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-YouAre Wanted
* Your chance as neyer before to get a pleasant position,

good salary -and congenial surroundings await you as soon
*~~ouhavé completed a course in one of our schools.

Our special instructors, large and up-to-date equip-
ments, our sure method of getting a choice position for you,

*and our being Members of Authorized Business Colleges
'of Canada make our schools unrivalled for those who desire
the best.

.We guarantee to place you i a position where you
can earn the price of your course in six weeks or less.

wVrite for our muatrated Catalogue. It telle al about ft.

,,Western Commercial College
-prfnkIe BIk., SASEATOON Homes BIk., PRINCE ALBERT

Visit Us Durng Bonspiel Week!,
Tek4e adventage of the low railway rates te
cone tà Winnipeg, and wbile there take ad-,
vgâtàge of the opportunity te have your eyes
tèod.
Zvery day is a delightful day to the man or
Wonàan *hà can use their eyes without strain.
We guarantee te correct any optical defect
and'te give.absolute satisfaction in adjusting

~temost intrigate case of imperfect eye-sight.
Speçw iýalien teoCountry Cases.

Re -J.-- PATTON, OTIIA
- ii andrton EutIding

oe azd xrirave WIMND G
FormetS>y lu Ch*rte of £atol",

Optical DePmýtet

Great Bargain Offer

ANID TEE

ro.$125
Ilrom thIs date tc iieoember Sint, 1917.

The New Farmers' Telegramn and Famnily Magazine is essentially a
fanil newapaper with features of intereat to ever member of the home.
The Teerm's exclusive war news service from Wilndermere, Roland lli,

-Herbert orey and The United Press is recognized as the beat in Western
Canad 1.

"The Faim and Its Interests, "Sunday at Home," "The Poets'
Cornêr," "Woman's Domain," short and serial stories are only a few of

ithe many features that have made The New Farmers' Telegramn and
4FamH Migzn the most popuJ.&r newspapeBr published West of the

> Take advantage of this Great Bargain Offer to-day. The sooner
you order the more you get.

178ETRIS COUPON

Enolosed please find......................... Mail to my addfess fr orn
now until January lst, lo18, the.............................. ..... and
The New Farmera' Telegram and Fatiily M1agazine.

Name..........................................

Posi Office.............................................

Province ........................................... 1

Young People
What the Red Co* Did

By Dorothea ConyersTWILIGHT feli softly on a -narrOW
way whiýh wound through high
banka to Loch Derk. Thii,_ doitkeys

and tethered goats tore at the grass
bordering the road, munching an ineffi-
cient supper. The west was clear amber
as the sun went down and the breath of
spring was in the sof t air. Laborers'
cottages-small, cramped, slated places
-dotted the sides of the road at not
infrequent intervals, with a few old
thatched houses among them. 1

From one of these, tumble-down and
picturesque, Mollie Dayly came out,
carrying a steaming mess of meat and
potatoe Clucking hens and gobbling
ducks surged about her feet, and the

«'I' waa passin' the road, Mollie
asthore, an' thought I'd ask ye for a
cup of tay."

1But the tail of Bid Naylan'a eye
lingered on the newly-built cottage and
Mollie knew the real reason of the visit.
She sucked in her lips grimly, irritation
stirring in her.

"O49h, sthep in,'" she said pleasantîy,
"sthep in, Bid! The kettle's on the hook

an' a cake-loaf in the bastible. Ye're
welcome'kindly."

Mollie bustled i, her weather-beaten
and yet comely face working as she
went, the hens following her to takeup
an isolated corner. But the cottage was
bright and comfortable. A turf lire
glowed golden in the wide, old-fashioned
hearth; blue china shone on the dresser;

A New Competitor.

expectant pig grunted heavily. Mollie
flung some of the hot stuif on to an old
board, and as her' feathered tribe
snatched and shoved she cnst, a dark
glance at a neat, slated cottage standing
exactly opposite.

"T'assurance of him," she remarked
bitterly to the pig. "Oppusite me own
dour no less, and our ducks shwinmin'
together in the pond. An in-an'-out
meetin' on the roadside," xnuttered
Mollie, staring at the raw bank border-
ing, the newv enclosure. "Day after daytwill be the same."

"Good evenin', Mollie. God save ye
kindly! "

Mollie swung readily to greet the
iie%%-comer-Bid Navla n, a w~ithered
cruîne, -tvho retailecl. the -o>ýsip of the
coiintry-side and xvas iicii(f-iiaker
and rnatch-rnaker combined-a Nwrinkled,
merry-eyed hag, with a red s.haM over
lier head, and a multitude tif xniscel-
laneous petticoats hiding the lIuiniess of
her hips.

cop per and brasa showed' the fire'. reflec-
tion in their polished aides.

A brown tea-pot stood i the ashes,
and the tea from it was so black and
strong that it wrung a joyful exclama-
tion from Bid Naylan.

"Three-an-six a pound," said Mollie
proudly, as she buttered her steamiflg
soda-loaf. "I howlds with no chape
tays. An' what's sthirring flow, Bid,
mha'am 1"

There was mucli stirring, the accounts
delivered between noisy sups from a
thick saucer and pleasant mumbling of

-h of t hot bread. The match between
Mairy Hagan's girl, Honor, and Maggie

O'Dea's Jarneey -was off, because MaryT
Hagan could lay down two pounds in
dry money, a feather-bed, and a caîf,
and Jamesev's father refuse4 to part
with anything except an old. stripper
cow.

'So, though 1I did me besht," said Bid,
"and towld 'Mary the bye was dacent
entirely, it's off. Poor Honor bawlin'


