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You set the hour--he’ll wake you up

If it's two-thirty to get Tis D& Ren., Just arrange it
the milk to town, he

ol e d ko 2 .
calls you right on the G o e Coo It o S daaanc-
dot. If it's five o’clock

éstands seven
when work is light, Big

tall; has great, strong keys
that make him e‘s‘l. u’)wimllwu A
.Ben lets you get the ex-

big,
deep-toned gong t makes him
PM‘ to hear—a round, jolly
ace that makes him easy to read.
If your dealer hasn’t him, a mon-
order addressed to his makers
tclox, La Salle, Illinoid,

him to you aid. $2.60
in the States—in m, $3.00

.

J

ON BANK-S

OF CANADA

Keep the Family Savings

‘In a Joint Account

in the names of two or more members—Hus-
baﬁdsand Wife, Brothér and Sister, or Father
and Son. :

It is an all-round convenience, as either can
deposit or withdraw money, and in case of
death the balance goes to the survivor without
any formalities, forming an immediate source
of ready money. .

BRANCHES IN MANITOBA

Baldur, Birtle, Boissevain, Brandon, Carberry, Carman, Carroll, Cleirwater,
Orystal City, Cypress River, Dauphin, Deloraine, Glenboro, Hamiota, Hartney,
Holland, Ki ey, Manitou, McCreary, Melita, Minnedosa, Minto, Morden, Neep-
awa Newdale, Ninga, Rapid City, Roblin, Roland, Russell, 8hoal Lake, Somerset,

Total Asseta Over $80,000,000
Souris, Strathclair, The Pas, Virden, Waskada, Wawanesa, Wellwood, Wiunipeg.

Depusits Over $60,000,000

MAKES THEM LAY.

International Poult?' Food Tonic so stimulates the hen's system =
that she simply has to lay eggs. ;

INTERNATIONAL
POULTRY ToNIc

‘MADE IN CANADA
is a mixture of roots, herbs and spices supplying to the fowl elements
not contained in the grain feed, and it makes hens lay more eggs b
stimulating and strengthening the egg producing organs, asin lsgu -
ably proven by the sale of over five million boxes. Also keeps poultry
healthy and vigorous and makes young chickens grow rapidly.

Its use is cheap, one extra egg in two months will cover its cost for
each hen, Itseffectsare immediately apparent in increased egg pro-
duction and better health in all the flock.

It is sold in 25c. 50c. and $1.00 packages, under a ‘‘spot cash
money back’ guarantee, by dealers everywhere,

FREE--Write for our free book, the “International Poultry 7
Guide, a complete compendium of poultry knowledge.

INTERNATIONAL STOCK FOOD CO. LIMITED
172 TORONTO, ONTARIO

 Ask your neighbor to take The Western Home Monthly.
It pleases everyone—it will delight him or her also.

“Peace and goodwill from Heaven to
Earth

‘Begin, and never cease.”

said the boy softly to himself. The man

dipped his pen in the ink, paused again

and laid it down.

“Terence,” he said, “you shall take a
message for me. I won’t write. Tgll
your mother that you found an ogre in
a lonely castle, who was only an ogre
because someone had cast a spell on
him, and tell her, he can only be trans-
formed back into. a prince, when -a
beautiful princess comes to break the
spell.” ;

“Mother would make a lovely beauti-
ful princess. She’s just like the one in
my fairy tale’ book.”

“Well see if you can persuade her to
make the ending to this story a happy

» .

“I think she will p’raps to please me.
She. does lots of things like that for
me. And besides, it’s not often. a lady
has the chance of being a real princess
out of a fairy book, with a live ogre
to get rid of. It’s most lovely. But
d’you know I don’t believe you’re an
ogre at all. I believe you're a real
proper prince.”

“Do you really?”

Terence nodded.

“Yes! Only p’raps you’re rather old
for a prince. P’raps you've grown into
a king by now. I am glad I came to
your enchanted castle.”

“So am I, little man. Perhaps you
are the knight through whom I am to
be freed from the spell, which you

“Do you understand me, Dawson ?” he
thundered. ‘

“Yes, Judge. Certainly. I'll gend the
young woman a} once.”

Dawson descended to the servants’
hall, and confided to its occupants his
conjecture as to the speedy confinemeng
of his master in & lunatic asylum,

» ) * * *

The fairy tale princess, accompanied
by Terence, carrying the rabbit, walked
together, up the enchanted way to the
castle of the ogre. The bald headed one
admitted them. A moment later they
stood before the ogre.

Nobody said anything, but the Prin-
cess grew very pale, and the ogre looked
very sad—much more like a good prince
than an ogre. At last he spoke.

“You have come to break the evil
spell that has been upon me all these
years, have you not?” he said earnestly,
not at all as though he was only pre-
tending.

“Oh, if I only could,” said the Prin-
cess with a sob in her voice. “Can you
ever forgive me, Jim?” Terence was
rather bewildered at the very real way
these grown ups played.

“You don’t know his mame, Mother.
You should call him ‘Prince,” and, of
course, you can break the spell. That’s
what you're for.”

The ogre suddenly turned to the boy.

“Ah! Knight-errant! Tell us how an
evil spell is broken?” he said, “and what
a bewitched ogre does under these cir-
cumstances.”

Prince Rupert Wnterfmng

- kindly suggested had been cast upon
me »

“What a splendid idea ?” cried Terence.

“We’ll pretend that, won't we? I
am longing for to-morrow. We’'ll play
fairy tales all the afternoon won’t we,
Mr.—King? Good-bye. Oh!” He turned
at the door. “I do hope the gentleman
with the bald head who stared at me
won’t mind our coming.”

“If he does, he’ll go,” answered
Terence’s .new friend, which utterance
was wholly enigmatical to the boy but
sounded distinctly reassuring. The pros-
pect of the bald headed gentleman’s dis-
approval was evidently not regarded
with any dismay by the king of this
castle.

“Good-bye.” Another wave and
Terence was gone, running down the en-
chanted way to the big gates, and home
as fast as his little legs would carry
him, '

Judge TFansittart returned to his
library and rang the bell. Dawson, “the
bald headed,” appeared in answer to the
summons. e i

“Go out and dig up the best young
spruce you can find in the shrubbery.”

“Dig up, Judge! A tree.

“Yes, you. Now, at once.”

“What size tree, sir? inquited Dawson,
fearing for his master's sanity.

“What size? I don’t know. The
proper size for a Christmas tree, of
course.” s

Dawson bowed differentially.

“And, Dawson. Who's the youngest
female in the house?”

“The kitchen maid, Judge.
her age is, so I understand.”

“That’ll do. Send her into the town

Fifteen

to buy the right things to hang on a .

© Christmas

tree.”
Dawson looked blankly at his master.

I, Judge?””

Terence cogitated a few moments.
“Well,” he said finally, “in most cases
it’s the prince who saves the princess,
and then it’s quite simple, He just
kisses her and everything comes' right,
and they live happily ever after.”

“I see,” said the Prince-ogre: “then in
this case matters are reversed, I sup-
pose?”

“Yes,” assented Terence, “in this case
the Princess must kiss you, I expect.
It’s all quite right because it’s a real
fairy tale.”

The pale face of the Princess was now
a rosy red, and she looked shyly at the
ogre-prince. He held out his hands, and
she went right up to him, and then he
caught her in his arms, but whether he
kissed her, or she kissed him Terence has
never béen able to make out: but it
didn’t matter either way because the
spell jwas quite broken, and the ogre
turn,ld into a most splendid prince, who
ever after that loved Christmas and
rabbits and Tfrence—but Terence’s
mother, most of ‘all, and he called her
his Christmas Princess—and they lived
happily ever after.

P
<=

A Philadelphia lawyer, who spends
most of his time at his country estate, em-
ploys a sturdy Irish gardener, whose one
desire in life 18 to live until the banner of
freedom is unfurled over Ireland. .

One evening the lawyer strolled through
the grounds of his place and stopped to
have a chat with the gardener.

‘Michael, do you know that while we
are here enjoying the beautiful twilight it
is dark midnight in Ireland?” he asked.

‘Faith, an’ Oim not surprised,” re-
plied the gardener. “Irela,ur-:s niver got
justice yet.,”




