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Sunday Reading
Red Wine

A True Story
By C. B. Le Bow

It was growing dark in the city streets;
men and women hurried along as if eager
to reach comfortable homes; the horses

seemed to pull the heavy wagons with
more wiilingness than usual, as if they
too knew that the day’s work was over,
and enjoyed the prospect of rest. The
lamplighters were geing their rounds and

ing to make up for the lost daylight.
Little children were safe and warm at
home. .

All but one, perhaps. A little boy
stood on the deserted pavement, close to a
great window of plate glass, through
which he gazed with acrapt face. The
picture which he looked at was a beautiful
one. A great room with painted ceiling
overhead, and a chandelier which seemed
to make real sunshine. The walls were
covered with fine paintings. A marble
table heaped with delicious food, stood
near the centre of the room. The bright
light struck through the great decanter,
and made a big crimson stain on the white
hand of a gentleman who sat at the table
reading a newspaper. A large diamond
ring on one finger seemed to wink and
blink at the little boy outside. “I wish
he would look up,” the child was thinking.

But though he waited and watched, the
man did not move for a long time. Then
he flung the paper down, and reached out
the hand with the diamond for a wine-
glass, which he filled and drank, never
once looking towards the window.

“Please, sir.”

That was all the boy said. He had
gone up the Club-house steps from the
stieet into the wide hall; then, without
stopping to knock, he had opened the
great door which led into the gentleman’s
room. On the threshold of the saloon he
stopped, frightened at what he had done.

“What is it, my small man?”

Mr. Arthur Leonard had a pleasant
smile which came easily to his handsome
face; but the child shrank back, although
he looked into the big brown eyes as if he
saw something there he had been looking
for for a great while.

“You came to beg, I suppose,” and the
gentleman’s hand went readily into his
pocket.

“Qh, no, sir; I never thought of that. I
wanted—I mean—please sir, I will go
now.”

He moved back awkwardly, but Mr.
Leonard stopped him with a gesture. The
child’s face interested him. The manner,
too, at first so eager, now so embarrassed,
had roused his curiosity. . '

“You are cold,” he said, noticing that
the child shivered, and that his garments
were thin and poor.

He rose, took the boy by the hand and
led him to the great fire which was dancing
on the hearth—a big, jolly fire, which
seemed trying to light up the room and
make the chandelier notice how big and
bright it was.

Mr. Leonard did not seem to think it
queer for a poor little boy with patched
clothes to sit in one of the crimson satin
arm-chairs big enough for a throne. He
drew up one for himself opposite.

_“Are you hungry?” he asked, “T will
give you something to eat, and a little
wine will warm you up.”

“Oh, no, sir,” and the child shrank
further back into the big chair.

“You will tell me your name, at least?”

“Yes, sir. My name is Eddie Boynton;
an‘(} i[:l!!l ten years old.”

N l: )

Mr. Leonard was smiling now as he saw
the boy's courage coming back.

“You will not be angry with me, sir?”

“Angry! why in the world should I be
angry with you?”

“I didn’t know but you might, sir, if I
sald what I wanted to.”

“Neover fear, Eddie; I am anxious to
kn’(m hat vou have to tell me.”

I'he Hittle boy stretched his little thin
han!- rod with the eold, out towards the
glow < tire, and said:

“I vk in the dyehouse now, and get a
goo ol of money—five shillings a
We
- A sonard ecould ll:ll‘«”_\' ht'lp langh-
Ina ~ wine he had offered the child
co- than that.

. puast this big window every
nig mivoway home. 1 sha'n’'t come

ae 1zh, because we are going to

1y . I like to look in here, be-
il

4

€a -~y vwarm and pleasant, an

cause you are sitting here, and have eyes
just like my father’s.” }

“What a strange child!”
was thinking.

“He was so handsome and tall,” went
on the little fellow, looking back into the
firelight. “He wore nice clothes, too, like
yours; and we lived in a great big house,
most as big as this. I used to sit next to
him at the table, and he gave me that to
drink,”’ pointing to the wine-glass. ‘“Moth-
er would cry sometimes; but he would kiss
her, and tell her that good wine would
make me strong and handsome. Cne
day he went away for a long time, and
mother cried all the while he was gone.
When he came back he strugk her, and
then fell down on-the fioor. I screamed
because I thought he was dead. The
coachman who drove the horses came up-
stairs, and helped mother to get him to
bed.  She said he was ill. He used to
scream and fight if anyone went near him.
It was the red wine that made him so,
mother said. And then one night he
died, and there was a greatfuneral. After
that mother packed up our clothes, and
went to live where she could earn some
money. We've only got two little rooms
now. Mothersewson a machine. Some-
times she cries all night, I believe.”

He had been talking very fast, but

“stopped suddenly.

Mr. Leonard moved uneasily.

‘;’Ehls was what you wanted to tell

“bes, sir. Every time I come by the
window and see you sitting here, you
make me think of my father; and I won-
dered if you had any little boy at home,
and how he and his mother would feel if
you should die because of the red wine”’;
and then the tears came, and Eddie
Boynton slid down from the big chair and
stood beside Mr. Leonard, who ha:l
turned his face away. Eddie wondered if
the gentleman was crying too. He could
not see the big, brown eyes, for his head
was drooping upon his breast.

“I’m going home now, sir. Mother will
have my supper all ready, and be fright-
ened if I don’t come”; and before Mr.
Leonard roused from his painful reverie,
the child had slipped from the warm,
cheery room, and was running down the
dark street, home to his waiting mother.

In all the years to come, Arthur Leonard
and Eddie Boynton, man and boy, may
never meet again. The room in the
luxurious club-house is deserted; the fire is
out, the room dark, the heavy curtain
drawn at the big window; but, in a
beautiful home, the brown eyes look
lovingly at a sweet woman, and to the rosy
boy who hangs about his neck, the father
whispers: _“‘God bless you, my child, and
keep us all from the destruction of the
red wine.”

Mr. Leonard

Vulgar Words

A distinguished author says: “I re-
solved, when I was a child, never to use
a word which I could not pronounce before
my mother without offending her.” He
kept his resolution, and became a pure-
minded, noble, honoured gentleman. His
rule and example are worthy of imitation.

Boys readily learn a class of low, vulgar
words and expressions, which are never
heard in respectable circles. The utmost
care on the part of parents will scarcely
prevent it. Of course we cannot think of
girls as being so much exposed to this
peril. We cannot imagine a decent girl
using words she would not give utterance
to before her father or mother.

Such vulgarity is thought by some boys
to be “smart,”’ the “next thing to swear-
ing,” and yet ‘“not so wicked.” But it is
a habit which leads to profanity, and fills
the mind withevilthoughts. It vulgarizes
and degrades the soul, and prepares the
way for many of the gross and fearful sins
which now corruptsociety.

Young reader! keep your mouth free
from all impurity and your “tongue from
evil:” but in order to do this, ask Jesus to
cleanse your heart and keep it clean, for
“out of the abundance of the heart the
mouth speaketh.”

Making Time

“Vamma#é' began Willard, “what vou
Cpo-e P'm ogonter sive you for your birf-
dav " .

1 don't know. Do tell me.

<4 pice hairpin tray wiv booful wold
Jow er< round it.” .

“Put [ have one now. dear.

=N, vou Lisn't I Je " broke it.”
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Sunshine Furnace

Efficiency
The test of furnace

eficiency is the volume o

use, from theheat generated
in burning your fuel.

There is a fixed voclume
of heat in every kind of fuel,
whether it is wood, soft coal
or anthracite.

The business of your furnace is to
extract all the heat, which all furnaces
do—and to conserve the maximum
of it for use—which the Sunshine
furnace does.

McClary straight walled
.ﬁlrepot—no ashes to absorb
eat. X

The Sunshine ‘semi-steel firepot is
built with straight walls—not sloping
to forrn and hold a non-conducting
deposit of ashes. A very important
point in furnace efficiency.

The grates of the Sunshine furnace
are equal in area to the firepot, so that
fresh oxygen—without which proper
combustion is impossible—flows to
every part of the fire all the time.

All air passages are exactly pro-
portioned so that neither too much nor
too little air passes over the radiator—
there can be no superheated air, nor
any under heated air, sent to the rooms
above.

The doors, drafts and dampers are
machined to fit snugly and to exclude
heat-wasting air currents from the

outside, e g

wall
es absorbing heat.

Usual sl
Blanket of

Engineering Service Free.

McClary's own heating engineers are at your service when you buy a Sunshine
Furnace, to give you free expert advice on your home-heating requirements. Write
to the nearest McClary Branch and ask for articulars about this service. A book-
let, “Comfort in the Home,”” makes clear the things you want to know about
furnaces and it is sent free on request.

Mc¢Clarys
Sunshine

Furnace

Winnipeg
Edmonton

Vancouver
Saskatoon

Toronto Montreal
St. John, N.B. Hamilton

London
Calgary
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AbOliS E‘.STI'IISS FOI’GVBI'

Do Away With Steel and Rubber Bunds That Chafe and Pinch

You know by your own experience the truss is a mere makeshift — a false prop against a
collapsing wall—and that it is undermining your health. Why, then, continue to wear it?
Stuart’'s PLAPAO-PADS are different from the truss, being medicine
applicators made self-adhesive ely to prevent slipping and to hold
e distended muscles securely in r e. No stra buckles or

attached; no *‘diggingin’’ or grind ninmm. as V

—Easy to Apply—inexpensive. Continuous day and night treatment at
home. No delay from work. Hundreds of people have gone before an
officer qualified” to acknowledge oaths, and swore that the

cured their rupture—some of them most aggravated cases of long standing.

It is reasonable that they should do the same for you. Give them a
TO THE RUPTURED
how to close the hernial oponlng as nature intended, 50
the rupture can‘tcome down. No chrrge for it, now or

¥rial Plepso and illustrated book on rupture. Learn
Senh Boming ke Tairess. Plapao Co. Block 696 St. Louis, Mo,

FITTED WITH
EVERY MOD
CONVENIENCE

OTTAWA LADIES COLLEGE

New Fireproof Building.
Academie work up to the first vear University. Music, Art and
Handicraft, Household Arts, Physical Culture, ete. Ample grounds.
For Calendar apply to The Capital offers exceptional advantages.

J. W.H.MILNE, B.A.,D.D., President. :
JAS. W. ROBERTSON, LL.D.,C.M.G., Chairman of Board.

When rriting advertisers, pleage me ntiom The Western Home Monthly
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