Old Ways
The Corn
The New Way Ends It

"~ Somefolkastill clingto liquids,
to ineficient plasters, or to merely
paring corns.
They wrong themselves.
Their own friends keep free
plasters,

They apply one in a jiffy, then
forget the com. In 48 hours,
without pain or soreness, the
entire corn comes out.

A famous chemist found this
way which makes corns out-of-
date. One can't prevent them
easily, but to keep them is folly.

Millions of people know that.

Blue-jay

Plasters

15 and 25 cents—at Druggists
Samples Mailed Free

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York
- Makers of Physicians’ Supplies

THE PLAYTIME
is the BEST washing
machine for the farm house.
A strong statement but a FACT.
It works Easily, Quickly and
Pertectly under all conditions,
Can be.run by Gas, Gasoline,

Steam Engine or Windmill pow- |
er, or operated by hand with
little effort.

Very strong, will last a lifetime.

See it at

your

dealers or
i write us

Cammer-Dowswell
Limited

=

A soft, luminous light,

=
M which casts no shadow.
% Brighter than electricity or
I acetylene. Makes and burns
49 its own gas. Costs 2c a week.
M  No dirt, smoke nor odor.
| Over 200 styles, ranging from
| 100 to 2000 candle power.

Absolutely guaranteed.
TSR Write for illustrated catalog.

' AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE
THE BEST LIGHT CoO.
467 E. 5th St,, Canton, O,

*‘Stop a minute, lass! I've something
to tell you,” he said heavily. “I’d soon-
er tell it you first. The mistress will
know it soon enough. You’lll have no-
ticed I wasn’t keen on reading the
paper this while back. I made out it
was the bad print, but well enough I
knew it was mine eyes that was shirking
work, I went to the eye doctor in
town to-aay. He says it cataract, and
I'll have to give in to an operation as
soon as they’re ripe for it. Eh, my lass,
it was sore hearing, that was!”

‘With & groan his head sank on his
clenched hands.

Comfort laid & soft hand on the griz-
zled head.

“I am 8o sorry,” she said gently. “But
the operation will make them all right.”

“No! no! they’ll put none of their
knives into me. If it’s the Lord’s will
I must bend to it. A'blind farmer, and
the men shirking their work, with no
master’s eye on them. It’s a bad job,
lass!” -

The quick red flew to Comfort’s
cheeks, her heart seemed to rise to her
t}mnt. But her voice was calm and
clear,
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With the late summer Mrs. Usborne’s
stren%th ebbed away. There was noth-
ing the matter, the doctor said—noth-
ing but lack of desire to live. .

“Why can’t the fool bring her round?
Osborne growled. “I'm not stinting fees.
I've a good mind to kick him out, and
send for & city man.”

“You may send for fifty doctors, but
they’ll never cure her,” said Comfort,
steadily. “It’s neither drugs mor doctors
she needs.”

The anger flew to Seth’s brow. For a
moment Comfort thought he meant to
strike her. But instead he brought his
first down on the table, and glared at
her in silence. .

One might when Comfort laid down
the paper Seth Osborne broke the spell
of brooding silence that had held him.

“Comfort”—the voice was harsh, as if
<he words were forced out of him—“you
can tell the mistress I'm fetching Arnold
home!” ‘

Her pulses bounded, glad color flooded -

“her cheeks, but she did not venture to
speak.

“You were saying he’d save doctor’s
stuff. I got his address out of a letter

A delightful pillow

“Why not bring home your son?” she
asked. He started as if she had struck
thinry,

“What son? I have no son!” ‘e
blustered. “The mistress has been put-
ting you up to this!”

“She has never named him to me” she
said, quietly. “What did he do that you
sent him away ?”

“Mind your own concerns, wench!” he
stormed. “How dare you take me to
task.”

In the days that followed Seth
Osborne fonght with all his iron will
against his growing blindness. He was
like a lion chafing in his cage as he
lurched over his fields. It was only in
the evening that Comfort could wile him
into forgetfulness of his loss by reading
the bits of news out of the local paper.

It had been the Osborne custom, father
to son, to read from the Bible of a
Sunday night. Going through the Gos-
pels Comfort came to the story of the
Prodigal Son. Seth Osborne leant for-
ward in his chair, his elbows on his
knees, his chin on his clasped hands.

He raised his head as she finished, and
crashed one mighty fist on the table,
making the Jamp jump.

“Don’t you be thinking you’re getting
at me and my boy Arnold. when you're
reading that, girl!” he cried angrily. “He
was a decent lad, was Arnold. He
wasn’t a prodigal.”

Mrs. Osborne started off, flinging out
appealing hands.

*Father, oh, father,” she cried.

“Hold your tongue, woman.” He rose
and groped his way out of the kitchen.
“I'm not talking to you.”

in her desk, and I have bidden him
home. But it’s on my own terms.”

The news of the young master’s home
coming was a fresh lease of life for
Maggie Osborne. Buoyed up by hope
she came back to her round of duties.
She was very pitiful over her giant shorn
of his strength.

“Arnold will soon be home, Seth ?” she
ventured.

“Ay, ay,” he said, dryly. “Comfort
was saying it would save me doctor's
and drugs. But I let him know he
should wed the wife I've picked for
him, or he'll hide no more under my roof.
He needn’t fancy that because I'm a
blind man that I'll not be master in my
own house.”

“He’ll never wed Nancy Nicholson,”
she sighed. '

“Will he not?”
an odd smile.

Comfort stood at the garden in the
silver haze of an autumn evening, listen-
ing. The fresh clean smell of ripening
fruit was in the air.

Someone was coming up the hill—a
tall, young fellow, with striding steps.

Comfort whistled a clear blackbird
call. It was a signal of the old love
trysts.  Arnold Osborne stopped short,
gazing around him, and up into the
boughs of an overhanging tree.

Comfort swung the gate open. He
passed through, raising his cap. Her
brown eyes followed him with a smile
of love and mischief,

“Arnie,” she said.

He wheeled round, staring at her, The
next moment she was in lLis arms, his
lips on hers.

Seth’s lips twisted in
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All Over the World

CURZON send their silent tailors in the |
shape of a wonderful self-measurement sys-.
tem, enabling their clients to accurately take
their own measures with the certitude of
getting perfect fitting clothes. This has been
constantly affirmed by thousands of their
satisfied clients, and is backed by the
guarantee that money will be refunded when
ments are not approved. Added to this
s the widest selection of British Materials
which THE HOUSE OF CURZON place
at the disposal of its customers. Patterns
of these materials are sent to your door free
of cost and carriage paid on simple request,
and comprise all thelatest weaves and designs
of the leading Woollen Mills of Great Britain,
affording h’ou the or unity of selecting
from the first pick of the choicest of fabrics
right in the privacy of your own home,

CURZON'S of for SUITS
P g plfebingy ok e -
to your Door),

$8.60, $10, $11.50,
$13, $14.50, $17.10.

lity has been valued b, Canadi
By Q';'gﬂe#vla a:‘ ‘D':;::I: ouryPor‘l"cn.m -

Our FREE SAMPLES of CLOTH

provide you in miniature with a selection
of Choicest Woollens, which no local house
could be expected to equal.
Our Mail Order Tailoring has earned for us

FOUR GOLD MEDAL AWARDS,
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
OR CASH REFUNDED.

CURZON CLOTHE THE
CRITICAL.
We make Clothes in Latest London or
New York Styles, whichever you prefer.
Orders are dispatched seven days
receipt of same.
Address for Patternss

CURZON BROS.

419, SPADINA AYENUE, TORONTO.

he World's
60/62, CITY ROAD, LON
West End Depot :
112, NEW OXFORD STREET, W.C.
Please mention this Papey,
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Mrs. Newlywed says
“I find it so hard

to economise, but
I must do so for a

while.”’

Mrs. Wiseneighbour
says

“Why not do your
own washing? It
isn’t hard if an
EDDY washboard
is part of your
equipment. I have
a ‘““Household Globe,”
it’s a wonder worker—
loosens the dirt so
easily and I never tear
the clothes.”

When writing advertisers pleass mention
The Wesicrn Home Monthly.




