the
floor. Lionel seized the o portunity
to make his escape with the ball, and sets
off for the house as fast as his short !
could carry him. Roland now thoroughly
angry picked himself up and aﬂsm ve
chase. This time he caught ionel up
before he was half way to the house.
He took him rougthy by the shoulders
and shook him. ‘‘You mean little beast,”
he said, “to take my ball, give it to me
at once.”

b_ackonpheﬂoor,andtooktheballm
him saying, ‘Now you can just -tay
there for a bit and see how you like it.”
Hewegtoutandtg.kingapieoedstﬁng
from his pocket he tied the door securely
and then strode off stuffing the ball in his
Bgcket. He went down the street to
rrow a book one of his schoolmates had
promised to lend him, and it was half
an hour before he came back. As he
went into the house he saw the other
ball lying under the table and picked it up.
As he looked at it he saw R he had printed
on it that morning. Then it had been
Lionel’s ball after alll Now that he was
less angry he beinn to feel uncomfortable
when he thotught of his little brother
shut up in the fowl house. He would g
at once and let him out.
arrived at the door of the fowl house he
took out his knife and cut the strong then
he pushed open the door and looked in.
There was no sign of Lionel, the m
was empty, but he noticed that the li
window high up in the wall had been
pushed open. ‘But surely Lionel had
never tried to get out there, it was too
high from the ground. Yes, he ha
climbed on the roosting poles,
escaped,® but where was
went out and called “Lionmel, Li
but there was no answer. !
walked round to the back of
house to see if he was hiding,
lying on the ground under the i
was Lionel, his face very white,
blood trickling down from a ¢
forehead.
“Lionel, Lionel,” said the
Roland. . “What’s the matter?” but
did not answer, and Roland picking® i
up carried him to the house. :

and ran to ‘him.
They laid Lio \ m
bathed his forehead with water. tly
he opened his eyes and sat up, and seéing
Roland standing by he said with a little
sob, “It was my "

«It’s mine,” panted. Lionel, struggling
to free-himself. - .

‘;I’lld justdsll:ow yl(t)gd who’sh it is,” slxiud
Roland, and he pic up the ng
Lionel bodily and carried hl::mk'?(ﬁnng
to the fowl house. He laid him on his
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Roland said nothing, but he took the
lI)A:.sll:;lut(I)Ifhispo;seln:;lag.a.ndhandedittol
onel. He was very -anc
thoroughly ashamed ::tl“bimnlf. ﬁ r
found that the cut was not very deep.
and after she had put some r on it
o Lionel felt much better. other, of
course, wantedtoknowhowheoamo‘obe
shut up in the fowl house, and when
Roland had told her the whole story she
looked grave and sorrz.

«] am very proud of my tall stmng
son,” she said, “but I shall not be prou
of him if he uses his strength in this way.

"ou have heard of the great
haven’t you, Roland? He once wrote:

«Oh it is excellent
To have a giant’s strength, but it is
tyrannous to use it like a gian B

Always let your strength be on the
side of right, and to help those that are
weaker than yourself, and then you may
be justly and proud of it.

R :

The sweetest bird builds mnear = the
ground, ;
The loveliest flowers spring low,
And we must etoop for happiness
If we its worth would know,

g

ON THINKING GLAD

Never mind a change of scene—
Try a change of thinking;

What if things seem sordid, mean,
What’s the use of blinking?

Life’s not always storm and cloud,
Somewhere stars are shining,

Try to think your joys out loud,
Silence all repining.
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CANADIAN NATIONAL RAILWAYS

EASTERN CANADA

All Rail and Lake and Rail
T0

Toronto, Hamilton, Ottawa,
Montreal, Quebec, Halifax and othe
Eastern Canada Points

SIX DAYS A WEEK SERVICE
Enquire about choice of routes
STANDARD EQUIPMENT

PACIFIC COAST

First-Class Round Trip Tickets
70

Vancouver, Victoria, Seattle,
Tacoma, Portland, San Francisco,
Los Angeles, San Diego
NOW ON SALE
And up to Sept. 30. Return Limit Oct. 31, 1919
SEE JASPER AND MT. ROBSON PARKS

By degrees, by thinking light,
Thinking glad and sweetly, =
ON YOUR TRIP EAST HAVE YOUR TRAVEL PLANS INCLUDE A FEW Yf;g’(‘}r:;c:ov;etx;;;:::l;f night,
DAYS AT MINAKI SUMMER RESORT—115 MILES EAST OF WINNIPEG g Lo’ o
Tapping gayly at your door—

® Surest cure for fretting.

Needn’t fool yourself at all,
For there’s no denying
J’en above a prison wall
Song-birds are a-flying;
Whercfore hearken to the song,
Never mind the prison, 3
And you’ll find your soul ere long
Unto Freedom risen.
—John Kendrick Bangs.

Fares from this District, apply Local Agent, or write—

1. MADILL. D.P.A.
Edmonton, Alta.

For full information as to Stopovers, Train Service,
OSBORNE SCOTT, G.P.A. W. STAPLETON, D.P.A.
Winnipeg, Man. Saskatoon, Sask.
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rements that disappear

Warts are disfi
olloway’s Corn Cure.
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