e
- o

WINNIPEG, CANADA

1917

MARCH.




The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table

of the Tea Table, and, in thousands of homes, of the Dinner Table, too, is

~ BLUE DIBBON

And Why? Because Blue Ribbon Tea is a delightful beverage—healthful—mildly stimulating—-pure

as the Western breezes—and almost as cheap.
Drink Blue Ribbon Tea for your health’s sake.
And note the new pa,ckage——a. perfect protection against the enemies of good tea—dust and moisture.

K} A MONEY- BACK GUARANTEE GOES WITH EACH PACKET

Buy it for your pocket’s sake.
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ASK YOUR GROCER
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Special Winter Offer

|Testern i!angte Monthly
| TWeekly Free Press
Praivie Farmer

Both for One

Year for

READ THIS

W

e will also-includé free and postpaid to the first thousand

answering this advertisement a copy of the Ladies’ Model Fancy
Work Manual and a good sized package of Silk Remnants suitable
for Patchwork, Etc

ople

The Western Home Monthly, Winnipeg

Enclosed find $1.25. Send me The Western Home Monthly
and Weekly Free Press and Prairie Farmer for one year, also pre-

miums.

Coupon
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\\' hon wnt.ing advertisers, please mention The Western Home Monthly
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QUALITY
GOODS

ask tor

HORROCKSES’

LONGCLOTHS, NAINSOOKS,
MADAPOLAMS, or FLANNEL-
ETTES; also SHEETINGS,
made-up PILLOW-CASES and
SHEETS.

They are the standard of excellence in

COTTON GOODS
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‘None genuine without the name

“HORROCKSES” on the selvedge

TR

For [information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to
agent, John E. Ritchie, 591 St Catherine Street West, Montreal
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| |l It Doesn’t Pay

RE is a
hygienic wall cov-
' ering you can clean.

| SANITA

MODERN
WALL COVERING

Made on cloth, finished in dur-
able oil colors; will not absorb

rease or water spots; can be
{ept clean with a damp cloth.

Artistic styles, dull finished,
tinted or glazed, for every
room in the house.

Before you decide on any wall
decorations learn more about
Sanitas and see the styles.

Write for Booklet
and Samples

Give your decorator’s or dealer’s name.
Address the Manufacturers of

Sanitas ModernWall Covering

Dept. 13

820 Broadway New York

to buy inferior articles for
home use, no matter how
small the article is.

With matches, as with
everything else, it pays to
buy the best.

Eddy’s
Stlent
Parlor

Matches

will save your time and
temper, for they are good
strikers — safe, sure and
silent.

ALWAYS ASK FOR

EDDY’S

MARTIN @ CO.

608 McIntyre Block WINNIPEG
MEMBERS WINNIPEG STOCK EXCHANGE

Stocks, Bonds and Investment Securities

bought and sold on commission on all

:gesggi(limlpal ﬁmh:ﬁgesﬁe;\l’e will be glad
our

fntar onthly ew to anyone

£pplication forms and information Néa"‘ﬁ”‘
DOMINION OF CANADA §% DEBEN-
TURE STOCK forwarded on request.

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

'TheWestern Home Monthly

Published Monthly 3 \
By the Home Publishing Co., Ltd., Winnipeg, Canada. \ No. 8

Vol. XVIII.

The Subscription Price of The Western Home Monthly is $1.00 a year or three years
for $2.00 to any a&fdress in Canada, or British Isles. The subscription to foreign countries is
$1.50 a year, and within the City of Winnipeg limits and in the United States $1.25 a year.

Remittances of small sums may be made with safety in ordinary letters. Sums of one
dollar or more would be well to send by registered letter or Money Order.

Postage Stamps will be received the same as cash for the fractional parts of a dollar,

- and in any amount when it is impossible for patrons to procure bills. .

Change of Address.—Subseribers wishing their address changed must state their
former as well as new address. All communications relative to change of address must
be receired by us not later than the 20th of the preceding month.

When You Renew be sure to si {our name exactly the same as it appears on the
label of your paper. If this is not done it leads to confusion. If you have recently changed
gour address and the paper has been forwarded to you, be sure to let us know the address

n your

A Chat with Our Readers

It is generally conceded that The Western Home Monthly at $1.00 a year
is a splendid bargain in periodical literature. Readers from all over the Dominion|
write us every year that they like it better than many of the magazines selling
at higher prices, and it is encouraging to note that they find improvement in
each issue. The letters that we publish on this page are but a mere handful of
the hundreds of commendation from the hosts of pleased subscribers, They all
tell the same story, showing that the public who read it would not care to be
without it and the odd kick that is registered is to the effect that the magazine
should agpeur oftener than it does. Flattering as such a suggestion is, this is
hardly the tifhe to put it into effect, considering prevailing conditions. We do
promise, however, to continue to give to our readers a magazine that will, we
trust, continue to show improvement and merit appreciation. This is really a
time when we should ask more for the magazine. The unprecedented cost of
paper, inks and everything that enters into the production of the publication
makes it hard to continue the present low figure. Many l;lublica.tions, includin,
the majority of daily mgm.pers througgaout the Dominion, have already {)um(f
their pricés to their.readers, but for the time being we prefer to bear the burden.

Anyone desirous of seeing the readers of The Monthly increase, would do
well to explain to non-subscribers that this is the time to get in on a good thing
and old subscribers should see the wisdom of renewing their subscriptions now
and for a period of two or three years. This is one way not only to save money,
but to save time, by obviating the necessity of renewing a subscription from year
to year. It should commend itself to our readers.

Are You Getting Up a Club for The Western Home Monthly?_'

Now, of all times in the year, is the proper season to get up a club for The
Western Home Monthly. This is the time when people are interested in sub-
scribing for periodicals, and as The Western Home Monthly is conceded to be the
best magazine published at anywhere near the price, it is a very easy matter for
anyone in any neighborhood to get up a club for it. For such efforts in our behalf
we give very liberal rewards. Some of these offers were described in rec:nt
issues of The Monthly. We would be glad ‘o send particulars to anyone in-
terested as to remuneration and premiums given for work done for this maga-
zine. We believe that we have something to offer that will interest man, woman,
girl and boy.

) Edmonton, Alta., December, 1916.

Dear Editor,—With your permission, I would like to make some remarks in
your pages. I have been a reader of The Western Home Monthly for probably
ten years, usually buying it at news-stands, and being ‘a reader of the best
journals published, and, having the experience for years of travelling over rural
Saskatchewan, Alberta, and British Columbia to the Coast, I naturally think I
know their reading requirements, and I consider The Western Home Monthly the
most suitable journal for our western people. There certainly is none more sane
or wholesome for the younger folks. As a Canadian I admire a journal that
endeavors to develop a Canadian spirit in its readers—Western Canada is poten-
tially a great country. I suggest that young readers of The Western Home
Monthly make a practice of reading western periodicals and books, such books,
for instance, as the “History of the Empire of the North,” dealing with the

exploring and early pioneering of Canada; “Lords of the North,” “Pathfinders of

the West,” “Canadian Commonwealth,” etc.—E. J. Lyne.

Hoath, Sask., January 18th, 1917.
Gentlemen,—Enclosed find $1.00 for my subscription for one year. I must
say that I find The Western Home Monthly to be a splendid magazine.—Yours
truly, Robert F. Cairns.

Meadow Bank, Sask., January 19th, 1917.
Gentlemen,—Please find enclosed $1.00 for one year’s subscription to The
Western Home Monthly, and I would just like to tell you that I' am highly
pleased with it, the way it has developed and improved in the last ten years is
extraordinary. It is a good, clean, bright paper, a credit and an honor to its
publishers.—Yours very truly, John Waddell.

) Pasqua, Sask., January 18th, 1917.
Gentlemen,—In renewing my subscription to your splendid journal, I may
say that I think the magazine is improving from year to year, and'has un-
doubtedly become one of the most popular Canadian monthlies published. As a
western monthly magazine it has few equals. The editorials are always good,
sound reading, and the stories most wholesome and interesting. There always
appears to be something very western about the majority of The Western Home
Monthly’s stories.  This feature probably accounts not a little for the great
popularity of The Western Home Monthly throughout Western Ca¥tda especially,
but also should prove a source of interest and pleasure to our ea?ttrn friends
as w‘t’a‘}l.h 4 . tinued " \
ishing you and your magazine continued success, T am, yours\very trul
T. E. Alleock. yournzsry truly,

Leslie. Sask., January 19th, 1917.
Gentlemen,—Will the enclosed $2.00 pay for my subscription till September,
1918? It was just purely a matter of carelessness and forgetfulness that my
renewal was not sent in long ago, but will be prompter in future, as I like The
Western Fome Monthly coming to our home. “
Although now the 19th day of the New Year, I still wish the firm a happy
and prosperous profitable season.—Mrs. A. A. Moodie.
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Oxo Cubes mean health,

strength and irrepressible

vitality to the little folk, and an im-

mense saving of time
mothers and nurses. -

Oxo Cubes are also a spl

343
T,

land’trouble for,
lendid safe-

guard against the little ailments which

give mothers such anxiety. A
cup of Oxo during-the long
winter months will ward off

chill, and lessen the danger of
exposed to damp. inclement weather, -
An Oxo Cube in-a cup of hot milk

is a nourishing and easily:

diet. For delicate and ansemic

en it is invaluable.
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(Xins ot & 10 50 and 100 Cubes

,“l*

<)

RECISTERED
FRADE-MARK

pure,
delicious |

and

wholesome.

i e

[EERNRRARRREE R ARARY ]

3

S

Walter Baker & Go. Limited
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MONTREAL,CANADA + DORCHESTER MASS.

When writing advertisers, please mention

The Western Home Monthly -
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The Discovery
of Puffed Grains
Brought Ideal F oodg to Millions

~ Prof. A. P. Anderson, when
ne found a way to puff wheat,
gave children a better wheat
food than they ever had before.

Every expert knew that
whole wheat was desirable. It
is rich in elements lacking in
flour. And rarely a child got
got enough of them.

Puffed Gr'a.im in Milk or Cream

_ But whole wheat, for its purpose, must be wholly digest-
ible. That is the problem Prof. Anderson solved when he
discovered this way to explode it.

He Bubbled the Grains

He sealed up the kernels in guns, and applied a fearful heat. Then

he shot the guns, and out came the kernels puffed to eight times normal
size.

What happened was this: Inside
each food cell a trifle of moisture
@) was changed to steam. When the
7 guns were shot, a hundred million
explosions occurred inside each kernel.

Every food cell was blasted, so
digestion could act. Thus every ele-
ment was made available, and every
atom fed. ’

Puffed Grains Mixed with Fruit)

~ And the gré,ins were made into food confections, flaky, toasted, airy,
crisp. So these hygienic foods became the most delightful foods you

Puffed Puffed
Rice

Wheat

Don’t'let your children lose the benefits of this great food invention.
Don’t confine Puffed Grains to breakfast. Serve them for supper in
bowls of milk. Douse them with melted butter when children get hungry
between meals.

Puffed Wheat and Rice are whole-
grain foods. They taste like nut
meats, bubbled and toasted. But they
are in fact the best foods wheat and
rice can make.

Keep both kinds on hand.

The Quaker Qats ®Gmpany

SOLE MAKERS ;
(1520) Saskatoon, Canada

Each 15c.

Except in Far West

As Confectious

Peterborough, Canada
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Study oﬁﬁusic at Home

LL through the country, in villages
A and towns, there are young girls and

women improving their spare time.

by the study of music.

Many of these have a teacher come once
or perhaps twice a week to guide and
inspire them in their work, but sometimes
owing to bad weather, poor roads, or other
reasons, weeks elapse between the visits of
the teacher. To aid in such times as these,
and to help and enthuse the girls who are
nobly struggling alone, without the counsel
and advice of any teacher but purely for
their love of musie, this article 1s written.

The study of music should be under-
taken with an intelligent comprehension
of its beauty and wealth of melody. It
should never be studied in the listless
fashion adopted by so many young people.
By that I mean the careless playing of airs
with variations, the murdering of beautiful
sonatas and the strumming of cake walks
and popular songs. The object of all
study of music is to give pleasure not only
to ourselves but to others.

It must be from the heart. Every
player must study thoughtfully and with
an earnestness which convinces the lis-
tener. Even the simplest tunes can be
rendered to give pleasure, but only as'the
player throws her soul into her music, will
she influence her audience.

Harmony—A Help

To thoroughly enjoy the practise of
music I would recommend the student to
master first, Cumming’s book on ‘“Rudi-
ments,”’and then to turn to Stainer’s‘‘Har-
mony”’. A study of harmony, although it
may seem uninteresting at first, gives an
insight into music which can be derived
in no other way. It is not an easy study
done, but many of the teachers and pro-
fessors in our colleges of music will, for a
nqminal fee, correct exercises (by mail) and
give a great deal of help in that way.

Study Musical History

The study of musical history gives a
glimpse into the inner life of the great
musicians, and enables one to interpret

some of their thoughts andideas. Following,

this, the history of music will teach the
student to dppreciate music as a great art
and especially is this needed in home
study. It opens up a new world, and
might inspire the young to make some
musical history for Canada themselves, for
we know our musical and national history
is only in its infaney.

Whenever great artists come to your
town or near you, go and hear them.
Don’t be discouraged if they play some of
the pieces you are learning better than you
do. Remember, although we cannot all
be artists, we can all do out best. Let the
great player be an incentive to you to work
harder and more faithfully.

Practise Not Long But Well

Set apart so many hours for practice
every day, and allow nothing to interfere
with your plan. Divide your practice
hours. Practise technical exercises, but
even in these watch the rhythm or accent.
Make a study of time. Practise your
pieces slowly. Slow practice is the foun-
dation of all good piano or organ playing.
Learn to practise not long, but thoroughly,
and keep the mind and fingers under
control.

Learn to memorize each piece thorough-
ly. When the first piece has been mmas-
tered you will find the second much easier.
It is really distressing to spend an evening
in company with perhaps twenty young
ladies (many of whom you know are pay-
ing out hard-earned money to colleges and
teachers), when a request is made for some
music, to hear one girl after another refuse,
saying, “Oh, I can’t play without my
music.”  After hard coaxing some girl is
prevailed upon to play “something,” and
1t is usually—just a ‘“‘something”.

|
Overcome Nervousness

Play every time you get an opportunity; .

play for father and mother—study some
of father’s old favorites and play them as
carefully as if you had a large audience.
Secize every chance to play before an
audience.  Much of our poor musie is large-

ly the result of nervousness and lack of
memory training. The only cure for
nervousness 1is constant appearances in
public. An excellent way for u piano
player to gain confidence is by duct play-
ing and playing accompaniments.  In his

way you feel you are not alone, bt nuless

-

Creating @ Musical Atmosphere ‘
By Marion Dallas

Kgu do your part well the performance will
a failure.

Another thing in your practice, include
the study of simple hymns. The other
night I heard of a meeting of seventy-five
people, when the chairman asked for g
volunteer pianist, no one responded. He
repeated his request three times and
finally started the hymn. Of course the
result was the devotional part of the meet-
ing was spoiled. In speaking (if the
circumstance to one lady who was present,
she said, “Well, I never could be bothered
studying hymns.” They do require study
and in many of our tunes we find a wealth
of harmony. Surely it pays. The satis-
faction of giving a little pleasure amply
repays for the time spent.

Music As An Art

Love your work and believe in yourself.
What a satisfaction and pleasure can be
derived from the pianoforte while you pur-
sue your studies, lost to all else save the
beautiful melodies and harmony. The
sense of growing power gives us keenest
pleasure as we study the compositions
of the masters. New beauties gradually
reveal themselves and light and happiness
breaks over our lives. The mission of
music is to lighten toil, comfort in scrrow,
sweeten the lives of all mankind. Let

our part be to cause sweet music to be

elt in your own life, your home and your

community, no matter how small, so that

the lives of men and women may be

sGtr((aingthened, refined and lifted nearer to
od. |

“Let knowledge grow from more to more

But more of reverence in us dwell

That mind and soul according well

May make one music as before.”

—Tennyson.

Waiting .
By Strickland W Gillilan

On summer Saturday’s long afternoon
I used to climb barefoot one thronelike
knoll,
Soliloquizing: “Father’s coming soon.”
The gray pike billowed eastward like
a scroll
And vanished in the apex of a hill,
+One world-long mile away; around me
played
The shifting sunbeams—magically still,
Tiptoeing from each ever-lengthening
shade.

I knew that when he crept into my ken
Above the hillbrink I should know the

span—
White-stockinged bay, head-tossing gray;
and then
The strong, familiar figure of the man.
I'd know them—know them! Leaping
with their joy
My swift feet from my cairn would
take me down
I care-free, zephyr-hearted, eager boy,
To welcome home my father from the
town.

Once on a time he went away again;
Perhaps the sun shone, but we could
not see.
I hav‘}al not climbed thatlittle knoll since
then,
For Father is not coming home to me.
Somewhere he waits upon a sun-kissed hill
And sof tl;v says: “My boy is coming
soon.”
He'll know me from afar—I know he will!
When, world-tired, I trudge home, some
afternoon.

. A doctor came up to a patient in an
insane asylwn, slapped him on the back,
and said;#*Well, old man, you’re all right.

_You can run along and write your folks

that you’ll be back home in two weeks
as good as new.”

The patient went off gaily to write his
letter. He had it finished and sealed, but
when he was licking the stamp it slipped
through his fingers to the floor, lighted on
the back of a cockroach that was passing,
and stuck. The patient hadn’t seen the:
cockroach—what he did see was his es-
caped postage stamp zigzagging aimlessly
across the floor to the baseboard, wavering
up over the baseboard, and following a
crooked track up the wall and across the

ceiling. In depressed silence he tore up
the letter that he had just written and
dropped the pieces on the floor.

“Two weeks! Hell!"” he said. -“Twon't

be out of here in three years.”

b
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Whose Half-bushel?

N THE olden days down in Eastern Canada there

flourished a class of men known as ash gatherers

or ashmen. It was their trade to go around the
countryside from house to house purchasing hardwood
ashes, which they carted to certain centres for purposes
of manufacture. The most remarkable thing in
connection with this trade was the half-bushel measure
which the purchaser carried with him. It usually
c¢ontained at least a bushel and a half. It is no wonder
that the farmers’ wives rebelled against the unfairness
and that some of them insisted on using their own
gtandard half-bushel. . They did not object to the
price offered for the ashes, but they did object to the
gtandard of measurement. The “ashman’s half-bushel”’
became a by-word and the phrase is still aptly employed
in the older provinces. )

This is only a figure. In other fields we are ad-
justing, measuring, estimating worth and value all
the time. It is no wonder we disagree, because we
use such different measures. It is Oliver Wendell
Holmes who says that when Brown and Smith meet
it is no wonder they disagree because there are so many
of them. There are indeed three Browns and three
Smiths. There is the Brown as Smith sees him, the
Brown as Brown sees him, and the real Brown. Similar-

ly there are three Smiths.

Now Brown may stand for Presbyterian and Smith
for Methodist; or one may stand for Liberal and the
other for Conservative; one for Englishman and the
other for Frenchman. Isn’t it clear that because men
have different standards of value in all things that
their conclusions are bound to differ. ’

Just now the papers are giving much attention to
education in Canada, and there are wide differences
of opinion as to the character of the work being done
in the schools and colleges. It will be found that the
differences in opinion are largely due to differences in
gtandards. Those who place a premium on book-
learning will arrive at one conclusion, those who think
in terms of action and conduct may arrive at a very
different conclusion. It would seem to be very
necessary in this field to get a standard half-bushel
measure. We have standards in trade and commerce

—standards of weight, measure and value. We have !

also more or less clearly defined moral standards.
Sureby it should be possible to determine standards in
education, so that useless bickering might be at an end.

A serious, though perhaps an over-ambitious attempt
to set a standard for adolescence has been made by
those responsible for the Canadian efficiency tests.
Some such standard, modified to suit circumstances,
might well be adopted for every home and every school.
Criticisms and suggestions for improvement are valu-
able only when related to some conception of education
that is “universally accepted as worthy. Such con-
ception must consider such'elements as physical,
intellectual and moral deVvelopment; knowledge,
power and skill; culture and practical ability; habit
taste and disposition. It is vain to enter upon com-
parisons that take into consideration only one of these
elements.

It is quite possible that teachers are as likely to err
in their judgment as parents, business men and news-
paper correspondents. It is quite possible, too, that
the standard of measurement should differ with com-
munities. .

All that has been said touching school education
can be carried over into the field of religious education.

Capital Punishment

ROM a respected correspondent—Robert Bicker-
| dike, of Montreal, we cut the following quotation
dealing with capital punishment:

“In these days of agitation for prison reform, may I
ask if the time has not arrived when capital punishment,
this relic of barbarism, should be abolished in any
ccuntry claiming to be a Christian nation.

“The deuth penalty is a cruel invention of caste.
A penalty so severe as not to be enforceable has a basic
objection; it produccs unrsat to have a constant mis-

carriage of justice. A wealthy malefactor, an influen-

tial murderer, a powerful assassin cannot go free, in
a community where paupers and friendless foreigners
are hanged, without the people acquiring a_contempt
for the laws. I claim that when a man commits murder
he is at that particular moment insane, but the State
says away with him, hang him, he is not fit to live.
May I just be permitted to ask the State — is 1t quite
sure that he is fit to die?

“The State claims divine authority for this leprous
outcropping of the dark ages. I claim that the State
has no divine authority for the death penalty. Those
who clamor most for capital punishment deduce their
severity from the Bible and yet it is the Bl?,le which
declares that no man should be put to death.

When Silence is Golden

% NOTHER esteemed correspondent—Irene Wilson
A/‘X~—writes a letter that is refreshing, because it
~ *deals with a matter that is rarely discussed in
t. The Monthly gives prominence to the com-
vication in the hope that some writer may expound
apposite view. Naturally the problem would
Lot heapproached by a mere man. Here is the article:

“I.r months I'had been reading such articles as

- THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

Editorial

‘The most important event of my life,” or ‘of my girl-
hood days,” or ‘of my married life’ until the pages fairly
groaned with all the trials and griefs that could beset
womanhood. I began to wonder how it happened,
that I, with so little ability or attractions to command
the things that go to make life hapEy, should be thus
singled out to be the possessor of that priceless jewel.

“It seemed that the most important event in the life
of most women was fraught with manifold sorrows and
hardships—the cause of each and every event being
that scape-goat, a mere man.

“Now, I wonder that in all these unfoldings of the
heart’s secrets, no man has ventured to give his experi-
ence. Do you suppose there has been no event in his
life, or is he, contrary to universal opinion, more
delicate about exposing to the world the innermost
depths of his heart? Does he guard these secrets as
sacred vestibules, the doors of which are closed to all
but his Maker?

“If such is the case, then man has a nobler sense
of fitness than we of the gentler sex. He shrinks from
presenting to the public an account of his love affair
when his highest ideal proved to be only a myth. He
does not publish the fact that the woman he loved
trusted and honored with his name, the woman who
is the mother of his children, has proved to be a base
deceiver; that life behind the curtains is a daily night~
mare to him. No, men don’t tell such things.

“Man has so long refrained from writing on this
subject — while we have continually aired our griefs,

that I fear we have come to believe that life holds only;

happiness for him, that we alone are the ones who suffer.
Do you suppose that in all these events where the wom-
an has suffered so keenly, the man who was concerned
escaped unscathed? Who knows but what his grief
may have been the deeper?

“The life of a man is broader than the life of a woman.
He deals with bigger or deeper problems and he deals
with bigger minds. His heartaches are forgotten for
the time by things of greater moment. We, on the
other hand, may be kept just as busy. Our life may
be just as full; but our duties are so varied that there
are too many thinking moments between. Our
problems are not deep enough to require the concentra-
tion of our whole thought. This, then, must account
for the fact that man, unlike his better half, is able
to keep his troubles within his own breast.

“This world is a mixture of joys and sorrows. Some
would rather discuss their joys than their sorrows, and
vice versa. The more our mind dwells on either side
of liri(‘ies, the more fully we can appreciate these beautiful
words:

¢ ¢Think truly and thy thought shall be a true and
- ¥ - living” seed; » :

Live txaﬂgd z}n,t,i thy life shall be a true and living

eed.

Brotherhood

Here is something from a farmer lad. Even although
the selfishness of man will not permit the realization
of the ideal, it is a good thing to have the ideal before us:

“Much has been said about universal peace. To my
mind the realization of brotherhood is our only hope.
Brotherhood is a fellowship of loving hearts. It implies
the consciousness of a common origin, common rights,
common resgonsibilitles, common duties and a common
destiny. There must be a spirit of brotherhood in our
industrial world. Let the farmer say ‘Thank God I
live in a time when one man can feed a thousand.” Let
the manufacturer say, ‘I am a worker with God, forIam
also a creator.” Let the railroad man say, ‘If it were not
for me the East would be famine-stricken. I will make
haste in transporting food that I may feed the hungry.’
Let the middleman say, ‘What can I do to best serve my
companions? Let the employer say, ‘What are the
largest wages I can pay my working men and live?’ Let
the working man say, ‘What is the best service I can
render and still maintain life at its full flood tide?” Let
the lawyer say, ‘I am a minister of justice, and God is
just” Let the doctor say, ‘I am following the foot~
steps of Christ who healed the sick.” Let the minister
say,‘I do not ask for a rich parish; put me where I can
bring life and comfort to suffering humanity.” ”

The Beginning of the End

HEN this issue reaches our ple the t
drive will in all probability hgsz begun. gl.’It?l‘;‘e
real war will be taking place, for all that has

occurred ug to date must be looked upon as preliminary.
It is for those of us who are at home to support the
men who are risking all for principle. We can support
them by our attitude and our actions, and we must fail
in neither. Our attitude should be that of men and wo-
men who are reverently attempting to thwart the power
of the greatest enemy of true civilization. For we hold
it to be true that enduring greatness and goodness'is
based in love rather than force or might. And so
with love for God, and right in our hearts, we shall
ersevere in our earnestness. And as our sons and
athers are risking their lives, so we shall gladly place
our means and our time at our Country’s disposal. The
end is not far distant, but there is much suffering ere
the end. The spirit of the men in the field and the
spirit of suffering parents are well set forth in New-
bolt’s little poems, which are used to lighten.up this

page.

The Torch of Life
. By Henry Newbolt

There’s a breathless hush in the close to-night—
Ten to make and the match to win—

A bumping pitch and a blinding light,
An hour to play and the last man in,

And it’s not for the sake of a ribboned coat,
Or the selfish hope of a season’s fame,

But his Captain’s Eand on his shoulder smote—
“Play up! Play up! and play the game!”

The sand of the desert is sodden red,—
Red with the wreck of a square that broke,
The gatling’s jammed and the Colonel dead,
And the regiment blind with dust and smoke,
The river of death has brimmed his banks
And England’s far, and Honour a name,
But the voice of a schoolboy rallies the ranks:
“Play up! play up! and play the game!”

This is the word that year by year
While in her place the school is set,
Every one of her sons must hear,
* And none that hears it- datre forget,
This they all with with a joyful mind
Bear t rou{ih life like a torch in flame,
And falling, fling to the host behind—
“Play up! play up! and play the game.”

The Only Son 3 b
By Henry Newbolt

A bitter wind toward the sunset blowing
What of the dales to-night?
In yonder old hall what fires are glowing
at ring of festal light?

“In the great window as the day was dwindling,
Hi:Is bead W o voud! Stﬁgﬂf d hi kindling,
was prou and his eyes
But the list shook ¥n his hand.” ;

O wind of twilight, was there no word uttéred—
« No souréd of ]0‘311 or waél't:i s !
t t and a eath,” he muttered
“mt hi‘xlllx, he onl(()iO not fail.” ’

What of the chamber dark where she was lying—
For whom all life is done?

'Within her heart she rocks a dead child, crying—

“My son, my little son.”

Weather, War and Earthquake

Often since this war began we have read in the n
despatches of how unfavorable weather has .
military operations. There have been some famous
instances of the same thing in history. At Crécy, e:ﬁ
instance, as Froissart records, “the great rgin” rend
useless the bowstrings of the Genoese archers, but the
English bows, being kept in cases, were unaffec
Severe weather contributed materia.lfy to the disastrous
failure of Nanoleon’s expedition against Russia. And
at Solferino the Austrians,in their retreat, wereé saved
from annihilation by a cyclone which threw ‘the French
into confusion. But the most remarkable case of the
interference of natural forces,with operations of warfare
which The Philosopher caxs remember having come
across in his reading was at Jellalabad in 1843, when a
small British force, under the command of Sir Robert
Sale, in daily expectation of being attacked 13' an
overwhelming force of Afghans, labored night and day
to improve the fortifications of the town. cbar Khan
had approached within a few miles, and an onslaught
of his army was imminent, when on the morning of
February 19 an earthquake nearly destroyed the city
and wrought havoc in the fortifications. If Akbar
Khan had ordered an assault that morning, what good
follower of the Prophet could doubt that Allah had
iven his aid. The Afghans held off, however; and

ter, when they besieged the place, which, thanks to
the industry of the British force, showed no outward
signs of damage by the earthquake, they believed that
Jellalabad had not felt the earthquake at all. thanks to
“English magic”.

Bedlamite Logle

Long-winded, vociferous statements now come from
Berlin in attempted justification of everything Germany
has done to Belgium. But as long as human memory
endurcs the record will stand of the words of the
Imperial Chancellor, von Bethmann-Hollweg, in the
Reichstag on August 4, 1914, when he admitted that
the German invasion of Befgium was “a breach of
international law,” and added: ‘“The wrong we thereby
commit we will try to make good as soon as our military
aims have been attained.” Yet every obedient son
of Kultur must now swallow the present “justifica~ .
tions” of the violation and ravaging of Belgium. After
swallowing these “justifications,” it ought to be an
easy matter for the docile Huns to swallow this wonder-
ful ‘and inimitable piece of logic from a leading German
religious journal, the Evangelische-Lutherische Kir-
chenzeitung: ‘London is no longer by any means an
unfortified city. It is armed with such quantities of
anti-aireraft guns and aeroplanes that the Zeppelins,
as is well known, only venture to attack the city by
night.” Was such logic éver heard before outside of

Bedlam?




GOOD face powder, wisely used,
-both adds to a woman’s charm- and
furnishes a very welcome protectxon
to her skin. -

] - So, make your powder box your constant
- eompanion every day if you wish, use it
- as often as you like, but—

f —don’t, if you care for the looks of your
il skin, if you really want to have and keep

the charm of ““a skin you love to touch’
—don’t go to bed a single night with the tiny
~powder flakes still lodged in the delicate

/pores. .

Every time you powder, hundreds of those
tiny flakes get into the pores of the skin.
Unless you rid your skin of these particles
at night, they will work their way down

I] into the pores, clog these wee breathing

“spaces of the skin and cause them to grow
coarse and large.,

Avoid these useless‘?le?nsifz\g methbds.

It is useless to try to remove these powder
particles by a dry rubbing or grease cleans-
ing. These methods merely serve to force
the flakes of powder, mingled with dirt.
and oil, deeper into the pores. Blackheads
and blemishes are often due to no other

cause than this in oily skins. . And dry,
skins are made to look scaly and even
" sallow this same way. '

What your skin needs after each day spent
with your powder box or bag is the follow- ;
ing special Woodbury treatment. It is
the most effective method you can use to
thoroughly cleanse your skin, tiny pores
and all, and keep in good condition thé;

new delicate skin that is constantly formmgr iy

.
5
i

Spend five minutes this way tonight :

Dip a cloth in warm water and hold it td/ .

the face until the skin is softened an

‘damp. Now take a cake of Woodbury

Facial Soap and go over your face wit
the cake itself just as a man does with a°

shaving stick. . 3

Then dip your hands in warm water and
with the tips of your fingers work up ag
lather from the soap left on your face. Rub*\
this cleansing, antiseptic lather thoroughly *
but gently into the pores of your skin, al-

- ways with an upward and outward motion.

Rinse with warm water, then with cold
If possible, rub your face for a few minutes
with a piece of ice. :

If your skin is thin or rather sensitive,

substitute a dash of ice water for the appli-
cation of the ice itself.

Take just five minutes for this treatment every night

before you retire. Itfrees your skin of the tiny particles
of powder that have accumulated there during the day.
It cleanses the pores, brings the blood to the surface,
stimulates the small muscular fibres and leaves your
skin ready to rest and rebuild—so that it can greet
you with ‘the loveliness you want to see when you
take your morning peep into your mirror.

Use this treatment regularly and you will soon see
what a wonderful difference l( will rnake in the looks

charm which the steady use of Woodbury's always
brings. Woodbury’s Facial Soap is the work of a
skin specialist. A 25c cake is sufficient for a month
or six weeks of this treatment. Get your cake today
and begin tonight to let your skin really breathe

Write today for samples

For 4c we will send you a cake of Woodburys

Facial Soap large enough for a week of this treat-

ment. For 10¢ the cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap

and samples of Woodbury’s Facial Cream and

Powder. Write today! “Address The Andrew

.(I)e;;‘gens Co., Ltd., 674 Sherbrooke Street, Perth,
tario,

Woodbury’s Facial Powder. The first time
you use it you will like this powder prepared from

5 ""\ the formula of a skin specialist. So pure it will not

Tear out this cake and put |
it in your purse as a remin-
de’r to ask for Wooa'lmry s

* harm the most sensitive skin! So finely pulverized
. and so soft that it is invisible when applied—yet it
(stays on! Comes in four tints : flesh, white, pink and
brunette. Has a delicate refined fragrance Put up
in a special two-part box:
Won’t you try it? See

sample offer.

For sale by Canadian
Druggists from Coast
to Coast.
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War Activit.ies of Johnny Canucks’ Mothers,
i Sisters and Sweethearts

By Francis J. Dickie . >

: HE happenings of to-day, born of
. I . passing time and change, make false

the aﬂothegms of yesterday. One of
these to goshortly following the utbreak of
the European war was:-“That men must
work and women must weep.” To-day
thirty million men are engaged directly and
indirectly in the business of war. ~And
though many more women than that
number are shedding tears as a result, the
large majority of them are mingling the
tears of heartbreak and anxiety with the
sweat of hard labor of many varieties, the
greater part of which was formerly per-
formed by their husbands, sons and sweet-
hearts:

Because of and through the war women-
kind in general have made a greater stride
toward their goal for equal rights with the
hitherto proud, haughty and superior
male, than all the campaigning marches,
political wire-pulling and intrigue, mili-
tancy and printed appeals put together
brought them before.

To-day among the nations at war wo-

.men are holding down such jobs and posi-

tions as taxi drivers, postmen—or women,
rather—bank clerks, munition workers,
farm hands, and a hundred' other lines of
‘endeavor too numerous’and well known by
now to need enumerating. Both along
these lines and those which are to obtain
for women better working, living, moral
conditions and better legislative protec-
tion, the women of Canada have made
greater strides than any nation of the Old
World. Particularly is this so as regards
the granting of the vote. And it is from
the ballot and the ballot alone that worth
while power really comes. Where women
have won it, take notice how quickly in
its wake came prohibition and the curtail-
ing of other lines of vice having direct
ﬁﬁect on mother, daughter and sweet-
eart.

.~ But as the war looms largest in the
topics of the hour, let us first take notice

of what the Canadian women have done

to aid father, brother and son fighting on
the strange soil of Europe, three thousand
odd miles away.

When Great Britain entered into the
war on August 4th, 1914, Canada entered
the war in unison. Never perhaps in the
history of nations was there a land less
prepared for conflict than the Dominion
of Canada. Militant Canadians to that
date were exceptional; the bulk of the
press and the public were distinctly anti
on the preparedness question; and there
were not above ten thousand meh in the
entire Dominion versed in the arts of war.
With the exception of a few thousand
South African veterans, the rest were only
the crude kind of soldiers always resultant
from an indifferently maintained militia
movement, which, in Canada, had been
kept alive in scattered parts of the Do-
minion by a few men with “the war-bug,”
as they were dubbed by the unmilitarily
inclined majority. Yet within six weeks
Canada sent on board transports in Gaspe
Basin on the Atlantic Coast 33,000 men,
fully armed and equipped with everything
an army on active service needed—from
hospitals for field service to portable food
kitchens, not to speak of the regular
things required for the more deadly work
of war. This army, the most rapidly
mobilized in the history of the North
American Continent, also was the greatest
body of armed men to embark at one time
in the entire history of the known world
to that date. Since then a total army of
387,346 men have joined the army to
December 31st, 1916. Of this number
52,026 were casualties to October 11th,
1916.  Of this total, only 37,939 remained
in the land of the living; that is were
wounded. Of this number 12,000 have
been returned to Canada. Of this number
4,000 are convalescing outside of hospitals;
an equal number are being taken care of in
hospitals, and the balance have been dis-
charged as cured but unfit for further ser-
vice and the majority will now be upon the
pension list.

This brief mention of the Dominion’s
military achievement, one of the greatest
In_history in view of Canada’s sparsely
populated territory which though 111,992
square miles larger than her adjoining
Republie, contains only one person to the
Square mile, or a total of but 8,075,000,
this brief mention has been made so that
the reader can the more readily and
thoruughl_v understand what a task was

given the Canadian women to do in this
time of stress, when their land was being
looted of its ablest men. A great task
faced them; and to their credit be it'said
that it was done thoroughly, conscienti-
ously and with vastly less of waste energy,
time and materials than was to have been
expected from people taking up work
hitherto unknown and utterly foreign.
According to Canadian census statisties

A Pile of Soldiers’ Comforts at Red Cross Depot, Toronto. 379,066

Canada when the war broke out 2,186,000
women ‘¢apable of - knuckling down and
digging in to.do the work caused by the
exodus . of 368,000 soldiers, -and . also _to
handle the tasks arising out of these'men

‘being in the trenches and a certain per-

centage of them wounded. :
To-day something . over 2,000,000 wo-
men are working in aid of the war.or the

charities . resultant therefrom. There are'
some 30,000 varied societies with members’

numbering from half a dozen in some tiny
hamlet to organizations with - several
thousand members in the_larger centres.
The principal of the societies are: The
Red Cross;, W.C.T.U. Belgian Relief;

represented in the

,066 parcels are |
heap. All the work was done by women, but, of course, when it came time for a picture the
men must needs fill it

component parts of primers and ti

The big Assembling Room of a Canadian Munition Factory, whgi"m&n are putting together
me fuses !
- i §

A little group of Canadian Girl Workers at one ‘of the Canning ‘‘Bees’” .

there are a total of 2,186,000 women be-
tween the ages of fifteen and eighty in the
Dominion,, Of these 1,251,182 are mar-
ried, 364,821 were occupying paid posi-
tions in store, factory or office, etc., previ-
ous to the war. There are also some
60,000 rated as belonging to the leisure
class.

If you count this total up you will get
1,676,003, or left over 509,997 we know
nothing about. That’s always the way
with statistics; they’re the coyest of
things. You camp on their trail for days
and bag one fact and then another, but
when it comes to bringing everything you
want into camp, you find they’ve fooled
you nicely. However, in the present case
it does not matter. It was sufficient to
establish the fact that there were in

Order of ‘St. John’s Ambulance Society;

The Women’s Institutes; Queen Mary’s

Guild; Imperial Order Daughters of
Empire; omen’s Emergency Corps;
Women’s Canadian Club; Secour Na-
tional. In addition to these are hundreds
of others; church congregations, home-

" sewing circles and similar gatherings, but

as all of these work n connection with the
Red Cross principally, or some of the other
larger organizations, the reports of the
main bodies cover most of the work done
by Canadian women. :

So huge, varied and complicated is the
list of things done since the war began by
the above- named bodies - that many
weighty tomes could be filled by even a
sketch of their activities; and be it here
said, to forever disprove the cavillers who

“unconfusing.

5

'8ay. women are_not the most meticulous
\in'/their methods of

t . rocedure, that all
theirbooks are wonderfully kept, clear and
. The report.of Mrs. Stearns Hicks, Con-

vener of the Red Cross Supplies Commit- |
tee at Toronto, Ontario, where were '
assembled the bulk of goocfs forwarded to .
soldiers and hospitals at the front, shows '
that from September 1st, 1914, to July 1st,

1916, 3,555,803 articles were sent overseas.
These consisted of 3,061,023 surgical '
bandages and other medical supplies;
14,983 sheets; 29,167 pillow cases; 36,099 -
night shirts, pyjamas and slippers com-
bined; 10,527 flannel shirts; 54,700
cigars; 2,338 pounds candy; 15,422 cans
of ‘preserved fruit; 42,699 pairs socks;
260,000 miscellaneous articles. The simi-

lar report of the Province of Quebec covers . |

ing from September, 1914; to June, 1916, :
shows that province to have forwarded . 5
4,453,060 articles of the nature above- .
mentioned. - e UL e
While the exaet figures for all the socies
ties in the seven other provinces'who are =
engaged in similar work is impossible of ' -
compilation, a careful ‘approximate esti
mate based on the output of the major
assembling stations gives the as

o
. figures of 100,000,000 parcels sent 0«

from Canada to her men at the front and | .
in French and English hospitals diring the'

first twenty-three months of the war. As !

many of these parcels contained more thén ,
one article, the number of articles is per- " | -
haps five times that amount. o g
n addition to these things a total of .
$30,000,000 has been collected in i
for the British and Canadian Red Cross;
the Patriotic Fund; Belgian Relief Fund;
Serbian, Polish' and ie " Relief.

\rmenian
- 'The ''Belgian ‘' Relief Fund: of Canada

acco gh the last report issued in Sep~
tember, had had $2,275,000 cash con~ "' '
tributed. ; i Loy
While not all of this thirty millions of '
dollars collected was due to women’s work;
a large part of it was. And here théy
showed their resourcefulness as collectors.
“Tag days” of innumerable variety; cons
certs; lawn fetes; bazaars; house to house
ag; clever methlcl)ds of getting free
advertising space in the newspapers were
resorted to. In connection with the con+
certs and bazaars infinite resource and
ability to Jnn up something worth while,
that wcl))ul :ﬂam dgxe.greateat am:lunt of
money by re: wing more e
the usual lité,e circles of mdl q::a :
acquaintances that attend such thi
exhibited. When such things by
repetition, the bizarre and the unique was °
resorted to. i Sk
I one far western Canadian city on one
occasion the ladies of a small ‘society
rounded up all the children in the town
owning Shetland ponies. With collection
boxes on each side of the animals and the
ﬂﬁ of the country for the sufferers of
which the money was being gathered also
adorning the animals, the little boys and
girls patrolled the town from end to end;
in this manner not only was the main
thoroughfares canvassed but the suburban.
"Of course, the ap was no different than -
had women s on the streets with boxes
and plates; but by adding novelty to the
idea and shoving the collection box under
the nose of the individual in 'so unique a -
way, much more was collected than had
the old style commonplace methods been

- adhered to. The numerous things of such

nature—showing alimost a genius for cam-
paigning and organization—are too many
to bear fullest mention.

Probably the most uniquescheme and one
which required real hard work was that
pulled off in the City of Toronto, a place
of some 800,000 population. In the
gring of 1916 the ladies of the Red Cross
‘Society started a ‘“waste conservation.”
The ncial results almost instantly
accruing brought them realization that
they had a miniature gold mine. For in-
stance, a hundred pounds of newspaper
was worth 43 cents. An appeal to all the
school children as well as adult house-
holders was made for old magazines, news-
paper, bottles, rags, jute baf, books and
metals, etc. Everybody helped. The
big banker lent his motor car; little
Johnny, the day laborer’s son, brought a
load in his wheelbarrow; girls brought
great basketsful by arm power ; the
children’s toy waggons proved as zealous
and important carriers as the huger
trucks. The Harbor Commission gave a
commodious warehouse where a large staff
of girls and women work continuousl,y
sorting and packing. The first month’s
proceeds was $1,619, and those in charge
now claim that the year’s total business
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will be well ‘up to $25000. How
Important their work along this line
was may be better understood when
it is stated that, the Waste Col-
lectors’ Union made a protest to the City
Council shortly after tge women had put
their scheme into operation. ' The Union
had six hundred members, and through
the activity of the charitable ones their
receipts had been cut considerably more
than in half. However, they received no
civic sympathy, and for some time after a
desperate riv went on. But the col-
lectors soon found they were on the losing
end of the game. Like shrewd business
men they were, they made overtures of
peace to the ladies, offering to buy them
-out. How important an industry the wo~
men had started can best be realized by
the fact that the junkmen’s final offer for
their business was $8,000. But the wo-
men refused and are still at work. Out of
n they have created a business worth
annually $25,000, which will likely be
carried on until the end 'of the war.
. The record for cash collections in any
- single da{ or campaign since the war began
was established in .the same city by the
S:fom'fNational Society of Women. - On
July 14th, the day on which the French
celebrate the fall of the Bastille, women
and girl collectors took in the astonishing
sum of $25,000 in a little over ten hours
work, The feat is the more remarkable
because for two years previous to this the
people had been importun ost every
day, at least every week, to give to one or
another kind of charity. Another splen-
did gift of recent date, and worthy of men-

tion, as it was raised within a fortnight,

was' H.R.H. Duchess of Com_laug t's
Prisoners of War Fund. To this fund the
women of Canada raised $53,299, which
was presented to the Duchess on her
dom from Canada in November.

ing away from mention of hard
déash money, one of the most interestin
things is the number of hand knitte
socks, articles of sternest necessity by
fighting men, which the Canadian women
have made and still are making. For the
first two years of war the supply averaged
better than half a million'a month. From
the very nature of this work knitting is of
course gn individual duty, and how seri-
ously and steadily women have applied
themselves to it is evident wherever you
go to-day in Canada.

Traveﬁing on the train you will find the
lady in the chair car moving her fingers
swi},tl and surely to the task. Her
humbler sister in the way of life as judged
by money standards, you will find busy at
the same labor in the day coach ahead.
Grandma knits at home, so does sister and
mother. Girls of eight vie on the stitches,

lain and purl, with old ladies of eighty.

n the concert ixa,ll, loth to lose a moment,
' not one but dozens of women may be seen
almost daily bending the long needles to
this task. Some have become so pro-
ficient that light no longer is necessary
to their toil. So in the darkness of the
motion picture theatre while desperate
illains, merry-makers and sad heroines
eternall possessed, flit across the screen,
ou will hear the faint click, click of the
Knitting needle.

Before the war the ability to create
warm, well-fitting and comfortable woollen
socks out of a ball of yarn by means of a
few slender lines of steel was almost a lost
art among the Canadian women. The

ioneers of the 70’s and 80’s had done it.

ut the new generation, what of great
factories and the like, had found it no
longer a matter of necessity. To-day, all
is changed, and it is safe to venture that
seventy per cent of the women in Canada,
at the present moment can turn out a very
fair stocking.

It was not always so. Some terrible
creations, hardly worthy the name of sock,
were turned into the various headquarters
of the Red Cross and other Associations.
But a campaign of newspaper talks, the
issuing of tens of thousands of leaflets
containing precise instructions have done
away to a large extent with this; and the
number of socis that have to be unravelled
at headquarters now is not more than
2 per cent of the number that had to be so
treated six months ago.

There is never a human activity without
someone expressing it in rhyme; as an
evidence the following very humorous
little verse is given, voicing as it does the
weary but unbroken determination of one
of tltle newer generation taking up a strange
task:

The time I’ve spent on these here socks
Is like a thousand years to me.

Dear lad, how do they look to thee?
Thy hosicry!  Thy hosiery! :

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY'

The Scarlet Test
s X ‘ By Thos. Roberton

Oh, maddening stitches, plain and purl,
How oft they’ve made my poor heacf whirl,
For men must fight—but f'?l(l) a girl,
And so I’'m knitting socks for thee.

My mother taught me how to knit,
I hope with all my heart they fit—
If not as socks—well, as a mitt,

Or pass them on, thy hosiery.

A party of expert and very active
knitters were the other day discussing the
fate of knitting after the war. Will it die?
The majority seemed to believe it will not.
“Why,” said one, ‘“we’ll make ourselves
the heavenliest jackets—rose, yellow and
blue—to match our varying skirts.”” This
seemed like an awful job,.but after a com-
parison was made later it was found that

OHANNES Michalley was a peasant
born and bred in a little Hungarian
village on the Transylvanian bor-

der, and up to the year of grace 1914 he
was one of the most inconspicuous and
harmless of all the innumerable grains of
human dust out of which the races of the
world are moulded. In 1914, however,
destiny put her finger upon Johannes and
claimed i.xm for her own.

In the early summer of that year there
came to Johannes’ village a German re-
cruiting officer. As this warrior did not
understand the Hungarian language he

A Group of Eastern Canadian Nurses in Military iJnlform. Each holds Rank of Lieutenant.
- Ca 870 Nurses,

nada has sent 9

the amount of work required to make a
short length jacket was only slightly more
than twice the number of stitches required
to make a pair of regulation 24-inch long
army socks. The members of this little
sewing—your pardon—knitting circle are
authority for the somewhat interesting
fact that it takes 86,480 stitches to make a
pair of socks.

- Mr. and Mrs. Eebeesee were about
to start for the matinee.
A comely young woman came out of

her apartment on the second floor and

preceded them down the stairway. .

“If you are going out, Miss Brytiez,”
they suggested, ‘“you’d better take an
umbrella. It looks like rain.”

. ‘ ‘Oh,}’m only going to the dressmaker’s,”
she said.

“But isn’t it possible to get wet even
when going to the dressmaker’s?”

“Yes, indeed; T expect to get soaked.”

Doctors and Chemists to the Front

Women's Novel and Unique Way of Raising Money

had with him an official interpreter. He
had also a doctor, a doctor’s helper, a flat
leather bag filled with long documents
bearing on their lower left hand corners
fat red wax seals. With him, further-
more, were twenty soldiers, uniformed,
armed to the teeth—highly impressive
fighting men. .

The German officer got to business with
admirable celerity. He was tall, built like
a barrel, and he had a sanguinaty con-
tenance out of which he spoke like a fog-
horn on a stormy night at sea. When the
mayor of the village was rounded up, Herr
officer barked out some orders to the in-
terpreter who thereupon informed the
mayor that the interesting . group now
before him had arrived armed at all points
with his sacred majesty, the Imperor's
signed orders to collect for his said
majesty’s military service the nianhood
of the village, and that the mavor would
immediately call upon said munhood to
present itself for inspeetion. Th. (er-

man officer then pulled his documents out,
of his bag and held them under the
mayor’s nose, and as the mayor could not
read a syllable of one of them, he merely
mumbled Hungarian curses, while he
bowed his assent to the officer. The
rifles of the soldiers were sufficient proofs
for him of the expedition’s authority and
making as good a face of it as he could off
he went and sent out the Emperor’s mes-
sage to his faithful subjects.

he village then went thoroughly de-
lirious. What did this mean? It was in-
tolerable, not to be borne—but then, that
German with his twenty soldiers standin,
ready with their loaded rifles—wha
could poor people do? They could send
their men out to be examined by the
doctors, and presently the church, being
the largest building in the village, was
made the headquarters of the recruitin,
staff, and peasants of all heights an
widths and physical idiosyncrasies were
having their chests pounded and their le
examined by the doctors, while the little
statutes of the saints in their niches, and
the good paintings on the walls looked
down and might well have been scandal-
ized at the outrageous spectacle.

. Now Johannes Michalley was not
greatly perturbed by all this turmoil.
Johannes had been rejected by the con-
scription officers once before, because one
of his legs was longer than its neighbor,
and he came up for examination confident
that he would be thrown out again. The
times, alas, had undergone a change.
Johannes walked into the church limping
as much as he could, and whex his turn
came for examination his limp “became
Ea’infully conspicuous. The doctor looked

eenly at the healthy-visaged, broad-
chested cripple, and curtly ordered him
to shed his raiment.

“But I am lame,” mildly expostulated
Johannes, who did not want the doctor to
waste good time on his account.

“Undress,” sharply ordered the doetor
in an accent that finished all discussion of
the matter, and Johannes, with a calam-
itous feeling coldly touching his vitals,
stripped off his modest garments.

The doctor did not even trouble to tap
the arched, hairy chest. He merely
looked at the powerful torso and heavily
muscled limbs and said, ‘“Huh, let’s see
you walk.”

Poor Johannes hobbled a few steps like
a hamstrung horse. The doctor beckoned
to the German recruiting officer. “This
man is a little lame,” he said, “but there
is no disease in the limb. The body has
adapted itself naturally to the original
deformity, and although he limps slightly,
he can march. If he is acceptable to you
I shall pass him in.”

‘“He does not look as though he would
fall down with those legs under him,” said
the German, “he is satisfactory, pass
him,” and he waved Johannes to the
registration table.

. Johannes nearly died of fright. His
simple world slid out from under his feet
and he whirled in a helpless confusion of
mind.

“But, doctor, my land, my farm—the
corn must be cultivated, the potatoes
must be hoed—TI have a sick horse to cure,
and my spring chickens—"’

“Tell the fool to dress and register,”
growled the doctor to his helper, and
Johannes, half dressed, with his hat in his
hand and his red waistcoat under his arm
was herded to the blue-coated, brass-
buttoned recording angel who enrolled
him for immediate service in the Emper-
or’s army, mis-spelled his name in the
process, and told him to be in the line for
departure on the following morning at 9
o’clock. Johannes went home to his
small farm, and being now away from the
spell of officialdom explained “‘what had
befallen him to his father in fluent and
flaming Hungarian patois. The father,
a wrinkled old peasant, could not get the
situation in hand at all. He was so
thoroughly steeped.in the knowledge that
Johannes had once before been rejected
that his foggy old brains could not realise
that he was now to lose his son. ‘“This
trouble will pass,” he assured Johannes.
“Next week we shall hoe the corn and kill
the white boar and you will forget the
rudeness of that accursed German dog.”

“Next week!" wailed poor Johannes.
“Next week I shall be far away from the
corn and the white boar. Who knows
where I shall be next week?”

“Did you mnot tell them about the
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chickens, Johannes?”’ asked the old
father. ‘“If the chickens do not get care
our loss will be great.” '

“To the doctor I say, ‘what will become
of my chickens,”” cried Johanues, “and
he told me to begone and called me fool.
Itis all over. To-morrow I go away.”

“But who can take your place? I am
too feeble. The others have wives and
children. It is not right, Johannes. It
cannot be so, indeed. It is a mistake
you have maée. Come, to-morrow we go
to the corn field, this trouble will pass.”

Johannes gave up the attempt in des-

air and looked with baffled eyes at the

nt old father. All the rest of the day
he worked about his, homestead with an
impatient flurried haste, trying to do the
tasks of weeks in the course of that
stricken afternoon, and nightfall found
him diligently mending the broken bars of
a hen coop and doing it very badly,
blinded as he was by the thought of fifty
other urgent jobs still to do—never to be
done. .

Over and over again, with a tense, ex-
plosive patience, he directed his father as
to how the farm must be conducted, and
the old man, who had farmed the place
before Johannes was born, received the
instructions with a benign calmness that
nearly reduced the younger man to tears.
His heart was tied up in his microscopic
little allotment, and when he took his
place in the shuffling line of recruits on the
following morning his thoughts were not
about glory, not even about the feeble old

- father left behind, only a cloud of worry

about his farm was upon him, and he
gazed angrily at the German officer as he
barked out his guttural commands.
Presently they were put in dirty box
trucks on the railway line, and, crowded
together like oxen, jolted and jumbled
away from the sleepy little village out into
the world of action. :

In the truck his anger and irritatio
were encouraged by the discontent of his
comrades in misfortune. These men were
his neighbors, each fully aware of his
fellow’s circumstances, and the train
bumped along to the accompaniment of a
growling chorus of discontent. One man
bewailed a sick wife, another an uncol-
lected debt. Some, like Johannes, were
in misery over their farms. Not a man
of them was there of his own desire, not
a man of them but wanted to escape,
nothing but the rifles of the soldiers en-
forced their obedience.

Johannes was crowded in a corner along
with a middle-aged peasant. It was this
man who had the sick wife. He was
deeply perturbed, speaking only occasion-
ally in peevish little bursts of annoyance
and anxiety. “It was her side that
pained,” he told Johannes, “always her
side. Sometimes her face grew small as
8 child’s hand and yellow as butter with
that terrible pain. For two weeks no
sleep, and as long as I can stay awake I
watch her, and now I am dragged off,
forty-five years old T am, and driven away
like a bullock, and she lies in her bed thin
with pain.”

“It is an evil day,” said Johannes.

“We shall all be ruined. Here is my white .

horse with a stiff shoulder and no one
now but the old father on the farm, all
will go wrong, and look at me—a lame
man—and they take me, too. The filthy
dogs.”

When it seemed as thodgh bones and
muscles were softening into jelly by the
never-ceasing bumping of the springless
cars, the train stopped and the sorry-
looking cannon-fodder got out and crowd-
ed round in bunches, aimlessly stretching
their stiffened legs and drawing the fresh
air into their lungs. At each
Johannes looked longingly over the back-
ward track, and his fretted mind retraced
the miles instantaneously. He saw again
his house, his fields, the old father strug-
gling with his too hard tasks—then would
sound out the harsh voice of the officer,
and shaking himself like a dog just out of a
pond, Johannes scrambled into the car
and resumed his journey.

. Now although Johannes did not know
1t his country’s need of his service was
great, it was also urgent. There was not
time to throw away on Johannes thorough
Initiation into all the points of the war
game. He was dréssed in a dark-grey
uniform which did not fit him at all. His
fect were thrust into clumsy top boots
with soles on them like iron plates, and a
cap which ih no way suited his style of
beauty was clapped upon his round and
solid ~ head.
and his fellow recruits were drilled with
stupefying monotony for long hours every

stop @

Thus arrayed, Johannes

day, marching and turning, wheeling and
forming till they were all ready to perish
from exhaustion, and all the while their
German instructor spattered them with
oaths for a collection of ignorant fools till
they were as confused and bewildered as
a herd of steers in a crowded runway.

It all seemed sheer nonsense to Johannes
a horrible waste of strength and time, an
when finally he received a service rifle and
a few hurried lessons in musketry he
thought the final absurdity had come.
The heavy, powerful weapon, with its
magazine and its rapid-firing action
seemed uncanny to him. He handled it
like a glass staff. He was afraid of it.
Every time he fired a shot the angry crack
of the explosion and the terrific song of the
bullet as it tore joyously out of the muzzle
made him shiver down to his knotted,
stumpy toes. When the whole musketry
class was firing volleys Johannes’ head
developed a new muscular peculiarity.
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Of its own accord it made earnest efforts to
sink, like an elevator, right down into his
chest.

And then, suddenly, Johannes was a
regular soldier. His eternal marching

drill stopped. The recruit squads were

broken up and dusted through the bat-
talions of a brigade, and on a fine winter
day Johannes, now Private J. Michalley,
No. 8897543, of the 175th regiment of the
Austrian army marched off with his
battalion to help his emperor to block
the' Russian armies which, like a huge
road roller had crashed through Galicia to
the boundaries of Hungary.

All the way his mind made resolute but
unsuccessful efforts to seize the main

int of this situation which had swallowed
ﬁpun up so entirely. He was wrestlin
with a puzzle whose solution lay behin
a door for which common Hungarian
peasants possessed no key. He had now
received his complete fighting kit, and as

7

well as his rifle and dehumanizing uniform,
he carried strapped to his back and
sides, packages, pouches, bundles and
tools whose uses he did not even know,
and whose presence not only gave him
the appearance of a dromedary, but con-
t ly got in his way. He could not get
them off when he halted, and when the
margh sounded he had forgotten how to
buckle them on' again. The equipment
made him so miserable that it drove the
depressing thoughts of his farm partly out
of his head, giving him a keener and
nearer vexation.

In this vexation he had companions.
The 175th regiment was made up largely
of “poor. military material,” and B‘:vﬁle‘
the unfortunate privates mumbled curses
on uniforms, kit, roads, and life, the

cers cursed constantly and loudly the

n themselves. The sight of the men’s
awkward and ignorant movements as they
worked with their accoutrements, the
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rows of dull, heavy faces lined with worry
and fright as the non-commissioned
officers rated them for their stupidity
made the commander sick of his regiment
and heart sorry for himself. He was
filled with exasperation and the most
horrible forebodings, and as the regiment
moved onwards, he tried to look as little
as possible at the files of shambling men.

The roads grew steadily worse, then
they ceased to be roads at all; and the
regiment, by this time a mere unit in the
Austrian army which fought the battle
of passes with Brussilov, had to march as
best it could over a pathless wilderness
filled with woods, bogs, broken and
rocky ground, and overshadowed by the
spurs of the western foothills of the Car-
pathians.

Johannes knew he was now at war, but
as he floundered along, sometimes jarring
his foot on a half-buried rock, sometimes
stepping into a hidden hole and incon-
tinently jerking all the breath out of his
body, ﬁe did not consider that he could
find anything in war to make him more
miserable than he was. The winter
snow-storms blowing from the mountains
half buried the advancing army, icy rifle
barrels froze the hands, frozen collars and
belts chaffed the skin, feet stiffened and
hardened in the clumsy boots, the body
tissues shrank and dwindled in the baggy
shoddy uniform. With exasperated looks
the soldiers of the 175th regiment—‘‘poor
military material’—asked each other in
furious whispers why these " atrocities
should be inflicted upon them.

And then, at a great distance, sounded

ing Austrian lines were being swept by
Russian shrapnel. The white snow of
the mountain was spreading in gigantic
scarlet blotches. Shattered and mangled
Austrians littered the line of advance.
The falling of shells, and the shrieks of the
wounded shattered the air like the furious
ravings of madmen.

The 175th regiment stopped in its
tracks as though it had walked against a
granite cliff.

Johannes lost control of his feet, they
would not move. A violent internal
shudder left him trembling like a rotten
leaf on a bough. He became suddenly
,warm. Sweat beads stood out on his
face—amongst his hair. The whole regi-
ment stood swaying like a falling wall.

The commander screamed at them to
o forward. ‘Forward, advance, cattle
ools, brutes, beasts—’’ his voice cracke
and left him. The blighted regiment did
not even hear. Johannes stood starin
like a cow at the gabbling, purple-‘n'sageg
officer who was jumping up and down in
his stirrups and waving his sword at the
Russians. Johannes thought he was
mad. He knew that no one but an
insane man would place himself in this
situation. To order anyone to advance
was only an exaggerated form of insanity,

Suddenly the officer clawed out his
revolver from its holster and with terrible

estures began to shoot the men nearest

im. The junior officers were thrusting
their swords into the legs and shoulders
of the rear ranks. And then the Russian
gunners found the range and began to
shell the fourth line.

]

A shot riddled car in which a score of brave British Tommies rode valiant]
enemy fire. The car shows the effect of the terrific fire and is badly damaged.
if some young Hercules should take hold and shake it that it would fall apart. .

through the
t appears that
n order to

fulfil an order the soldiers had to make a hurried journey to a certain point that the censors
have deleted. After accomplishing their mission they all wore broad smiles, as shown in the
photo. It’s nothing for them to ride in between the bullets.

the voices of the guns. A continuous
business-like booming such as warm and
well-fed gunners might direct against their
enemy.

As day after day the sound rolled to
their ears, the mob of the 175th regiment
became convinced that while they toiled
in the blizzard and through the morasses,
the Russians were in comfort and shelter,
ready and able to destroy them at a blow.
They did not know that the Russians, too,
were foundering -with exhaustion, that
the gunners, with numbed hands, served
their pieces in the icy passes, lashed by
the terrible mountain winds.

Johannes had no idea of detail in all
this toilsome struggle forward. It was
simply one ceaseless never-ending misery,
and when, finally, his regiment deployed
into its position in the Austrian line and
prepared to take part in a definite en-
counter with the Russians he did not
observe that anything notable had hap-
pened.

The first stages in the combat for the
central passes took place on the high
snow-sheeted spurs of the Carpathians.
Johannes’ regiment was in the fourth
line of the Austrian advance, and when
the 175th emerged into the zone of fire the
battle had been joined by the regiments
in the van of the attack and what was
going forward on the bare snow-clad field
Iny in plain view. Man's primal instinets
were off - the leash. The Russian and
Austrian front lines were at work on each
other with the bayonet, and the support-

Twenty paces from Johannes the snow
leapt into the air in a ragged spitting
cloud and a choking smoke poured into
his nostrils. Like a noiseless figure in &
horrible nightmare he saw his command-
er, still waving his sword, bound from his
saddle, his arms extended, his * body
arched in a great hollow, and fall nerve-
less, soundless, like a half-filled sack of
meal in the deep snow, while the horse
gelnt down as though hit by a thunder-

olt.

A shell split overhead. The face of
Johannes’ neighbor cracked open like &
fractured pumpkin. A scream pierced
his ear drum like a needle point and a
soldier went rolling over and over in the
snow, his legs shorn away—only the
trunk, rolling ridiculously, encumbered
by the long skirts of the service overcoat.
An officer rushed out before the regiment
screaming “Forward, march, march,”
his face contorted out of human semb-
lance, his eyes bulging in their sockets.
As Johannes stared at him the officer’s
head and face were obliterated—lost their
shape and form—became an abominable
scarlet mush.

The rifle dropped from Johannes’
hands. An immense energy possesse
him, driving him headlong, without
direction or purpose. Groaning, tearing
at his equipment, he rushed blundering
against his nearest comrade. The whole
regiment was losing its formations. The
men broke and surged like groups of be-
wildered ants, and engulfing and sweeping
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away their officers like straws on a torrent,
the 175th regiment turned their backs on
the Russians and bolted.

Johannes’ mind was a mere receptacle
,of terror. He rushed like a frightened
-animal from the blood drenched ground,
oblivious of his companions, his sur-
roundings, of where he was going—pant-
ing, nearly bursting with his exertions,
his reason shipwrecked on the ghastly
visions up to which he had been conducted.
The whole world was wrenched in a
loathsome alteration. Sounds came thin
and remote—muffled in wool. Objects
met and merged into each other and sep-
arated agdin in a series of lunatic gambols
draped in a veil of dirty red mist. “ Tremb-
ling, with torn clothes, bareheaded in the
freezing winds, he found himself standing
amidst a group of other men, all un-
kempt and disordered like himself, all
shaken by violent shudderings, all staring
with gnnaturally wide-opened visionless

eyes. .
Hate had taken possession of the world. *

Since the moment he left his village
Johannes had been told incessantly that
he was a fool, a cur, ignorant, blundering
and misbegotten. Everyone, for some
reason, was furiously angry at him, and
he was filled with rage at everyone else.
A high querulous irritation had broken
out in men like a contagious irruption,
events had ceased to follow simple, orderly

ths, they now plunged insensately into
ggrce distortiong and maddened tangles of
confusion, culminating in this slaughter-
house abomination from which he had
fled. And now, once more, here were
men galloping around the huddled,
scared fugitives, shaking fists at them,
cursing them, herding them into line—
what for? “Form, animals; form, brutes;
cowards, to your places.”

“They are all mad,” said Johannes
aloud.

A voice replied, “everyone has gone
»

Another voice said, “Lunacy has routed
reason, madness is sanity, sane men are
now the fools.”

The crimson-faced officers did not cease
their galloping or shouting for a moment.
Long after the remains of the 175th
regiment had been thrust into a fresh
alignment the officers gallo and
shouted. Johannes looked at them with
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wondering eyes. He heard the hoarse
command to march, and toilsomel
steppuéﬁ through the (ieep snow, they
marched away. Beside him rode two
gl;llinc;rs, %gld o&le, “Whlzlt:d, a frgh;tful

Y e other repli “T. is
worse than death.” - g

Johannes heard them: He did not in
the least know what they meant. The
officers cast furious looks at the men.
“March, beasts, forward,” one of them
shouted in a shrill, cracking, sobbi
voicg, “This is the ultimate disgrace,’
said' the other. The horses’ stampi
showered up the powdery snow like d
white dust; the stroni columns of breath
from their nostrils around . their
heads like a pale gray fleece. The day
waned into evening—into night. The
moon floated in her tranquil path through
immensity, and like a black and shapeless
blotch the regiment continued its sha.dowK
journey towards the final shadows whic
now were its destination.

Johannes did not notice when it be-
came day. The march continued. His
memory an to cast up sudden, sharp
recollections of his farm, his father, the
white horse with the sore shoulder,—like
bits of wreckage turned up by the tide
on a rough shore. He was weary to ex-
haustion, limping dreadfully, sometimes
staggering against the men beside him.
When he thought of his old life he no
longer saw the snow, the beech forests, or
the %aunt men. It was his corn patch he
beheld, or his young chickens rushing
with ffapping wings and extended necks
to peck up their supper. These visions
vanished at the loud orders of the officers
and the degraded regiment filled his be-

wildered vision, in its turn to fade before

the spell of memory—a continuous altern-
ation of phan and reality. That days
passed, that he halted and then marched
again and ate and slept, he did not notice
in any definite way. ings ran before
him in one stupefying blur; a cloud had
descended upon the world.

Suddenly Johannes perceived that a
new situation had arrived. He saw
everywhere other regiments fully equipped
and armed, drawn up in good order and
converged like w. upon the 175th.
An old general mounted on a bagmcharger
rode slowly towards them. Behind him
rode a group of officers. Unlike every-
one else the old general was not angry at
them. Johannes saw that his face was
white; he did not wave his hands. With
a fearful pang Johannes observed that
tears were flowing unchecked from the
eyes of this old general. The mists
vanished from his mind, his sight became
keen and flashing like a hunted stag’s—
the ordered human walls of soldiers, the
stern, serious faces of the officers, the
fearful, haggard, forlorn, tattered men
amongst whom he stood—tattered and
fearful as they. All noise had vanished.
The general and his cortege advanced and
halted with soundless motion. ~Johannes
heard a thin old voice, not hoarse like an
officer’s, but tired and wavering. The
old general held up his hand to them and
began to speak, but it was all incompre-
hensible. “Soldiers you have fallen from

our place in the army. When you fled
in the face of the enemy you deserted your
comrades and made their effort fail.
They had to retreat. You caused the
battle to be lost. You have brought
shame on the Empire and dishonor on
its arms. By fleeing from the Russians
you have not escaped death. Your
countrymen must now wipe out the mis-
erable blot with your blood, for the pro-
tection of the army the Emperor cannot
allow you to live, as a regiment, you are
condemned to death.” .

There was more of it, in the thih waver-
ing voice.

Johannes had known none of those
things. Was that, then, a battle? To be
butchered when one was more helpless
than a roped ox. And this about blots
and stains and the Empire, he could make
nothing of that at all—"to death as a
regiment,” What!—did that mean—?

The old general and his staff floated out
of vision. Came more of the eternal
guttural German orders, and a movement
among the files of soldiers grouped around.

A priest in white robes appeared walking
down the line in front of the regiment,
nervously swinging a black crucifix at the
end of a cord. )

Johannes stared at him with wild
anxiety but did not hear a word of the
horror-stricken accents that mumbled
the words of the last dpreparation. Groans
and terrible, strangled cries were breaking
from the men beside Johannes. Some
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The more you know about
coffee—and the more part-

icular you are about aroma
and flavour —the more you will

appreciate “SEAL BRAND”
COFFEE. Once you have tried it,
your choice will always be Chase &
Sanborn’s “SEAL BRAND” COFFEE.

In %, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—ground—pulverized—also
fine ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk. 186

CHASE & SANBORN; MONTREAL.

They are cooked ready—simply
warm up the can before opening

W. CLARK

Clark’s Pork and Beans

The value of BEANS as a strength ‘
producing food needs no demonstration.
Their preparation in appetizing form is,
however, a matter entailing considerable
labor in the ordinary kitchen, ° £

CLARK'S PORK AND BEANS save
you the time and the trouble. ‘They are
prepared only from the finest beans coms<
bined with delicate sauces, made 'from
the purest ingredients, in a factory equip-
ped with the most modern appliances.
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MHERE is no need to postpone longer
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You may now possess a Dominion

; Piano on terms so liberal and so con-
venient as to make the acquisition of this
beautiful instrument a fairly simple matter.

If there is no Dominion agent in your locality,
we will gladly sell direct from the factory, thus
enabling you to try it in your own home. All
that is required is a very small payment down
and followed by reasonable monthly payments.

1
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Suppose you write for a copy and then look it over at
your leisure. It contains, among other things, full
particulars of our money-saving plan.
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Bowmanville, Ont.
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—that’s when you were appreciated and
. treated right ! ,

¢‘Now daughter”, Grandma would say to
your Mother, ‘‘what are little boys for,
except to be filled up with Gingerbread,
and Cookies, and Molasses Candy” ?
Which was a mighty satisfying doctrine,
from your side of the house.

What about your boy ? Does he ever get
a chance at the good things you had ?

rbread
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«THE KIND GRANDMA USED”’

{8 the real old-time Molasses, with the old-time smacking
flavour—from selected plantations in the British West Indies.
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will get it for you. Get your wife interested. :

¢¢Come in, my dear”’, is an invitation from Grandma to learn

the better ways of making Gingerbread, Cookies, Cakes,

Mince Meat, Baked Beans and other delectable home-made
Goodies. It’s a book of tried and tested recipes. Sent free
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“apparently very

were stretching up their hands to the sky,
some stood lost in stupefaction. Johannes
saw two—four—six machine ms
whirled up and set in position facing him.
In the clear light of the winter morning
the gun crews looked like bustling dolls
with artificial, jerky, noiseless movements.

The surrounding- regiments stood in
their ranks like petrified men.

The gun crews fell into their

There descended on the lan
‘earthly silence.

An officer, high on his horse, isolated
from the regiments—like & mannikin in a
vacuum—drew his sword and waved it—
back, forth, up—like a music master,
and down, like the crashing rod that set
free the tempest. !

Like snow in an oven, like the grass
before the stroke of the mower’s scythe,
like the ox under the butcher’s mell, the
175th regiment melted, and erumbled, and
fell down upon the polluted earth.

Terrible sobs convulsed the old general.
A gunner fell forward vomiting on his gun.
A soldier lay down in the snow biting his
rifle barrel as a dog worries a bone.

itions.
an un-

Uncle Rastus’ Escape

The reputed affinity’ between the
Southern negro- and unguarded poultry
is the subject of a story told by genatdr
Bacon, of Georgia. An old colored man,
notorious for his evil ways, after attending
a revival meeting, desired to lead a better
life. At a later meeting he was called
up to be questioned.

“Well, Rastus,” said the revivalist,
“I hope you are now trying to live a

Christian life in accordance with the
rules of the church. Have you been
stealing any chickens lately?”

I ain’t stole no chicken

“No, sah!
ob late.”

“Any turkeys or pigs?”’

Rastus gravely replied: ‘“No, sah!”

“I am very glad to hear that you have
been doing better lately,” replied the
evangelist. ‘“Continue to lead a holy and
Christian life, Rastus.”

After the meeting was over, Rastus
drew a long breath of relief, and turning
to his wife, exclaimed: )

“Mandy, if he’d said ducks I'd been
a lost nigger, suah!”

Brother Captures Brother—War’s Strange Working
Through the myriad of strange tales that have wandered from the battlefront comes this fateful story.
A Pole serving in the Russian Brigade in France in an attack on the enemy’s trenches captured his own
brother who had been pressed into the German army.

But justice had been done, and honor
was cleansed in the poor blood of Johannes
and his comrades.

The sun shone mildly in the calm sky.
On the Transylvanian border, Johannes’
old father, laboring at his too-hard tasks
sometimes with the wandering memory of
age, forgets that he is alone, andcalls out,
“Johannes! Johannes! come here.”
Johannes, of course, does not come, and
with a sigh the old father bends again to
his labor.

She was about ten years old, and
unhappy. A swollen
face served to diagnose the case at a
glance as an advanced stage of t

Over the door they entered w

which, being interpreted, read

of Dental Surgery.”

The mother had led her to the operating
chair and smoothed back her tousled
hair as she laid her head in the little
rest. Looking her straight in her eye,
with finger poised for emphasis,  the
mother said: “Now, Edith, if you en
I'll never take you to a dentist aguln.

Trouble

“Do you have much trouble with your
automobile?”’

“Trouble. Say, I couldn’t have more
if I was married to the blamed machine.”

Euphemistic

The negro on occasion displays a fine
discrimination in the choice of words.

“Who's the best whitewasher in town?”’
enquired the new resident.

“Ale Hall am a bo'n’d a'tist with a
whitewash brush, sah,” answered the
colored patriarch eloquently. '

“Well, tell him to come down and
whitewash my chicken. house to-mor-
row.” »

“Ah don’t believe, sah, Ah’d engage
Ale ’Hall to whitewash a chicken house,
sah.” :
“Why didn’t you say he was a good
whitewasher?”

“Yes, sah, a powe'ful good white-
washer, sah, but mighty queer about a
chicken house, sah; mighty queer.”—
Human Life. o
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W | Laddie Abroad

By Bonnycastle Dale

have passed it around—it’s fine! Feels
like home to read it again.
Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah! We're off

I GOT The Western Home Monthly and

to France and I’ve been chosen. I have

just “taken down” my stripe, so I was
Bombardier for a few days only. The
Cobourg boys are gone now save a very
few. One hundred men were also picked
out to go on a gun drill, I guess they will be
the next draft.” I fell out when these men
were called on; but my stripe turned me
down then. .

1 forgot to tell you that while I was
walking along the Strand one night, when
I was in London, the searchlights suddenly
flashed out in hundreds—they seem to
have a bit of practice about nine at night—
I was going towards Trafalgar Square and
dozens of ms were shining across the
sky, suddenly they seemed to centre and
Nelson on his monument stood out clearly
for an instant—I tell it’s good to be ‘“‘one
of the cubs’’ and see such sights. Oh, yes,
another thing—on the way back to camp
from London I saw a flock of mudhens in
a pond. They looked just like our Cana-
dian birds—say! what fools they would
think we were, if they knew—Xkilling one
another—instead of the wild game.

as the men got out in the early morning it
started to rain and
two hours—with full kit on—and on Mon-
d:ﬁ/ night they got one hour’s drill with
full kit (punishment drill) for not “doub-
ling” quickly when ordered to on Sunday
morning—they had to march around the
square—pretty rotten job—one has to
look sharp here not to get C.B. '
Tuesday we had a terrific wind, the
Channel was lashed white and the black
hulks were plunging and flashing and down
went the tents—ours stood, I am glad to
sa,¥—the rainy season has s —again
just fail to remember when it stopped;
only a native can keep track of the weather
here, there is so much of it. )
Ohl~ be joyful. I have had twelve
letters since Saturday—tell all our readers
to write oftentﬁo e boys and t.hex:ll1 to
write again; they cannot imagine how
very lonely and homesick some of the
fellows get at times. I can almost see
some of those prairie homes they tell me
about—with the next house so far off.
have been dnlhni others instead of being
drilled, and you have no idea how easily
a chap might become universally uncﬁﬁp-
ular if he gave himself any airs. Luckily,
I didn’t, since I'had to “take my stripe

When I got back to camp I got your
letters, and such a lot of parcels of good
things from many of our friends in Canada
—tell the dear people all over our great
land how the boys enjoy and appreciate
the kindnesses that are fairly showered on
them.

Everybody in camp is excited over the
destroyed Zepp—it made a wonderful
slowly settling blaze—like a mighty comet
coming earthwards, all the crew were
burned to a crisp. Another Zepp fell and
the crew was taﬁen, the injured cared for,
the dead buried with simple military
honours and the uninjured imprisoned—
not torn to pieces by a mob, or shot, or
hanged—just after they had killed and
wounded a number of women and children.
[ tell you Old England is some Christian
nation.

Say! I tried to buy all Old Lunnon when
I was up, so you had better send me a bit
more cash—you know you taught me I
must “not fight for the reward,” so I spend
mv money cheerfully. They really get
quite generous sometimes here and issue
i fellow as much as a whole gound—you
i-iow how far that would go? The bal-
‘nee of the half I kept to my own account

. eredited to me for after the war pagmet}t
~I hear we can draw a franc a day m
ance—Hurrah for us near-millionaires.

[ missed the Sunday morning test
ubilization while I was in London—just

Camp Kitchen—Shorncliffe Camp

down.” Wouldn’t they have jumped me.
Once a man starts instructing in *“‘Jerks”
he loses all his friends.
Hurrah! I will not be called “Home
Guard,” “Safety First Brigade,” or “Head-
uarters Staff’”” any more; now I am on
graft. All the Non-Coms. get these sweet,
pleasinﬁasamee.
We on our gas masks for practice,
some work breathing I tell you. We are
queer-looking animals with them on. I

_am not allowed to take a picture of the

class with their pretty false faces on, so you
cannot see us. -

We have not had any air raids for some
time excepting those three I spoke of, on
account of the fine new moon. It’s too
dangerous for the Babykillers—I am
thinking of you all as I write. = This morn-
ing early the dew was on the greenery as
it used to be around camp, and to-night,
as I write this, the moon makes the same
old golden path across the water of the
Channel as 1t used to across dear old Rice
Lake. Looking about me here at the
thousands of big strong Canadian lads I
wonder if there are many left to share the
beauties of our land and waters with you?

1 was in charge of fatigue, tent lines.
After they had cleaned up we made an
artillery badge—D sub - section—with
stones on the side of the ditch—I presume
in the far distant future the lines and
trenches and what not—deep caverns in

ured on them for-.
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CLEVER COOKS

make good use of
Lea & Perrins’ Sauce

s

The Original

Worcestershire Sauce

The addition of a few drops of this

most economical, zest-imparting
relish to your foods will work

. marvels in flavor.

Unequalled for table use as well. °

0,

and the
way to
use it

Pour boiling or very hot
water over the LUX flakes
—*pure essence of soap.”

1S Whisk into a lather. At
once you 1¢et the richest,
creamiest lather you ever
saw, which dissolves' di
o[l without rubbing.!

After cooling,stir the clothes
about in this heavy lather.
D9 not rub or twist them.
¢ Rinse in two or three relays
¢ of water of the same temper-
X ature you washed them in.

So thoroughly is LUX dis-
solyed that not a trace re-
mains in the garment to dis-
colorit. L won’t harm
i anything that pure water
alone will not injure. For
silks use lukewarm water.

All British
(_\e grocers 100. made, by
Lever

Brothers
Limited

Toronto 35 t’n‘:@‘-‘ ~
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SAVE YOUR MONEY

Stop all laundry troubles. “Chale
lenge” Collars can be cleaned with
& rub from a wet cloth— smatt.and
dressy always. The correct dull

finish and texture of the best linen,

It your Gealer hasn’t * Challenge’* Brand writé
us ‘enclosing money—25¢ for collars, 50¢
?alr for cuffs. e will supply you.

or new style book. Made in Canada.

The Arlington Co. of CanadaLtd.
§4-64 Fraser Avenue, TORONTO, Can.




BABY CAMERON-WALLER.

Brought up from
~_Birth on Virol.

8o, Aldridge Road,
Balham, S. W,
Dear Sir,

This is my youngest son,:
aged 2 years. He was brought
‘up from birth on Virol, and
thisphotoiraphshowstheresult.
His six brothers and sisters
J were all Virol babies and are
splendid children. I cannot
speak too highly of what Virol
has done for them all, and I
recommend it wherever I go.

EpitH CAMERON-WALLER.

VIROL

Virolised milk—a teaspoonful of
- Virol mixed with half-a pint of
warm (not hot) milk—is an ideal
+ food for nervous exhaustion.
8old Everywhere—S8 oz. tins, 75¢,1 6 oz. $1.25,
Sole Im, ers: BOVRIL LTD,, 27 B.t,. Potgr
Btreet, Montreal, who send frce on request a
ﬁnluulb.}e'bqpkl:tm:lrlsalgles. their Health ‘and

A Vi
&mmv& ery young Moﬂlﬂl‘

' to be C.B. (confined to barracks)

The
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" and

Only

Genuine

Boware of
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sold on the
Merits of
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Liniment

When writing advertisers, please mention
Tt Weetern Home Monthly -
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the earth
will be gaien by some of your future fellow
naturalists as traces of the Ice’ 4ge,—or
of the Germanistic Funiosio Perigd. We
are all getting our pictures taken for
exchange, for no matter what occurs, this
tent crowd will never forget their English

camping days—Tent No. 7. :
Ang:.ﬁer mobilization rumour, so all the

* men are sleep';nlg with, kits packed and
)

coats , handy. being on draft, am
.exempt from all duties and am supposed

C ) C g)r‘ the
time—also, this being Friday night, the
men had to scrub out tent and have kit
inspection—I must quit for a_while; my
chum is gojng on hospital guard.

Just had a letter from my cousin in
London. He writes in great spirits; he
was just leaving for France—he is In-
fantry. The crowded Channel was a bit
rough last- night—wonder if I will meet
him in France? It’sin the air “Going to
France!” ¢ tiel:f to France!” it rings.
We are all excited, for, since my name was
called on parade I cannot tell the minute
I may go—Alas!- I may be ‘“‘substitute
man” and not %et away after all unless
someone is ill—I can feel the winds from

France on my cheek as I write this—

Hurrah for France, .
The hospital guard were ‘numbered
four, three men and my chum the Bom-
er. Easy job with only two pri-

bardi
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huge mine hollows and hills—,

N

. at three he was doing a two-step around-

the tentpole—we all thought if was an-
other air raid and up we jumped; 'a minute
later we were sitting on his head—there
was some doings! e said he had cramps;
first man:I ever saw dance with cramps.
-1 send.you some more illustrations. As we
cannot take our cameras with us I auc-
tioned mine, getting about full price for it.
—Say! these tent auctions are the limit.
You can buy most anything you don’t need
at more than it’s worth. No use my sitting
up all night, it’s past midnight now, our
draft is in separate sleeping quarters, so if
they want me they’ll have to waken me.
Good-night. ;

' Another ‘day and the draft still here.
The aerial picket and the guns sent a
Zepp dizzying out to sea last night and she
fell some ten miles off. They say this
makes thirty-eight Zepps lost since war
‘broke out.

I am not taking any pictures now,
everything seems so common, excepting
the things we must not snap, I fear I
cannot send you any from France—against
the law. Two of our boys had their
cameras taken away from them lately,
they got too busy with them—I am just
trying to fill in this letter until the call
comes—I was just watching the aeroplanes
and likening them to birds sailing over us.
On a fair day like this great numbers are
out on practice spins and big “Silver
Queens”’—dirigibles—are floating along

General view New Camp, Sandling—Physical Exercise

soners to guard, two men and one for
relief and, the Bombardier can take a
walk and then drop in for inspection.
—DMain guard is easy, t0o, no marching up
and down outside the guardroom—every
two hours I had to take a new guard up to
the quarantine tents, change and bring the
old one back. Odd, one of my last guards-
men came from Cobourg and knew all my
chums—I constantly run across friends
over here. Picket is just going out to
watch for Zepps—no more of that for me—
no more sleeping on the cold stones of the
square until a big rumble s heard overhead
and a few ‘“whizz bangs” knock down a
few old sheds. No more, I am C.B., on
draft, waiting for the word.

We were just reading the last published
letter of mine in the tent, when ‘“Hospital
Guard!” and the boys left me to take two
“nuts” to the “Nut Factory”. So I am
all alone with the W. H. M. and the letter.
I think those “nuts’’ are as sane as any of
us, but they are ‘slackers” and fed up with
the war; and are trying to sneak back to
Canada.

Just had a letter from our last draft—
now in France—they were ordered off on
bath parade. Bath too full, too manﬁr wait-
ing, started back for camp; just then an
H. E. (high explosive) struck that bath-
house and scattered it all over the scene;
and a lot of poor chaps cashed in. I can
hear the guns across the Channel “boom-
ing”’ ; seems as if they were calling me.

Last night one of the “nuts” came in

%ve and tumbled in in his clothes;

Under Canvas at Shorncliffe

too—there’s a flock, just like a flock of
gulls over our white tented city now. Big
black clouds are rising and the whole lot
have turned and are scurrying home—just
as birds seek shelter from the storm. I
have finished my crocheting and will mail
you the results, a mat—Yes, it isl—for a
certain good friend. A lot of us have
learned the art and it does help to pass the
time away. It’s after dinner now and no
call yet—you dear folks are just about
getting up in Canada now—I wish I was—

“DRAFT FALL IN WITH FULL
KITS!” ! 1 ! Did you hear that clear
over in Canada—it sounded loud enough?
Good-bye! Goodbye!

Note to the Editor.—Our boy is unin-

jured so far—a dead shell struck close
beside his horse, as he was rushing am-
munition -up to the guns; saving a mud
bath, he escaped that time.
His fast picture, taken in a little French
village, a very crude one, too—I guess this
will apply to both picture and village—
shows him sadly aged. He naively
remarks, “I look too glum in it; I can’t
sce the reason.” Poor lad!—B.D.

TFair Widow: “Yes, I have made up

my mind that when I die I shall be cre-
mated, as my husband was.”
Gallant Captain: “Dear lady, please

don’t talk about such dreadful things.
Consider how much better it would be
In vour case, to—er—to cross out the
cre

q ~\‘ ! ’

He is well.”

The Trees
By A. H. Kendall
In winter time the trees stand browp and

are ;
And this is why,
Their prettiest suits would all be wasted
No le nigh;
In chilly days few folk do walk
About the land, or sit to talk,
And if they got smart things for winter
wear ‘
No one would care.

Then suddenly each tree doth hurry up,
Using, I ween,
For thimt)ie, just a fairy acorn cup
To sew the green; ;
Swiftly the pretty gowns are made
And great the wealth of varying shade,
Gently the branches murmur as to say
“Now look our way.”

. And when the frocks begin to show some
si
- Of daily wear, .
They hf?;:’e them fuller, just to seem more
by :
And e'en take care
To call the aid of cleaner, Rain,
Who makes them look quite fresh again;
Some that were trimmed with white now
wear instead
A touch of red.

In autumn time the pretty gowns grow old,
Their day is past,
So the trees quickly dye them red and gold
To make them last;
And once more change them into brown
As they come softly rustling down;
Wrinkling their leaves they say “We've
done our best, ’
. Now let us rest.” \

New Fruits and Old

So popular has the grapefruit become
on our tables that it is
ber that thirty years ago it was almost
unknown. With improved methods of
transportation and cultivation, how many
other delicious fruits, as yét exotic or rare,
may have become as common as oranges
and bananas by the time the young
folk of to-day are middle-aged! Not
many of -us £ie yet acquainted with the
plumcot, that interesting fruit, half
apricot, halt plum; nor have we yet
tasted the guava, the durian, or a dozen
others.

You Can Snap

Your Fingers
at the ill effects
of caffeine when

you change from
tea and coffee to

POSTUM

“There’s a Reason”

ifficult to remem-
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The Wrong House
By Enid M. MacDougall
HE TRAIN slipped away from the
. little weather-beaten station, leaving .
L. Miss: Mavis Greenlees, the only
passenger to alight, standing on the plat-

form. gazing wistfully after it. She
_ sighed and turned away as the last car

disappeared around the bend—evidently
her brother had not come for her. Tuck-
ing a stray strand of dark, curly hair up
under her jaunty little red corduroy hat,
she began to pace the platform impatient-
ly. Carvel, like many other little Western
towns starting up along the railroad,
consisted of the Post Office, two stores,
a blacksmith shop and livery barn com-
bined, and a house or two. It was situated
in a low lying, swampy part of the coun‘olll'ii

spruce trees, which gave the place an
extremely lonesome look. Mayvis shivered
—“What a dismal place,” she murmured,
pausing for a moment at the end of the
platform and eyed it dubiously. ‘‘And
this is what Jim calls the beautiful little
city of Carvel”” She shrugged her
shoulders disdainfully. “My! what an
eye for beauty that brother of mine has.”

A lanky, red-headed man emerged from

station, then hurried over, a bit of paper
fluttering between his fingers. Mavis
watched him curiously. o

“Miss Greenlees?”’ {e queried.

“Yes,” she answered briefly.

“Doc left this note for yere.”” Hes

‘handed her the bit of paper. “The

horse will be ready anytime,” he added
as he turned away.

Mavis glanced up quickly.  “The
horse!” she exclaimed, but the man was
gone. Seating herself on her trunk, she
read her brother's hasty scrawl, a little
frown puckering her forehead.

“Dear Sis,” it ran, “awfully sorry I
can’t meet you, but was called away at
the last minute. I'm leaving a horse
at Martin’s. - You are used to riding and
can ride out. It is only five miles.

" Take first trail to right five miles out—
.you "ca.n’t miss it. Yours in a hurry,

‘fi’.S.——-I expect to be there when you
arrive; if not, make yourself at home.”
' “Me used to riding,” she exclaimed in
dismay, staring at the note in her hand.
“Why, it is six years since I've been on a

" horse.” She threw back her head and

laughed suddenly. “Well,”" she said,
whimsically, rising from her trunk, “It
is a good thing I intended riding this
summer, I can start right away.”

" An hour later she left Miss Martin's
house, clad in her trim corduroy riding
suit which she had taken from her trunk.
The livery man led out a pretty little
black pony. Mavis eyed it and wondered
nervously if it were as tame as it looked.
Climbing on, hastily, she started out on
the main road, the way the man had
directed her. The pony moved along sedate-
ly, as though it knew it had a stranger on
its back. They soon left the long, rough
corduroyed swamp road and climbed a
hill. Mavis pulled the horse up short
and gazed ahead. She could see the long
ribbon-like trail winding around smooth
green hills, dotted here and there with
jackpine. Far down on the flat a lake
twinkled among the trees. She drew a
deep breath. “Now this is something
like the thing,” she mused as the horse
jogged on. “No worder Jim is in love
with this country.” Itwasan exceedingly
warm day and she was not accustomed to
riding, so she soon commenced to tire
and to look anxiously for the first trail
to the right. Suddenly the pony, which
had been jogging lazily along with its
head down, quickened his pace, pricked
up his ears and eagerly started to turn
from the road. Mavis pulled him up
quickly. “Surely this is not the first
trail to the right,” she said aloud. “It
looks more like a cow path to me.”
Swinging him around to the road again
she hit him sharply with her whip. He
planted his feet firmly and refused to
budge. She hit him again. “Move on,”
she commanded, but he statted to back
np and circle around. “Oh, well!” she
cave in ‘good naturedly at last. “I
cuess you know the way better than I
do. This must be a short cut.” The
pony started up the path at a gallop.
\lavis glanced about her with interest.
“\What a lonesome spot,” she thought.
\ coyote trotted out of the bush, eyed
«r curiously, then slunk on and dis-
ppeared behind- a knoll. ,Turning a

o
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Or, as most progressive merchants sell McKenzie's Seeds—Ask Your Dealer.
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in Life Insurance and increasing knowledge of
the subject cause intending applicants to look
more closely than ever into the ESSENTIALS
of profitable protection. ' '

The strength and progressive record of the Great-
West Life, its investment success, its favorable
Mortality and low expense rates, the liberal Policy
provisions and measure of Service to Policy-
holders —all reach the most rigorous standard of
comparison.

Ask for descriptive literature and rates, giving
date of birth.
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Head Office " WINNIPEG

In requesting information, ask
i for a 1917 Desk Calendar.
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You will get good satisfaction and the best possible
cash results by employing our services to look after
and dispose of your carload shipments of Wheat,
Oats, Barley and Flax. Liberal advances against
Shipping Bills at 7 per cent interest. : : : :

THOMPSON, SONS & CO.

700 W Grain Exchange Winnipeg

OF CANADA

Loans for Livestock

HE UNION BANK OF CANADA is
prepared to make loans to good farm-
ers on reasonable terms, to purchase
cattle for feeding or breeding purposes.

It is in the best interests of farmers to increase

their herds. Consult the Local Manager for

particulars.

PAID UP CAPITAL - -  $5,000,000.00
TOTAL ASSETS EXCEED - $109,000,000.00

The Pioneer Bank of Western Canada

Head Office, Winnipeg
Total Assets over
~$109,000,000

Depactis over $85,000,000

clearing. Mayvis stared incredulously; she
had not expected to reach her destination
so soon.  Her stare took in everything,
from the battered shingle roof to the first
worn log, then the tent in the yard, the
sagging wire fence and the stable with
the log corral by it. “Well,” she ejaculat-
ed, “what a practical joker Jim is—
Beautiful little City. Lovely little white
cottage with flowers and vines around
it—h’'m.”  She sniffed and dismounted
stiffly, led the pony to the corral by the
stable, fed it an armful of hay, then
turned and walked slowly up the weed-
grown path to the shack. The door
swung open with a protesting screech.
There were more surprises in store for her.
She stood in the doorway and took them
all in with a look of curiosity and disgust.
The one large disordered room with
two bunks in one corner, a rusty cook-
stove, a lid off showing a black, burnt-
out ﬁ’re, a dishEan containing the dinner
and possibly the breakfast dishes stood
on the back of the stove. The floor was
dirty—a magazine lay sprawled in one
corner as if the reader had thrown it
there in disgust. Mavis next turned her
attention to the table, a dusty phonograph
with a record on stood there amidst a
jumble of magazines and papers. With-
out knowing just why she did so, she
stepped over and started the phono-
graph where the needle rested on the
record. ‘“Goodbye, Sweetheart, goodbye’*
a woman’s voice wailed. Mavis laughed
and shut it off hastily. ““One of his
favorites,” she murmured. Standing in
the middle of the floor, her hands on her
hips she gazed about her. “Of all

Group of French Canadian t.

up bachelors’ dirty shacks?”’ he inquired
politely. She did not answer, but stood
there, her sleeves rolled back from her
shapely white arms, her face was flushed
and a strand of wavy dark hair fell across
her forehead.

“What do you want?”’ she demanded,
suddenly.

“Supper—what do you want?’ he
answered with a boyish grin.

Mayvis stamped her foot, her dark blue
eyes darkened more with anger. She
felt as though she could have’cheerfully
killed him with her hatpin. “Could
you tell me where Dr. Greenlees is?”’

“He lives right over there,” the young
man waved his arm in the general direction
and studied her with interest. “Looks
just like him,” he thought.

Mavis gasped; what a silly little fool
she had been.  She rolled down her
sleeves and brushed back the strand of
hair from her forehead. .

“You have some black on your chin,”
the man told her casually.

“Thanks,” she answered drily and
rubbed it with her handkerchief. Then,
catching up "her hat and gloves, she
started down the path to the corral.
The disagreeable young man followed,
whistling softly to himself. “Thank
you, but I don’t need assistance,” she
told him haughtily, but he caugflt the
black pony and helped her on in silence.
Mavis looked down on him coldly. “I'm
awfully sorry if I disturbed anything,”
she told him. ‘I dare say you will soon

e N0 102 10 7Y " corner at a quick trot, the pon slowed dumbfounded, staring at him. The young
‘ : uﬁ) and stopped in front of a dilapidated man spoke again. “Do you belong to
s - shack standing in the centre of a small some woman’s uplift society for cleaning

have things the way you want them.”
He did not answer, but appeared not
to have heard, her.

“Just follow this

on leave for twenty-one days, just arrived from the trenches, getting

ro0
their first look at New York. ’Iﬁsey will shortly leave for Canada to visit their homes. Note the various

styles of helmets they are wearing. This

photograph- was made on the deck of the La Touraine upun

her arrival in New York

things, this is the worst.” She had
heard and read a lot about bachelor
shacks out West, but she thought “I
never imagined Jun would have a place
like this.” She sighed—‘Poor boy, he
certainly does need someone to look after
him, as much as he says this country
needs a doctor.”

Pulling off her gloves she laid them
with her hat out on the bench by the
door. ‘I guess I'll clean up a little before
he comes.” She sighed again, then,
rolling up her sleeves, she started the
fire and washed the (iirty dishes, after
which she hunted up the broom and soon
had the floor looking cleaner than it had
for many a long day. Sitting down for
a moment she eyed her work with approval
—“That looks a little better. Now I'll
try and straighten these things up.”
She started at the table dusting and
piling the books. A step sounded out-
side, but she was too busy to turn around.
A rather good looking young man stood
in the doorway, his hat on the back of
his head and his brown hair curled around
his damp forehead. There was a sur-
prised look on his face and he dropped the

" two fish he held with a thump.

“You see I've taken charge here.
Perhaps you can notice a slight change,”
Mavis said gaily without turning. “Of
:}1]1 the ﬁlt}ly places I ever saw, this sure
eats

Now some young men hate being made
fun of—this young man did. “Is that
s0?” a cool voice drawled from the door-
way. Mavis whirled around her hand
at her throat. Instead of her brother
beine there as she had supposed, a strange
yoimg man stood there, a sarcastic smile

“cur.ing  his  thin  lips. Mavis  sto0d

path across the field, the first house you
come to is Dr. Greenlees’.” He bowed
and stepped from in front of the pony.
Mavis rode off.

The young man watched her until
she disappeared behind a clump of willows.
He sat down on a log and filled his pipe
absently. ‘“I’'m an awful brute,” he told
himself with a sigh, getting up and going
into his clean shack.

Mavis rode slowly across the field.
She was angry and desperately tired after
her unaccustomed ride and house cleaning.
“What a silly thing to do,” she groaned.
Then she hit the surprised pony with
her whip. “It was all your fault,” she
told it. The pony galloped angrily, its
ears flat back on its head. After riding
about a mile she came in sight of a white
cottage with a few straggling vines and
sweet peas growing around it. “This must,
be the place. I should have believed Jim

-even if he did exaggerate about Carvel.”

Her brother, a tall thin young fellow,
with the same dark hair and blue eyes,
appeared in the doorway, as she rode up,
to the gate. i

“Hello, Sis,” he called, catching sight
of her and hurrying down to open the
gate. “I was just going to send out a
search party for you.” He helped her
off and kissed her hastily. “Go on in,
I'll attend to Billy.”

Mavis found herself in an attractive
airy room with dainty serim curtains.
It had a pleasant homely look about it.
“Quite a change from the other shack,”
she thought and chuckled.:

“What’s wrong? What are you laugh-
ing at?”’ Jim demanded, coming up
behind her. “Don't you dare make fun
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of my house,” giving her a brotherly
inch in passing.

. Mavis turned soberly. She had decided
not to tell'him of her mistake. “I think
it is just lovely; I didn’t expect anything
go nice and dainty.”

Jim pushed open a door. “Here is
our room and for the love of mike
Kurry—s,upper is ready and I'm half

starved. )
Seated at the table a little later Mavis

‘ “You didn’t fix this up
yourself, did you?”’
i “Hardly,” he answered
drily. “Mrs. Purcel came over and
helped. Oh, say! how did you like

Carvel?”

“] think,” Mavis answered slowly,
“that it is the most dismal place I was
ever in.” She leaned back in her chair.
«Who are your nearest neighbors? Are
they nice?” she asked casually.

“My nearest neighbor is a bachelor
by the name of Gordon Grant,” Jim ans-
wered, giving her just the information
she wanted. “He is rather a queer sort,
put.you will like him I think.”

«Oh, will I?” Mavis thought. “I
don’t know about that.”

“You should see his shack,” Jim went
on. ' “I happened over there one Sunday
gs he was getting his dinner, and he was
trying to %ry eggs without lard, butter,
or anything in the pan.”
back and laughed heartily.
Billy from him because

_my horse.”

Mavis understood now why the pony
was so anxious to go up that path.

“We'll ride over to-morrow and take
Billy home,” she heard Jim saying.

“No, Sir! I won’t,” she answered

vehemently, sitting up straight with a
jerk. “You can go if ycu want to,
though,” she added gener':,uslgz.l

Jim laughed indulgently. ‘“Had enough
riding for awhile, eh?”’

Mavis flushed. “Yes, I'm dead tired
and am going almost straight to bed.”

“I’'m kind of tired myself,” Jim yawned
lazily. “You must come and sing some-
thing for me first.” He opened the piano
and after hunting through a pile of music

laced “Good-bye Sweetheart” before

er.

Mavis laughed and san% it mockingly.

“That’s great,” Jim applauded. “You
gon’t know how nice it is to have you

ere.”

A week later Jim had gone to visit a
patient. Pete, the hired man, had left
eatly in the morning to catch the pony
Mavis was to ride, which was running
wild six miles away, and had taken his
lunch, so Mavis was alone for the day.
After straightening things up about the
house, she took a book and curled up in
the hammock on the porch. She had
not been there long when a step sounded
behind her. _Turning her head languidly
to see' who was there, she beheld Gordon
Grant, their nearest neighbor. )

“Is the doctor at home?” he smiled
pleasantly, showing a row of nice even
white teeth.

“No,” Mavis answered, ‘“he won’t
be home until evening. Is there any-
thing I can do?”

“No, thank you, it is nothing of import-
ance.”

“Won’t you sit down awhile and rest?”
she nodded to a chair.

He sat on the steps and fanned himself
with his hat. “I do hope, Miss Green-
lecs, you will pardon my rudeness the
other afternoon, but I was feeling so
awfully blue about that filthy shack.”

Mavis flushed and bit her lips. ‘Please
don’t mention it,” she answered hastllr.
“It was my fault entirely. I should
have made sure it was Jim’s place before
I took possession of the house, but you
sec the horse was bound he would go u
that path, so I just let him,” she explained.

Gordon Grant threw back his head and
laughed. “I always have a hard time
getting past there whenever I want to
go up that way.”

; “You see I thought he was Jim’s
orse,”

I see. How do you like the West?”
he asked abruptly. .

“Just fine,” Mavis answered enthusi-
astically, then added, ‘it is rather lone-

i, though.”

e nodded soberly. “It sure is,” he

wced. “I nearly died of lonesomeness
first month I was here.” L

‘luvis felt genuinely sorry for him.

nas just thinking of getting lunch

‘1 you came along—you will stay and

some, won't you?’ she asked,
¢ to her feet and brushing back the

Jim leaned
“I borrowed
couldn’t catch

strand of hair which would persist in
falling across her forehead. “It will
only take me a minute.” )

. “Let me - help.” He followed her
inside. She chuckled, “I'll let you fry
some eggs.” .

Gordon laughed good naturedly. “Oh,
I didn’t mean the cooking part.”

“You may carry that little table and
those chairs out onto the porch.”

He busied himself meanwhile telling
her amusing tales of his housekeeping
trials.

When he rose to go he looked down on
her soberly, “I enjoyed myself immensely,
Miss Greenlees. You can’t imagine how
nice it is to get away from that horrid
shack and my own attempts at cooking.”

“Just come oyer here whenever you
get lonesome,” Mayvis invited.

“T will,” he answered heartily.

Standing in the doorway,she watched
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him as he went swinging across the field
and wondered what he could be doing
away out there. Apparently he was
lonesome often.

* * *

Jim Greenlees, sitting by the window
one afternoon, smoking and gazing dredm-
ily across the field, sat up suddenly and
hit the arm of his chair a resounding
whack. “By jove!” he exclaimed, ‘“here
comes Gordon and I haven’t seen him
since yesterday. He sure is getting a
deep path cut across that field.”

“Poor fellow, don’t you feel sorry for
him, living alone in that dreadful place,”
Mavis answered.

“H’m, he only stays there sometimes;
he is‘6ver here évery afternoon or evenin
taking you riding or to see some beautifu
scenery.” Jim squinted down his pipe
as he lit it. Mavis laughed. Gordon
Grant entered hurriedly.

“Hello, folks,” he greeted, seating
himself astride a chair. It sold—got
more for it than I expected.”

Jim leaned back in his chair and clasped
his hands behind his head. ‘“What sold?”
he drawled.

“My latest story.”

“Qh,” Mavis said blankly.

Gordon twisted around and clasped
his hands over his knees. “You know, I
never told you why I was baching here.
Well, I wrote a Western story all about a
bachelor. It seems the editor had bached
in his young days, and he said I had
better not try to write until I knew a
little more about the subject. He was
so- awfully polite,” Gordon grinned
boyishly. “I was quite hot about it
and then my sister bet me I couldn’t
come out here and bach. I've done it,
but never again.’’ He threw out his

* hands expressively.
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PROBLEM OF AiSIG
INHOME SETTLED
BY DIAMOND DISE

Edison Machine ‘Re-Creates’ Voice
Beside It at Victoria Thea-
ter Concerts

__ 'BY HOMER MOORE.

%Fhen Mark Silverstone announces
an Edison Diamond Disc concert in
e Victoria Theater it is a foregone
conclusion that the “Standing Room,
Only” sign will be displayed. From
orchestra pit to roof the multitude
‘filled every nook and corner, and the
ienthusiasm was com_mensurato with
ithe attendance. Itisa ‘wonderful thing
«<-evén in this age of scientific won-
ders—to see and hear an instrument
“recreating”—as Mr. Silverstone calls
it—a human voice that is right there
beside it, now singing with it and now
listening to it, thrilled by the come
sclousness of a second personality—al-
most a dual personality. The problon‘
*to hear ourselves as others hear us’
has been solved even if we can't as

‘yet “see- ourselves as others see vel— i

The vocal soloist last evening. was
the beautiful Anna Case of the Metro-
politan Opera Company of New York.
Her voice was richer than ever before.
Her style has broadened and matured
and become more musicianly. There is
% heart in it that goes to the heart and
selt-poise and sensitiveness that
prophesies a brilllant musical future
for this young artist. Miss Case sang
the well-known air from Charpentier's

COUABGHESES GBI HUBBUESEESABUREEEHLELUSEIULSIGU

Ghe
NEW
'EDISON

makes your home
the world’s greatest
stage

“1.0uise,” “A Song of India,” by Rime
sky-Korsakow, and a number of folk
songs, “The Old Folks at Home” bee
ing among the number.

Arthur Walsh, the violinist, played
the Schubert “Ave Maria”™ with the
Diamond Disc, and also the famous
“Meditation” from “‘Thais,” by Masse~
net. Besides these selections, he ac-
companied Miss Case, voice, violin and
the “Recreator” blending into one,
beautiful tonal picture.

The voice of Thomas Chalmers dis-
played the merits of that good old
tune, “Answers,” by Alfred G. Robyn,
who used to so completely belong to
St. Louis that St. Louls nearly, if not.
quite, belonged to him. ’

Mr. Silverstone is, by these concerts,
contributing very largely to the ad-
Yancement of musical taste and ine
terest in this city. Doubtless . many
went to the performance lait night
out of curiosity, but that element soon
gave place to genuine enjoyment of
the program. The problem of musio
fn the home is solved when the sing-
ing of the greatest artists is made pose
;lbt.lo byl '::"niutrumont that uzou not

etray n the very ence of)
the artist herself, prebance of

ST.LOUIS POST-DISPATCH

S5
i

8500 Endeavor to Distinguisk Nate,
ural Voice From Phonograph.

A musical event .of unique interest
was that at the Victoria Theater Sate

- urday evening, when Miss Anna Case,
the young prima donna of the Metro-
politan Opera Company, appeared bee
fora 2500 music lovers In & tone test;

Anna Case, of the Metropolitan Opera Com-
paily, photographed on the stage of the Victoria
Theatre in St. Louis on Oct. 21, 1916, while
singing in direct comparison with the New

{hinks NEW EDISON

of Thomas A. Edison's wonderful phono.
graphic invention.
After an -opening address by Mr. Mark

81 who d the test, Mise
Case atood beside the new Edison phod
h and sang \ bers with

with her voice that the audience could
not distinguish except by her lips when
Miss Case ceased singing. During ren-
dition of the Song of India, the house
was darkened and until the lights werd
turned on no dne knew Miss Case had
loft the stage.

Besldes a rare musical treat, the test
convinced many skeptics of the triumph

THE ST.LOUIS STAR

SILVERSTONE TONE TEST
SHOWS EDISON SUCCESS

. Again Mark Silverstone’s tone test'
has come and gone and thousands of
8t. Louis music lovers have voted
him their thanks, for indeed ho has
done much for the uplift of music.

, That Thomas A, Edison successe
fully accomplished the '‘marvelous
task of recreating the natural tone
of the human voice in the produce

tion of phonographic records was the
verdict of a big audience, Baturday
night., The vocal soloist Saturday
evening was Miss Anna Case of the
Metropolitan Opera Company of New

Edison’s Re-Creation of her voice.

York. Her voice was ﬁ‘ ts best,
and as she progressed it bacame
richer and broader. Miss Case sang
the well known aria from Charpen-
tier's “Louise” A song of Indla by
Run'sky-Korsakow and & number of
folk songs.

Arthur Walsh, violinist, played
Schubert’s “Ave Maria" with ' the
dlamond disc wnd also the famous
“Meditation” from *“Thais” by Mas-
senet. He also accompanied Miss
Case, voice, violin and the “recréa-
tor” blending Into one beautitul
tone,

Silverstone has given these tone
tests for several years and with each
performance hundreds of the skep-
tical listeners go, away convinced
that the new Edison does recreate
end that one can now have the
greatest artists in their home. Rec-
ords played by an instrument.that
does not betray itself in the preee
Jence of the artists.

~{Baily Globe-Bemacrat,

2500 HEAR NATURAL VOICE
" "TONES IN PHONOGRAPH

T :.-';‘.m ‘he prs

There is a
licensed dealer in

1 your vicinity. Watch

for his announcement.

‘May we send you
the brochure
“MUSIC'S

RE~CREATION"?

THOMAS A. EDISON, Inc., Dept. 7463 ORANGE, ™. |
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i You can’t beat

- for taking rust and
stains off knives
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In Your Own Home

At last you can have your dearest wish.
orite musical instrument and bring into your own

What Our People Say:
“Since I've been taking
your lessons: I've made
over $60 |with my violin.”
MELVIN FREELAND.
Macopin, N. J.
Conservatory
our own home.

T [

‘When I started {our
lessons I knew nothing

'ooupon una mm 1t tm; oi'

.. this page and forget.

' Box 68, 226 Fifth Avenue

'LESSONS FREE &4

‘We want to enroll one pupil
in each locality to help ad-
vertise our simplified sys-
tem of teaching. For a
short time only we are
_making this wonderful of-
fer to teach you our full
Course — in

send a postal card before you turn I

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
NEW YORK,’ diime

LEARN MUSIC FREE!

New, Easy Method

Rlxi?ht in your own home you can learn to play your fav-

e and the lives of others endless pleasure and happiness

through your music. By our new plan more than 200,000 gentlemen, ladies and children in all parts of
the world have learned to play successfully and skilfully. Let us prove to you how easily and quickly
You can learn to glsy any instrument BY NOTE in your own home, without a teacher, by our New
.:;gor%ved Home Study Method, and without paying a cent for ine o e
on.
Piano Organ Guitar Trombone

;IY.‘Y Violin Cornet Cello Piccolo

, Mandolin Harp |
NOTE ' Banjo  SightSeeing Clarinet  Flute

Your only expense is tor baeet Music used

about the cornet or mu- or lessons. Send the coupon and learn for yourself how ine 2
Sh Bus_Row 1,260 play teresting and fascinating they are—how easy to learn. /
sie.” KA . M A I l ' P w
: » Nova gcrgm II CO ON kN'ohi 6 d //SUhsi
*Your method is splen- Let us send you our new 32-page book, which des- chool
did and far beyond my cribes the le}c;ret rinciples of our wonderful @ of Music,
gxpectation, I will only | New System of Music Teaching from be- . ¢ Box 63, 225
mend your school to all finning to end, and contains scores of letters Fifth Ave.,
my glends." rom pupils who have become expert / New York.
8. WEARMONTH, players as a result of the Course. e Please send me
Esquimalt, Canada. cannot explain this great plan here— ’ o your free book,
you must see the book. Clip the V4 Music Lessons by

Mail,” explaining how

can learn to play.
,/ would like to learn to
play the

7’

..............

Bowel complaints cured
with one dose. Typhus and
low fever cured with two
doses. Diphtheria cured
with three doses.

FENNING'S ™ ™

FOR FEVER AND INFECTIOUS DISEASES
SORE THROAT CURED WITH ONE DOSE

FEVER

Sold in bottles at 50 cents each, with full direc-
tions by the National Drug and Chemical Co.
of Canada, Montreal. Branches in.all parts.

at PREVENTIVE
and CURE

Scarlet Fever cured with
four doses. Cholera cured
with four doses. Influensa
cured with six doses,

CURER

dow aheme’
\

say that, too — if you want more
income. Easy tolearn. Steady work at home the

nd. Write Auto-Knitter Hosiery (Canada)
/gg: Lr%. Dept. 333F 257 College St,, Toronto.

You ma;

CURLY HAIR

“WAVCURL” Imparts Beautiful PERMAN-
ENT CURLS. One packet sufficient, how-
ever listless your hair. One testimonial says:
“My hair soon became a mass of wavy curls.”
Result certain. Price 2s 9d. Special reduc-
tion for few weeks. Send 1s 6d only for
large size 2s 9d packet.

The New Wavcurl Co., 67 Cromwell House,
Fulwood Place, Holborn,
London, W.C., England.

p—

™When writing advertisers, please mention The Western Home Monthly.

not going unless——

“I suppose you will be leaving soon?”’
Mavis observed.

Jim rose lazily and sauntered out,
saying he had to go and see Pete about
something. .

Gordon got up. “,I:Io,’f he said, “I’'m

He went over and stood by her chair.
“Do you think, that if I tore down that
shack and built a nice bungalow that you
could care eno for me to come over
and look after both of us, Mavis?”’ he
asked gently.

Mavis looked up into his e and

suddenly looked down again. “You cer-.

tainly do need someone to look after you,”
she said in a very small voice.

“You are the one to do it,” Gordon
cried joyously, catching her in his arms.
“Do you know,” he said a little later,
“that I loved you when I found you clean-
ing up my shack.”

avis dimpled.

have thought so.”

¢“One would never

—

“I expect to pass through this world
but once. Any good, therefore, I can
do, or any kindness that I can show to
any fellow creature, let me do it now.
Let me not deter or neglect it, for I shall
not pass this way again.”—Laviater.

ter or fifty cents. It’s such a chance to
help them make the most of it.”

A. chorus of protests and exclamations
cut her short. Everi;one was very kind,
but they all assured her that she did not
know what she was talking about—that
the people who came did not appreciate
what was done for them. So she sat silent,
through all the planning that followed,
only offering to help each afternoon during
the busiest hours.

A week later the sale opened. Every-
one was so busy that it was an hour before
anyone noticed what Mrs. Douglas was
doing. Then suddenly Corinne Van Dyke

saw.

“Look!” she whispered to Julia Dodge.
Both girls watched curiously. Mrs. Doug-
las had taken charge of the poorest, most
forlorn, and most untidy customer in the
room, and was helping her to buy a hat.
Quietly she guided the woman from those
that were (%ay and unserviceable, to a
pretty, modest hat that would wear a
season. Then from a box of flowers she
chose a bit of crimson and tucked it under
the brim. She really made the hat almost
becoming to the dull face.

She flushed a little when she caught
Corinne’s eyes. “I couldn’t-let her waste
her money for a thing that she couldn’t
wear,” she said, “but I am so glad I remem-

This French padre is rector of the quaintest and most unique sort of church on the Somme front. T
t in a firing trench near Combles and is protected from enemy attack by bags filled with
It is comparatively bombproof. The exterior of the church is not devoid of religious suggestion.

church is b
. earth,

The

Over the doorway is a rou‘fhly carved belfrey end spire of wood. A bell hangs in the steeple and perhaps
dev

announces the hours of otion when the wind is

The Rummage Sale

“I suppose we've got to do it—there’s
nothing else by which we can make so
much,” Corinne Van Dyke said, “but I
must confess I’'m not enthusiastic.”

“The things get so terribly mussy!”’
Betty sighed.

“Things! T could stand the things; it’s
the people who buy the things that I can’t
stand!”” Julia Dodge declared vigorously.

“But—it’s such a wonderful oppor-
tunity!”

The other women turned toward the
speaker, and a shy color reddened her
cheeks. Little Mrs. Douglas had not been
attending that church very long, and the
attention her six words had attracted half
frightened her.

“Opportunity! Well, of course we shall
make money, else we shouldn’t do it; but
it’s hardly an opportunity to be sought.
Wait till you've tried it!”

“l—didn’t mean the money,” Mrs.
Donglas stammered bravely. “I meant
the people.”

“The people!”

“They—they are so poor, you know. It
¢t mean so much to them—their quar-

not blowing in the direction of the enemy trenches

bered that red rose. It would be dreadful
not to have a bit of brightness somewhere
when she loved it so. Oh, look at that
child—she mustn’t buy that orange! I
must help her find something better,” and
she ran across the room to smile a welcome
into the face of a tawdry girl of seventeen.
Corinne and Julia exchanged a glance,
and in the glance were shame and a new
resolve. .

According

Mistress (to prospective servant): ‘“And
what wages have you been getting?”

Servant: “Well, you see, ma’am, wages
vary according to what you do.”

Mistress: ‘“You mean that the more
you do, the more wages you would ex-
pect?”’

Servant: “Oh, no, ma’am. That’s
what you might think, ma’am, but my
brother is a student of political economy
and he says it's just the other way—
the more you do, the less you get. And
so, ma’am, if I take charge of the whole
house and do the washing, I get three
dollars a week. If I just cook and help
with the upstairs, I get five. If I do
nothing but the cooking, I get seven.”
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The Making Over of Sunrise Farm

By E. G. Bayne

Nancy Hartman settled herself com-
fortably in the big rocker by the coal
stove and took up her knitting.

“Now, I ain’t goin’ to stir out of this
till supper time,” she said decidedly and
fetched a sigh of relief. “Bein’ a farm-
er’s wife is sure no cinch—on your feet
from four in the mornin’ an’ no let-up
till along ’bout two in the afternoon, Cy!
Now, you mind an’ wipe them feet of
yours afore you set foot in this here
room!”

Cyrus out in the kitchen changed his
cowhide boots for easy slippers, and
presently entered the cosy sitting-room,
yesterday’s Winnipeg morning paper in

one hand and his old spectacle-case in

the other.

“Fine weather fer ducks, eh Ma?” he
queried good-humoredly. “You an’ me
had oughter be durn glad we don’t hev to
turn out a day like this.”

It was, indeed, a raw, wet, altogether
disagreeable spring day with an east
wind that sent a wet drizzle whipping
against the window-panes and bent a
row of thin poplar, along the fence, al-
‘most double.

“It’d be jest my luck, though,” Nancy
observed, as she drew up a fresh leash of
yarn with a broad sweeping movement
of her left arm. “Jest my luck to be
called over to Brown’s to see a sick child
or down to Jake Willis’ place to doctor
up old Sairey Ann’s rheumatiz.”

“That’s cuz you’re the best home nurse
in the province,” returned Cy, promptly.
“Anybody that can do things better’n the
average run is sure to be called on. Now,
if you hadn’t gone an’ married an old
rooster like me you might a’ been head
matron of a big hospital by now, or
else—"

The telephone bell cut in upon Cy’s
voice.

“Now, who on airth—" h.e was
beginning.

Nancy stopped counting stitches and -

laid her work down.

“That’s Jim Bank’s ring—two long an’
two short,” she said, rising. “I guess it’s
Amelia callin’ up to get that recipe for
shortbread I promised her.”

She went to the telephone and took
down the receiver, while Cy paused in
the act of turning a sheet of his paper to
listen to the one-sided conversation.

“Hello! Yes, this is Hartman’s. . . .
Yes, I thought it was Banks’. . . . You

don’t say! . . . Well, well, that sure is
too bad, Jim . . How did it happen?
. . Well, in’t a bit surprised, so

there! I always said as how them cellar
steps ’d be the means of a broken—
What’s that? . . . Can’t you get some-
one else, Jim? . . . Oh well, I guess I
could, then. Cy ain’t no great hand at
cookin’, but I guess he won’t poison him-
self for a day. Well, I’'m glad she’s
restin’ easier. . . . Yes, I'll go right
down. Good-bye.”

Nancy hung up the receiver and turned
to Cy. “Do you think you could rustle
your own grub for a day or two, Cy?
Mely Banks fell down the cellar steps
this mornin’ an’ broke her leg an’ the
doctor says it’ll be a six-weeks’ session
in bed for her. Jim wants me to run
ﬁolwn an’ stay with them till he can git

e p*” g

“Sure, I can git along! Take the sorrel
mare, Nance. She goes twicet as fast as
the gray. Wait—I'll go an’ hitch her
while you git ready. But now, see here
Nance, jest a word: Don’t you go to
workin’ yourself sick fer Jim Banks!
Remember that he’s worth a cool twenty
thousand!”

“Oh, never fear,Cy. There ain’t nobody
can tell me anything ’bout Jim I don’t
know already. Ain’t Mely my own first
cousin ?” O

Nancy hurriedly packed a small grip,
and in less than ten minutes was on her
way to Sunrise Farm, eight miles to the
east. She was a plump, good-looking
woman, well set up, and with a keen
though' kindly eye, and she was fifteen
years younger than her husband, whose
secqnd wife she was. Two compelling
motives had called her out of her com-
fortable home on a day like this, the call
of the suffering to which never yet had
she turned a deaf ear, and her love for
little folks. Jim Banks had six children.
three of them still at home, and Nancy
being childless herself never lost'an op-
portunity to play fairy godmother to

other folks’ little ones. In the back' of
the buggy she hadn’t forgotten to put,
hurried as she was, a large bag of sugar
cookies and some real maple sugar that
had been sent to her from Ontario.

Amelia was in bed in the “spare room”
off the parlor, and Jim, in his well-
meant, masculinc effort to be useful, had
built such a roaring fire in the seldom-
used hall stove that most of the house
was filled with smoke.

“Land sakes!” was Mely’s feeble greet-
ing, as she recognized her cousin through
the blue haze. “So you did git here,
Nance! I didn’t want Jim to tell you
’bout this, knowin’ how busy you always
be, but he was set on havin’ you. Poor
Jim, he’s as helpless as a baby without
me.”

“Jim tells me your seedin’ is over,”
said Nancy, as she tied on a clean apron.

“Yes, an’ aint it lucky? I had three
men to cook for up till yesterday.”

“An’ no help ?”

“Where can you git help nowadays,
Nance! “Course, Dolly helped some, but
her bein’ only eight, she——"

“I suppose the children aren’t home
from school yet ?”

“Well, Fred didn’t go to-day. He’s out
in the barn helpin’ Jim. Dolly an’ Mar-
jorie they’ll be home soon now. I think
four o’clock’s just struck. Now Nance,

don’t iy:ou. git to tirin’ yourself out. I
hope this ain’t puttin’ you out——"

“Quit fussin’ now, Mely! I been here
afore. Guess I know where things is
kept. I'm goin’ to make you some nice
chicken broth right away.- I’ll have Jim
'kill a good, fat hen——"

“We’re savin’ all the fowl this year,
Nance, to sell—”

“You hush right up Mely Banks!”

‘ABut_—),

“Not a word!”

Mely pleated a corner of the sheet in
thin, hot fingers. A hen to be killed on
her account! Why only last night Jim
had told her they would have to retrench
more than ever.

“A hen costs a heap nowadays, Nance,”
she began, after a moment, her eyes fol-
lowing Nancy as she bustled about, put-
ting the room to rights. “There’s Oxo
tablets in the pantry. I like Oxo broth
real well. Jim an’ me we’re—we’re sort
of economizin’ this ycar »”

“Ecomomizin’, eh?” snorted Nancy,
turning around sharply. “Queer sort of
economizin’ I call it, with Jim buyin’ a
new driver not a month ago an’ puttin’
in them fancy fixin’s in the barn an’ a
second cement root-cellar he ain’t no call
for, while that kitchen of yours—oh, I
had a peep into it afore I come in!”

“Kitchen?”’ echoed Amelia, weakly.
“Oh, yes; I know it ain’t been improved
iany, ,l,)ut it’s only the kitchen, Nance.

“It’s where you spend close on to four-
teen hours a day, jest the same! But
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there, T sure didn’t mean to fire up so
quick, an’ git you worked up when the
doctor said you was to be kept quiet. Lay
your head over more on to the pillow an’
try to git some sleep now. I’ll pull down
the blind. There!” ’

And Nancy went out to the kitchen.
She stood for a moment on the threshold
looking about her.

“Economy ?” she murmured, with a
doleful shake of her ‘head. “They ain’t
got no notion of economy.”

This was the scene of poor Mely’s daily
grind. Here nearly two-thirds of her life
was lived, for, al{owing the customary
twenty-four hours to a day, the avera
farmer’s wife sleeps rather less than-s:
hours, though medical' science and her '
own common sense tell her that she
ought to sleep for eight hours, at least.

The kitchen was badly “lighted. The
floor was clean but uneven, being made
of soft wood that had sprung and warped
here and there. The wallpaﬁer was at
least twelve years old and looked twenty.
There was a three-inch step between
kitchen and dining-room. The small,
narrow pantry was as dark as a wolf’s
mouth, having, of course, no window,

“An’ don’t I know it!” thought Nancy.
“When I was here the time Marjorie was
born, I went in there to git & handful of
dried apples an’ I run my arm up to the
elbow in a stone jar of soap lye by mis-
take!” ,

There was no refrigerator, no inside
pump, no place sufficiently roomy in
which to hang clothes on a stormy.day,

Ll
c[AGHLIN WLL B [HEM™

S appropriate phrase is more than a working mott
more than a stirring slogan—it is a promise ba

by performance.

McLaughlin builders have won todary’s undisputed leader-
ship on a Big Idea—a right principle, rightly applied, the

famous McLaughlin Valve-in-Head Motor.

can be built.

endorsement.
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The Mc‘[.aughlér; Series include 6 and 4 cylinder cars in ’l‘omg% Roadster and

The constant aim foward the greater service is the wag

McLaughlin builders prove their appreciation of Canada’s

But McLaughlin science, skill and building honesty, is
ever ready to make that “better” automobile whenever it

Send for new Catalogue “A” showing complete line to
CThe McLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR CO., Limited, -

OSHAWA, ONTARIO.
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TOURNNG CAR.

dan types, ranging in price from $895. to $2

e L L L L X L X R tteeddedivdiuedived

g ———— LS T H R SN ) 8

See the 1917 McLaughlin Models at the nearest Show Rooms

Branches in leading cities.

FuGigR Rt ap s g v
(L L L L X X X X X X XL X 1 X X X X 1) =

R LT

T

|
il

Ll

Dealers everywhere

TG T T VTt T mmlnmr'mmm:nmmm:mawmmmmrr Dity
- S D D W @ W @ o W D G S @ D &

T m nt
D D e sy

01 199431 141140 S B IRAS1 144300 ulnnnmumuununmmluuwuumm

Canadas r Standard »r C

a— .(;-
e A O e

A




i A i s~ s s Sl

18

Bargains in pianos, player pianos,
organs and phonographs at the
Winnipeg Piano Co. All are guar-
anteed with the further guarantee
of exchanging for a Steinway,
Gerhard - Heintzman, Chickering,
Nordheimer, Haines or Bell piano,
any time within three years, allow-
ing full price paid.

Uxbridge organ, five octave, cabinet

style, in walnut. A splendicf bargain
at $38.

Bell cabinet organ, walnut case, sell-

MPEG PN

ing for $68.
Kelly & Co., upright piano, small
piano, mahogany case, selling for $125.

Karn, lmmze piano, in mission oak,
regular ; piano used about two
years; selling for $227.

Imperial piano, square design, in rose-
wood case, selling for $68.

Bell piano, very elaborate design, taken
in exchange; in use about three years;
regular price $450, selling for $185.

Gerhard-Heintzman pia.nlc;, 81500 in-
strument, in use one year by leading
music teacher in studio; selling for

Bell player piano, equipped with all
modern ymechanica.l features.  This
player is an exceptionally fine instru-
ment. Regular price $750, partly paid
for, owner going away; selling for
balance, $495. We guarantee this
player. Twelve rolls of music.

Heintzman piano, small model.._Re%ug
lar $400, in nice condition; selling for
$210.

Haines piano, large Louis XV., ma~
hogany case, very elaborate design.
Regular $500; taken in exchange; in
very fine condition. Selling for $335.

Doherty piano, mission case, almost
new ; regular price $450, selling for $295.

Stanley piano, medium size, elegant
case design ; original price $400. Used
about two years, selling for $197.

Pianista player piano, used about two

ears, in nice mission oak case; 88 note
instrument in_perfect order. Regular
price, $750, selling for $450, with twelve
rolls of music and player bench.

Wagner piano, cabinet grand. Regular

$400, taken in exchange on a player

piano; cannot be told fromnew. Maho-

%g‘py case, elegant toned piano, only
5.

Gerhard-Heintzman cabinet grand
piano, in mahogany, style “Armand,”
taken in exchange on & Gerhard-
Heintzman player piano; onl¥ four
months in use; cannot be told from a

‘I new one. Regular $450, only $360.

Three hornless Vianolas and 12 selec-
tions. Regular price $90. Sale price, $60,

Two Columbia Hornless Grafonolas
and 12 selections. Regular price $40.
Sale price $25. _

Two Victor Victrolas and 12 selec-
tions; regular $52, without records;
now 339 with records.

Two Hornless Cylinder Phonographs
and 36 unbreakable records. Regular
$60; now $30.

One Cabinet Disc and 12 selections’
Regular $65 for $35.

Two Edison Hompe Phonographs and
10 records;. rice $20.

Easy termis of payment arranged.
Small monthly, quarterly or half-
yearly payments arranged to sui
your convenience.

For Further Particulars Write

s e

and the cook-stove was one of the
ancient low-set variety with a pipe-oven.
“It always did give me a crick in the
back jest to look at the thing,” was
Nancy’s mental observation. But re-
marking to herself that she .couldn’t
stand.there all day criticizing the place,
she set to work without further delay to
prepare Mely’s supper and then that of
the family.

The little girls welcomed Nancy with
delight even while their little faces
sobered “every moment or two at the
thought of “Mama” being sick in bed.
Nancy promised them one of her ome-
lettes for supper, and very carefully she
descended the treacherous cellar-steps to
get the eggs, telling them, meanwhile,
not to let their mother know. !

“She’d worrit herself into a high
fever,” said Nancy, and added to herself.
“She’s that close! I spose she’s got them
eggs counted an’ date-marked.”

“Nance! Nance! What you doin’ down
cellar?” called the invalid, in querulous
tones.

“Dolly, you go in an’ tell your ma for
me,” said Nancy quietly to the elder girl.
“That I’m runnin’ this here show an’
that if she don’t hush up I'll go in there
an’ tell her what for in no uncertain
way!”

‘g ain’t enjoyed a supper like this in I
don’t know when!” was Jim’s verdict, as
he pushed his chair back from the table
that evening.

“Me, too,” echoed Fred, a boy of about
thirteen, as he helped himself to the
ninth pancake.

“Mother’s a good cook,” said Marjorie,
loyally, “but she sort-of skimps us.”

»”
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remain any longer than you care to
stay—"

“Oh, I’ll stay,” said Nancy, cheerfully.
“I’ll >phone Cy every day an’ leave him
his orders. (He ain’t a bit handy at
doin? for.himself, his first wife havin’
waited on him hand an’ foot, but maybe
the experience’ll do him good.) I’ll stay

Jim, for a little while anyway. Maybe

we can git John Summers’ gal, Lucy,
bye-an’-bye.”

At the end of a week Mely’s suffering
had abated somewhat. She was a wiry,
energetic little body, and idleness fretted
her worse than pain. She had been so
long accustomed to picking. up the
minutes, crowding two days’ work into
one and dropping wearily into bed at
midnight that lying helpless the long day
through seemed almost like a truant’s
holiday. It was a mnovel experience
for her. .

Meanwhile, Nancy struggled with the
many inconveniences, the battered cook-
ing utensils, the roundabout steps, the
inadequate heating arrangements. But
she didn’t like to ask Jim Banks why he
had not written asking Estelle, the eldest
daughter, who was a stenographer in the
city, to come home, or even Dora, who
clerked in a store in the nearest town,
and who had refused to come home on a
former occasion, when her mother had
been laid up with grippe, saying that it
was just a scheme to get her back to the
deadly drudgery of the farm again.

Nancy knew that the voluntary
absence of his two daughters from home
was a sore point with Jim Banks. Never-
theless, one day when she and Jim were

Dutch soldier firing rifle, using the “‘Eradus” periscope. This device was designed by J. H. Eradus, a

Dutch inventor, and is named in his honor.

in the trench to aim and fire accurately without danger of death from the enemy’s bullets.
in the Dutch army and should revolutionize sniping along the

“She says it’s good for our health not
to eat too much,” voluntecred Dolly.

“Well, this is war time,” said their

father, “and we ought to remember the
poor Belgians. Economy—”
« “Economy ?” sniffed Nancy, cutting ‘n
upon his remarks. “Look hcre, Jim
Banks, it’s a wonder you wouldn’t git
them cellar-steps fixed. Your cellar ain’t
anything but a wet dug-out at the best
an’ as soon as I set foot on one of them
teetery planks, the pesky thing flew up
an’ near hit me in the face.”

“I’m goin’ to have ’em attended to
right away. I been goin’ to, but—oh,
well, you know how ‘it is, Nancy ”?

“You an’ Mely are plum shiftless,
that’s what it is! You’re both to blame!”

And Nancy Hartman cut up her cake
of maple sugar into generous portions
and gave it to the children, who fell upon
it like young wolves.

Jim Banks both feared and admired
Mrs. Hartman. She was said to enter-
tain strong views about equal rights.
Jim was entirely masculine, and with a
different wife might have developed, cre
this, into some semblance of a broad-
minded citizen. But Mely was such a
willing doormat of a woman that he had
become a bit pompous and bullying, and
while with one hand he spent money
lavishly, with the other he pinched the
pennies—“till the King yelled,” as Cy
Hartman said. The next day Jim re-
turned home after a fruitless quest for
help.

“They all know you’re here, Nance”
he said, ruefully. “An’ consequently they
all agree that Mely is in the best of
hands. Of course, I can’t expect you to

It is attached to the butt of the rifle and enables the soldier

It is in use
attlefronts.

alone together, Nancy broached the
subject.

“There’s no use. They won’t come,”
said Jim, dejectedly.

“Why ?” demanded Nancy.

“That’s what I'd like to know. They’re
a pair of ungrateful young scallywags.
Rather run to picture shows an’ gad the
streets.”

“That doesn’t sound like Estelle, Jim
She was a quiet, studious sort.  Dora,
too, maybe she’s a bit livelier than her
sister, but she’s got sense. Have you
heard from Claude lately ?”

“Claude? Why, yes, he’s wounded
again, you know. The doctor in that
English hospital says he’ll have to take
up farming now because he ain’t ever

going to be any good at his old trade.

(He was in a piano factory, you know.)
So he’ll have to come home an’ try to
agree with the old man.”

Nancy didn’t speak for a moment.
Then she said quietly:

“Jim, wouldn’t you like to have all
your family back home under the one
roof ?”

“Huh! Ask me or any father that!”

“Do you believe that this farm, owned
by yourself and improved, with no debts,
no need of rigid economy, is capable of
providing employment for you all ?”

“Nay! An’ neither me nor Mely ever
able to ketch up with the work!”

“Then. Jim Banks, it can be done! Tt
rests with you an’ your wife.  Only
vou've got to make this farm a home,
not a slave-drivin’ factory. It’s your
cheeseparin’ ways—yours. and Mely’s—
that’s driven your children from home
an’ that’ll drive these three younger ones
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~sars an’ other dust-ketchers,

away too, in a few years.” Nancy spoke
with heat. Jim sat by the stove, his
knees hunched up near his chin, his big
hands clasping - and unclasping them-
selves, about them. “It ain’t as though

ou was & poor man, Jim, though even
then yowd need your children’s help. No
farmer ever can get enough help. But
listen to me: Young folks demand a cer-
tain amount of pleasure. It’s their right.
Law bless you!' Children are jest like
young calves or colts. They must play.
Now, what have you got round here to
entice your children to stay? There ain’t
no musical instrument, far as I’ve been
able to discover. Even a wheezy old
organ’d be better than nothin’. Then
there ain’t no books except a couple of
fly-specked almanacs and some mail
order catalogues.”

“Mely says Estelle used to spend more
time readin’ books than doin’ housework,
so she burned a lot of ’em.”

“An’ lost Estelle!”

“As for the pianny, I was willin’ to git
one for the gals, but their ma said ‘No;
wait a while” She said they’d be ham-
merin’ on it ’stead of washin’ the dishes.”

“An’ so now both of your gals is gone
an’ Mely has to wash the dishes herself.”

“Dolly helps her.”

“Soon she won’t have even Dolly. You
jest wait, Jim. I’'m goin’ to talk to Mely
too an’ see if I can’t open her eyes. She
was brought up by a couple of Scotch old
maid aunts that’d skin a flea for its hide
an’ tallow. I remember how they used to
jump on poor Mely if she stayed too long
porin’ over a book, an’ set her to doin’
carpet rags. When them aunts died, Jim,
there was five trunkfuls of quiltin’ pieces
an’ several boxes filled with sewn carpet
rags an’ a houseful of silly antimacas-
an’ the
moths had got into every single thing!
There was the work of their lifetime
gone an’ nothin’ else to their memory.
They used to often quote that verse from
Proverbs, to Mely, the one about the
good housewife whose price was above
rubies an’ whose children should rise up
an’ call her blessed. But they used bad
grammar an’ I used to wish they’d spend
a little more time improvin’ their minds.
I’'m a frost on grammar myself Jim, but
I, too, was brought up so strict I had no
time for the niceties.”

As Nancy finished speaking, she
noticed Jim’s thumb, which was tied up
in a rag.

“Had an accident ?” she asked, solicit-
ously.

“Burnt it this mornin’ makin’ Mely a
cup of tea,” Jim replied.

“Oh, yes—that broken spout on the
kettle! That reminds me: Jim Banks,
I'm goin’ to ask you to part with some
money, quite a bit of money.”

Jim reached a hand into his pocket.

“TI ain’t got much on me, Nance——’

“No, I didn’t expect you’d have the
amount there I want,” Nancy broke in
coolly. “I want two thousand dollars.”

“Two thousand grandmothers! What
fer, Nance? Is Cy in the hole?”

“Cy’s all right. I want the money for a
good purpose. I know you got it an’ I
want it afore you spend it buyin’ up
more land which you don’t need any
more than I need another head.”

“Who said il

“Oh, a little bird, Jim. Soon’s I heard
you was figgerin’ on buyin’ that other
farm I thought to myself, ‘Poor Mely,
she’ll hev to do the pioneer act all over
agin, an’ at her age it’ll go hard,” an’ I
thought what fools these mere men be.
Hand me a cheque for the amount, Jim.”

“No, siree! What d’ you think I am?
You gotta show me first #

“All right.”

Nancy went upon a search for paper
and pencil, and then pulling up a chair
to the table proceeded to make out an
odd-looking document. It took her all of
half-an-hour before she had it to suit

her. Then she passed it across to Jim
Banks.

“Sunrise Farm Co-operative Company,”
he read at the top and, further, “the
shareholders are eight in number, each
holding equal shares in the farm——"

“Ridiculous!” snorted Jim. “The gals
won't——"

“The gals are every bit as important
s the boys, Jim. Don’t you put off them
zals with a cow or a feather-bed apiece
a1’ turn the home over to the boys! You
te on the square. It pays. Now read on.”

The rest of the paper was similar to a
table of estimates. Under the head of
“Tmprovements,” Jim read:

i

To one cooking range .......... $60.00

To one kitchen cabinet ........ 40.00
To one refrigerator ............ 40.00
To one window in kitchen....... 10.00
To one window in pantry...... .. 5.00
To new ccoking utensils ....... 20.00
To new kitchen floor ........... 100.00
To wash-house ....... o srain vio ... 150.00
To magazines (subscriptions)...- -10.00
To new wallpaper ............. 30.00
To new cellar ........ccee0eeee.. 500.00
To sundries ........ i smi seiss 9000
Total .......oevivvveen....$2,000.00

Jim Banks growled a good deal over
this proposed expenditure, but being
good-natured and XNancy possessing a
specious set of arguments he finally gave
in and agreed to become a co-plotter.

“I haven’t mentioned the piano in that
list,” said Nancy. “You an’ the gals can
pick one out in town.”

Merrily the plans went on, Jim enter-
ing into them with zest once his heart
was in the affair.

* * * * *

Upon the first day that Mely sat up in
a chair, the trap was sprung. She had
noticed the peculiar noises, the mys-
terious whisperings, the guilty looks, for
some time past, but had cudgelled her
brain to no avail for the cause, and no
one would tell her.

Her eldest daughter popped in sud-
denly upon her with a bowl of soup.

“Estelle!” she cried. “Where—how—
when——"

But the entrance of Dora with the re-
mainder of her dinner cut short her ex-
clamations and left her with a great look
of astonishment on her nerve-worn thin,

"lined face.

“Were home to stay,” announced
Estelle, “and Claude’s coming on Mon-
day. Yes, living at home is a sight better
than boarding, and then we each have an
interest in the land now. Dora and I are
going to run races with our gardens this
year and Dad says we can sell our fruit
and vegetables off the ground or can the
stuff or do just what we like, and we’re
going to send half to the Red Cross.”

“Did you hear a terrific bumping noise
a little while ago, mother dear?” asked
Dora, laughing.

“Yes. What was it? Did the horses
get loose ?”

“It was the piano. And yesterday the
refrigerator and other things came. The
men have just got through papering the
kitchen, and next week the new floor is
to be put in. Oh, we’re going to have a
ter a while!”
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‘Homestead R

“And first folks in to be Cy and
Nancy Hartman, mother. We'll give
them a party here just as soon as every-
thing’s finished, won’t we?”

Nancy’s step was heard in the next
room, and presently she entered.

“You oughter be a mighty contented
body, Mely,” she remarked with a smile.
“All your famil{/I home.”

“I am,” said Mely, with flushed face
and a brighter eye than she had sinee
girlhood. “But I got an idee its due to

ou—’

“Whisht! I just come in to say that I
reckon I’ll be goin’ home this afternoon,
myself.”

There was a chorus of regrets.

“These here surprises hev mighty nigh
been the death of me,” she went on with
a wink at the girls. “An’ I need a calm
atmosphere. Besides, Cy has jest rung
up to say he didn’t know there was so
many dishes in any one house. I know
what that means. There’ll be a stack a
mountain high, waitin’ for me to wash,
when I git back. So bye-bye folks, till
we meet again.”,

The Main Question

A man was arrested on the charge of
robbing another of his watch and chain,
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says the Philadelphia Public Ledger. It
was said that he had thrown a bag over
his victim’s head, strangled and robbed
him. There was so little evidence, how-
ever, that the judge quickly said:

“Discharged!”’

The prisoner stood still in the dock,
amazed at being given his freedom so
soon.

“You’re discharged,” repeated the
judge. “You can go. You are free.”

Still no word from the prisoner, who
stood staring at the judge.

“Don’t you understand? You have
been acquitted. Get out!” shouted the
judee. .

“Well,” stammered the man, ‘“do I
have to give him back his watch and
chain?”’
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The War and Citizenship

One of the most important lessons which the Great
War has brought to the whole world is that the real

‘function of government, like the character of a man, is

made manifest by a crisis. War is'such a crisis; and,
this war is the most terrible crisis the world has yet
known. Great Britain and France are outstanding
examples of solidarity and devotion brought about by
the grip of the crisis on the national 11? . If Great
Britain and France had had, before the war, their
national life thus wrought into solidarity and the
strength of devoted union, would Germany have dared
to make the attack? To this question the answer
may be made that only the great crisis could have
brought about such -solidarity, such united action.
That may be. But the reflection forces itself upon
the mind that unprecedented progress might be made
in time towards the betterment of the conditions
of human life, if only a fraction of that solidarity and
united action could be devoted to such work of better-
ment. It all comes down to the individual citizen. We
must realize our duty as citizens. It is our failure to
do so which gives over the function of government to
politicians, the average man’s attitude being that if his
party is in power, all is well, or at the worst, better
than it would be if the other party were in power.
Only the state in which évery citizen takes an active
; in regard to its affairs is really self-governed. It
/18 a profound truth that every citizen of us plays a part
in government when he neglects his duty as a citizen,
as well as when he disch. it—he plays an evil part,
for his inaction is, in ity, an active force acting
against true self-government.

The Influential Dead

_ As the Belgian thinker and poet, Maurice Maeter-
linck, who has written some of the most profound and
beautiful books of our time, says strikingly in an article
in the London Daily Mail, never before zave the lives
of those who have passed from our view been such strong
continuing:forces in the world as the lives are of those
who have made the supreme sacrifice in this war in
defence of humanity’s future welfare. Young men
struck down in the flower of their youth are still in the
world in spirit, he tells us, as uplifting influences. Never
before have the young and the brave given themselves
in such numbers; never before has civilization passed
through such a terrible experience. All those noble
lives that have been given for humanity’s sake must
continue to influence powerfully their survivors, who
cannot but cherish the memory of them, which will be
an undying inspiration in the years to come

““Moloch of the Seas’’

Of the really illuminating contributions towards
knowledge and understanding of the modern German

irit which The Philosopher has read since the begin-
ning of the war, one of the most interesting and valuable
is the article written specially for The Western Home
Monthly by Mlle. Suzanne Garnier, who was governess
and companion to the two daughters of Grand Admiral
von Tirpitz, and so came to have a household knowledge
of that apostle of Kultur and frightfulness. . That
article in last month’s issue of the Monthly was truly
of absorbing interest. The devotion of von Tirpitz—
“this modern Moloch of the seas,” as Mlle. Garnier
writes, “rising out of the deep stealthily, to take inno-
cent babes”’—to’ his work of savagery will stand in
history as one of the most typical manifestations of
the spirit which has made Germany what it is. It is
the spirit which finds expression in such utterances as
the sermon preached by a Court preacher in Berlin,
Rev. Dr. Preuss, on Good Friday of last year, and
published in the Berlin Lokalanzeiger. In that sermon,
which was reproduced from the Berlin paper in the
London Times, the preacher set forth a blasphemous
comparison between Germany and Christ, and apos-
trophized the Kaiser alone a heroic ruler and leader of
the armies of Kultur, but also as ‘“a Royal high priest
sent by God to his chosen people.” The masters and
pastors of the German people have drilled Kultur into
them; and never in all history has there been a people
so submissively docile to its masters and pastors. When
will the day come when a regenerated Germany will sce
von Tirpitz not as a hero, but as a blood-maniac?

ik
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The Philosopher

Alcohol and the World’s Peoples

The time has come when a world-view can be taken
of the progress of the campaign against alcohol on
behalf of the welfare and progress of humanity in the
years to come. The only continent which is now
entirely “wet”’—(that is to say, which has no prohibi-
tory laws against alcohol)—is South America. Africa
is “wet” on%y in those sections of its coasts where the
white man has settled. If all the regions of the world
which are “dry’’ were to be marked white, and all the
regions which ‘are “wet” were to be marked black, the
only solidly black area of great extent which an ob-
server, say, from Mars, would be able to discern with
a telescope of equal power with the best instrument
which an astronomer on this planet has at his disposal,
would be that which reaches from the northern border
of Mexico to Cape Horn. He would see all Asia white,
except for Japan; the great areas of China, India,
Persia, Turkey and Siberia would show white to him,
as would the huge extent of Russia in Europe. In
‘Europe only Germany, Italy, Spain, Portugal and the
British Isles would appear black to him; France,
Norway, Sweden and Denmark would be white striped
with black, indicating a radical form of control of
intoxicating liquors to be in operation in those coun-
tries. Roumania is the latest European country to go
“dry”; France and Great Britain are contemplating
total prohibition until the war is ended, while the
Scandinavian countries have virtually prohibitive
liquor legislation now. So much for that half of the
world. When this half swung round so that the ob-
server in Mars could see it through his telescope, he
would find Canada (with the minor exceptions of the

Yukon and one-sixth of Quebec), more than one-half

of the United States, and the whole of Greenland white.
Of the islands of the sea, Australia, New Zealand and
New Guinea, while not ‘“dry,” have strict regulation
of alcohol. In this country there still remains the
inter-Provincial trade in liquor, interference with which
by Provincial authority would be a trespassing on the
Federal jurisdiction. The prohibition forces are girding
up t}aeir loins to grapple with the problem thus pre-
sented.

Talk That is Not on Freedom’s Side

Speaking in the Senate at Washington, Senator
Works, of California, in a speech which is being widely
distributed throughout the United States, said:

“That we may better understand what the
feeling in Germany towards our country is, let me
((]}uote a few sentences from a letter written from

ermany by a native of this country: ‘If you had
seen what I saw yesterday, you would understand
my great, heart-rending bitterness. I saw a batch
of thirty or forty, young, good-looking, strong
soldiers, each one ledy by the arm by a civilian, a
man, or a woman, like small, helpless children.
Every one of these poor boys was totally blind.’
Mr. President, we may feel ashamed of our
country, when some of our own citizens, as a
means of making money, are supplying the means
that are bringing about such lamentable results.”

Senator Works, it would appear, considers it a shameful
thing that citizens of the United States, which boasts
itsel% a free country, should keep their markets open
for the citizens of other countries to procure therein
the means of defending themselves, even at the risk of
losing their limbs, their sight, their very lives, against
an aggressive Power bent literally on robbing them of
their freedom and subjecting the entire world, not
excepting the United States, to the tyrannyof Kultur.
The blinded Canadians and other British young men
in the flower of their manhood, the blinded Belgians
and Frenchmen and others who have suffered rather
than submit to lay their necks beneath the Kaiser’s
heel, have only themselyes to blame, according to Mr.
Works’ enlightened reasoning. Their error was in
resisting, Mr. Works would evidently have us believe.
But their mutilation and sufferings do not really con-
cern Mr. Works, it would appear; he makes it plain
that only German—and, of course, Austrian; Bulgarian
and Turkish—eyes and lives count. Has it ever
occurred to Mr. Works that these Teutonic eyes and
lives could have been saved by the simple expedient of
not beginning the war?  Had Kultur not had it all

figured that it had enough war material amassed to
crush its victims by the first attack, that attack would
not have been launched. Kultur erred fatally in its
planning; and it can get a Senator of the United States
to help it whine over the disastrous results, and try to
help it in its endeavors to make itself master of human

destinies

The Kaiser and Napoleon

Like Napoleon, the Kaiser, after plunging the world
in blood, keeps professing an earnest desire for peade
and justice and disclaims vehemently any desire for
bloodshed. In fact, the more one considers the parallel
between the courses run by Napoleon and by the
Kaiser, the more striking does it appear. With vast
areas of conquered territory under his heel, Napoleon
issued manifestoes proclaiming that his intentions had
always been pacific, but that he had been forced into
war by the ruthless plannings and plottings of the
nations of Europe against him. He did so when he
was plunging along his victorious, tragically costly,
way into Russia, towards his first terrible failure, from
which he never really recovered. On escaping from
Elba, three years later, that insatiable militarist, deter-
mined to resume his career of conquest, addressed to
the heads of the Allied nations which formed a coalition
against him an autograph letter professing his devotion
to the cause of peace and in the same breath making
his demands in the conqueror. Adversity and im-
prisonment had not purified Napoleon’s heart nor
lessened his thirst for blood and he was furious because
the Allies of a century ago refused to accede to or
accept his professions of detestation for bloodshed and
his desire for a just peace, coupled as those professions
were, with terms dictated arrogantly by Napoleon’s
greed for power and military glory. And so he entered
upon the campaign that ended at Waterloo. A hun-
dred years later the Kaiser has outdone Napoleon in
ruthlessly tearing up treaties, ravaging his neighbors’
territories and drenching Europe with blood. He has
committed barbarous atrocities which Napoleon had
not the means of committing, if he would have com-
mitted them. He is indignant.because he has failed
to realize his dream of world dominion. He is a worse
blood-maniac than Napoleon ever was. He, too, must
come to his Waterloo. ,

The Indians and the War

Among recent Government blué books that have
come to The Philosopher’s table from Ottawa is the
report of the Department of Indian Affairs, for 1915-16.
The report shows real progress in the welfare of the
Indian population of the Dominion—(which now num-
bers 105,561, in addition to which total there are 3,296
Eskimos)—though tuberculosis continues  to take
heavy toll of young and old, and there is still harm
done, both moral and physical, to the descendants of
the original dwellers in Canada by some debased white
men. Eduecation in trades and occupations, as well as
in books, is playing a great part in the work of improve-
ment and progress among the Indians. The report
notes that in some parts of the Dominion there have
been not-a few marriages between whites and Indians,
and that, as a result, there has been neither physical
nor mental deterioration. That the spirit of their
ancestors is not wanting in the Canadian Indians of
to-day is shown by the manner in which they have
responded to the call of the war. Some 1,200 have
enlisted; from every Province there have been Indian
enlistments. Eight Indians held commissions. Lieu-
tenant Cameron Brant, who was killed at Ypres, was
the great-great-grandson of the famous Chief Joseph
Brant, of the Mohawks—two others of whose descend-
ants, Corporal Albert Crain and Private Nathan
Munroe, were wounded early in the war. Private
Belanger, of the 52nd Battalion, has won the Military
Medal for bravery; all the Indians who have gone to
the front have shown qualities of courage, intelligence
and endurance. The various Indian tribes have been
liberal in contributions to patriotic and relief funds,
and the Indian women have done, and are doing, their
part in providing comforts for their own and other
Canadian soldiers.  The pages of the blue book which
toll of tais are both pleasiag and inspiring.

It was believed possible that the crews of some of the German vessels
. ~ubmarines which may possibly be close to these shores.  So far no attempt has been made.

|
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Ocean-Going German Liners Docked at Piers at Hoboken, N.J.
—all of which constantly keep up a certain head of steam—might decide

to slip out and to use tHeir vessels as supply ships for German
The police in their launches keep strict watch over the waters abuout the city.
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This New EATON
Book is a Buying
Guide to Quality,
Price and Satis-
faction

EATON'’S SPRINGANDSUMMER CATALOGUE
Is Now Being Distributed Throughout the West

It will bring within your reach all the beauty, the splendid merchandise,
and the price savings of a great modern department store

Make Sure
That You Re-
ceive One of
These New
EATON Books

= ‘ y
Our New Book |E ‘A Bigger
Is Better = Opportunity
= ~
Than Ever |5 For You
The spirit of Spring — life, |E s : Yours is the opportunity in
_ growth, progress—can be seen |E= \\ f( - our new Spring Book. Buyi
g , progr = NN R g ying
‘on every page of our 1917 (5 S WY _ for either your personal or
Spring a.md Summer Catalogue. = st A \ !musehold n('eeds, you will find
It is bigger than ever, filled | /% = \ illustrated, in this newest of
from cover to cover with | 4 /( /\Sfr\ our catalogues, a selection hard
illustrations and descriptions _E: a2 to equal of Clothing for Men,
of goods that our buyers have |E= e ' /{(’ / Women and Children, Furn-
purchased from every avail- |EJE= A ishings for the Home—Furni-
able market, and listing prices | /{ K ture, Carpets, Curtains, Wall
surprisingly reasonable con- |ES ( 203 i Paper, Paints — Farm/ Im-
sidering the ever growing dif- =\ | _ plements of the most useful,
ficulties of manufacture and _:2__—_( 4 ) durable kind, Harness that
transportation. E 7k /% will give the best of service,
The tremendous demand for our |E= @ ’ T etc.
fighting armies limits, to a great |FES5 ] k More interesting, even, than the
extent, the supply of raw materials E ‘\\ wonderful display of goods will you
that the manufacturers can use for | =3 [/F ' find the fact that every article
home consumption. It is only ||k ’ — is priced in the usual EATON
through our excellent and thorough E I W‘ 2 P way—as low as the quality of the
buying system, touching the great {E= ), o goods will allow.
trade centres of America, Europe E \ — If you have not received a copy .
and the Orient, that we have been = \ — of this book—it has been in the
able to gather together the unusual- :E: \\, —_— = mails for a week—Ilet us know, and
ly satisfying display of merchandise | E5 we will see that a catalogue is sent
pictured in our newest catalogue. = to you by return.
‘#T EATON C LIMITED ___E__; = = i T EATON cqnm
WINNIPEG caNADA |E|\S \ WINNIPEG CANADA
=l l
In addition to our big general |=|¥xis ,ﬂ!””ﬂ
catalogue we issue a number of — a
booklets, any of which are free =‘[_T

on request — Modern Homes,
Gasoline Engines, Harness and
Farm Machinery, Baby Carriages,
Pianos, Invalid

Chairs,

,Goods, Plumbing

andHeating Systems
and Sewing
Machines.
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Our Special
combined
Seed and Gro-
cery Catalogue has
justbeen issued, and
will well repay you by
sending for it at once If
you have not received it. It
is sent, post paid, on request.
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A March “Special ” -

EXACTLY AS 9
SELECTIONS $4 .
mahogany or oak, equipped with strong, silent-running

This Beautiful
ILLUSTRATED
No Interest  No Extras
motor — rich, mellow tone chamber, entirely con-

‘ °
Cabinet Phonograph
WITH TEN
EAUTIFUL, fully enclosed instruments, made up in either
structed of wood.

You’ll enjoy the pleasurable evenings such an instrument will
make possible in your home.

This is a special price for this month only —and special terms of
payment have also been arranged at

$6.00 Cash—$1.25 Weekly
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STEINWAY, GERHARD HEINTZMAN, NORDHEIMER, CHICKERING, HAINES, BELL,
SHERLOCK - MANNING, DOHERTY, CANADA AND LESAGE PIANOS.
EDISON. COLUMBIA, EUPHONOLIAN AND PHONOLA PHONOGRAPHS
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LA DIVA
“SUPER-BONE” CORSETS

MODISH and SMART these ultra-fashionable corsets
appeal quickly to women who a; preciate ‘corset per-
fection. Our famous “ SUPER-BONE '’ woven-wire
boning used in these models only.
FLEXIBLE AS THE BODY ITSELF
Unbreakable and non-rustable, gives absolute freedom
with perfect support. Tall or short, stout or slim,
here is a model to suit your figure.
Ask Your Corsetiere

DOMINION CORSET COMPANY
Montreal QUEBEC Toronto
Makers of the Celebrated D & A Corsets
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RLI CK’S GotGophers?

Malted Milk for Invalids i Em Quic

A nourishing and digestible diet. For further information see the
Contains rich milk and malted Kill-Em-Quick Gopher Poison
grain extract. A powder soluble in water. " Advertisement on Page 33

‘The Last Great Indian Battle in Western Canada

(An episode in the early history of Alberta,
related to Max McD. by a prominent
old-timer of Lethbridge, who is ready to

- vouch for the authenticity of the
incident.) -

T IS a fact known to most people in the
I far West of Canada that as far back
as memory or records go in the Hist~
ory of the North West Territories the
Indian population of the plains and foot-
hills of the West has been divided into two
t confederacies. The Blackfoot con-
ederacy consisted of Bloods, Blackfoot,
Peigans, Gros Ventres and Sarcees, and
these bands for a century or more hefd, by
force of arms against all comers, an exten-
sive territory reaching from the Missouri
River north to the Reg Deer, and from the
Rockies east to the Cypress Hills. The
Crees and Assiniboines })ormed the other
great confederacy, and their stamping
unds extended from the Red Deer
iver far north to Edmonton and for
several hundred miles east of the Rockies.
They were deadly enemies of the tribes to
the south and it meant sure death for either
to trespass on the range of the other. They
spoke different languages, had manners
and customs entirely different, and it is
said that it was largely due to this fact that
the rebellion of 1885 was so quickly and
easily put down. Had the Blackfeet for-
gotten their enmity and joined hands with
the Crees, it is hardly possible to calculate
the enormous additional loss of life and
property that would have followed.

But while it is true that many are aware
of the fact that the Blackfeet and Crees
were deadly enemies and that on man
occasions they were pitted against eac
other in Indian wars, 1t is not a matter of
general knowledge that on the present site
of the City of Lethbridge in Alberta, these
two races came together in mortal combat
and fought out one of the greatest Indian
battles of the last half century. It is my
purpose to write the story briefly as related
to me, and where possible to use the words
of the old timer who tells it. I do this
because I believe the event to be worthy
of record and also of interest as a matter
of history to the people of Canada.

It was late in the fall of 1870, the old-
timer told me, and the preceding year
smallpox had swept through the Blackfoot
tribes, leaving in its wake whole camps of
“dead lodges”. The ‘“dead lodges” were
the teepees in which the bodies of the
victims were left wrapped in their best
blankets and robes, with fire arms and
trappings, and enough food and water to
last them on their journey to the happy
hunting ground. The mortality as a
result of the outbreak has been estimated
by competent authorities at from forty to
fifty per cent.

But I must let the man before me tell
the story.

The Crees and Assiniboines thought
this a favorable opportunity to strike a
decisive blow at tEeir powerful enemy
(Indians are not generous foes), and ac-
cordingly organized and dispatched a war
party numbering in the neighborhood of
six or eight hundred Braves. ‘Big Bear,”
“Piepot,” ‘“Little Mountain” and “Little
Pine”’—names which have become rather
well known in the Rebellion of 1885—were
among the Cree and Assiniboine Chiefs
either present themselves or represented
by theig bands, and they were largely rein-

. forced by the South Assiniboines.

The Blackfeet and Bloods were then
camped mainly on the Belly River between
Kipp and Whoop-up, two whiskey trading
?osts about 20 miles apart. The Black-

eet themselyes were not numerically
strong. The South Peigans were camped
on the St. Mary’s River above Whoop-up
which is the junction of the Belly and
St. Mary’s Rivers, having been driven to
this side of the line by the American
expedition against them under Colonel
Baker. “Big Leg,”’ “Black Eagle” and
‘“Heavy Bul%’ were thei: Chiefs. ‘“Crow
Eagle” led the North Feigans and “Bull
Back Fat” and “Button Chief” the
Bloods. The South Peigans were well
armed with repeating rifles, needle guns
and revolvers, the Bloods were not so well
equipped, while the Crees and Assinboines
had only old muskets, Hudson’s Bay
Fulkes and bows and arrows to depend on.

The Crees reached the Little Bow, about
25 miles away, and small parties from the
main band sent out to reconnoitre, suc-
ceeded in stealing several horses from
small camps around Whoop-up. One
night, however, about the 25th of October,
the whole hand set out and descended on

a few “lodges,” about three miles above
Whoop-up on the Belly River, killing a
brother of ‘“Red-Crow,” Chief of the
Bloods, and two or three of their squaws.
The noise aroused the whole Blood Camp
which was in the immediate vicinity, an

in a few minutes their braves were engag-
ing the enemy, while messengers were
riding in hot haste to alarm the South
Peigans. Such was the commencement

" of probably the only purely Indian pitched
&

battle in the Canadian North West, of
which we have any authentic record.

The first streaks of dawn had hardly
begun to show in the east when the Peigans
came up and the fight became general.
The Crees slowly retreated across the
Era.irie towards the present site of Leth-

ridge and the Blackfeet followed, the
distance between the rivers being four or
five miles. The river banks reached, the
Crees took up their position in a iarge
coulee running up from the river out to the
prairie, while the Peigans after much
difficulty succeeded in establishing them-
selves in a smaller coulee to the south. A
large number of Bloods and Blackfeet were
in a small coulee to the north and on the
?rairie to the north and west, but they
ound themselves too exposed and durin
the progress of the fight, gradually workeﬁ
around to the south. The Crees on the
whole had much the better of the positiop.
The Crees’ horses were stationed in the
bottom of the coulee.

The main. fight seems to have been be-
tween the two coulees first described.
They are parallel, from three to four hun-
dred feet wide, and separated by a ridge
varying in width from thirty to two hun-
dred feet. Here, fdr over four hours, the
battle raged, the braves crawling to the
edge of the coulee, and exchanging shots
with the more adventurous of their
enemies. A head, a hand, a piece of
blanket or robe, anything was enough to
shoot at. It was a contest in which skill
and cunning in taking advantage of the
inequalities of the ground came largely
into play. Several were badly injured by
heavy stones thrown across the narrow
path from one coulee to another. Two
Peigans attempted to gallop down the
ridge for the purpose of ascertaining the
strength and position of the enemy. One
was killed outright and the other badly
wounded and his horse killed under him.
In all, during this time, about a dozen
Blackfeet were killed and a large number
wounded. It is impossible to say how
many Crees were killed. The Peigans
finally got a strong force of braves across
a small butte, which in a measure com-
manded the Cree coulee and the fire from
them, and from their friends in the coulee
became stronger and stronger until the
Crees, becoming alarmed began to effect
a strategic move to the rear by slipping
out of the coulee and making for the river.

At this instant Jerry Potts, a half-breed
Peigan who afterwards became famous as
a police guide, who was riding around the
bank of the ridge facing the river, observed
this movement and signed to his com-
panions in the coulee to charge. And
charge they did, some on horseback, some
on foot, they poured over the ridge and
down the coulee, driving the now terror
stricken Crees before them and killin
them without quarter. A large number o
the latter were forced out of the ravine and
over a point of a hill to the north. The
descent here is some twenty or thirty feet
and almost perpendicular, and over this
pursuer and pursued both rushed head-
long, horses and men tumbling over each
other, the men fighting and struggling for
dear life until the bank was reached and
the fight became a butchery.

The Crees plunged into the river and
moved across almost in a solid mass, while
the Blackfeet stood on the brink and shot
them down like sheep. To use Jerr
Potts’ expression, “You could fire wit

our eyes shut and be sure to kill a Cree”.

he scene now and during the charge must
have been one not easily forgotten. The
Belly River Valley was filled with dust and
smoke, the air resounded with the report of
rifles and the deafening war cries of the
Blackfeet, while thick and fast came the
death wails of the Crees.

~And the slaughter did not end at the
river; the Blackfeet followed the Crees
across and, joined by a larger contingent
of their brethern who had crossed higher
up, the butchery went on; and at one spot
where the Crees made a sort of stand about
fifty of them were killed. It isa matter of
fact that in the confusion and excitement
of the pursuit some of the Blackfeet were
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HOW I CURED :

MY CATARRH
TOLD IN A SIMPLE WAY

Without Apparatus, Inhalers, Salves,
Lotions, Harmful Drugs, Smoke
or Electricity

Heals Day and Night

It is a new way. It is something abso-
lutely different. No lotions, sprays or sickly
smelling salves or creams. No atomizer,
or any apparatus of any kind. Nothingto
smokeor inhale. No steamingor rubbing
or injections. No electricity or vibration
or massage. No powder; no plasters; no
keeping in the house. Nothingof thatkind

s

at all. Something new and different, some-
thing delightful and healthful, something
instantly successful. You do not have to
wait, and linger and pay out alot of money.
You can stop it overnight—and I will
gladly tell you how—FREE. I am nota
doctor and this is not a so-called doctor’s

rescription—but I am™ cured and my
riends are cured, and you can_ be cured.
Your suffering will stop at once like magic.

}_ am Free--YouCan p_eFree

My catarrh was filthy and loathsome. It made me
ill. Tt dulled my mind. It undermined my health
and was weakening my will. The hawking, coughing,
8pitting made me obnoxious to all, and my foul breat
and disgusting habits made even my loved ones avoid
me secretly. My delight in life was dulled, and my
faculties impaired. I knew that in time it would
briug me to an untimely grave, because every moment
of the day and night it was slowly yet surely sapping
my vitality.

But I found a cure, and I am ready to tell you
about it FREE. Write me promptly.

RISK JUST ONE CENT

Send no money. Just your name and address on a
postal card, Say: “Dear Sam Katz: Please tell mg
OW you cured your catarrh and how I can cure mine.
That is all you need to say, T will understand, and I
witl write to you with complete information. FREE,
at once. Do not delay. Send postal card or write
me a letter today. Don't think of turning this page
until you have asked for this wonderful treatment

that can do for you what it has done for me.

AM .0. 11568
142 Mutual St.nTz' Hoo B oToronto. Ont.

J. H. M. CARSON
Manufacturer of ARTIFICIAL LIMBS
338 Colony St., Winnipeg
Established 1900

The Latest in 8lip S8ocket. Satisfaction
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Rose Bud Ring Free &3 5e
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killed by their own friends while Crees
mingling with the Blackfeet escaped.
Finally the Crees reached a clump of trees
immediately in front of the present en-
trance to the Galt Coal Mines. They
abandoned most of their horses and made
a last stand just north of the Lethbridge
Viaduct, the new million dollar bridge over
the Belly River, the scene of which can be
plainly seen by travellers from the coach
windows of trains while crossing the river.
The Blackfeet collected all the horses and
virtually surrounded the place, butchering
the Crees and scattering the remnant that
escaped to hiding in the willow brush of the
river bottom.

This is the story of the Indian battle of
the fall of 1870 as told me by one who,
while not an eye-witness, was nevertheless
one of the first white men to whom the
details were related by a Blackfoot who
was a participant. Cairns of stones along
the edge of the ravine mark to-day the
lace where the Blackfeet Braves fell. It
18 difficult to estimate the losses of the
Crees because many of them were killed
while crossing the river and the bodies
carried down by the current, but it is cer-
tain that between two and three hundred
Crees were killed and probably fifty Black-
feet killed and another fifty wounded. In
the following year the Crees sent presents
of tobacco to the Blackfeet and a year
from the date of the battle at Belly River
a formal treaty of peace was made at an
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An Old Abbey
By S. J. Wigley Edgerton

UILDWAS ABBEY in Shropshire,
B England, was built by the Cistercian
Monks about the year 1150, and the
massive stone pillars standing firm and
strong speak well of the thoroughness of
the work done in those far-off times.

These monks had special privileges
granted them and were free of many leghal
duties in order that they might become the
thinkers and reformers of their age. They
kept alive a love of learning in times when
learning was despised and ignorance and
bloodshed prevailed.

Amidst the old ruins can be traced the
sites of workshops, in which carpenters,
smiths, braziers, tailors and millwrights
were employed under the guidance of the
Monks. !

To the country folk the Abbey was a
refuge from danger and an aid in disease
and famine. As hospitality was one of the
monkish duties, no one ever went hungry
from the door.

Fasting from meat was also one of the
duties, but fishponds and the River
Severn upon whose banks the Abbey was
built, supplied abundance of fish for the
various fasts. .

The Abbey Mill alone was allowed to
grind the wheat grown in the district, and
this mill still stands near the old ruined
building.

Buildwas Abbey, Shropshire, Eng.

encampment of chiefs on the Red Deer
River.

To-day the Crees and Assiniboines are
scattered on small reserves throughout
Northern Alberta and Saskatchewan.
The Blackfeet are still a large and import-
ant tribe and are located in Southern
Alberta on the Blackfoot Reserve at
Gleichen; the Blood Reserve between
MacLeod and Lethbridge; and the Peigan
Reserve at Pincher Creek. They number
about 1,300 souls and their wealth runs
into the millions. The romantic¢ age for
them has disappeared forever. The hand
of destiny has decided that the savage
must become a citizen, and the warrior a
worker. The dim and winding Indian
trail has broadened into a highway of civi-
lization and the Blackfeet find themselves
living to-day under new conditions and
governed by new surroundings.

The literary boarder fastened his
eyes upon the hash. ) .
“Kindly pass the Review of Reviews,

he said.

But time and war have wrought havoc
with most of these temples and wé can well
understand the wave of sympathy that
flows for smitten Belgians when our own
old land is dotted with ruins of what was
once fair and beautiful.

It was a gloomy outlook for the country
folk when Henry VIII dispersed the
Monks and destroyed and despoiled the
Abbey. So much were the Monks mi
that rebellions took place in vain attempts
to restore the old order of things.

An underground passage usually gave a
secret way of escape, and that of Buildwas
led some five miles away to the neighbor-
ing Abbey of Wenlock.

There was started a movement to
have the kilts of a certain one of the British
‘“Highland” regiments discarded in favor
of ordinary trousers.

The colonel is the descendant of a long
line of Scotch lairds and strives earnestly
to uphold the old traditions.

The sergeant who took the census of the

regiment, finally appeared with his report.

“All the men, with the exception of -

- three, are in favor of the change, sir,” he

Visitor: “Whom are your children
said to take after, Mr. Smith?”’ Smith
(with mental reservation): “The younger,
with a sweet smile and angelic temper,
takes after his mother; the elder, that
cross-eyed voung viper, takes after me,
I'm informed!”

said.

“Indeed!” the colonel said. “Tell me
the names of these three true clansmen.
They shall be promoted.”

“They are, sir,” he said, ‘‘Patrick
Doolan, Hans Steinbrenner and Moses
Isaacs.” .
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Messrs. S8chults Bros.
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Dear Sirs,—I am enclosing money order
f dollars fifty cents (87.50), price
o?'x'ﬁﬁ"wﬂh.r. Pl{ue forward by En.n-
adian Express and o %
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are necessities, not luxuries, So are
Watches Clocks, Fountain Pens, ete.'
These, and a great many other use-
ful and pretty articles, are illus-
trated in our handsome Catalogue.
You will find the illustrations ex-
ceptionally clear and exact, and
that the prices will compare favor-
ably with any Eastern house.

Our policy is & money-back guar-
antee on any article we sell, if not
entirely satisfactory.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE TO-DAY

D. E. Black & Co. Ltd.

JEWELLERS
Herald Bldg. Calgary, Alta.
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When writing advertisers, please mention
The Western Home Monthly
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The Best

of Everything

. goes into the making of

Biscuit
and naturally the best “sodas”
you can buy come out the other
end of our modern automatic
ovens—baked to a turn—ready
to delight you with their crisp-
ness and flavor.

In Packages Only.

The same high-class materials and
skill make our

ROYAL ARROWROOT
BiscuIit

80 good that it is a favorite everye
where, especially for the children.

EDMONTON = ALTA. 4

& HOW | KILLED MY
| SUPERFLUOUS HAIR

Hindoo Secret Banished It So It Never Re-
turned After Electricity and Many
Depilatories Had Failed

"LET ME HELP YOU ABSOLUTELY FREE

Until nearly middle age I was sorely troubled by
hideous  Superfluous Hairs. My face was a sight
with a heavy moustache on my lip and a tough beard
on lgx chin. My arms were also heavily covered.
I tried one thing after another without success. The
electric needle only made the growth worse. Finally,
my husband, an Officer in the British Army, secure
from a Native Hindoo Soldier (whose life he saved)
the closely-guarded secret of the Hindoo Religion,
which forbids Hindoo Women to have even the slight-
est' trage of hair on any part of their body except

that on their head. I used

A it and in a few days my

hair-growths had entirely

disappeared. Today not a
trace of it can be found.

I will send Free and
without obligation to any
one, full information and
complete instructions, so
that you can follow my
example and completely
o destroy all trace without
d having to resort to the
dangerous electric needle.
8o stop wasting your money
1 gn wolrlthlem ddcp}lawry

reparations and write me
today, giving your name and address, stating whether
Mrs. or Miss.” All I ask is, that you send me a 2c.
stamp for return postage. Address Mrs. Frederica
il{udnon,- Aptmt. 913, N.E. Bronson Bldg., Attleboro,
PORTANT NOTE. Mrs. Hudson belongs to
a titled- fnmﬂ* high in English Society; slg:e is
connected with leading officials there, and is the
widow of a prominent officer in the British Army,
80 you can write her with entire confidence. She
has opened an office in America for the benefit
:{’6.'“0 erers from Superfluous Hair. Address as

Don’t Wear a Truss

o\ - PBrooks® Appliance,

) the modern, scien-
tific invention, the won-
derful pew discovery that
cures rupture, will be
sent on trial. No ob-
By noxious springs or pads.
i Has automatic Air Cush-
ions. Binds and draws
the broken parts togetner
as you would a broken
limb. No salves. No
lles. Durable, - cheap.
- Sent on trial to prove
it. Protected by U.S.
Patents. - Oatalog--and-
measure blanks mailed
froe. - Send name and
address to-day.

C. E. BNOOKSE, 161 State Street, Marshall, Mich.
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' Influence

Written by Eileen O’Brien

was supposed to have a great

- _ future before him. Then he mar-
ried Kitty Giles. And there were many
among his friends and irers, who,
when they heard the news, felt that for
him the future had become drab- and
commonplace.

It seemed to them that there was
nothing in the happy, inconsequent
little creature that could interest Mans-
field for long, nothing that could possibly
urge him on or help him in his work.
Thﬁy were such a contrast, this couple.

owever, those who shook their heads
soon found out their mistake. Mansfield
did not tire of his young wife, neither did
his work show any deterioriation, but
rather it steadily improved.

Mrs. Mansfield’s happy, sympathetic
nature brought home many little truths
about people and life that enriched her
husband’s work, truths that escaped him
in his deeper thinking. After hours of
hard work, the company of his bright
little wife was extremely soothing to him.
One bond at least they had in common—
their sincere, untiring interest in humanity
and their devotion to the beauties of
Nature.

Now Mrs. Mansfield was a theorist.
Indeed there was no limit to her theories,
and they were ever a source of amusement
to her husband. Some embraced large
almost boundless spheres and could
bear the strain of discussion; others
were trivial, mere froth that did not
deserve a moment’s serious thought.

“I havé a theory, Tom,” she would
begin, and her adoring husband would
listen ' A{aﬂgw‘ed with serious face,
only t e in his eyes and an
occasional twitch of the mouth betraying
his inward amusement.

Only one of his wife’s theories had
ever' really disturbed Mansfield, and
that had been on the occasion of their
first visit to Elworth, in search of a house.
Mrs. Mansfield was convinced that the
influence, left behind in rooms by people
who had lived in them, is as strong in
many cases as if the people in question
were still there. How else should she
feel hai)gy the moment she crossed the
threshold of some houses; sad in others;
unable to sleep in some rooms, because
of some gague haunting depression,
some feeli@zﬁ‘ﬁ people iad been ill-
treated in them or had been in trouble
and despair?

Elworth Manor was a grand old
house, dating back, it was said, to the
time of Charles II. It had a beautiful
walled-in garden that boasted some
fine trees, was within easy reach of
London, and combined with all its old-
world i)eauty, the luxury of modern
inventions. Mansfield was charmed with
the place and would have bought it
outright, but his wife would have nothing
to say to it. She admitted its beauty,
admitted all the points in its favour,
but mystery had surrounded the death
of the last tenant, a mystery that had
never been solved, but had been deep-
ened by the suicide of his wife, a year
later. Mrs. Mansfield declared that she
could never live there—never! And be-

MANSFIELD, wue problem novelist,

.odd jobs in the garden.

cause he could not bring himself to go
against his wife’s wishes, Mansfield
turned away from the house he so cov-
‘eted, taking instead quite a new one In
the neighbourhood. e grumbled that
it was villa-like in the extreme, painfully
surburban, too, but they had had the
sense to build it amid trees.

There had been no denying the beauty
of the view it commanded, and now, at
the end of two years, Mrs. Mansfield’s
prophecy, that the garden would soon be
a dream had been fulfilled. |

It was early June. Mansfield was
hard at work, doing a hundred and one
He was anxious
that all should look perfect on his wife’s
return from London that evening.

When he went back to the house for
tea he stood still in the hall, surprised
at the sight of his wife’s handbag and
parasol on the table; then, four steps
at a time, like the boy he was at heart,
he raced upstairs.

“Hullo, old lady! What do you mean
by saying you were coming by the 7.30
train, and then arriving for tea?”’ he
cried, embracing her, heedless of the roses
in his hands, heedless of her wet face that
she was in the act of drying.

“Tom, dear, it's just glorious to be
home! Oh, what lovely roses! Town
was 80 hot and dusty that I just came by
the early train.” She tidied her mass of
fair curls as she spoke.

“Tom, I went to see the Mitchells
while I was up there. My dear, their
marriage seems to have gone on the rocks
pretty soon. It just made my heart
ache to see them! You remember what
a picture of happiness they were when
we met them in Cornwall two years
ago?”’

“Well, you couldn’t expect that to go
on forever, could you?”’ Mansfield queried.

“Tom! to hear you speak one would
think you spoke from bitter personal
experience! Our happiness has lasted;
why should not theirs? I've aske
them down for the week-end.”

“You'd far better have asked Mrs.
Mitchell by herself,”” Mansfield com-
mented dryly. ‘“A change from each
other is most probably what they need.”

His wife paid no heed to his cynicism,
but started to busy herself about the
room, arranging things that Mansfield
did not guess the meaning of.

“They’re arriving by the 7.30,” she
said: “And I'm going to give them this
room.”

“Our room!” - Mansfield exclaimed,
“And what are we going to do? What's
wrong with the spare room?”’

“Nothing. We'll go there. They shall
have this room, because if anything can
bring them together again, the atmos-
phere of this room will. Think of you
and me, how happy we have been—our
happiness must have left its influence
behind.”

Mansfield smiled.
of kindly tolerance.

It was a smile

“Still riding that old hobby-horse,
dear? Well, I suppose it’s better that
vou should have a harmless whim like that
than take up the woman question or —”

“Tom, don’t laugh at me!” Mrs.
Mansfield pleaded. “I am sure there is
more in the idea than you think. Now
when I go into a church, an old church
I mean, where people have gone to pray
and be comforted for ages and ages, a

wonderful feeling of peace steals over me.

The atmosphere of a railway station,
on the other hand, is laden with a feel-
ing of change. An indescribable ex-
citement pervades it, the excitement
of meetings and partings, of comings
and goings. You must not grumble,
dear, for they are only coming for the
week-end and you are not being turned
out of your dressing-room!”’

Mansfield® only laughed, as he carried
his wife’s belongings to the spare room.
He looked forward eagerly to the arrival
of their guests and to the developments
in store. Both he and his wife had
taken a great fancy to the young
Mitchell’s, whom they had met as bride
and bridegroom, two years previously.
They had been taken by their jolly,
natural ways, and their absolute devotion
to each other, and had registered a vow
not to let the seaside friendship drop.

As he drove the Mitchells from the
station, Mansfield did not fail to notice
that his wife had been right, as she so
often was. Something ad evidently
happened to strain their relationshi
something that seemed to be building
up a wall of misunderstanding between
them; one of those walls of misunder-
standing, maybe, that take but a few
minutes to build, and months sometimes
years to break down, that in some cases
are never broken down in this world.

The Mitchells chatted gaily to their
host and hostess, admired the beautiful
scenery round Elworth and were en-
thusiastic about the house and garden.
To each other they spoke but little;
and when they did, a keen observer
would have noted a tone of aloofness
and restraint.

“Things seem pretty rotten,” Mans-
field confessed to his wife when she
asked him what he thought of the situ-
ation: ‘“We must wait in patience, old
lady, and see what the morrow will bring.”

But Sunday brought no enlightenment,
nor did it bring any improvement,
any slackgning i)f the*strairied atlnosphere.

It was early on Monday morning,
very early. Mrs. Mitchell was sitting
in the low cushioned arm chair by the
window of the east room. She was
looking out on the glorious wood-covered
slopes of the valley and watching the
rosy flush of dawn spread over the sky.
There was an infinite sadness in her
eyes and a sigh escaped her, as she
turned and watched her husband, still
fast asleep in bed. In thought she
was going over all that in the past three
months had built up the barrier between
them.

Early that year she had gone to stay
with some friends in Wales, while business
took her husband to America. There
she had met Jill Mayne, an old school-
friend, and Claude Ray who was going
back to Egypt in a month to rejoin
his regiment. Jill was heart broken, for
her people had forbidden her engage-
ment, even forbidden all intercourse
with him. There was nothing definite
against the man, and there was no

One of Uncle Sam’s Most Powerful Ships. A Veritable Floating Fort. The “Texas.”
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- Many Readers
Take Advantage of Dinmer Se
P l'emillm Offel' . Below

T
Only Eight

~ Subscriptions

Ilustrated

=

Because of the shortage of the

we still have on hand part of

who answers this advertisement

Description
of Dinner Sets

used in the making of the 47-piece Dinner Set we
offer, the cost of these China Sets has raised con-
siderably during the past few months. However,

Dinner Sets, all carefully packed, ready for ship-
ment, and we are going to supply a set to each one

small service requested, until the present supply is
exhausted. After that, we will make no promises.
The cost to us by that time may be doubled, which,
of course, would mean that the amount of service
necessary to get a set would be doubled. It will
pay you to investigate now. Act quickly before
the Dinner Sets are all spoken for at the old rate.

This actual reproduction from a photo
does not begin to do justice to the
splendid new pattern English China Din-
ner Set we offer you. This set is of the
famous Ruskin design, and tastefully
decorated. The color scheme is artistic,
and there is just enough color work to

give the set a neat, dignified appearance. This
is a first-class, useful and practical Dinner Set,
and is rapidly being placed in many of the best
homes in our territory. Already we have given
away several car loads, and the demand is
increasing.

The Dinner Set Contains

6 Soup Plates, 6 Dinner Plates, 6 Bread and
Butter Plates, 6 Tea Plates, 6 Fruit or Cereal
Plates, 6 Saucers, 6 Cups, 1 Meat Platter, 1

Covered Dish, 1 Gravy Bowl, 1 Jug.

You are sure to
be Greatly Pleased

This is absolutely the most liberal
Dinner Set offer ever made, and we
hope you will be the first in your
neighborhood to take advantage of it.
We never knew a woman who had too
many dishes. Our splendid plan cer-

tainly should appeal to you. You'll
be surprised to know how easy it is.
for you to get a Dinner Set.
Please remember these dishes are
“not for sale at any price

% -

imported material

a carload of nice

and performs the

"THERE WILL

You can obtain this
magnificent Combina-
tion Dinner and Tea Set
by sending us in eight
new subscriptions to
The Western Home
Monthly at $1.00 apiece.

BE A BIG DEMAND. GET YOURS NOW. HERE IS OUR OFFER:
If you care to make enquiry at your store, you will find that the very =

lowest price you can buy a combination dinner and tea set is about $11.00,

and the quality would not be nearly as good as what we are offering.

REMEMBER

The Combination Dinner and
Tea Set consists of 47 pieces and

You are probably wondering how we can make ﬁ/ou such a liberal offer
and send you this fine Dinner and Tea Set for so small a favor on your part.
This is the explanation. We bought several sets of dishes at the lowest price is made of the best English semi-
anyone can get for buying in immense quantities and are glad to give you the lain. Th \d . o o,
benefit of the big bargain. By all means take advantage of this unusual porcelaln. e design 18 one ‘of,
opportunity before the supply is all gone. the most popular patterns we g
: _ have ever seen. The floral de-
For further particulars address coration is printed under the glaze

in a rich flow color, soft and

The Western Home Monthly, Winnipeg | voeria e
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eam Separator that

Gts All The Cream

We aim to have the best Separator regardless
of cost and to supply our customers at prices
which are the lowest safe margin over the
actual shop cest, and by avoiding all the
expenses of branch stores, salesmen and
agents we can make a big saving for eve
buyer, as a comparison of our prices wi:K
. others will prove. Send a postal card
to-day for catalog giving full particulars.

‘Highest heat values at lowest cost. Gives a

steady, long-lasting heat that chases the most
intense cold. A full, génerous weight to every
ton, and prompt delivery if you order right
_now. THE CARDIFF COLLIERIES LIMITED

' EDMONTON, ALTA.

BIG NEW SCHOLAR’S COMPANION

14 Splendid Premiums Given Away

' Look at the picture; see what you get—not one, but 14 PREMIUMS:— '
B 1, Beautiful, lacquered Japanese Pencil Box, 2, Set of Water Color
! ® Paints; 3, Drawing Compass; 4, Hardwood Ruler; 5, Ink and Pencil °
Eraser; 6 & 7 Lead Pencils with Rubber Ends; 8, Penholder; 9, Wonderful Fountain Nib; 10, Folding
Metal miﬂ%&p; 11, 12 & 13 (for girls) A neat little Pocket Mirror, Fine Set of Jacks with
Rubber Ball, Bag, and a lovely aameo Ring; or, 11, 12 & 13 (for boys) A 2-toned Whistle,
Complete Rubber Pnntinf Outfit, and a dandy 20310 t Repeating Pistol; and last, and best of all—
for both W irls—14, A handsome brass-trimmed wa f Fibre School Suit Case or Grip
—THE G &l‘ 14 PREMIUMS EVER GIVEN AWAY. NOT ic TO PAY, just for selling
only $4.00 worth of our great, big, colored War, Patriotic and Art Pictures at 15c each, or of lovely
St."at.rick. Easter, War, Patriotic, Blnhda{.ul:‘loral. Lover and Comic Postcards, at 3 for 5c. One
Agent sold 20 Pictures in 15 minutes; another sold $5.00 worth of postcards in 30 minutes. You
can do as well! Now, HURRY; don’t let anyone get around ahead of gou ORDER, sell, pay, and

RETU IL, you will receive your 14 DANDY PREMIUMS POSTPAID sure to

5 RN 5
rayy whether you wish pictures or cards. = The Gold Medal Co., Dept H. M. 63, TORONTO.

Western Canada’s

Leading Taxidermist
Expert Mounting of Game Heads and Birds

Highest Prices for all kinds of Raw Furs,
Hﬁes and Large Game Heads. Will buy
Wolf and Bear Skulls.

Taxidermist Supplies
WRITE FOR NEW FUR LIST

. E. W. Darbey, 237 Main St., Winnipeg

Official Taxidermist to Manitoba Government
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doubt of the sincerity of his love for Jill;
but Mr. Mayne had a bitter ha.trefl o
all army men, a contempt for ‘‘tea-
table officers,” as he called them, whilst
Mrs. Mayne was inordinately selfish
and was only too. glad of any pretext
to keep her daughter longer at home.

To save the young people from the
fate that was in store for them, Mrs.
Mitchell stepped boldly forward. She
took a cottage in a remote village, per-
suaded the Maynes to let Jill come
and be a companion in her loneliness,
and, unknown to them, asked Claude
Ray to spend the rest of his leave there.

verything went smoothly. Under her
chaperonage the young couple were in a
seventh heaven of bliss, and laid all
their plans for the future.

Much as he wished it, Ray could not
marry Jill until he got his promotion,
the following year. Then Jill was to go
out to Egypt to join him, only telling
hﬁr people the truth a few days before
she ;

Mrs. Mitchell had been a fairy god-
mother to these two, having no com-
unction in deceiving the girl's parents.
ghe had no intention of deceiving her
husband; but in her letters to him she
made no mention of Claude Ray. She
knew him too well to risk it. He would
not approve of her action; would think it
uixotic in the extreme. ‘‘People must
ght their own battles,” was a favourite
saying of his. Besides, he was jealous.
If he knew that Ray was staying at the
cottage, he would never have a moment’s
peacec of mind. In his eyes his wife
was so beautiful, so absolutely desirable,
that he thought she must appear so to
all men. Mrs. Mitchell realized all
this and thought all explanations had
best be kept for his return. Truth,
however, or an easily swallowed counter-
part of it is bound to come out. A
cousin, a distant cousin of Mitchell’s
came down to that village to stay. She
met Mrs. Mitchell and Ray out for a
walk together, eyed them with dis-
pleasure, stop to ask a few leading
uestions, and on discovering that Mit-
chell was in America, judged accordingly.
The result was a long, warning letter
to “dear Ralph.”

In blissful ignorance of the upheaval
awaiting her, Mrs. Mitchell returned
home. The fact that her husband’s
letters had been brief and scarce had not
troubled her. He was busy, she knew,
and had little time for letter-writing.
But the moment her eyes met his, at the
railway station, she saw that something
was wrong.

“Ralph, what has happened?”’ she en-
treatzd, frightened by his gloomy looks.
“What is the matter, dear?”’ :

-Mitchell paid no heed to her questions.
Not until they were in the quiet of their
own home did he speak about personal
matters. All that fx): said stunned his
wife for the moment. It was so un-
expected, so overwhelming. Ever since
the arrival of his cousin’s letter; Mitchell
had brooded over his doubts and his
jealousy had worked itself almost to
madness. Now the fire of it all burst
forth in a torrent of angry unreasonable
words. His wife shrank beneath the
lash of their scorn, and her very shrinking
made the furious man sure that all he
said was true.

“Well, have you anything to say?”
he asked at length, in tones that were
far from encouraging.

“Some day you will beg my pardon,
Ralph. Some day you will see how
unjust you have been.” That was all
Mrs. Mitchell said. Then she shut
herself up in her room, her mind a tumult
of anger, mortification and sorrow. Out
of that chaos had emerged a strong
fixed decision. Until she could show
her husband the truth, by the evidence
of Jill's marriage, she would never allude
to this scene again. All advances must
be made by him and he must beg her
pardon.

It was only three months since her
husband’s homecoming, three months
that had seemed years, so slowly had they
dragged by. Now the sight of the ideal
happiness of the Mansfields had broken
down her decision. She could not wait
for the evidence of Jill's marriage. As
she sat by the window of the east room
all her pride fell from her.

“T'll tell him to-day,” she said to
herself. ‘“He must believe me, must
listm?l to me! If not—God, what shall
[do?"

Unconsciously she spoke aloud. The

words penetrated Mitchell’s sleepy awak-
ening, penetrated it as a dream.

“Jean!” Mitchell murmured in his
sleep, and there was a note of tenderness
in his voice that his wife had not heard
for three long months. .

She was sitting in an attitude of utter
dejection and. hopelessness, her dark
hair had fallen over her face, which was
buried in her hands. At the sound of
her husband’s voice she raised her head,
suddenly, a look of wonder in her tear-
filled eyes. She got up and walked
slowly over to where her husband lay
sleeping. There she sat down on the
bed and contemplated his face with
hungry, longing eyes. Unable to restrain
herself she slipped her arms round him,
and, as if never to let him from her
again, she pressed him to her heart. Her
husband, to whom this seemed as the
continuance of a dream, yielded himself
without a word, and there in the fresh-
ness of a beautiful morning, with his
wife’s soft arms around him, he listened
to her story. It was so simple and
pathetic, that when she had ended he
closed her in his arms and in that embrace
was an unspoken prayer for forgiveness,
which conveyed to her, more than any
words, how penitent he was for the
wrong he had done her.

They remained so for some time, until
a knock at the door brought them back to
realities. It was the maid with the
early morning tea.

On the tray lay a letter from Egypt.
Mrs. Mitchell glanced through it quick?y,
caught the words—‘“wonderful luck .

won the big lottery - . mar-
rK Jill next month,” and without a word
she handed the letter to her husband.

* * * * *

Mansfield waved to his departing guests
and watched the train, until 1t disappeared
from sight. Then with a look of com-
plete satisfaction on his face he turned
to his wife. There was no banter in his
voice. '

“You little witch! I believe you are
going to convert me to your theory
after all!”

The Clock

He stands in the corner from morning till
night,

A patient old thing with no feet,

His face is as solemn and round as a moon
And oh, so exce:%iingly neht.

From breakfast to |supper,
Right on through the day,

“Tick-tock, tick-tock, I am only the clock,
Tick-tock, tick-tock,” he’ll say.

His hands are quite tidy; they grow on
his face.
When I grow so big I shall know
Why one is so long and the other'so short
And one he moves fast, and one slow.
From breakfast to supper,
Right on through the day,
“Tick-tock, tick-tock, I am only the clock,
Tick-tock, tick-tock,” he’ll say.

At night when I'm sleeping, he keeps wide
awake,
To see what the little mice do;
He watches the brownie creep in through
the blind,
His little red shoes wet with dew.
From night-time to daytime,
Right on through the day,
“Tick-tock, tick-tock, I am only the clock,
“Tick-tock, tick-tock,” he’ll say.

And when it comes morning I wish he
would tell,
I ask him, but never a trace
Of the wonderful things he saw in the
night
Does he show in his sober face,
From breakfast to supper,
Right on through the day, i
“Tick-tock, tick-tock, I am only the clock,
Tick-tock, tick-tock,” he’ll say. i

Lillian Braythwaite Hill, writer of'
humorous advertisements, spoke at a
business men’s dinner in Chicago, on’
“Fun in the Ad.” Miss Hill began in this
way:

“Does it pay to advertise? Well, I
should say so. A man came to an editor
in the town of Shelbyville one day and
asked that question.

“ ‘Does it pay,’ said the man, ‘to ad-
vertise in your paper?’

“ ‘Does it pay to advertise in my paper’
You just bet it does,” the editor replied.
‘Look at Sands, the cash grocer, for in-
stance. Sands advertised for a boy last
week, and the very next day they had
twins at their house—both boys.” ”’
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The Woman’s Quiet Hour
By E. Cora Hind

The Home Economics Societies of Mani-
toba have recently concluded the most
guccessful convention in their history,
and have fully demonstrated their ability

to act as educational centres
H.E. S. for the newly eafranchised.

From their inception these
societies took hold of big questions with
sturdy courage, and the great demands of
the war have broadened the scope of
their activities, and at the same time in-
creased their sense of responsibility. One

“ “of the great advantages of these societies

is that they bring the women of the towns
and the farms together in a manner
which has never been achieved hitherto
by any organization. Over 500 delegates
gathered in Winnipeg for the annual con-
vention, and very wisely and sanely
mixed a considerable dash of the social
side of life with their graver deliberations.

They were greeted officially by repres-
entatives of the big organizations of
women in the city; they were addressed
by principals of coﬁegee and the head of
the provincial board of health. They went
home refreshed in body and mind, and
they left to the city of Winnipeg a bene-
diction in the shape of increased enthus-
iasm for the work of making the world a
better place to live in.

There is mucn discussion as to whether
the women of Manitoba and British Col-
umbia have or have not the federal fran-
chise, owing to the particular wording of

the election acts of these two
Federal provinces where the word
Franchise ‘‘person” is used on contra-
distinction to ‘‘male person”
as in the provinces of Saskatchewan and
Alberta.

Some of those who fought the suffrage
battle in the old days know well why the
change was made for Alberta and Saskat-
chewan; it was because lack of definite-
ness nearly gave the women of Manitoba
the vote; In fact it was only just discov-
ered before the third reading of a certain
bill many long years ago, and Alberta
and Saskatchewan took no chances.

The Dominion parliament use the pro-
vincial lists, but lawyers differ as to whe-
ther the Dominion government will accept
the lists with women on them or whether
they will alter the Dominion Act and
make separate lists of their own. No two
lawyers agree as to what may happen,
but all are unreservedly agreed that the
only hope of voting in a Dominion elec-
tion at the present time is to be on the
provincial lists. The making of voters’
lists is an expensive matter, and it is
simply amazing how thrifty and prudent
legislatures can be if they do not want
tae thing for which the money would be
spent. In order to make new lists it is
necessary that there should be an appro-
priation in the estimates, and so far this
session no such appropriation has been
made. There seems little doubt in the
minds of politicians that there will be a
Dominion election within the year, and
if the women of Manitoba and B.C. are
to have at least a fighting chance to vote
in that election, it is time to be up and
doing. Every member of a local legisla-
ture should hear from his women constitu-
ents on this point.

1915 1916
Octover . . . ... $333.94 $1,570.18
November. ... 273.61 1,337.98
December. . . . . 398.87 1,612.46
1916 1917
January. .. ... 588.85 2,931.75
vat do these figures mean?
Vhat Does They mean the steady in-
It Mean? crease from month to month

) of the amounts of money
being sent in from the rural districts to
headquarters in Winnipeg for Red Cross
supplies. The work done by rural distri-
cts and small towns of Manitoba for Red
Cross is nothing short of mar velous, especi-
ally when it is remembered how extremely
difficult it is to get help, and that an in-
creasing share of the work on the farms
s falling to the women. ‘“Many daughters
have done virtuously but thou excellest
them all” might appropriately be ap-
plicd to Manitoba upon this occasion

The bee keepers’ convention was some-
thing of a revelation this year to those
who have never bothered with anything

so small as bee culture. Asked off hand
how much honey has been

‘‘How Doth produced in the province
The Little last year, outsiders made
Busy Bee?”’ wild guesses, running from

500 to 2000 pounds. As a
matter of fact over 800,000 pounds of
honey were made by the bees, and the
sale of the same came to very consider-
ably over $100,000. There are quite a
number of women engaging in bee cul-
ture, and more will go into it.

One of the decisions of the convention
was of an admirably practical character,
namely to place hives of beesin the grounds
of convalescent homes for soldiers, ther
government to provide needful instruc-
tion in the care of the bees. There is a
growing demand for honey, and with
better educational publicity as to its
food value this demand should continue
to increase. The project to have the
honey output marketed co-operatively
the same as the wool is an excellent one.
Given the necessary knowledge as to
handling and a proper market, and a
man otherwise incapacitated might make
a comfortable addition to his pension in
the care of a few hives of bees, and at
the same time provide himself with an
endless source of pleasure and instrue-
tion.

Not only should the potato area on all
the farms be increased this year, but
every back-yard in city and town should
be utilized in so far as it is possible to

have it sufficiently prepared.
Grow No use wasting seed on pooily
Potatoes prepared ground. Potatoes

are scarce the world over.
Europe cannot produce the usual supplf'
owing to lack of fertilizers, and fertil-
izers cannot be obtained owing to lack
of ships, so that.supplies for Britain and
the continent will largely be produced in
America. The United States is shott of
potatoes for current requirements,  and
also very short of seed, so that with the
best” will in the world they cannot in-
crease their acreage materially, so that
potatoes are likely to be a good price for
another year at least. The back-yard
supply will not do much to furnish
Europe but a general back-yard potato
garden movement would help consider-
ably with the supply for each family, and
not only be cheaper than buying, but
would be lessening local consumption of
the large supplies %eaving more for export.
There is nothing more healthy than a
few hours of garden work for either the
man or woman whose daily work lies
indoors. It is nothing short of amauzing
the amount of vegetables which can be
grown on a town lot if pains are taken in
preparing the ground.

Why I Would Not Allow My Daughter
to Be a Dressmaker

Friends have always admired my neat
appearance and the style and simplicity of
my dress. The fact that I have been a
dressmaker enables me to dress in the
latest style on less money than my friends

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

require to make a less smart appearance.
I have the satisfaction of knowing that my
clothes are properly fitted and that no
material has been wasted in the making.
There is no necessity for me to wear the
same dress a second season, for by making
a few cha I can always make it over
like new. I have always the satisfaction
of knowing that, were I left penniless there
would be a means whereby I could earn
my bread and butter, Styles may change;
but there will always be work for the cap-
able dressmaker.

Yet, notwithstanding all these advant-
ages you will be somewhat surprised that I
would not allow my daughter to be a dress-
maker. I shall teach her to make her own
clothes; but with my consent she will
never reach the standard of a dressmaker.

Listen and you shall know my reasons.
So often I receive letters from friends like
the following:

“Dear Marjorie,—Do come and spend
Thanksgiving with us. We are just dying
to see you. I have so much to tell you;
and say, Marjorie, you know that green
velvet that I had made last autumn. Well,
my dear, I am making a few changes in it,
just a few touches of black velvet added.

othing much; but you know how I aE-
preciate your judgment in matters like
this, and I know that you will help me out”
—ete.

I accept the invitation, and during those
two days of anticipated pleasure, I rip and
plan and sew, until what at first appeared
to be an impossibility is at last converted
into a presentable costume of the latest
style, and all for the sake of friendship.

If I plan a visit to a friend or relative,
there is always some sewing awaiting me;
something to make or to alter, and al-
though me help might not be directly
s?licited, always feel that it is expected
of me.

IfI dro;I) in to spend an afternoon with
a friend, I am sure to be called on for
advice, 1f not for aid in connection with
whatever sewing may be on hand. In the
event of any sewing being done for a charit-
able association, I am always expected to
take a leading part.

On all these occasions, I am only too

pleased to give to others the benefit of my N

experience; but there are times when the
dressmaker, like everyone else, feels that
she can appreciate a holiday. But plan as
she might, there is no holiday for the cap-
able maker. Once a dressmaker,
always a dressmaker.—Irene Wilson.

A Brewer’s dray had collided with
a heavily laden milk cart and sent can
after can splashing into the street. Of
course, the world assembled to watch
the great event.

A small man, coming up late, had to
stand on tip-toe and keep dodging his
head from side to side in order to see past
an enormously stout woman who was
just in front of him. ‘“What is it? What
18 it?”’ he kept on asking.

At last he caught a glimpse of the shat-
tered cart and the fresh white milk stream-
ing through the street.

“Goodness!” he exclaimed.
awful waste!”

The stout woman looked at him.
“Mind your own business, sir,”” she said.
“T have a right to as big a waist as I like.”

Give the “Kiddies”
All They Want of
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CROWN
~ CORN: \

It is one of the delicious *‘good things’ that has a real food value.

A slice of your good homemade bread, spread with ‘‘Crown Brand'’, forms
a perfectly balanced food, that is practically all nourishment.
So—let them have it on biscuits and pancakes, and on their
porridge if they want it.
You'll like it, too, on Griddle Cakes—on Blanc Mange and
Baked Apples. Andyou'll find it the most economical sweetener
you can use, for Cakes, Cookies, Gingerbread and Pies.

Have your husband get a tin, the next time he is in town=
a 5, 10 or 20 pound tin.

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED
tAONTREAL,

“What an -

‘Metallic’
Clapboard
Sidin

YOUca.nq’ ly run up a
neat, strong building—fire-
proof and weather-proof—with
Metallic Clap-board Siding. You
save money,—wood sheeting is
notneeded,the Clap-board being
nailed right on the studs. ' Out-
lasts the building it is put on.

“Metallic” Clapboard SiCi

Made in heavily galvanized

sheets 8 ft. long. Very easil
handled. @ Far cheaper an
more durable than wood. No
knots or cracks and doesn’t
soak up paint.

Nailheads are shel-
teréd from the weath-
er (see small picture
at right). Don'’t in-
vite fire with wooden
walls, etc. Use‘‘M-R.
Co.’’ Clap-board Sid-
ing, ‘‘Eastlake’ Gal-
vanized Shingles,
Ventilators, etc.

u;-u ¥ cl.l‘ gu-‘lu'::' ""llunﬂl bi
Siding, Lights, Vanes, Fisials, ete.

. Write us to-day for prices
and illustrations. 176

METALLIC
ROOFING CO. LTD.

TORONTO & WINNIPEG

When writing advertisers, please mention
The Western Home Monthly
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CARDINAL, BRANTFORD,

and *‘Silver Glou“' Laundry Starch,
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Ournewrecipe book, “‘Desserts
and Candies’’, will show you

FORT WILLIAM, {ow k lot of reall
Makers of “Lily White" Corn Syrup— Benson's Corn Starch— ho il v ey oL 2

delicious dishes with ‘‘Crown
Brand’'. Write for a copy to
our Montreal Office.
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What is Auto-Intoxication
—and How to Prevent It

By C. G. Percival, M.D.

Perhaps the best definition I have ever noted
of Auto-Intoxication is ‘‘Self-Intoxication, or
poisoning by compounds - produced internally
by oneself.”

This definition is clearly intelligible because it
puts Auto-Intoxication exactly where it belongs;
takes it away from the obscure and easily mis-
understood, and brings it into the light as an
enervating, virulent, poisonous ailment.

It is probably the most insidious of all com-
plaints, because its first indications are that we
feel a little below par, sluggish, dispirited, etc.,
and we are apt to delude ourselves that it may
be the weather, a little overwork or the need for
a rest—

But once let it get a good hold through non-
attention to the real cause and a nervous condition
is apt to develop, which it will take months to
correct. Not alone that, but Auto-Intoxication
so weakens the foundation of the entire system
to resist disease that if any is prevalent at the time
or if any organ of the body is below par a more
or less serious derangement is sure to follow—

The ailments which have been commonly,
almost habitually, traced to Auto-Intoxication
are: Languor, Headache, Insomnia, Biliousness,
Melancholia, Nervous Prostrations, Digestive
Troubles, Eruptions of the Skin, Rheumatism,
Neuralgia, Kidney Disturbance, Liver Troubles.

There are several conditions which may produce
Auto-Intoxication, but by far the most common
and prevalent one is the accumulation of waste
in the colon, caused by insufficient exercise, impro-
per food or more food than Nature can take care
of under our present mode of living.

I wonder if you realize how prevalent this most
common cause of Auto-Intoxication really is—
the clearest proof of it is that one would be entirely
safe iff stating that there are more drugs consumed
in an effort to correct this complaint than for all
other human ills combined—it is indeed universal,
and if it were once conquered, in the words of the
famous medical scientist, Professor Eli Metchnikoff,
“the length of our lives would be nearly doubled.’s

He has specifically- stated that if our colons
were removed in early infancy we would in all
probability live to the age of 150 years.

That is because the waste which accumulates
in the colon is extremely poisonous, and the blood,
- as it flows through the walls of the colon, absorbs
these poisons until it is permeated with them.
Have you ever, when bilious, experienced a tingling
sensation apparent even above the dormant
sensation which biliousness creates? I have,
and that is Auto-Intoxication way above the
danger point.
Now, if laxative drugs were thorough in remov-
ing this waste, there could be no arraignment
against them— ’

\
But they are at best only partially effective

and temporary in their results, and if persisted
in soon cease to be effective at all. Their effect
is, at best, the forcing of the system to throw off
a noxious eléement, and they, therefore, ‘“jolt’”
nature instead of assisting her.

There is, however, a method of eliminating this
waste, which has been. perfected recently after
many years of practice and study, which might
be aptly termed a Nature remedy. This is the
cleansing of the colon its entire length, at reason-
able periods, by means of an internal bath, in
which simple warm water and a harmless antiseptic
are used.

This system already has over half a million
enthusiastic users and advocates, who have found
it the one effective and harmless preventive of
Auto-Intoxication, and a resulting means of
consistently keeping them clear in brain, bright
in spirits, enthusiastic in their work and most
capable in its performance.

The one great merit about this method, aside
from the fact that it is so effectual, is that no one
can quarrel with it, because it is so simple and
natural. It is, as it is called, nothing but a bath,
scientifically applied. All physicians have for
years commonly recommended old-fashioned
Internal Baths, and the only distinction between
them is that the newer method is infinitely more
thorough, wherefore it would.seem that one could
hardly fail to recommend it without stultifying
himself, could he?

As a matter of fact, I know that many of the
most enlightened and successful specialists are
constantly prescribing it to their patients.

The physician who has been responsible for this
perfected method of Internal Bathing was himself
an invalid twenty-five years ago. Medicine had
failed and he tried the old-fashioned Internal Bath.
It benefited him, but was only partially effective.
Encouraged by this progress, however, he improved
the manner of administering it, and as this improved
so did his health.

Hence, for twenty-five years he has made this
his life’s study and practice until to-day this long
experience is represented in the “J. B. L. Cascade.”
During all these years of specializing, -as may be
readily appreciated, most interesting and valuable
knowledge was gleaned, and this practical know-
ledge is all summed up in a most interesting way,
and will be sent to you on request, without cost
or other obligations, if you will simply address
Chas. A. Tyrrell, M.D., Roam 256, 163 College
Street, Toronto, and mention having read this
article in The Western Home Monthly." -

The inclination of this age is to keep as far away
from medicine as possible, and still keep healthy
and capable. Physicians agree that 95 per cent
of human ailments is caused by Auto-Intoxication.

These two facts should be sufficient to incline
everyone to at least write for this little book and
read what it has to say on the subjecct.

FORGET ABOUT

URIC ACID!
It DOES NOT Cause Rheumatism

Furthermore, I claim that Uric Acid is a NAT-

URAL and NECESSARY constituent of the
blood. That without it we could not live! Strange
statements? Yes—to you, perhaps, because you
have always been told differently.

But my book just published tells i}]Iou the real
truth about Rheumatism. Tells what actually
DOES cause it, and how it is now being success-
fully treated by entirely new, advanced, scientific
methods. )

This book is the result of my 20 long years of
study, research and experimentation in this dis-
case. One very prominent physician says of it:
“Intensely interesting and instructive—surely a
valuable Thesis.”

[ have no free treatment to offer—nothing of
the kind. But I do want every Rheumatic suf-
ferer no matter what form or how chronie, to read
my book. It tells the truth about Rheumatism—
at last. Therefore I will gladly send it absolutely
free. Understand, please, that no money is asked
or expected.

Just your address on a postal, even, will bring
the Book to you by return mail. ¢

H. P. CLEARWATER, Ph. D., No. 40-B,
Water St., Hallowell, Maine.

'SEPARATORI

$

FULLY
GUARANTEED

A SOLID PROPOSITION to send
new, well made, easy running,
perfect skimming separator for
only $16.95. Closely skims warm
or cold milk. Makes heavy or light
cream. Bowl a sanitary marvel,
easily cleaned, Different from
picture, which illustrates larger
capacity machines. See our easy

MonthlyPaymentPlan

Shipments made promptly from
WInnlpci. Man., Toronto, Ont,
ahd St. John, N. B. Whether
dairy is large or small, write for
handsome free catalog and easy
payment plan.

AMERICAN SEPARATOR CO.
Box 3196 Bainbridge, N. Y.

When writing advertisers, please mention
The Western Home Monthly -
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Mrs Finnegan Scores One. :

ha 3

rence Finnegan was borne to his

late home, with the explanation
that he had attempted to take a nap on
the track of the Indian Valley Ry., his
widow bore her bereavement with the
equanimity born of a conviction that
%latever happens: in this world is for
the best. But when, a year later, Rosie,
her cow, was tossed into the ditch, a
shapeless mass, from the selfsame track
upon which the. earthly career of her
former master had been cut short, Mrs.
Finnegan mourned with a grief too great
for solace. |

By way of explaining Mrs. Finnegan’s
rather unconventional,conduct it should
be said that her late husband had been
in the habit of varying the monotony of
his labors as a section hand, by going on
a spree of a week or ten days’ duration
after each monthly visit of the pay car.
His boss was obliged to overlook these
eccentricities because Mr. Finnegan had
been promised a life job on the road for
having saved, in a spectacular manner, a
passenger train from plunging into -a
washout. During these sprees his favor-
ite amusement was beating his wife with
whatever came handy. As sprees are
rather costly luxuries, Mr. Finnegan’s
contributions to the family support were
few and meagre.

Rosie, on the other hand, during her
entire exemplary life, never once failed
to appear at the front gate promptly
after the passage of No. 4 at 6.25 p.m.
ready to fill a large tin pail with the
richest of foaming warm milk. This
milk, with the products of the garden
cultivated by Mrs. Finnegan, and the
chickens raised by her labor, supplied
the family larder and furnished such
clothing as she possessed. Small wonder,
then, that when Mrs. McGuigan called
upon Mrs. Finnegan a week after Rosie’s
tragic ‘end she found crape on the door
knob and could elicit no response to her
knock, though the sound of moans and
ejaculations from the tiny sitting-room
told that the mistress of the house
was 1n.

“Oh-h! Ye poo-oor de-ear,” exclaimed
Mrs. McGuigan in her most consoling ac-
cents as she bustled into the room,
“now don’t take on so. I'm su-ure if
there’s a heaven f'r cows, R-rosie’s there
this blessed minnit, an’ she wuddent
have ye grieve yer hea-art out fr her.”

Mrs. Finnegan’s only answer was to
bury her face in her hands and rock back
and forth as she burst into a tempest of
sobs and moans, while her caller stood in
the middle .of the room with mouth
agape. At last her slowly returning wits
prompted her to say:—

“Ye poo-oor thing!”

The world of sympathy in the simple
exclamation but served to tap afresh the
fountain of sorrow in Mrs. Finnegan’s
breast. Controlling herself after a time
she looked up at Mrs. McGuigan through
tear-dimmed eyes.

“Ah, poo-oor de-ar R-rosie was such a
da-arlin’ crayture,” continued Mrs. Fin-
negan, her tears starting afresh. “She’d
lick me ha-and that affectionate whinivir
I’d give her a bite fr'm the ga-arden, an’

WHEN all that was mortal of Law-

‘she’d stan’ in front of the dure in the

ma-arnin’ an’ moo so lovin’ f’r me to

come out an’ milk her. O, Mrs. Mec-
Guigan, I can’t bea’ar it; I can’t
bea-ar it.”

Mrs McGuigan racked her brain for
some moments for words to assuage the
fresh outburst of grief that followed this
exclamation.

“A-ah, now! Ah, now! Mrs. Fin-
negan,” she said at last. “Do-on’t take
ahn so. Ye'll fret yerself sick if ye go on

that way. It wo-on’t do,” Seeing that
" this had no e

she added desperately,
after a pause, “An can buy another
cow, Mrs. Finnegan.”

“Another cow, d’ye say, Mrs. Mec-
Giuigan?” snapped Mrs. Finnegan in a
blaze of wrath. *“Where's there another
cow on ear-rth like me poo-oor de-ear
R-rosie? An’ if cows were thicker’n flies
in August, whe-ere’d I get the money to
buy wan?”

This was a poser. But inspiration
came at last, and Mrs. McGuigan’s face
lighted up as she exclaimed:—

“Make the r-railroad buy ye wan.”

“How’ll T do that?”

“W’y the r-railroad kilt poo-oor
R-rosie, didn’t it? Thin make the r-rail-
road buy ye another cow.”

By Frederick Arlington

“*Tis easier said than done.”

“Oh-h, I don’t know! There was me
fri'nd McFatrick that had a fi-ine shoat
kilt by wan ,0’ thim rid divil wagins
la-ast summer. McFatrick found out
the name of the ma-an that had the divil
wagin was McVandherhilp, or somethin’
like that. So he tuck the train to the
city an’ went sthraight to McVandher-
hilp’s office, or whativer his name was,
an’ he says, says he,Ye’ve kilt me pig
with yer dom’d divil, wagin,’ says he.
‘How much ? says-McVandherhilp. ‘Fifty
dollars,’ says FcFatrick. ‘There ye ar-re,
says McVandherhilp. ‘Thank ye kindly,
pir,” says McFatrick, says he. An’ that
was all there was to it. Now if I was
you, Mrs. Finnegan, I'd go sthraight to
the r-railroad an’ I'd say, ‘Ye-ve kilt me
cow.’ ‘How much? says they. ‘Fifty
dollars,’ says ye. ‘Here ye ar-re,’ says
they. An’ then ye’ll come ho-ome an’
buy ye a fi-ine young cow an’ live happy
ever afther, as they do in the fairy
tales.”

“Well, now, p’raps I wud,” assented
Mrs. Finnegan, drying her eyes on her
apron. So it was decided, after an
infinite amount of discussion, that Mrs.
Finnegan should leave her affairs, which
meant the care of her dog Charley, an
evil-looking brute, part bulldog and part
meanness, and the chickens in the care
of Mrs. McGuigan while she went to
division headquarters at Omaha to pre-
sent her claim for poor Rosie’s slaughter
in person.

The next day but one after that of
Mrs. McGuigan’s inspiration, No. 2 car-
ried Mrs. Finnegan, arrayed in her an-
cient black alpaca and black-beaded bon-
net, to Omaha without any more of inci-
dent than usually befalls the untravelled.
Oft-repeated inquiries of all who would
listen and of many who would not, sup-
plemented at last by the kindly guid-
ance of a mnewsboy, led the aggrieved
widow to a door inscribed:—

“DIVISION SUPERINTENDENT”

Mrs. Finnegan found herself in a large
room, at one end of which was a roll-top
desk. In a swivel chair behind the desk
sat a red-headed, red-bearded man with
a broad expanse of white waistcoat bi-
sected by a ponderous gold chain. His
face, for the time being, was redder than
his beard, for he was delivering to an
audience consisting of a deferential but
very nervous little man a violent ora-
tion, or declamation, or something, in
which the words, “number one,” and
“laid out,” and “Coffman Siding,” and
“orders,” were jumbled with strange
oaths. Being unable to make anything
of the scene, or to attract attention,
Mrs. Finnegan advanced to the center of

the room and, after a preliminary
“hem!” .exclaimed in her most severe
tones:—

“Ye’ve kilt me cow.”

“Go to the devil!” roared the red-
faced occupant of the swivel chair with-
out looking up.

Mrs. Finnegan fled from the room, her
eyes so suffused with tears that she ran
into one of her countrymen, in a checked
blouse, and carrying a pail of water in
each hand, whom she nearly knocked
down stairs.

“Dom it, why don’t ye—" he yelled;‘

then seeing the tear-blinded old woman
as he turned his head, he continued in
his politest accents, “I beg yer pardon,
mum. The flure’s so slippery I mnearly
lost me balance, an’ if ye hadn’t been in
hearin’ I might ’ave used sthrong lan-
guage.” ‘

The response to this being a sob, he
continued: — :

“Cheer up, mum! Trouble loves a wet
g'il, so dhry yer eyes befure yer grief
takes r-root.”

“Tis easy to be comfortin’ when ye’ve
not had yer sole support taken fr'm ye
by a murdherin’ r-railroad.”

“Have they kilt yer ma-an?”

“I bear them no ill-will f’r tha-at.”

“A-a-a-a-a?”

Janitor Murphy scratched his head and
stared.

“But they’ve kilt me poo-oor, de-ear
Rosie, an’ now they’ll give me no satis-
faction, the blagga-ards.”

“Yer da’ter?”

“Me cow.” .

“Fer the love o’ God!” Janitor Mur-
phy crossed himself devoutly as he

\
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gtared for a moment in amazement.
Then it occurred to him that she might
be mentally unbalanced, so he again
became sympathetic.

“An’ where’s yer home?”

«pendher.” . .

“0, ye were just goin’ to take the train
fr Pendher when I stopped ye, weren’t
e? If we hurry y2’ll catch it yet.”

So it came to pass that before she
exactly realized what had happened
Mrs. Finnegan was well on her way
home. As the full
humiliating failure of her mission
dawned upon her she wept again. Sud-
denly her face lighted up with the dawn
of a great idea.

As “No. 1”7 paused for a fleeting
moment at the Pender platform, Mrs.
Finnegan alighted with great delibera-
tion and many complacent nods of her
head. Soon after reaching her home Mrs.
McGuigan and Charley, who had been
eagerly awaiting her return, came bois-
terously in.

«A-ah, Mrs. Finnegan! An’ how did ye
come out?”

“Whin I do come out I’ll have satis-
faction an‘ the price of me cow.”

“So they tr-reated ye all right, did
they? I told ye so. Them r-railroaders
ar-re gintlemen.”

“They’re divils.”

“Didn’t they settle wid ye?”

“They’re goin’ to.”
~ “Thin why this sthrong language?”

“Language, Mrs. McGuigan? Lan-
guage? What’s language whin ye’re so
full of feelin’s ye can’t talk? I’ll lave
the language to thim blagga-ards in
Omehah. They’ll need it whin they’ve
finished with Mary Ann Finnegan.”

“An’ ye didn’t get a cint?”

“I’'ve come home f'r ye to witness the

ayment.”

“Ye talk sthrangely, Mrs. Finnegan.”

“So will thim dhirty r-railroad pups.”

“What d’ye mean?” »

“That ’tis time to be goin’. Come, Mrs.
McGuigan; let’s go f'r the money. We’ll
take Cha-arley wid us. I hanker fr his
society to-day.”

Mrs. McGuigan, much perplexed  and
more alarmed, followed Mrs. Finnegan
out through the little garden and then
across Campbell’s meadow toward the
railroad track. Charley followed close
behind, glowering evilly at the land-
scape and occasionally licking his chop
with sinister suggestiveness.

Buster Jim Sampson, who happened to
be pulling “No. 2” on this particular day,
hooked the two hundred and thirty-two
up in the first notch, and with a series
of insinuating jerks coaxed the throttle
clear out into the gangway as the last
of the five coaches swung around the
curve back of Sorghum Miller’s barn
just below Pender and steadied down
into the seven miles of straight, level
track to Lyons. He had orders to meet
a special which he knew carried “The
Old Man” (otherwise the president of
thg road) at Lyons and he was four
minutes | late. The two hundred and
thirty-two responded nobly. By this
time the coach whecls were only hitting
the high centers, while the passengers
grasped at the seats and only breathed
when they happened to think of it.
Buster Jim was in the very act of con-
gratulating himself on his ability to get
‘em over the road, when there loomed
into his vision a queer black object
between the rails not more than a thou-
sand feet ahead. Instantly his left hand
hovgd the throttle home and began
clawing wildly for the sand lever, while
his right jerked the handle of the air
b{ake valve clear around to emergency
stop.

By the time the passengers had re-
covered sufficiently to begin to crawl out

from under the seats and wonder if they

were the sole survivors, the two hundred
and thirty-two had come to a stop with
the tip of her pilot not more than twenty
feet from the queer black object. Buster
\IJIII slid open his window and looked out.
Now Buster Jim was known far and wide
as the most volubly profane man on the
Indian Valley Railroad; but what he
saw when he looked from his window
that day kindled emotions that mere
words were pitifully inadequate to ex-
press. He slowly turned his head until
his cyves rested on Truthful Sam, his fire-
man, who had stepped into the gangway
behind him. The two looked at each
other, then at the object on the track.
Yes, it was true. The object on the
track was an elderly woman, unmistak-
ably Trich, clad in black alpaca and hold-

import of the.

ing an umbrella to ward off the rays of
the too ardent sun, sitting flat on the
ground squarely between the rails, the
incarnation of imperturbable equanim-
ity. It was Mrs. Finnegan. Beside her,
with ears back, bristles up, muscles
tense, eyes a-glitter with green fire, stood
a dog—Charley. Just across the ditch,
frozen stiff and speechless with terror,
stood Mrs. McGuigan. For a full minute
the tableau was undisturbed. Then Bus-
ter Jim yelled:

“Hey there! What in blazes you doin’?
Git off the track.” Seeing that this pro-
duced no effect whatever, he continued:
“Say, Sam, git down and chase that old
woman off.”

Sam sprang down and started for-
ward; but seeing Charley watching him
out of the corners of his eyes while his
upper-lip fluttered in a nervous sort of
way over a most magnificent set of teeth,
he retreated precipitately to the shelter
of the gangway.

Then Buster Jim opened the cylinder
cocks, started the steam bell ringer,
began a series of spasmodie toots on the
whistle and, with the pop valve emitting
a demoniac, sputtering roar, started the
two hundred and thirty-two forward.
The noise was appalli but it neve

ppalling, but it never
feazed Mrs. Finnegan. With Charley it
was different. With a wild half bark
growl, he sprang at the advancing pilot
and tore splinters from the wooden bars
with his teeth until the thing came to a
stop when it touched Mrs. Finnegan, who
turned around and leaned comfortably
back against the pilot.

Brakeman Shorty Olson came running
up “What’s the matter?” he inquired.

“Git that woman off the track,” yelled -

Buster Jim.

Shorty dashed forward on his mission.
Charley was so engrossed in his attack
on the pilot that he did mnot motice
Shorty until that gentleman was almost
upon him. Charley promptly abandoned
the pilot to charge the new foe. Shorty
made record time on the return trip
until he met Conductor Kingman, better
known, because of his finicky tastes in
matters of dress, as “Miss Georgie.” Miss
Georgie, who had been in time to see the
charge and counter charge, called out in
his sternest tones:—

“Git a coupling pin and brain that
brute; and then help that woman off the
track,”

“Can’t. I got to go back an’ flag. Ye
know sixteen follered us right out o’
Pender.”

“You’re mighty busy all of a sudden,”
exclaimed baggageman Billy Byrnes as
he sprang out of the side door of his car.
“Now lemme show you how to handle a
dog. All you got to do is.to hold your
hat out kind o’ low and wave it slowly
back and forth and look him straight in
the eye, and no dog on earth’ll dast to
touch you.” '

Suiting his actions to his words, Billy
gallantly advanced. Charley, regarding
his conduct as a particularly aggravat-
ing affront, charged with great energy.
The waving hat confused him so that he
failed to spring for Billy’s throat, as he
had intended, but dashed between his
legs instead, throwing the baggageman
violently to the ground to the great de-
light of a score of passengers who had
alighted in time to see the performance.
Beiore Charley could check himself and
return to the attack, the voice of his
mistress rose above the roar of the two-
thirty-two’s pop calling him to her side.
Being well-trained, he obeyed, though re-
luctantly. Mrs. Finnegan put her arms
around Charley, holding him firmly to
her side.

“Stay by me, da-arlin’,” she said sooth-
ingly. “Yer place is right here.”

Seeing the dog under restraint, Miss
Georgie, Shorty, the express messenger,
the mail clerk and several passengers
ventured nearer.

“What are you doing there?” demand-
ed Miss Georgie.

“Enj’yin’ meself.”

“Well, get out of the way, or we'll run
over you.”

“Ye’d betther not try it. Ye've run
over me old ma-an, an’ yé've r-run over
me poo-oor, de-car Rosie; but I ha-ardly
think ye’ll r-run over me, will he, Cha-ar-
ley 77 )

Charley licked his chops and glowered
at Miss Georgie.

“She must be crazy,” said Miss
Georgie to a smooth-shaven. well-dressed,
self-assertive gentleman who had come
forward from the parlor car.

Now Fate has a habit of doing unex-
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pected, - illogical things, and it had
pleased the eccentric goddess to decx-eei
not only that the Old Man’s specia
should lying at Lyons waiting for
number two, but that the general claim
agent of the Indian  Valley Railroad
should be journeying southward on this
same number two, now held up by Mrs.
Finnegan and her dog. It was general
Claim Agent Harrington whom Miss
Georgie had addressed. Mr. Harrington
now took command of the situation.

“Who is this woman?”’ he asked.

“Larry Finnegan’s widow,” answered
Shorty, who knew everybody on the road.

“Why have you stopped tlre train, Mrs.
Finnegan?” demanded Mr. Harrington.

“I want pay fr the cow ye've kilt f'r
me.’ ’

“Well, well, this is no way to get it.
Send your claim to Omaha; and if it is
just it will be paid in due time.”

“Omehah! Omehah! Don’t ye say
Omehah to me. I went to Omehah an’
the brick-topped blagga-ard there told
me to go to a place that was invinted an’
set aside ’specially f’r r-railroad men.
An’ now I'm goin’ to have pay f'r me
poo-oor murdhered R-rosie befure I I’ave
this spot.”

Mr. Harrington found himself losing
command of the situation. .

“How do I know you had a cow
killed?” he demanded, betrayed by his
emotions into an appearance of megoti-
atix'llg.

“There’s her grave over there, poo-oor
thing,” replied Mrs. Finnegan, pointing
to a fresh mound of earth near the fence.

“We killed a cow, all right, coming up
the other day,” interposed Shorty.

“Well, well my good woman, tell me
what she was worth, and I’ll see what
can be done about it when I get to
Omaha.”

,“She was wort’ fifty dollars, an’ ye’il
sée about it befure ye git a foot nearer
Omehah than ye ar-re now, onless ye go
be ha-and.”

“Fifty dollars! Why, I could buy the
best cow in the country for thirty-five
dollars. Come, come, Mr. Kingman, re-
move that woman and let’s get on.”

Miss Georgie took a step forward.
“Come on, boys,” he called. is request
being re-enforced by Mr. Harrington’s
urgings, Shorty and the express messen-
rer suﬁported Miss Georgie on either
ank, though it must be said the advance
was without enthusiasm.

“Watch ’em, Cha-arley,” warned Mrs.
Finnegan. Charley promptly showed a
whole-hearted willingness to watch ’em
by springing forward a step and emit-

. ting a series of ferocious growls and
barks. The three hastily retired.

“Say! but you are a brave lot,”
sneered Mr. Harrington.

“P'raps you'd like the
retorted Shorty.

“0, confound it, I'd rather pay the
fifty out of my own pocket than lay out
the president’s special any longer,” said
Mr. Harrington, ignoring Shorty’s sug-
gestion.  “Here, Madame, here’s your
fifty dollars,” he continued, peeling two
twenties and a ten off a huge roll which
he fished up from the depths of his trou-
sers pocket.

“I said sixty dollars.”

“Sixty dollars? Cows seem to be going
up in your market, Mrs. Finnegan.”

““Tis the beef trust.”

“Well, for heaven’s sake come and get
your money and let us go on.”

“Ye’ll hand it to me like 4 gintleman.”

“I’'m not coming near that dog.”

“He shan’t hur-rt ye if ye behave yer-
gelf,” said Mrs. Finnegan, throwing her
skirt over Charley’s head and holding
him tightly with one arm. Mr. Harring-
ton grew purple in the face and breathed
hard for a moment. Then he peeled
another ten off the roll and handed it to
Shorty, who cautiously advanced near
enough to toss the little roll into the
widow’s lap. She took it, counted it
twice with great deliberation, tied it in
a handkerchief, deposited the handker-
chief in a pocket which [she found in her
skirt after a long search, rose, brushed
herself off with one hand and at last
stepped aside.

“Now ye kin go,” she said.

job yourself,”

Not until they had reached Mrs. Fin-
negan’s gate did Mrs. McGuigan find her
tongue. Then, looking up with the
adoration which humility pays to genius
she exclaimed :—

“A-ah, Mrs. Finnegan! That wuz the
time ye sco-ored wan.”
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- About the Farm

Care of Brood Mares
By Grattan

Some horsemen utterly neglect the
brood mare, while others err in giving too
much attention. The latter forget that
exercise is necessary and that strong,
heavy foods are undesirable.

Exercise but Avoid Accidents

A mare in foal may be safely used to
do ordinary farm work, as long as she
is not asked to strain herself, as is usually
the case when a snowdrift or a mud-hole
makes it a difficult matter for a horse to
avoid putting forth extreme muscular
efforts in order to pull a load. Slipping
on icy spots is a common cause for
abortion, but many times mares are
thoughtlessly turned out when ice abounds
and less frequently they are driven ‘on
icy roads without being properly shod.

If more than two of the farm mares
are in foal it is almost a foregone con-
clusion that some two of them will fight
when turned out together. No surer
method of causing trouble exists than a
kick in the abdomen from another horse.
It will be far better to give them their
exercise in harness, doing such ligl;t tasks
?s. may usually be provided about the
arm.

If the mares are worked in winter
when their feet are likely to become balled
:F with ice and snow, the balls should

ways be knocked out before they are
driven in on to the stable floor, where
there would be danger of their slipping.

Mares kegl‘:3 in box stalls sometimes get
injured by being caught in a half-closed
door going out or in the stall, according

things are making fair progress he should
await developments.

In a very large percentage of cases the
act of foaling in mares is naturally per-
formed. Sometimes this does not occur,
especially is this the case where the mare
has led an idle life, and her muscles are
in a flabby condition as a consequence.
When things are all right, birth is the
most rapid in horses of all domesticated
animals. In cases where labor pains
have been frequent and severe for a time
and no progress is apparently being made
toward dei'rvery, the attendant must
decide that some abnormal -condition
exists and the aid'of the veterinarian
should be had.

If the mare is kept in the stable, see
that all the bedding is removed after the
foal arrives; this, together with the after-
birth, should be burned. Saturate the
floor with a disinfectant solution and give
dry bedding.

In some: cases the mare is unnatural
and vicious with her foal, and if not
prevented will injure and probably
destroy it. In this case the attendant
should not leave her until her fear or
dislike of the foal has been overcome
and the youngster has sucked. If the
foal be strong and smart and the mare
is giving it the proper attention the less
interference the better.

After Foaling

Give the mare bran mashes for a day
or two to reduce the fever incident to
parturition and feed hgr on clean hay and
oats. Reduce the oats and increase the
bran if the foal shows evidence of con-
stipation, but do not feed barley to the

A Happy Family, Enjoying Home Comforts. Taken on the Farm of Mr Geo. Ball, Gladstone.

to the direction in which the door opens,
and sometimes a mare that is somewhat
stubborn about being driven into the stall
or the stable gets a bad fall by reason
of getting a blow with a whip in the hands
of the person trying to drive her. Such
mares should never be driven into the
stall or stable, but should be led.

Feed for the Brood Mares

In the matter of feeding almost an
ood sensible feed may be allowed‘.,
gmutty corn or rusty oats should not be
fed under any consideration. Good oats
bran and well cured hay make a food
that would be hard to improve on. It
goes without saying that a mare should
never be kept tied in an open stall as
foaling time approaches, and a box stall
is better at all times.

At Foaling Time

It will be well to keep as close a watch
as possible for the arrival of the youngster,
but do not press any more attention on
the mare than is absolutely necessary.
In most cases it is wise for the watcher
to keep as quiet and as much out of sight
of the mare as possible, but at the same
time be in such a position that he can
observe her actions and note the progress
being made toward delivery. If the
attendant has an intelligent idea of the
act when it takes place in a normal man-
ner, he will be able to recognize abnormal
conditions, and if not able to rectify these
he should send promptly for a veterinarian.
A very important point with the attendant
is to khow when to interfere, as much harm
is sometimes done by premature or
irrational interference, as is at other
times by being too tardy. He should not
be anxious to render assistance, he should
be content to allow nature a fair opportun-
ity to perform her functions, and when

mare, as it is almost certain to cause
dlarrfloea in the foal.

Instinct is supposed to teach the mare
to at once rupture  the membranes,
which very often encloses the foal when
born, but experience has taught me that
even when birth is easy and not preceded
by great pain, she will generally lie for
a few minutes after delivery, and in the
meantime the colt may perish. Whe
this happens the attendant should a
once sever the membranes. In all cases
in which the navel cord -is not severed,
he should tie it tightly with a strong,
soft cord, about an inch from the abdomen
and sever it with a scraping motion of
the knife about an inch below that.
When the cord is cut in this manner,
bleeding will not occur as it will if the
cord be cut straight with a knife. Moisten
the foal's navel with a solution of listerine
creolin every day until the cord dries up
and drops off, leaving no sore. If the
foal’s bowels do not move within a few
hours inject a mixture of glycerine and
water into the rectum with a rubber bulb
syringe, repeat until a movement follows.

‘With this stage reached, the foal will be

started in life satisfactorily and its future
welfare will depend upon the care it gets.
It seems to me that there is always more
danger of a foal being killed by kindness
than by neglect. One of the most certain
methods of causing disorders in young
foals is to begin dosing as soon as the
youngster is on his feet. I have raised

quite a number of colts f[in my 30 years of

farming and have yet to lose the first
from navel ill. Many lose the foal from
this evil for no other reason that I could
ever see but carelessness in care and feed
and lack of cleanliness of surroundings.
I attribute my success with foals to follow-

ing the method of giving good feed, gentle

exercise, clean  water and comfortable
quarters for the brood mares at all times
and the stables kept clean, well lighted

and ventilated.

' Cost of Production and Profit

In my opinion it is useless to try to
increase the production of dairy products
unless dairying can be made more attrac-
tive to the average farmer, and it will not
be more attractive until it is more profit-
able. The average dairyman is losing
money, and the future looks anything
but bright. Washington is now producing
about what dairy products are needed for
home consumption. If we increase the
production we must, _seek outside markets
and compete with those states that are
not only producing a better article, but
are producing it cheaper, because of
having cheaper land.

In our cow testing association of 24
herds there are 7 herds that gave an aver-
age of 418 Ibs. of milk for the month of
November at a cost of $2 per 100 Ibs.
for feed. To this we must add about
$1.00 per 100 lbs. for care, depreciation,
interest, taxes, etc., or $3.00 per 100 lbs.
Milk is worth from $2 to $2.40 at the farm,
showing that these farmers are working
for nothing and boarding themselves.

The best 7 herds in our association
gave an average of 816 lbs. of milk per
cow at a cost for feed of $1.17 as com-

ared with $2 by the poorest 7 herds.

early every herd in the valley has more
or less of these boarder cows that are not
paying for their board. The object of
this association is to pick out these board-
ers and help these farmers to keep and
care for better cows.

If we have cows that produce 300 lbs.
of fat we must have a 300-lb. man to
feed and care for her. Simply buyin
a good cow and feeding her al[y she Wl.ﬁ
eat does not mean successful dairying
by a long way.

A successful dairyman must not only
know how much to feed, but also what
to feed to produce the best results with
the different cows. Two brothers in our
association have each a herd of cows.
One produces milk at 80c¢ per 100 lbs.;
the other at $1.60 per 100 for feed. The
Poor Farm herd produces milk at $1.06
per 100 while at the Soldiers’ Home it
costs $2.50 for feed.

Whenever we find a profit producing
herd of cows we will be likely to find a
prosperous and contented farmer that is
an asset to the community.

It is estimated that: one-third of the
cows in this state are making a profit
for their owners, one-third are ‘abou
breaking even, and the other third are
making a loss. In my opinion the
way to make dairying successful in this
valley with our high-priced land, is to
cheapen the cost of producing milk by
weeding out the boarders, and increasing
the production of the better cows, and
this to my mind resolves itself down to a
matter of education, and that education
must be taken to the farm, as the man
that is keeping the unprofitable cows
can be reached in no other way. He
must be shown. He seldom reads dairy
literature or attends dairy meetings.

Probably no other agency offers so
good a chance to. take the education
to the right man as the cow testing
association. If we can get these men
to join the association, we can show
what each cow produces and what she
costs, and in this way may be able to
convince the farmer that he is working
for nothing when he keeps cows that
not pay for their board.

Some of the ‘business men of Tacoma,
believing that something ought to be
done to build up the dairy industry near
their city, conceived the idea of helping
the farmer with small means to keep
cows. This is a laudable undertaking
and deserves success, but I cannot help
but feel that they have begun at the
wrong end and will fail to accomplish all
that they are trying to do. They have
employed a good man to buy the best
grade cows to be had, and have sold them
to the farmers on the installment plan,
which is probably the only way these
farmers can buy.

It seems to me that where this under-
taking will fail, is in selling these good
cows to the farmers and not sending the
education along with them. Very few
men who have not had a good deal of
experience with cows will succeed at first.
It seems to me that it would be a good
plan to employ a man that thoroughly
understands the feeding and care of cows
to watch these cows carefully for a year
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| Free Car for Monthly Readers |

Read this Announcement Carefully. Act at Once. It will Not Appear Again

MODEL 75B

New Series

7

Five-Passenger Touring Car

Overland New Series Model 75 B

We believe a more attractive lot of valuable prizes could not be selected

[ ] e
$1 500 00 ln P rlze than those listed above. The first prize is the Overland New Series Model
’ ®

75B Car, as illustrated—fully equipped with self-starter and electric lights,
31 x 4-inch tires, 104-inch wheelbase, cantilever rear springs, streamline body,

and deep, soft upholstering. The second prize will be equally acceptable. It’s a genuine Masbn &

weathered oak or fumed oak finish, full 7 1/3 octave, 4 feet 4 inches high. The regular retail price, anywhere in Canada, is $475.00. Tt
is just the piano you would buy apd none better is turned out of the Mason & Risch factory. The third prize will be very popular—
an Edison New Diamond Point Phonograph, complete with cabinet and choice of twenty-five records. The retail price of this outfit
is $75.00. Each prize will be delivered absolutely free of all carriage charges at the nearest station of the lucky winner.

Who May Enter the Contest

Any person may enter this contest, but all estimates must be accompanied by one or more subscriptions to The
Nor’-West Farmer for at least one year FOR BONA FIDE FARMERS LIVING IN WESTERN CANADA. Contest

closes May 1, 1917.

The Wheat Sample\

was selected for us by the Chief Grain Inspector’s Office, Winnipeg,
under the supervision of Prof. S. A. Bedford, Supt. Manitoba Demon-
stration Farms, and sealed by him. It is a good average sample of
No. 1 Northern, perhaps half Red Fife and half Marquis, and has been
deposited by Prof. Bedford in the vaults of The National Trust Co.
for safe keeping, where it will remain until the close of the contest,
when it will be opened and officially counted by Prof. Bedford. We
do not know how many kernels there are in the canister, and no one
else will know until after Prof. Bedford makes his official count at the
close of the contest.

" The persons who win these

F.O.B. their nearest stations.

experience.

Those who first answer this question
correctly, or most nearly correct, will
win these valuable prizes if they are
willing to invest $1.00 in a year’s
subscription to THE NOR-WEST
FARMER, All we ask you to do-is to
estimate the number of kernels in ten
pounds of No. 1 NORTHERN WHEAT.
The NEAREST CORRECT estimate first
received wins this Model 75B Overland
Touring Car, the second nearest estimate
first received wins the Mason & Risch Piano,
as good an instrument as is turned out of
their factory, and the third nearest correct
estimate first received wins the Edison New
Diamond Point Phonograph.

Risch Piano, mahogany, walnut,

Mason & Risch Piano, |,
Value $475.00

How to Earn Estimates

The subscription price of The Nor’-West Farmer is $1.00 per year, two
years $1.50, three years $2.00, four years $2.50, and five years $3.00.
subscription for one year will earn two estimates; two years, five esti-
mates; three years, eight estimates; four years, eleven estimates, and five
years, fifteen estimates. By getting subscriptions from friends and neigh-
bors a great many extra estimates may be earned. Thus, five subscriptions
for one year each would earn ten estimates; for two years each, twenty-

subscriptions may be sent in by anyone, but the subscriptions must be for
bona fide farmers.

prizes will be those who use intelligence in estimating. Do not merely

°
How to Estlmate guess. A good way to do is to actually count out, say,one pound or half a pound of wheat. Do this
; ’ with several representative samples, and from the average count you get the approximate number of
kernels in ten pounds may be easily estimated. There are a good many thousand kernels in ten pounds of wheat. A lot of eople will be careless
in estimating, so if you are careful you have a splendid chance of winning. These Big Rewards will be delivered to tﬁ

e respective winners

s is the oldest farm paper in Western Canada. It is published in Winnipeg on the 5th

e or - est armer and 20th of each month, and is edited by men who have learned agriculture by actual

X They are men who have come from the farm and know farm conditions in

the West as they actually are. The best farmers in the country also relate their experiences in the columns of The Nor’-West Farmer. Often do

we receive letters from subscribers stating that the helpful information and advice in some one article has saved them more than the subscrip-

tion price for the rest of their lives. Legal and veterinary advice is freely given through our columns to subscribers without charge. Regular

departments are provided for the discussion of all questions relating to the farm, including Field, Live Stock, Dairy, Poultry, Garden and Forestry,

and_a regular fortnightly review of live stock and grain markets. The Home Circle conducted by our.lady editor, a mother, and a farmer by

instinct, will appeal to every woman in the land. No farmer’s wife or daughter can read this department without getting a new vision of
woman’s place on the farm. Our Home Circle radiates enthusiasm that is contagious.

Read This

Note carefully the paragraph
on how to earn extra estimates.

) - The Nor’-West Farmer Limited, Winnipeg, Man.

USE THIS COUPON W.HM.S

THE NOR'-WEST FARMER, LTD,,

By taking advantage of our WINNIPEG, CANADA. ha
low rate for long term sub- ) A Berdl
scriptions, you can multiply Gentlemen :—Enclosed please find $..........ccvvviivennnnnns being ‘my lublellptlpll vlo /
OUr £HHNCE of success a grea:t The Nor’-West Farmer for.................. years. I am a bona fide farmer and. understand
many times, as the more esti-

mates you send in the greater that this Subscription earns me...............oooeuians estimates in The Wheat Estimating
chance you have of winning. Contest as advertised. I also understand that if any of these estimates is the first correct

Also, you can easily earn extra
estimates by getting subscrip-
tions from friends and neigh-
bors. Every one of your neigh-
bors should take THE NOR’-
WEST FARMER. See them
at once, N

REMEMBER —All sub-
scriptions must be for

or most nearly correct one received, that I am to get the Model 75B Overland Touring Car;
if second nearest correct, the Mason & Risch Piano; and if third nearest first received, the
New Edison Phonograph, delivered free of further charge ‘to my nearest railway station. In
case of a tie, the estimate first received ranks first. My estimates are as follows: ‘

I
l
|
five estimates; for three years, forty estimates, etc., etc. Estimates and y
|
|
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i
|
|
|
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' THE WINNER IN TRIALS

Engraved trqgn Photomph'

“ALSASMAN"

The Greatest Oat of the Century
The Only Prairie-bred Oat Known

. A product of intensive; careful breeding from selected and reselected
intfvidual plants of superlative excellence. .

(with every point recorded)
vacisty. Branching head; white, lor Lo ooy Dersaio: thin i
» Dbranching head; w] Jdarge, plum eav ernels; H
good elastic straw; exoeptio’nal vigor. pump, ¥ ’

A SHOW OAT AND A YIELDER

Our stock weighs between 46 and 60 lbs. per measured bushel.
Yielded in 191¢ onf»1l plowed wheatstubble land 110 bushels per acre.
Thoroughly recles..ea—not a grain of anything in our stock—all Oats.
Should be in the hands of every progressive grower in Western Canada.
Sow 2 bushels per acre—Price $3.4 0 for 2 bushels; 12 bushels for
$19.00; bags included.

BROME GRASS

Hay and Pasture. Our ‘“Lion’” brand is the heaviest seed known.

strong, clean and pure. The cheapestinthe end. $16.00 per 100
pounds, bags included.

PREMOST FLAX

Our stock is true to name, clean and strong. It will pay you to
EARLY, HEAVY-YIELDING STRAIN. 1 0 bushels for $

bags included.
FODDER CORN

As Seedsmen we were the first to introduce
glﬁzg::’eig Dent these varieties to Western Canada, and we

have to-day what we believe to be the finest
stocks that ever came into this country, matured at the most northerly
limivs. The superb quality of our stocks may be understood from the fact
thav we were offered by another seedsman $2000 premium on our crop of
Nolrmwdestem Dent a'ore. Bushel, $ 2.4 0; 8 bushels, $ 1 1.850; bags
included.

Write for Catalogue of ‘‘Famous Seeds for the West”’

ow this
6.50;

STEELE, BRIGGS SEED C0. LIMITED

Canada’s Greatest Seed House

WINNIPEG MANITOBA

PEERLESS GATES s -

‘—-

** Down the road or far across

often an “‘entrance,’" 1 mere hole
in the fence, a constant source of darger to stock o <235
getting through. The best way to

Keep Your Stock Where Yors Want Them

]
rovi 1 gates, strong and durable All Peerless Farm Gates are of
istl?egvy g;ezlmhé‘tiaﬂh’steel wire on strornz tubular steel frames electric
welded in one solid piece, and braced lit.» a steel bridge. Nosag, no
no wearing out. We also manufacture a _compl'ete line of the fam<1>
Peerless Perfection Farm and Poultry fencing with the famous Peerless

lock at all intersections.
y . It tells you how to put
END TODAY FOR CATALOG. up a fence to “stay put.”

A i ire F Co., Ltd.
= e g e | NPRERE

AR\a
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or two and show the owners not only how
to feed, but what to feed and how to take

care of them, and then see that the
do it.—Extracts from an address by A. W.
Langdon of Washington.

How I Kept a Record of My Cows
‘ By George Aders

I entered the dairy club contest April
the first. At this time we were milking
twenty cows keeping daily records, and
they were tested once each month by the
tester in our cow testing association, who
has done much towards the improvement
of the herd. After the cows were tested
in March, I selected the five best and began
my work. Each cow’s milk was weighed
and the cows were fed according to the
amount of milk produced. Special care
was taken to see that they had plenty
of water and salt, and were fed a mixture
of three parts corn and two parts bran.

At the beginning of the test each
received about seven pounds of grain,
twelve pounds of hay, and thirty pounds
of silage daily. Their feed was gradually
increased as they responded. At the close
of the first month their grain had been
increased about twenty-five per cent,
their production had increased 14 per
cent, and the profit over the cost of feed
had been increased 18 per cent.

The beginning of the second month
1 quit feeding silage and hay and turned
them on bluegrass and white clover pas-
ture and within a few days they began
to show quite a little gain on their milk
flow. At the same time I also beman
milking the Holstein three times per day,
which accounts for her increase over the
other four.

On the tenth of May, I began herding
them on rye at spare times after milking

-in the evening. This also increased the

milk flow considerably and affected the
test very little if any. At the end of the
test they were receiving about forty per
cent more grain, giving about forty per
cent more milk and testing about the same,
which made an increase in profit of about
thirty-three and one-third per cent.

During the sixty days previous to the
contest they made a profit over the cost
of feed of one hundred and nine dollars
‘and fifty-ons cents. During the sixty
days in th: contest, they made a net
profit of cne hundred and seventy-nine
dollars and ninety-two cents, or an increase
in profit of seventy dollars and forty-one
cents. '

The Stock Raising Way is Best

A Wisconsin subscriber writes us to
say that he has tried shipping his milk
to Chicago and Milwaukee and also in
sending it to a neighboring condensery.
That owing to the andue haste and desire
for a change on the part of his neighbors
and himself, they allowed the creamery
to be closed up and now they are in the
hands of parties who compel a constant
fight to secure a square deal. He is
very much dissatisfied with the result.
He can see that he is obliged to keep just

. as much help to handle his milk as he

did when he sent the cream to the cream-
ery and kept the skimmilk at home.
“Then,” he says, “I raised each year a
nice lot of hogs and calves and had a
chance to sell several cows each year,
which, together with the vealing of bull
calves, brought me a nice revenue.”

He has been following this method of
sending the whole milk away from the
farm for five years and he sees that his
farm is suffering on account of it. Further,
he is not satisfied with the effect on his
mind and ambition to be a good farmer
which now exists. There is almost a
plaintive quality in the words that follow:

“I tell you I miss the stimulus that used
to come to me, the pride and ambition
that 1 felt when I was raising a nice lot
of heifers and turning off each year a
nice lot of fat hogs. I can see that I
am not really making as much yearly

Ioﬁ&as I did when we had the creamery

ere.

If our friend will hark back he will
remember that Hoard's Dairyman has
repeatedly warned its 1eacers that there
is loss in actual profit, loss in fertility, and
loss in ambition as farmers, when they
forsake the creamery. The good old
Bible contains ths passage: “There is a
way that seemeth right to a man but the
end thercof is death.”

It is too bad that dairy farmers as a
class are not better reasoners than they
arc; that they are caught so ecasily with
superficial and unsound business policies,
But so it is.  When the farmers forsake
the creameries they give themsclves np

to a class of men who control the output
of the farm to their own profit and the
farmer is helpless. Just because it takes
.a little longer to bring results in the 'old
way they abandon it. There is no way
of keeping up a farm except you feed
it, and you cannot feed it profitably
except you keep as large an amount of
live stock on it as it can carry. That
kind of farming puts up the bars; keeps
things snug and growing. You can see
the effects of it when you look at the men
who follow it faithfully. They have
got something to show for their labor and
thought and it makes a different class of
men and farmers of them and that is
worth a good deal.

'We recognize that some farmers must
supply the cities with milk. It is to
be regretted, however, that too few of
them appreciate that shipping milk
demands somewhat different practice in
the handling of their soil, the feeding of
their calves, and the managing of their
farm business in general. If they do
not comprehend the difference between
selling cream and whole milk they sooner
or later meet with the same conditions
as expressed by our subscriber.

Yes, that Bible quotation is everlast-
ingly right.—Hoard’s Dairyman.

The Cost of a Milk Service

Recently The Sun referred to the
report of the Crescent Creamery in Winni-
peg, which claimed that it cost that com-
pany llc per quart to distribute milk in
the Manitoba capital, allowing earnings
of .28 cents per quart, which was claimed
by the company to be cheaper than the
largest and most reliable milk companies
in many important centres in the U.S.,
including New York.

There appears to be a nigger in the
wood pile somewhere. An investigating
committee’s accountant investigated the
books of the “Big Five,” in New York,
the Borden, Sheffield Farms, Alexander
Campbell, Clover Farms, and Mutual
McDermott companies, and found that
it cost these big companies 8.63 cents to
produce and deliver a 9¢ or 10c¢ quart
of milk.

The cost of handling was found to be
practically the same with each of the large
concerns and the averages per quart are
as follows:

Handling in country......... $.0029
Teaming in city. ............ .0029
Pasteurizing. ............... .0037
Bottle and cap. . ............ .0024
Delivery service............. .0238
Freight..................... .0093
Office, advertising, etc........ .0031

$.0481

The accountant added that the. ne
average profit of the total amount of
milk handled in one year, including the
revenue from the by-products, such as
butter, cheese, and from the milk whole-
saled by the can to dealers, amounts
to 27-100 of a cent a quart.

The sales of the largest of the “Big
Five” in the past year were: raw milk—
16,000,000 quart bottles, 6,000,000 pint
bottles, 50,000 quarts in cans. Pasteurized
milk—>58,000,000 quart bottles, 11,000,000
&)int bottles, 7,000,000 quarts in cans.
he gross sales of the company were
$17,500,000.

The witness estimated daily average
sales of milk in the city of New York at
3,000,000 quarts on which a yearly net

rofit ‘of $3,650,000 is made. He said
Ee had found no evidence in the books
that there is a combination for the dis-
wribution of milk, or that the “competitive
cost” of selling milk in New York is less
than the average cost in other lines of
business. Pasteurizing, he asserted, is
cheaper in the country than in the city.
—Weekly Sun. :

Perfecting the Dairy Cow

" Not long ago I stood in one of the finest
oarns it ever was my privilege to visit.
Ranged along on cither side of a wide
passageway leading the whole length
of the stable were a number of beauti-
ful cows. Off at one side in a stall by
herself a member of the herd was being
milked. The man who was doing the
work was a graduate of a state agricultural
college who was receiving $100 for the
work he was doing in connection with that
dairy.

As I stood there and watched this
man milk the cow and took in the fine
points of this splendid creature, I could
not help thinking what a change has
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come over the dairy business in the past
half century. Everything this man did
was done as” carefully as if the most
important results depended upofi him.
The cow was at that time being tested.
While her milk was being drawn she was
eating a mess of grain that had been most
gkillfully prepared—so much of this
kind of food, so much of that. She was
not to be disturbed in any way during
the process of eating and milking. When
the operator spoke to me in answer to
my questions, it was in a low tone of
voice, so that the cow might not be dis-
tracted from the one thing which was
engaging her attention at the moment.
It certainly was a great object lesson to
me in modern methods of dairy farming,
and I learned that this was only one fea-
ture of the care and the accuracy and
the perfectly devised system that was
being observed on that farm.

As I look back now from the vantage

und of fifty years, it almost seems
to me that then it was not so much
the quality of the cows we kept or the
manner of their keeping that counted
with the farmers of those days as it
was the number. I remember the cows
my father had. He was a good feeder
and he took the best care of his stock
that anybody in the neighborhood did.
His cows were very carefully groomed
every day. I can remember now how
sleek they looked; every hair seemed to
lie in the right direction. And he fed
grain together with his hay. He liked
to have his cows give a good mess of
milk, and he wished the cream to be deep
on the old-fashioned pans in which the
milk was set.

But never was anything said about
weighing the milk of the different cows;
neit%ler did the thought enter into the
minds of any of us that there was a WaK
of knowing just how rich was the mil
given by any cow, aside from the %fﬂllge
of thickness on the pan. All these things
have come since. We did not stop to
ask what breed a cow was. So long as
she was a good looking cow, not too old,
and gave a good mess of ‘milk, that was
enough to recommend her if she were
in the market.

Now the question is, haye we come
to the best in estimating the worth of
our cows? Fifty years ago we could
have bought four cows, and perhaps five
or six, for what we must now pay for one.
The price of good cows at the present
time is certainly encouraging—for the
man who has them to sell. For the man
who buys it seems often quite prohibitive.
Last week a sale of pure-bred cows was
held in the city of Binghampton, N.Y.
at which cows grought prices that would
have seemed fabulous to the men of a
few .{ea.rs ago. But we are at the zenith
now! Have we the best cow to-day?
Will we ever know higher prices than
we do now? In short, are there any
finer points to be attained in the dairy
cow? If so, what are they?

I want to confine myself to that one
phase of the subject now: Can we bring
out any finer points in the cow of to-
morrow? It is a question every breeder
of fine stock is asking himself, for it does
seem to be a fact that the better cows we
have, the better we would like to have.
The moment we come to a place where
we are satisfied with present attainments,
that moment we begin to slip backward.
We have got to go forward; if we do
not, a thousand things attack us to
pull us down.

Retter Masters, Better Cows

It seems to me to be .true that our
best work for the future will be in the
way of perfecting types we now have.

we have cows with superior points,
we cannot do better than to lay every
possible stress upon developing those
points until little or nothing remains
to be done before we can say, “I have
the most perfect cow in this particular
the world ever saw.” This will call
for more careful, more accurate, more
carefully considered work than we have
been giving our business in the past.
In other words, the day of loose, poorly
digested work is done.

What is this but saying that from
now on, the best work done in this field
will he done in the man himself? It
1s the man who must be developed, and
educated, and perfected. The cow which
has & masce. xhose life is carried on ac-
cording to slipshod, careless, and hap-
!mzurd plans will never have a cow wich
otter points than he has now. To attain
better results in our cows we must pub

{
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more of ourselves into every particular
of the work we are doing. If we are not
willing to do this, we may{as well abandon
all idea of ever doing anything that will
contribute to the advancement of the
dairy farming of our day.

But is it worth while to place so much
emphasxs _on a businesslike dairying?
Is 1t a thing a man may be proud of to
bring out a cow with better points and
more of them than any other man has
done? Just this may be the answer:
The man who does not think it worth
the very best there is in him is not worthy
to be engaged in the great enterprise of
dairy farming. It is a thing to be proud
of. We may all of us feel that when we
are putting the very best there is in us
into the minutest details of our work,
we are contributing to the betterment
of the world and our fellow men.

Poultry Chat
H. E. Vialoux, Charleswood
THE Twenty-seventh Annual Poultry

Show at the Industrial Bureau,
which took place on February 13th
to 17th, was a signal success from ev
point of view. A display of truly magni-
ficent birds, hatched and bred in royal
ﬁurple—reaf aristocrats of poultrydom;
een competition in all classes and record-
breaking crowds of visitors each day of the
show.

The energetic Secretary, G. H. Vowles,
and the Directors of the Poultry Associa~
tion were highly gratified with the great
exhibition of nearly 2,500 birds, and look
forward to securing a larger building and
better housing facilities in 1918.

The many beautiful buff orpingtons and
white wyandottes were an outstanding
feature of the show. The orpingtons
numbered 115 birds, 70 of them cocks and
cockerels, and ‘“‘not a poor bird in the lot.”
McArthur, Hoffman & Crundwell, G. H.
Vowles and J. Yellowlees won many prizes
in this class.

Art Serviss’ ‘“Champion of the West”
captured many prizes in wyandottes—
birds of splendidp shape, large size and
snowy plumage. Restrict and Smart and
Johnstone were also prize winners in this
showy class, which were very much
admired.

The leghorns were a large class, also.
The Maple Leaf Poultry Yards taking
many prizes on the little white beauties
shown, and W. L. Purdie won best pen in
Mediterranean class.

The barred rocks were not so large an
exhibit, as-they should have been this year,
but the veteran breeder, ‘“Wood,” of Hol-
land, showed some grand birds, winning
most of the prizes in the farmer’s favorite
breed and sweepstakes for best utility pen
in show.

There were exhibits of all the fancy
breeds, including one new breed shown for
the first time in Winnipeg. ‘“The Golden
Buttercups”’. Jas. Eaton won three first
prizes on this exhibit. Turkeys, ducks
and geese were numerous and of good
quality. R. D. Laing, of Stonewall, won
many trophies in all three classes. His
first prize gobbler, weighing 42 pounds,
was a feature of the show. Lachance, of
St. Eautache, and Mrs. Dumbril also won
prizes in turkeys. The display of pigeons
and bantams was a splendid one. Five
hundred were shown and drew forth much
admiration. One hundred rabbits of all
breeds and Belgian hares made an attrac-
tive exhibit for the children.

The new-laid eggs, brown and white,
looked very tempting and were unusually
large. One dozen weighed 26 ounces—
sweepstakes won by A. M. Edgar for silver
campine efgs. ) .

Certainly the big show should stimulate
the poultry industry and doubtless many
of the visiting farmers made arrangements
to secure some purebred stock for the
coming spring. ) o

Hatching will shortly be in full swing in
the poultry yard, and a word in season in
regard to the menace of lice and mites on
the breeding stock will not be amiss. When
real winter weather keeps the hens hustling
to be comfortable, they are not very par-
ticular in making a daily toilet in the dust
bath, and the vermin get numerous, there-
fore a good insect powder should be often
used, and air-slaked lime freely sprinkled
on and under the roosts. When the hen
can bask in the rays of the spring sun she
combs and brushes her feathers often.
Sulphur in the dust boxes is a good insect~
killer, mixed with wood ashes and soil.
When iice and mites are done away with,
hoth hens and chicks will flourish, in «pite
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nel Over A Billion
Wanted Dead Gophers

By the Farmers of Canada in 1917

"One thing agricultural Canada needs this year is the
death of over a billion gophers.

Gophers cause a loss of 25 cents each per year. An
enormous loss when you consider the vast number of

them.

Professor V. W. Jackson, of the Manitoba Agricultural College, states that
on a careful survey in Manitoba “it was estimated that there are at least 9
million gophers in twenty-five townships (average 20 per acre) causing a loss
of $2,250,000.”” He estimates the loss at 25 cents per gopher.

: TRASE MARR REQ. V. 8. PAT.
 GOPHER POISON
The Time-Tested, Guaranieed Gopher Killer

for gophers—it gets 'em all—none left for mourners—costs
only 1 cent an acre—saves enormous losses.

Guaranteed

We unreservedly guarantee Kill-Em-Quick to kill

; all the gophers on the land for 1 cent an acre. Ifit

doesn’t, we will refund the purchase price. We print our guarantee on every
ckage as well as in our advertising. Just treat your ;

arm as follows and you'll have no gopher losses:—

Soak oats or ground feed over night.
Drain off water and thoroughly stir
in Kill-Em-Quick, then drop the pois-
oned grains into gopher burrows. _

That's the easy, safe, sure way to save your crops.
No danger in handling. Spreads no noxious weeds. Far
cheaper and more certain to kill than other methods.

Get Kill-Em-Quick

Get relief from thers—the cost you more than
your seed grains. at they destroy will give your
children a fine education. Get Kill-Em-Quick from

our druggist. 40-acre size 50c; 100-acre size $1.00. If
Ke cannot supply you, we ship directupon receipt of the
price. Send for free Gopher Book.

Dept. @ Winnipeg, Canada

FOR SQUIRRELS. PRAIRI DOGS AND GodniRs I
100 ACRE SIZE, PRICE 0199 .
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in Sowing Seeds
DON'T waste your efforts and time on seeds of
questionable quality. Buy Bruce's. For 66 years
we have sold seeds and each year made satisfled
Customers. Insure the success of your garden by selecting

from the list below—

Bruce’s Noleux Collection Sweet Peas—6 separate colors—
25¢. postpaid. ruce’s Tall or Dwarf Oollection Nasturtium—
6 separate colors—25c. postpaid. Bruce’s Empire OCollection

& Asters—6 separate colors—25c. postpaid,
ﬁ Bruce’s Garden Seed

Try them. Splendid varieties
Beans—Refugee Wax ? 1b, 16¢. 1 1b. 50c. postpaid
4

1b. 10c. 1 1b. 36¢c. paid
1b. 16¢. 1 1b. 40c. mpnd

Write to-day for handsomely illustrated
catalogue of Vegetables, Farm and
Flower Seeds, Plants _and Bulbs,
Poultry Supplfel, etc.,

JOHN A. BRUCE & CO. Limited
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Sweet Corn—Peep O’Day...
Peags—Barly Settler

o
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POULTRY

and Almanac for 1917 has many colol
plates of fowls true to life. It tel
all about chickens,

their
seases and remedies. All
ces and their operation. All about poultry 5
ses and how to build them. It's an encyclo 3
Eedia of chickendom. You meed it. Oaly lt . - or big

. SHOEMAKER, Boa 98  §roeport; mmé:‘étms ':b% i v,

SHOEMAKER’S
BOOK on




' SAVE-The-HORSE Will Cure It!

VER 200,000 cases of lameness successfull
Save-The-Horse. It is a by-word now among not

treated with
horsemen and

breeders that Save-The-Horse is a prompt-acting, sure-cure remedy
for Ringbone—Thoropin—SPAVIN or Any Shoulder, Knee, Ankle,

Hoof, or Tendon Disease, no matter how old, serious or complicated.

NO BLISTERING.

HORSE WORKS AS USUAL.

That is why we sell Save-The-Horse with Signed Contract-Bond to return
money if remedy fails. Write for copy of this contract and unquestioned proof!

Our FREE 96-page BOOK makes it possible for you to diagnose and treat cases,
and our free expert veterinary’s advice is here to help you if you are not sure.

Don’t run the risk of having horse laid up when you most need him. Keep a

e of Save- -Horse on

d, and be prepared

for any emergency. Write

today for copy of Contract, BOOK and Advice—all FREE. Be prepared!

TROY CHEMICAL COMPANY,

(Made
in Canada)

142 Van Horn St., Toronto, Ont.

Druagists Everywhere sell Save-The-Horse with CONTRACT, or we send by Parcel Post or Express Paid

There’s Money In
* Your Stump Land

T

Sen

7527 Dennis St.
8ault Ste. Marie, Ont.

d for Big,

- Free Catalog

8ee the pictures of stumps it has pulled; read the lee-
ters from the farmers who have bought Kirstins,
Learn how the Kirstin Free Service gives all the
information you need about land clearing. Don’t *
buy a puller until you see this bogk. *

A. J. KIRSTIN CANADIAN CO.

S\ =

IRST pull out the stumps, then pull out the profits. Change
your barren stump Iands’into cultivated fields. Stop pay-

ing taxes on worthless land. Clearit; do it the quickest, easiest

and cheapest way. Get the money from under yourstumps witha
il‘Sf

It gives you a giant’s power.
enough, no root deep enough, to resist it. Horses

are unnecessary. Your money back unless the
Kirstin pulls stumps from your land.

One Man
Stump Puller

No stump is big

S E R

A.J. Kirsti

. Canadian C;
5 7527 Denus St
§7 SaultSte.Marie, Ont-

Pleas% send me your ’
Frea Book ¢a Land
Clearing.

g Name.

..
&
()
‘.
Q)

...Q Teown..
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If ordered together we send both machines for only $14.50 and we
P&y pay all freight and duty charges to any R. R. station in Canada. AN
= e have branch warehouses inWinnipeg, Man. and Toronto,Ont.

FREIGHT
D DUTY
PAID

Orders shipped from nearest warehouse to your R. R. station.

Finish Hot water, double walls, dead-air space between, double glass
Cali 1) dooas..co%er tanks and boilers, self-regulating. Nursery under
e y.

nhi complete with

ometers, ps, egg testers—ready to use when you I
trial. Incubators finished in natural colors showing the high grade Cali
nted to cover inferior material. If

lumber used—not pai
nes with others, we feel sure of your order.

Brooder and covers freight and duty charges. Send for

Wpttas today. WISCONSIN INCUBATOR CO., Box 200, Racine, Wis., U. S. A.

pecially adapted to Canadian climate. Incubator and Brooder

get them. Ten

you will compare our

machi Don’t buy until you do this—you’ll save mone;
—it pays to investigate before you buy. Remember our l;3rice of §14.50 is for both Incubator anﬁ

REE catalog today, or send in your order and save time.

When writing advertisers, please mention The Western Home Monthly
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of the heat of summer and the egg yield -

will be greatly increased. ) ;

Many hatches of eggs are lost in spring-
time, simply because the poor broody hen
is made restless with the miserable little
red mites. They often cause the death of
a setting hen on her nest of eggs.

Again the eternal question comes up:
“Shall I use an incubator to hatch out
chicks, or go on using hens as a hatching
medium? If the farm has arrangements
and room for more than 150 chicks get an
incubator, by all means.

All incubators, nowadays, are sent out
with very full directions as to the care and
management required—so, even a novice
shoulg be able to run a good machine.
Every farmer’s son or daughter, who can
manage to attend the short course in
poultry raising at the College each winter
should do so, if poultry is a {avorite hobby:
Lessons are given in incubation and rearin,
of chicks, “Care of Breeding Stock,” an
crate fattening as well as killing and
dressing of poultry.

Incubators should always be run where
there is an even temperature. Therefore,
a good cellar or basement is idéal, but I
have had fine success in a quiet corner in a
kitchen, or in a store room with little
heating. Cleanliness of machine and care
of the %am and wick is important. Use a
new wick for each hatch and only the best
oil in the lamp, which should be daily
cleaned and filled. Always run the
machine without eggs for a day or so, then
set in the morning and gradually the
temperature will come to 102. Keep it
thus 101 to 102 for the first week, and
start turning the eggs forty-eight hours

When the flock is not to exceed 150 birds,
the hens can manage the incubation nicely,
but for a large flock, artificial incubation
becomes nec s
“What make do you prefer and have
ou used thé Cycle Hatcher?”’ Ans—
here are many good makes now on the
market, including one of real Manitoban
manufacture, made in Winnipeg. Write
to W. H. Brétt, Erin Street, Winnipeg,
for catalogue. The Manitoba Agricultural
College, uses the Cyphers Machien 1
great deal. The Cyphers is an old reliable
American machine. The Cycle I have not
used as yet, but hear so many good reports
of the Katches turned out of this little
hatcher made in Hamilton, Ont., I am
tempted to try it myself very shortly.
Mrs. Cooper, of Treegbank, one of our best
known poultry women in the West, has
discarded all her large incubators for the
little 50-egg Cycle Hatcher, claiming she
gets more chickens from them, as the eggs
put in are fresher and the smaller brood
i:an be handled in early spring with less
0ss.
I am a strong advocate of the colony
house system of raising chickens, and a
ostcard to the nearest Agricultural Col-
E}ge will bring you a useful bulletin free,
giving all the details in regard to building,
a colony house. The sight of dozens of
the houses scattered about in plots of
pasture or field peas and alfalfa at the
Agricultural College, St. Vital, Man., is
most interesting. Here, hundreds of
chicken in various stages of growth are to
be seen in springtime. Several thousand
are annually raised there by Prof. Herner
and his assistants. Each colony house

Keeping guard on hard working incubator.

after the hatch is set, and turn them
morning and evening until piping sets in,
then close the machine until the chicks are
hatched. A good even hatch should be
well over at the end of the 21st day. When
hatching is on the machine will run to
105 or more. Keep the temperature up
until the hatch is off, and avoid chilling
chicks or eggs. I always darken the glass
front of a machine when chicks are hatch-
ing, then the wee mites find their way
down to the tray underneath, where they
are safe for a day or so.

Poultry fanciers in the States are making
a great fuss over a $1,000 rooster, a jet
black beauty of a new breed named
Kokomo. He is only ten months old and
weighs eleven pounds, and certainly seems
to have a career before him. Fancy one
thousand dollars in one bunch of feathers!
In A Little Bit of Fluff.

I am only too pleased to answer any
questions in regard to poultry raising. So
many problems confront the beginner in
the chicken and turkey business. There-
fore, I hope The Western Home Monthly
readers will write me.

One of the readers of the poultry page
seeks information on several points: The
name of a good magazine devoted exclu-
sively to poultry? Ans.—“The Poultry
Advocate”, is well known and reliable,
published in London, Ont.; “The Poultry
Review,” Toronto, Ont, also an excellent,
poultry paper.

“As I wish to raise fowl for market shall
I get an incubator?”  Ans.—Certainly, I
should advise you to do so, as you can
hateh many more chicks during the senson.

shelters fifty young birds, which are kept
grown,when all range possible is given them.
in yards of mesh wire, until they are half

“I wish to raise a heavy market fowl.
Would you advise the light Brahma?”’

The light Brahma is a fine stately
creature, very handsome as a fancy fowl,
but a very slow bird to mature and be fit
for market in our Western country where
the season at best, is short.

Try a good utility breed such as the
Barred Rock, Wyandotte,or Buff Orping-
ton and Rhode Island Red.

Personally, I prefer the Barred Rock to
all other breeds for market, and Prof.
Herner, of the Manitoba Agricultural
College, also advocates this breed for
Western farmers.

The Barred Rock is easily raised, very
hardy, a good shape and color when
‘dressed, having clean legs, and a fine
colored skin. Will crate fatten ver
easily indeed. If winter eggs are needed,
no breed will average more eggs during the
cold months. All the four breeds men-
tioned are large and suitable for market
and much, better layers than the Bra-
hmas. Any of them will make good
capons of immense size.

As poultry raising is to be taught some
of the returned soldiers at Deer Lodge,
donations were asked of pure-bred birds
at the Show. The breeders made a splen-
did response to this appeal, and dozens of
fine birds were sent out to form a flock of
Eure-bred breeding birds. Deer Lodge

as a well-equipped poultry plant as
regards houses and buildings. Chadwick,
the former tenant of Deer Lodge, was a
well-known fancier.—H. S. Vialoux.
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Kendall’s Spavin Cure has now
been refined for human use. Its
netra power quickly re-
ﬁ:vesswel sprains, brui-
ses, and all forms of lame-
ness. It is just what you .
need around the house.
Write for many letters
from users to prove its
effectiveness.

Kendall'sfor
manyyearsin
my stable and
house and it
never has fail-
ed us yet.”

Hendall's
SpavinCure

men, veterinarians, and
farmers for over 385 years.

For Horses Its worth has been proved,
—And forspavin, splint, curﬁ, ring-
Refined bone an e many other
e hurts that come to horses.
for ONION LAKE, Sask.,

April 22nd, 1915,
‘“‘Kendall’s Spavin Cure is about
the best all-round liniment for
both man and beast that I know.'®
TBE HUDSON'S Bay
COMPANY.
Get Kendall's
Spavin Cure at
any druggist's.
For horses $I.
bottle— 6 for $5,
Refined forman
50c.—6 for $2.50.
‘Treatise on the
Horse' free from
druggist or

write to
Dr. B. J. KENDALL CO.
Enosburg Falls,Vt. U.S.A

h0c. GASH Given for This Ad,

Worth $5 Special at $1.50 To-day only $1

; -The Duplex Automatic halr cuttes
s - w introduce only $1.00

Man.

12

¥ showing \nterior of hair cuttgs °
The Duplex Automatic Hair Cutter has 4 times

the cutting power of any hair cutting machine
It is 4 times the size,

and will do the work 4 times as well and 4 times

ever placed on the market.

as fast as any other-machine. We have. been so
busy filling wholesale orders that we haven't
been able to offer this wonderful tool direct to
the public before. We now have a large supply
on hand, and for a very short time we offer the
Duplex direct by mail at wholesale price. Some
people will wait until it is too late, and they will
have to pay the full price. Get yours now at
the whofesa.le price of $1.

00.
THE SLANTING TEETH PREVENT PULLING

This special patented comb with the slanting
teeth and the handle to fit the hand is the only
one of its kind. It costs four times as much to
roduce as the ordinary comb, but it is worth it.
t directs the hairs on to the cutting blades at,
exactly the correct angle, to get a d):rfectly smooth
and even hair cut. You can’t -Wrong With
a Duplex. It Won'’t Let You. .
The Duplex is made of the very best quality steel
and silver plate. The blades are double-edged,
oil-honed and double tested. You can comb your
hair anf' style you wish and the Duplex will cut it
smoothly and evenly. It cuts while you comb.
Cuts the front hair long and the back short with=
out adjusting. It will last a lifetime. Figure
out how much you can save. We allow you 50¢c
cash for thisad.” Cut it out and send it to us with
only $1.00-and we will send you the Duplex com-
plete attached to the comb. Five minutes after
you receive the Duplex you can have your hair
cut better than it was ever cut before. Remember
none genuine without the slanting teeth.

DUPLEX MANUFACTURING CO.
Agents Wanted. Dept.L Barrie, Ont.

RAVW FURS

We Pay Highest Values
Write for Price List &3

:and Shi-ppingTaQs
Sierce Fur (g.Lid

¢ and Alexander, WINNIPEG , Canada
We Alsa Buy HIDES and SENECA ROOT

When writing advertisers, please mention
The Western Home Monthly
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The Greenhorn and the Ambassador

By Edward Lucas White

deed. He was long and lean and

lanky. Hehad very big, flat feet in
verz loose, old shoes, not at all tidy. His
socks were red; an ugly, insistent red.
His trousers were too short, as were his
coat sleeves. The suit he wore was a
marvel. It was of a loose-woven darkish
green cloth, marked off into big squares
by narrow stripes of a darkish yellow.
At the intersections of the stripes were
tufts of a more greenisy yellow, like
sun-dried grass, which gave a shaggy
effect to the whole surface. It looked
like the product of a weaver’s nightmare,
made up into clothes by the indiscreet
whim of a freakish employee of some
wholesale clothier, sold after repeated
reductions at the last gasp of a clean-
sweep sale. The greenhorn wore no cuffs,
his shirt-sleeve bands were frayed, his
low collar, two sizes too large for him,
was even more frayed. His necktié was
a stringy device of a bright and uncom-
promising blue, which made his red-
rimmed, watery blue eyes look entirely
colorless.

His long face, boyishly smooth except
for an incipient corn-silk moustache, had
a vacuous expression. His wide mouth
he kept not entirely shut. His skin was
of a peculiar raw, scaly texture, as if
universally and permanently chapped.
He had a way of putting one or the
other hand up to his towish yellow hair,
a bewildered way, as if trying to re-
member something. And those hands
were the most striking thing about him.
Every part of him was long, but his
hands were uncannily long, and had a
clawlike, centipedish, daddy-longlegs-like
motion to every joint of them. As one
timidly waved an envelope and the other
mechanically sought the side of his head
they were very ugly indeed. And they
moved in that way over and over again,
as he sat in the waiting room of the
legation. )

A more hopelessly countrified speci-
men of a backwoods American the secre-
tary thought he had never seen. He was
an expert at protecting his chief from
the intrusion of those countrymen of his
who in a never-ending stream, without
any shadow of a claim upon official or
personal attention, sought to thrust
themselves upon official time. The secre-
tary was always suave and always
seemed sympathetic. He now appeared
especially regretful that the ambassador
was not in. Mr. Medick would, perhaps,
leave his letter_to be transmitted by the
secretary. The greenhorn used few
words, l'iut he conveyed unmistakably
that he meant to deliver that letter in
“person. The secretary had no idea how
long it might be before the ambassador
would reach the legation. The greenhorn
sat immovable; the secretary decided to
let him sit a while.

“He’ll soon get tired,” he thought.

The greenhorn soon got very tired.
But he kept his place, meditating on the
way in which he proposed to win the
ambassador’s notice. He had been told
that he would find him an old-fashioned
man with old-fashioned ideas, a cour-
teous and kind-hearted gentleman, most
considerate of every one, but capable of
overmastering wrath if crossed in his pet
notions, and prone to take an unalter-
able dislike to those who shocked his
sense of the proprieties by beliefs or
actions contrary to his views.

The greenhorn reflected as to what
those views probably were. He had been
told that the ambassador revered sweet,
serene, domestic, home-keeping women,
and abominated loud, self-assertive
children; that he abhorred what he
called the sordid scramble for mere
lucre; that he anat}lematized the modern
tendency to specialization and lauded the
antique ideal of a well-rounded general
education as the only fit training for all
men; that he prided himself on his
ability to read character at a glance.

Beyond these points the greenhorn had
to resort to inference or conjecture. He
tried to imagine himself a man born
when the ambassador was born, in the
same place and of the same Kkind of
family, brought up similarly and influ-
enced by similarities of education; to
think of every conceivable subject and
to conjure up a picture of how it would
strike him. This mental exercitation
helped to while away the tedium of

THE greenhorn looked very green in-

_ waiting, but he was weary in heart and

;(_ml before the secretary again addressed
im.

The secretary tried every device in his
arsenal. The greenhorn would wait or
would come back at any hour, to-day,
to-morrow, or the next day or the day
after that. He had a letter of introduc-'
tion to the ambassador from an old
friend. He would do nothing else but
try to present it until he had presented

.it. After a while the secretary realized

that he was beaten. Entering the am-
bassador’s private room, he said:

“I fancy, sir, you would best have it
over at once. He is worse than a horse
leech.”

“Show him in,” said the ambassador
wearily.

The secretary returned to the waiting
room. The ambassador had reached the
legation and was now at leisure. Would
Mr. Medick walk in?

Where he was led the greenhorn fol-
lowed, his heart thumping. The ambas-
sador saw in the young man’s face some-
thing the sleek, glib secretary had
wholly missed. He rose, offered a warm,
dry hand, and indicated a chair by his
desk.

“Sit down, Mr. Medick,” he said. “To
what do I owe the pleasure of seeing

ou?”

“I have a letter of introduction, sir,”
said the greenhorn, “from the Honorable
James Hollis, who was at the University
of Virginia with you, sir.”

“Jim Hollis!” exclaimed the ambas-
sador. “Haven’t heard of him for years.
How is Jim?”

“He is the richest and most important
man in our section, sir,” said the green-
horn.

“Good for Jim!” said the ambassador.
“He always had plenty of push.”

“He has yet, sir,” said the greenhorn.

“Many alumni of the University of
Virginia in your section?” the ambas-
sador inquired.

“As far as I know, sir,” said the green-
horn, “Judge Hollis is the only one, sir.”

While the ambassador was reading the
letter the greenhorn studied him, noted
the silvery sheen of his iron-gray hair,
the fresh pink of his wrinkled face, the
clearness of his brown eyes, the decision
of his mouth and chin. And Earticularly
its points projecting beside the jaw, and
he dwelt upon the high standing collar,
upon the voluminous black cravat that
swathed the throat.

“Hollis,” the ambassador began, look-
ing up from the letter, “tells me that
Wu have come to Vienna to study.

hat are you studying?”

“Music, sir,” replied the greenhorn.

The ambassador swept a glance over
his visitor, conning the lack-lustre eyes,
expressionless face, outlandish attire,
and baboonish awkwardness of posture.

“Is your family musical?” he asked.

“Not at all, sir,” answered the green-
horn. “I am the only one who ever
cared for music, as far as I know, sir.”

“Why do you care for it, then?”

“T have never cared for anything clse,
since I was born, sir,” said the greenhorn
simply.

“Do you take it up as an amusement
or as a profession?” the ambassador
queried.

*As a profession,” the young man told
him. “I mean to make my living by it,
sir.”

“Not a very remunerative profession,
is it?” the ambassador inquired.

The greenhorn thought he saw his
chance, and he was glad that he could
reply with perfect gincerity, for he felt
the penetrating power of those keen
brown eyes.

“I think, sir,” he said, “that it will be
more profitable for me to spend my life
doing what I love, best, even if T have to
stay poor, than t6 waste it doing some-
thing I care nothing for or even hate.
That’s the way it looks to me, sir.”

“Not bad, not at all bad,” said the
ambassador.

“I think, sir,” the greenhorn went on
impetuously, “that to earn a little
money pleasantly and at the same time
cultivate my ability to enjoy it will be
better than to aim at making much
money, ruin my capacity to take plea-
sure’in it, and perhaps fail to make it
after all; that’s my idea, sir.” '

The ambassador regarded the green-
horn. From his awkward appearance no
one could have expected him to talk so

well. Perhaps here was, in spite of his
exterior, a young man worth advising.

“Very good,” said the ambassador,
“very good indeed. But Zon must re-
member that to attain that ideal you

must' make yourself an all-round musi-
cian. You must not put too much time or
energy upon any one phase of your art.
You must study the history of music,
the development of its. methods. You
must attain some measure of skill upon °
every known instrument. You must
master theor{( and orchestration and
composition. You must not make your-
self one-sided.” '

“I should delight in all that, sir,” said
the greenhorn argumentatively. “But I
am not independently well off. I have
no property, no income at all. I have
my living to make, sir.”

“All the more reason for laying &
broad foundation of solid knowledge,”
the ambassador maintained.

“But, sir,” the greenhorn reasoned, “I
must begin to make my living soon.”

“Don’t make it too soon,” the ambas-
sador warned him. “Superficiality and
shallowness are the curse of our age;
shallowness and superficiality and
haste.”

“All my natural bent, sir,” the green-
horn asserted, with the air of one prov-
ing a proposition, “has been toward
piano playing. All my best prospects
seem to l’iye in the cultivation of those
capacities. They tell me I have unusual
hands, sir.”

The ambassador eyed those certainl
remarkable hands. He perceived their
mobility, bub was most struck by their
hideousness. He flared up.

“That is the way with all of you
young men,” he broke out. “You want
to cultivate one faculty to the exclusion
of everything that makes the faculty
worth having. You came here to study.
Europe offers you the widest"’o\{aportuni- (
ties for acquiring variety of culture and
breadth of character. Instead of making
good physicians of yourselves you spe-
cialize on children’s diseases, or eye and
ear, gain a specious reputation, make a
living easily and quickly, and mever
really amount to anything. Instead of
learning Greek and Latin you moil over
Doric dialectic case-endings, Samnite in-
scriptions, or hidden quantities; when
you might become scholars you turn into
moles, delving underground at the damp
roots of literature. Even you artjsts
specialize.” He blinked and puffed, roll-
ing himself in his chair. '

‘Leschetizky, sir, is not only the best
piano instructor in the world,” said the
greenhorn, “but an all-round cultured
musician, sir.” |

“A mere specialist,” the ambassador
said, dismissing the discussion with a
wave of his hand. “You are one more
sacrifice to Moloch, one more infant ¢ast
into the furnace of Baal.”

“Perhaps you are right, sir,” the green-
horn admitted deprecatingly. ;

“Certainly I am right,” said the am-
bassador, with his I dare you to con-
tradict me—air. “But you will pay no
more attention than the others.”

“I shall reflect upon what you say,”’
said the greenhorn, with an attempt at
a conciliatory tone.

The ambassador eyed him for a mo-
ment in silence, and then said:

“You have not yet told me why you
came here. What can I do for you?”

“I have been told, sir, that if I can
obtain a letter of recommendation from
you to the director of music studies I
can then procure free tickets to the per-
formances of the opera at the Imperial
Theatre, sir.”

The ambassador puckered up his face,
and replied testily:

“Oh, they clamor for such letters. I
am eternalli' pestered for them. I give
too many. I cannot give one to you. If
you were a student of orchestration or
composition I might stretch a point for
zou. But, being a pianist, I fail to see

ow you have a valid claim.”

The greenhorn fixed upon the ambas-
sador’s face a gaze devoid of any glint
of intelligence. .
" “It’s queer, sir,” he said softly, “how
it works out. Against my will I am
compelled to specialize. You, sir, tell me
I am all wrong, and advise me to train
myself musically in all possible ways. 1
grasp eagerly at an opportunity to
broaden and strengthen my general
knowledge of music. And you tell me I
must forego it because T am a special-
ist, sir.”

The greenhorn’s look had in it just the
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host of a smile, of a satisfied, compre-

ending smile.

The ambassador regarded him.

“Caught,’: he said, “and I acknowledge
it. You have caught me fairly. You have
earned your recommendation-and you
shall have it. Is there anything else I
<can do for you?” ‘

“If it is not asking too mugeh, sir,”
said the greenhorn, “I should like
another for a friend of mine.”

“Also a pupil of Leschetizky?” the

ambassador asked.

“Yes, sir,” said the greenhorn.

“And what is your friend’s name?”
asked the ambassador.

“Lucy Maitland, sir,” the greenhorn
replied, his raw complexion pinkish.

he ambassador conned his visitor
afresh, viewing him with new eyes and
pondering. How much foresight, econ-
omy, dnd | saving, he wondered, how
much pinching of himself and others had
been necessary to equip the greenhorn
with even that incongruous garbing.

' Was not his uncouth appearance the re-

sult of poverty and privation rather than
defects of personality? He imagined

. him well-fed, well-groomed, well-clad,

and seemed to see a not impersonable
being. Even in his uncouthness, except
for his hands, he was not uncomely. The
ambassador fancied he could see possi-
bilities of winning expressiveness in the
lustreless eyes. How much soul, after
all, might not be hid behind that boyish
face? It had given him no hint of the
ingenuity of mind it masked. Perhaps
it concealed potentialities of companion-
ship unguessable from its owner’s ex-
terior. And of what witcheries of melody
and' harmony might not those spidery
fingers be capable ?

“Lucy Maitland,” mused the ambas-
sador. “Is.ghe related to the Lucy Mait-
land who married Jim Hollis ?”

“She is her niece, sir,” said the green-
horn.

“Jack Maitland’s daughter?” the am-
bassador im;uired.

“Yes, sir,” the greenhorn answered.

“Is she as pretty as her aunt?” the
ambassador queried.

“Much prettier, I believe,” said the
greenhorn, his face unquestionably pink.

“And has she a specialty, too?” asked
the ambassador.

“If I have m{ way, sir,” he said, “I
am going to be her specialty, sir.”

The ambassador beamed, chuckled, and
stood up. The greenhorn, deferentially
rising as his elder rose, felt his hand
clasped in two warm, friendly ones.

“She shall have her card, too,” said
the kindly old man. “I congratulate
you, and %'congratulate her also. Since
the world began a lover or a husband
has been the ordained specialty for a
woman.' It is old-fashioned but natural;
and not only human but divine. The
right man is the only proper specialty
for the right kind of woman.”

.
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The Valley Between

By' Owen Oliver

HE Spur Mountains belonged to the
I Macdonalds, and the Lonnon Moun-
tains to the McAllisters. The valley
between them was no man’s land, for
they were too busy fighting over it to
keep out the thieves from the hills. They
had fought year in and year out for
longer than the memory of man, and
neither boasted long of advantage, till
the days when Robert MecAllister,
seventh of the name, grew old. Then an
ill time happened to the clan. His eldest
son slipped over a crag and was killed.
His second and third sons were slain,
away in the wars; and the youngest son
‘died in his bed of some womanish com-
plaint—a hard fate for a brave man.
Sihce Robert McAllister was too old for
arms the name of the clan grew small,
and the more daring of the tribesmen
took service abroad under the King of
France; for Mary MecAllister had the
spir."iit of a man, but only the body of a
maid. '

Alan, the young chief of the Mac-
donalds, had won great renown in arms,
and he had the way of leading men; and
those who are born for leading never
lack men to lead. He drove the Me-
Allisters from the valley, and built little
fortresses there to hold it, and when he
had held it for a full year he sent a mes-
sage to Robert McAllister saying that
further strife was vain, and offering
terms of peace if they would own that
the valley was his. Thereupon the Mec-
Allisters gathered together and made a
great raid, taking away cattle and sheep
in hundreds that were in the valley to
graze, and razing one of the little forts
to the ground. The week after, Alan
Macdonald fell upon them and took back
fourfold. And afterward he sent a piper
with a letter, which read like this:—

“From Alan Macdonald to Robert
McAllister, most courteous greetings.

“The fortune of war has given us ad-
vantage which you cannot resist. When
strife is useless, strife should cease. If
you will own that the valley is mine I
shall be honored by your using it. It is
said that good foes make good friends,
and I am wishful to try; for there is
none who honors your name more
than 1.”

Robert McAllister, being a wise old
man, was minded to consent.

“It is a generous offer from a gallant
enemy,” he said.

But his daughter pleaded with him in
her dead brothers’ names and prevailed.
So he made answer thus:—

“Robert McAllister sends all courteous
greetings to Alan Macdonald. The for-
tune of the moment changes. For those
who come after, T hold to what I have
held and my forefathers before me. If

our numbers are lessened our courage
is not.”

'Then came another message from Alan
Macdonald. . .

“If you rely on courage, let one of
your tribe meet me in single combat. the
valley to belong to the victor’s clan.

“Alan Macdonald.”

Many of the McAllisters vdlunteered
for the fight; but there was no great
man of arms among them, and the elders
would nét consent.

“It were giving Macdonald the land,”
they declared. “There is no man in
Scotland who can stand before him.” For
he was a large, powerful man, and
withal quick as smaller men are; and he
had a curious cunning of fence which he
had learnt in France.

So they sent no answer at all, and
Mary McAllister locked herself in her
room for two days, and brooded over the
dishonor of her clan. Presently she made
a deep plan, as women will, and rode out
in the gray dawn to the castle on the
Spur Mountains; and when Macdonald’s
outposts challenged her in the valley, she
answered: —

“T am Mary McAllister, and I have
come to answer the challenge of your
chief.” Then they sent a guide to con-
duct her the easiest way to the castle,
and when the chief warder came to the
gate and asked her pleasure, she mdde
him the same answer as before.

After he had stared at her once for her -

daring, and twice for her beauty, he
conducted her- to the great hall; and
Aln Macdonald rose and came to meet
her, and set a chair, and stood with his
cap in hand marveling that any woman
should be so fair; for she had pale-blue
eyes and red-gold hair, and her face was
like a wild spring flower.

“You honor me greatly,” he told her.
“Have no fear.” She laughed carelessly.

“I had no fear,” she said, and he
bowed.

“Fair lady, you honor me more.”

“It was not for your honor that I

came, but for the honor of my clan, and -

my own.” He bowed again.

“There is no dishonor in peace,” he
said.

“Neither have I come in peace.” He
caught a look in her eyes that he had
seen in the face.of a foe before, and he
knew that she spoke no light word.
Wherefore he became very grave.

“War is not for women,” he told her.

“I had not come if any of my brothers
had lived; but perchance”—she tossed
back her hair that was like red-gold—
“you had not challenged us then?”

He flushed hotly. “Think you so?”

Their eyes met for a moment, and she
smiled suddenly. There was a year’s

spring, it seemed to him, in her smile.

“Nay,” she owned. “I think not so.
Alan Macdonald, you fear no man.” He
laughed a soft laugh.

“I have feared no woman till now.”
She put her head back and looked up at
him. )

“Fear you me?”

“As a man may fear.”

“Fear you my challenge?” Hé knitted
his brows in thought before he spoke.

“Name what champion you will,” he
said, at last. “I will meet him, if he is
not your lover. Believe me”—there was
a sudden depth in his voice—“I would
not earn your hate.” She laughed
scornfully.

“Is it yet to earn?”

“His blood be upon your head,” he
said sternly. “I will meet him.” She
laughed.

“T have no lover. The challenge is my
own.”

There was a quick murmur of laughter
among the retainers, but their chief
checked it with a glance.

“T am dull-witted, lady; help my lack
of brains.”

She drew a deep breath.

“You sent a challenge to our clan,
that one should contend with you. It
was not an equal wager, yet there were
those who would have died, had they not
been over-ruled.” Her eyes flashed.

B “Also I took the risk,” he reminded
er.

“It" was mot an equal risk, as you
knew.” He frowned.

“Who shall deny his strength to the
stronger man?” he asked.

“Shall he use it against a weaker?”
she demanded. He frowned again.

“It is the way of these things.”

“That he should take advantage
against the weak? Would he then use
his strength against a woman ?”

“No!” said Macdonald heartily.
“Surely not.”

“Wherefore,” said she, “I bring to you
an equal challenge.” She looked him
straight in the eyes.

“If your challenge is such as a man
may mcet,” he answered steadily, “I ac-
cept it unheard.”

“It is an even risk,” she said calmly.
“Your life against mine.”

“Never!” She shrugged her shoulders.

“It is not your habit to fight on equal
terms ?”

“It is not my habit to fight with a
woman on any terms at all” She
laughed scornfully.

“A woman is not so much to fear!”

The gray-bearded Hector, who was
reckoned wise, rested his trembling old
hands on the table and leaned forward.

“A woman of all things is most to
fear,” he said. '

She turned haughtily to Alan.

“Before age has brought wisdom, do
you fear?”
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Grow Your Own Vegetables for Summer Use.
Grow Your Own Vegetables for Winter Canning.
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high cost of living.
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“Avye,” he said, “I fear greatly.”

«The risk is only equal.” He shook
his head.

“A woman’s life is more to a man
than his own.”

“My life is naught to you,” she told
him. He looked her in the face boldly.

“Try me, lady,” he said; and the
thought crossed her mind that Alan Mac-
donald had been good to have as a
friend; but she bit her lip and answered
coldly.

“Such as my life is, I dare risk it.”

She put her hand in her bosom and
drew out two quaint phials of colored
glass, with stoppers® of dull wrought
gold.

“Will
she asked.

'“Surely,” he answered, “if it is such
as a man may.” But he looked at the
strange vessels and liked them not.

“It is an innocent toast enough, and
harmless—if you drink the one.”

“And if I drink the other?”

“Tt is only death!”

“There are worse things,” he told her.
She pushed the phials smilingly towards
him.

“Choose. I will drain the other.”

“And then?”

“One of us will gain the valley, and
the other will feel no loss.”

He took up the phials and held them
in the sunlight that streamed through an
open casement on to the floor. Then he
put them down again.

“I pray you send some other challen-
ger,” he begged.

“The challenge is mine,” she insisted.
“If you are no coward, choose now.” He
shook his head, and she rose from her
chair. “I will go to my father and tell
him that Alan Macdonald was afraid.”

The young chief flushed rosy red as a
girl blushes.

“Send a man to tell me so,” he cried
fiercely. |

“One less strong, and less skilled in
arms?” There was an angry sound
among the men at the table, but he
quelled it with a wave of the hand.
“Come,” she tempted him. “Death is
not so much to dread. Give me one, and
I will drink first.”

He lifted the little vessels again and
watched them sparkle against the sun-
beams. It was awesome, he thought,
that death should come in such a guise;
and he was angry with himself, because
he feared that he feared.

“Dare you not ?” she asked tauntingly.

“Aye,” he said. “I dare. Give me
which you will.”

The ‘wise man moved as if he would
speak, but stopped at the look in her
eyes.

“I should give you death,” she an-
swered. “For I know.” Alan Macdonald
looked hard at her, and saw that truly
she was passing fair.

“Giive me death, if you will.”

The wise man leaned forward again,
and again he said naught.

“T take no odds,” she said. “Neither
would I have the death of so generous a
foe on my soul. For your honor, Alan
Macdonald, choose.”

He bowed and looked at the phials
once more. One was green and one was
pink, and either flashed in the sun. .

“It were better to share one,” he said.

“Aye,” muttered the sage, “woman
and man were made to live together or
die together.”

“When they are foes,” said Mary
McAllister, “one is better dead.”

Her foeman turned to Bruce Mac-
donald who was second in the clan.

“See that the lady is escorted home
with all honor,” he commanded, .“1f I
dic;” and before any could stay him he
had drained the green phial. “Your
health, madam!”

Mary McAllister rose steadily and put
out her hand for the pink vessel. .

“Your health, sir,” she pledged him.
“You have won.”

He saw that her color faded somewhat,
her hand trembled slightly and her
bosom heaved as she raised death to her
lips, and suddenly he dashed the vessel
from her hand on to the floor, and
‘shivered it into fragments.

“T pray you live,” he begged, “and
have me at your command.”

Mary McAllister sank in the chair and
buried her face in her hands for no_zarly
a minute by the great clock that jclcked
on. as if life and death were nothing at
all. When she looked up she was ashy
pale, and she accepted her foeman’s arm
to rice,

ou drink a toast with me?”

“You are a very brave man, Alan Mac-
donald,” she told him, in a slow, hushed
voice. “Suffer me now to go.”

So he led her to the gateway in silence,
and held her foot when she mounted.

“Friend or foe?” he asked under his
breath. She looked down at him with
her great blue eyes.

“Foe,” she whispered hoarsely, “but—
I honor you greatly.”

Then she rode away into the mist that
hung over the valley below, and he gazed
after her till she was lost to view.

“There was never her like in all Scot-
land,” he vowed. “She would have
drunk her death.”

“Aye,” said the sage, who was stand-
ing near him. “She would have taken it,
and—perchance she has more of the poi-
son at home!”

The young chief stared at him for a
moment, then gave a great shout.

“My horse! Bring my horse!”

He ran to meet them as they came,
leaped on his great black charger and
rode down into the mist as if his senses
were not in him.

“If harm should come to her!” he
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of listening for, the distant crash below.
Alan Macdonald rode straight for the
ravine.. When he came to the edge he
looked till he found a plot of level grass,
and there. he rested his horse for a
moment, and patted his neck and whis-
pered in his ear.

“Now, boy, now,” he cried. The horse
sprang forward over the even ground,
gathered himself together on the edge of
the abyss and flew into the air.

“Live together or die together,” said
Alan Macdonald under his breath.

Then he saw his horse falling short of
the black rock—felt him strike against
it—was hurled forward with a crash—
clutched at something hanging from
above and held dazedly to it—caught the
sound of a woman’s cry—clung mechani-
cally to something, he did not know
what—heard a dull thud. That must be
his horse fallen below—he would follow
in a moment—his hand seemed unclosing
—he was going, going Then he
remembered no more for a time.

When he found the world again he
was lying in some long grass, he
thought, and there was something yet

4 Pleased with her kindly act.

muttered. “Good God, if harm should
come to her!”

He stroked his horse’s mane, and
called it by every pet name to make it
gallop faster. They rushed on, over
hedges and ditches, and gray stone walls
that grew suddenly out of the fog. He
peered through the gloom with his eyes
burning like fire, and saw_nothing. He
bent forward to listen for the sound of
her horse’s hoofs and heard nothing.
Only as he rode up Mount Lonnon and
the mist lifted a little, he caught a
glimpse of some one riding far above
and knew that he could never catch her
by the way that she went. He drew a
long breath and turned his horse aside
from the track.

“A woman’s life is more than a man’s,”
he said, under his breath.

From the foot of the mountain to the
castle high above, the bridle path runs a
long way round; and between bend and
bend lies a great ravine that neither man
nor beast had crossed, forty feet at the
narrowest from side to side. The edges
overhang so that the bottom is not ‘seen;
and when a stone falls one grows tired

softer under his head. He could see
nothing at first but the mist and the
swaying tops of the trees. He was mnot
sure whether he was dead or alive till he
tried to stir and groaned for the pain.
Then a woman’s face hung over him,
framed in the mist—the face of Mary
McAllister.

“I thought,” he said, in a faint voice
unlike his own, “I was dead.” He lost the
face ‘again and heard no answer. “Per-
haps,” he muttered, “I am.” He tried to
raise himself and barely stifled another
groan.

“You must mnot move,” said a very
gentle voice. “You are badly hurt, very
badly, I fear.”

“I do mnot fear for myself,” he
answered, “only—are you Mary Mec-
Allister ?”

“Yes.” He tried to look round at her.
“Only be still,” she entreated. “I have
sent for men to carry you. They will
come soon.”

“Soon,” he murmured. Then he began
to wander in his mind and clutched at
the air, dreaming that he was hanging
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over the ravine, but he found two soft
hands holding his arms. \

“You are not there now,” she assured
him. “You are safe, quite safe.” He
roused again.

“How—did it—happen ?”

“You were hanging by a dead branch.
I—T lifted you here.”

“I owe my life to you.” He smiled as
if the thought pleased him. “My foe!”

“I do not think,” she whispered, “we
are foes any more. You must not move.”

“You saved my life.”

“You had saved mine.”

“You were not going to take the
poison at home?”

She shivered, and suddenly he knew
that his head was upon her lap. “Let
me see your face again,” he entreated,
“in case I should die.”

“You shall not die,” she yowed pas-
sionately, and bent over and let him see
her face; and the tears were running
down it, and one fell on his cheek.

“The—the poison,” he asked.
would not have taken it?”

“Yes,” she said, “I would.”

“You will not now?—for the love of
Heaven, dear lady?”

“Why did you take the leap?”

He smiled faintly. “For you.”

“Why do you care so much for my

life ?”
dazed, the fine

s

“You

Because he was
speeches that he had tried to fashion
would not shape themselves to an end.
So he said simply, “I love you.”

“Then,” she said, “since you won my
life, keep it, and do with it as you will”;
and he turned to look up at her without
a moan at the pain.

“If I rise a whole man,” he said, “I
will give you my whole heart.” She
looked at him with a slitter in her eyes.

“And if you do not,” she said, “I will
take it!”

And because he was so helpless and
his eyes pleaded with her so, she bent
;liown her head and let him' kiss her red

ps. ‘
“To live together or die together,” she
vowed.

So when the leech came with his herbs
and bandages, she whispered to him to -
use all his skill.

“For,” she said, “you hold two lives
in your hand.”

Some said it was the leech’s craft that
saved him, and some said it was the
gentle nursing of Mary McAllister, and
some said it was his own great strength,
and some said it was the strength of his
love for her; but Hector, who was old
and wise, put it all to the merey of God.

" And when Alan Macdonald was recov-

ered, the clans went down from the
mountains, with white favors in their
bonnets, and married them in the valley
between. *

Colic—A teaspoon each of salt and
finely (Fulverized black pepper in a glass
of cold water will almost always give re-
lief. Then give a dose of rhubarb. Also
applying hot cloths to the abdomen, and
giving warm water injections are useful.

Corns—These are caused by the fric-
tion of ill-fitting shoes. Hard corns may
be killed by binding on at night a piece
of lemon, half a cranberry, or some
cracker crumbs soaked in strong vinegar;
leave on all night and pare off the corn
in the morning. Apply two or three
times if needed.

A wise counsellor tells tired women
that it is not the work they do that tires
them, it is the way they do it. The
woman whose work is never out of her
mind is the one who is always tired. The
wife doing a week’s work in her imagina-~
tion after she goes to bed; the bookkeeper
searching in her dreams through columns
of figures for an obstinate balance: the
schoolgirl shivering in anticipation of an
examination; the dressmaker always ap-
prehensive of displeased customers—all
these are tired because they do not know
what it is to have a mind at ease. A
story is told of a conscientious worrier,
who hurrying about her work, slipped and
fell. The result, a broken hip, placed
her for weeks out of reach of ‘“the things
which must be done.”” Weeks of lonely
rest brought her a new perspective of life,
and a conviction that peace of mind is
more than pies and cakes, and showed her
in proper proportion the claims of her own
nature as well as the appetites of her -
hungry family and the profits of the farm.
Realizing at last that the worst enem
of good work is worry, she afterwar
gaid, with a peaceful smile “my broken
hip saved my life and soul.”
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18| = Father Christmas
Playing a Return Engagement

HAT'S how someone has described Easter.
The good old practice of exchanging gifts
at Easter, just as at Christmas, has become
more popular each succeeding year, -until

"now it is almost universally observed.

The gift need not be expensive ; usually it is some
simple bit of Silverware, some novelty, or a dainty
piece of jewellery.

A specially selected assortment of gifts suitable for
Easter, and others quite as suitable for Spring wedding
gifts, are included in a booklet that is now being
printed.

Send us your name and we will reserve a copy for you.
A post card will do—send it to-day.

D. R. DINGWALL., Limited

Diamond Merchants, Jewellers and Silversmiths
WINNIPEG
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> Regular Cash Returns *

SAFETY FOR YOUR
INVESTMENT

Last year 129, was earned on the capital
employed by the Western Homes Limited

AR

Shareholders received 7 per cent.—5 per cent. went
to reserve account to produce further earnings and
increase the value of the stock.

The Western Homes Limited, incorporated in 1914—
in business the past 14 years as Investment Agents,
well known and well thought of—loans money on first
mortgages—one of the safest forms of investment
known—buys mortgages and agreements for sale at
advantageous discounts, and builds homes for clients,
accepting mortgages thereon as security.

The officers and directors are men of sterling integ-
rity—men you may know personally or have heard of.

Shares in this perfectly reliable corporation are still
for sale at par ($100 per share), although over half
the capital stock of $500,000 has already been eagerly
subscribed for. Five-year terms given, no interest;
but no more than 50 shares will be allotted to one
subscriber. It was voted at the last shareholders’
meeting that no Company shares would be sold after
this year for less than $110.

)

Investigate this splendid invest-

ment op{)ortumt.y at once. Full

information willingly given. Write,

or if in Winnipeg, make a personal
call at our offices.

T

Western Homes Limited N
3 707-708 Confederation Life Building Fag
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Aunt Jane’s Love Letters

.

how a man could have loved her
enough to want to marry her.
Aunt Jane had described John Whit-
comb to me so frequently and so vividly,
and his picture—life-size—which hung
(i) of the long hall ever since I
could remember, had caused his hand-
some features to be etched on my child-
ish brain. I have spent many, many
worshipping hours before it and shed
tears of bitter grief that this kindly,
benevolent-looking man should have
been stricken down in the flower of his
youth. How he would have lightened
my childhood days! Oft have I lain
awake thinking of the kites and whirl-
a-gigs that he would have made for me
—the jack-knives, tops, pop-guns and
the what-not of things that he would
have bought me.

The stacks of love letters—hers and
his—lay locked in the middle, lower
drawer of the old secretary. I have
seen Aunt Jane wipe away the fast

a. S a child I had often wondered

. flowing tears as ‘she read and reread

them, until it seemed to me, that she
must have known them by heart.

Aunt Jane was—well," the homeliest
woman that of my forty-four years, I
have ever known. Her disposition was
as acid ds cider vinegar and short in
temper as her flaky pie crust. Tall,
broad of shoulder as an athlete, bony
—a. chin that protruded several inches
over her upper jaw; teeth, crooked and
long—real muskrat ones—and hair,
thin, fiery-red and wiry. Freckles, some
as large as Amerjcan silver dollars, cov-
ered her face, neck and arms and one
black and spongy like a mole, sat on the
tip of her eagle-crooked nose. Her eyes
were of piercing sharpness, small and
of an amber color.

Last week Aunt Jane died, making me
her sole heir. Her only wish was: that
I am to read her love letters—and his—
and then, bef re I open the wax-sealed
missive on which she has penned: “To
be read by my nephew, John Whitcomb
Scott, after my last wish has been ful-
filled by him,” I am to reduce them to
ashes with.the life-size portrait of the
man, whose name I bear. The silver-
framed miniature of him, which has al-
ways held a place on Aunt Jane’s secre-
tary is to meet a like fate. The ring
that she alw ,s wore and the watch
charm, which bore a lock of her hair and
her photograph, I am to have as keep-
sakes.»

Everybody in Denfield knew that
these were the trinkets that John Whit-
comb had handed to a comrade for Aunt
Jane when he had felt Death’s hand up-
on him, forty-four years ago.

“The whim of a homely, lonely, old
maid, who has been cheated out of the
pleasures of life by grim Fate,” T mused
as I slipped the faded, lavender ribbon
from the bunch of letters that bore Aunt
Jane’s large, mannish scrawl. The last
one was dated November 24th, 1875.
The day that John Whitcomb died from
yellow-fever.

I have it stamped on my memory, be-
cause at that hour for the fifteen years
that I spent under Aunt Jane’s vigil,
she always donned me in my Sunday
best and taking me by the hand, as she
precisely did every Sunday morning at
a quarter to ten, she went to the little
chapel at the end of the street, and
spent a full hour at the foot of the
altar.

I unfolded the yellowed sheet and
read:

“My Life. The morning mail brought
me your daily letter. I kiss you good
morning. . . . My darling, if you
could feel the throbs that your words
send through my veins, when I see it in
yvour dear, dear hand that you will be
with me this week night. Silly one, as
though my trousseau has not been ready
and waiting this | six—nay, this ten
months, and as though if it wasn’t that
I should put off our wedding for such
pilfering trifles. I kiss your dear lips
a thousand times for the kind thought
ot my comfort. . . . . '

“How happy I am, having your love
and. knowing that so many, many girls
—handsome, accomplished and vibrating
with® womanly charm—would throw
themselves at your feet. . . . . I count
the minutes until you shall be with me,

By Rae Lunn

never to be parted until Death—my love,
that. word, I know not why, sends a
shiver’ through my bones like these
northern winds will to your south-
tempered body.

“That also reminds me, my dearest,
that I am by this mail sending you a
shirt—knit by my own hands—for you
to put on when you reach New York.
You see, my dear John (how I thrill at
that name) that already I feel as
though you were mine. I wake at night
full of fear lest something befall thee.

“My sister Letty has a little boy. I
have requested her to name it after you.
She is not at all sprightly. . . . .

“My love, my life, my all, I look for
thee so! Already my pen has put a
mark through another day on m - calen-
dar, thus bringing you one day nearer
to me. I kiss your sweet picture that
stands in its own place on my secretary,
where my eyes-can feast on it every
morning on my awakening. My pen re-
fuses to stop, although Old Pete has
been at the gate for five minutes. Your
wife of a week from to-day sends you
her life and awaits your coming with
what pleasure I cannot express on this
paper. A million kisses. Good-bye,
your gawky, homely, Jane.”

Tears dimmed my eyes and coursed
down my cheeks. “Poor Aunt Jane,” I
murmured, “with the death of my moth-
er and this terrible blow—for this one
letter can make my very soul to feel
what you must have suffered—the tor-
tures, the sleepless nights, the heart-
aches——" and I buried my face in my
hands, my thoughts travelling back to
my boyhood days when I had inwardly
rebelled at Aunt Jane’s sourness.

Musedly, I wondered why she had al-
ways been so ready to strike a death
blow on my youthful love affairs, nip-
ping them in the bud as severely as she
pruned her geraniums in August. In
fact it was only of recent years that
she had overlooked my marriage enough
to pay me a short, yearly visit. My
wife called her “a dog in the manger.”

John Whitcomb’s letters were those of
a lover calling his mate. As I read their
age-tinted pages my heart suffered that
heavy, dull ache that I had suffered as
a child. “I really do not wonder that
Aunt Jane found any other man dis-
tasteful to her. It was this great, over-
whelming sorrow that made her so acrid
—so peppery,” I meditated as I regret-
fully cut the canvas from its frame and
proceeded to carry out her bidding.

“She no doubt had not the heart to
leaving the portrait of .ne so sacred to
do it herself, ana did not wish to die
her, to be treated lightly by strangers,”
I mused as I watched the flames lick
over the strong, high-bred features.
When the cinders of destruction had
ceased to glow, I took my penknife and
gently broke the seal of Aunt Jane’s
last earthly message.

A creepy sensation swept over me.
Have you ever opened such a missive at
the dead of night and in a house that is
alive with the stillness that smells of
death amid the resurrections of child-
hood memories? I could hear Aunt
Jane’s stentorian voice calling me to go
to bed.

Nervously, I unfolded the sheet of
crackling paper and read:

“John,—You can laugh at me now, but

I cannot die without confessing to some-

one. It is terrible—only those who are
unfortunate enough to be like me can
know what it is to be so homely and
with such a temper and disposition. One
of the three is bad enough—but all of
them!

“I have got much comfort from these
letters, for people took pity on me. I
wrote them myself. His with my left
hand. | The miniature I found when at
boarding school and I had the painting
made from it. The ring and locket were
your mother’s. Jane Griffith.”

Somehow, I could not smile—I wept.

Our Frontispiece

. The fine illustration in two colors on
the front page of this issue of The Wes-
tern Home Monthly is from a photograph
by Abbe J. P. Bell Co., photographers,
Lynchburg, Va., U.S.A. '
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The Infelicity of Roguish Tobacco -

By Dr. Leonard Keene Hirschberg, A.B.,
NKA., M.D. (Johns Hopkins University)

" Pernicious weed! What atrocities are
committed in your name. For the sake
of tobacco, many persons would do any-
thing but die. It is loved and hated in
the same breath, and is both a man’s
mistress and his weed. Rudyard Kipling

in “The Betrothed” put it thus:

For Maggie has written a letter to give me
My choice between

The wee little whimpering Love and the
Great god Nick O’Teen.

Bulliven-Lytton, in the sixth chapter of
the first book-of “What Will He Do With
1t?” declares: ‘“Woman in this scale, the
weed in that; Jupiter, hang out thy bal-
ance, and weigh them both, and if thou
give the preference to woman, all I can
say is, the next time Juno ruffles thee—
O Jupiter! try the weed.”

Such perverse advice in literature as
well as by word of mouth, is an abomina-
tion. Whether through tipped amber,
mellow, rich, and ripe; whether from a
moslem’s ottman, or a Goth’s pipe,
tobacco in any way, shape or form is a
pernicious and insinuating Pandora’s box
of ills.

Sooth to say, like Circe and other
enchantresses, it may mollify an inordin-
ate craving of one sort or another. True
enough, it will assuage your injured emo-
tions, after you have been justly taken
to task by wife, sister, sweetheart, mother
or the world itself.

Such artificial comfort, however, is to
rob Peter to pay Paul. It is the balm in
Gilead which gives fillip to future trouble.

Why girls leave home, is a simﬁle prob-
lem compared with the one, “Why many
boys use tobacco.” Various answers are
now at hand, others will spring to mind
like the dragon teeth of Cadmus, fully
armed.

Next to the genus, monkey, the human
child is perhaps the most imitative of
animals. When a child repeats precise
words heard, it is not by any means a
shock to find that it yearns to duplicate
the steamboat and locomotive act of its
father or other men, namely, to put a
miniature smokestack in its mouth, and
puff out noble (?) columns of smoke
flame and heat.

Every man, who smokes, injures not
only himself, but serves unhappily as a
horrible example to imitative little boys
and girls, who, like many older mortals,
mistake the veneer and outward flashes
of fictitious pomposity, for true and simple
dignity. -

Other sources of this wasteful habit of
smoking is to be found in the fault of
mothers and guardians of children, who
persist in ‘‘giving a taste’”’ of hot soups,
tea, coffee, mustards, peppers, condi-
ments, and various other over seasoned
victuals and drink to little ones. Too
little sleep is another origin.

The irritable, cross, restless, excitable,
spasmodic emotional unrest of young-
sters, occasionally finds false, yet none
the less real, comfort in tobacco.

John is six years old. He is a_bright,
active, neurotic emotional child. In part,
this has its reason in the mother’s irrita-
bility; in another measure it is consequent
to highly seasoned foods and late hours.
Instead of being snugly tucked into bed.
every night at 7 p.m. as is just and meet,
despite his obstinate objections, Johnnie
has his way. He plays around aggressively
until nine or later.

Johnnie is high strung and excitable.
One day an older, thoughtless boy gives
him a lighted cigarette. Johnnie puffs a
few puffs.

Perchance he wobbles a bit or really
grows ill. Be either as it may, Johnny
finds he is calmer thereafter. He has been
narcotized. The irritable symptoms,
which prove that he is not raised health-
fully with correct food and enough sleep
are now as completely hidden as the dan-
gerous warning signaf; of appendicitis are

Wwhen concealed with morphine.

It is idle to blame liquor drinking for
cigarette or the other tobacco habits.
Coffee, tea, soups, and other highly
seasoned rations incite a craving, soothed

by tobacco, which far exceeds alcoholic
drinks.

The tobacco habit is cured mostly by

the will to stop it. A man differs from the
hr_ute by his will. If you do not wish to
be numbered among the latter, prove
that you have the will now and cease to
smoke, or forever hold to the weed in
peace.

Dr. D. H. Kress, of Melrose, Massa-
chusetts, is an enthusiastic teacher of
the _appfxca.txo_n of weak watery solutions
of nitrate of silver to create'a distaste for
tobacco. He maintains that a one-quarter
of a one per cent solution of nitrate of
silver rinsed into the mouth after each
meal for three weeks, will go far towards
the elimination of the tobacco habit. In
my service, a ten per cent solution of
tannic acid does as well.

Whenever the desire to smoke returns
between meals, chewing slippery elm,
cardamom, or gentian root witﬁ the saliva
from these things gulped down, makes for
a final cessation of the craving. A triple
effervescent bromide tablet in a glassful
of water calms the ruffled tissues.

New Way to Cure Earache

By Dr. Leonard Keene Hirschberg, A.B.
M.A., M.D. (Johns Hopkins University)

_Earache is one of the most painful and
distressing of human ailments. If it is
not gone in a very short time—say an
hour or two, an ear specialist should be
summoned at once.

Professor Anton Lorenzi, of Naples,
proposes a new way in which to treat
aches and pains of the ear, if you are sure
there is no serious internal trouble or
complications present.

This method is one of manual manipula-
tion, but- it has nothing to do with the
famous Dr. Lorenz, of Vienna, and his
bloodless surgery, although Professor
Lorenzi has almost a similar name.

First he warns against the general and
dangerous practice of putting oil or any-
thing oily in the ear. This is responsible
for much deafness and mastoid disease.

Then he describes his ingenuous method
of relief. It is to place t%le palm of one
hand under the jaw and to press firmly
upward. With the other palm of the
right hand pushing steadily, but gently
downwards against the side of the earache.

He avers that if the doctor will perform
this carefully without injuring the deli-
cate, soft bones of a child’s skull, with the
sufferer’s head resting sideways on a
pillow to minimize the pressure of the
operation, nearly all earaches of grown
people, and a few of larger children will
be greatly benefitted, without the use
of the knife or of drugs.

Pressure should never be exerted brut-

ally or with strength enough to crush the *

delicate Earts, but just enough to stretch
the membrane or drum of the ear and thus
relieve it of the tension which causes the

pain.

The ear drum is responsible for the
pain of earache.
stretching this sheep-skin-like membrane or
bladder. Whenever the drum becomes
congested with blood or inflammation
or matter and pus press hard upon it
from disease in the middle ear, the little
strands and fibres which compose it are
put severely to a strain.

The result of this is a pull on the sensi-
tive nerves with the ache which follows.

The Lorenzi method of pressure is
applied with this knowledge of physiol-
ogy. It is intended to relax the pull on
the drum membrane by squeezing the
bones, muscles and ligaments in such a
manner as to loosen and relax that struc-
ture.

The relaxation releases the strain and
sprained parts, and this in turn is shown
by the comfort and freedom from pain.
1t is not osteopathy, vitosophy, or any of
those “systems’’ of manipulation and mas-
sage. It is a logical treatment of a patho-
logical condition. If you are capable of
making the sure diagnosis that the ear-
ache is not due to mastoid disease or
worse, you are also in a position to under-
stand the underlying anatomy and physi-
ology which guides you to cure simple
earache by means of pressure.

Choking—(1) A marble or similar article
in a child’s throat may be dislodged by
turning him heels upwards and shaking
him. (2) Simple cases of choking are
often relieved by merely striking on the
back between the shoulders. (3) A hair-
pin quickly straightened and bent at one
end in the shape of a hook will sometimes
serve to extract food, etc. (4) For a
fish-bone or other substance in the throat
at once insert a finger and press upon the
root of the tongue so as to induce vomiting.
If this fails let the patient swallow a piece
of soft bread. Send for a physician at
once. Repeatedly sucking lemons will
help to dissolve a bone.
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It is caused by over-

N purchasing a Piano or any other Musical Instrument,
you can pin your faith to the ABSOLUTE RELIA-
BILITY of the ;

HOUSE o McLEAN

For nearly thirty years we have been standing squarely for the
higher ideals of the music business. Quality has been put fore-
most in every department, for our experience has proved that
the satisfaction from a superior instrument is of far greater
importance than a difference in price.

And, even so, prices at the House of McLean are lower than
are usually found, due to our extensive dealings in buying and
selling all kinds and grades of musical instruments, from the
finest made to the least expensive. '

If you are interested in Music in any way, SEND
TO-DAY for our NEW CATALOGUE OF MUSICAL
GOODS. It should be in your hands Proroet

an

The West’'s Greatest Music House
The Home of the Heintzman & Co. Piano and the Victrola

329 Portage Ave. Dept. W Winnipeg, Man.
Branches at  BRANDON, MAN. DAUPHIN, MAN.
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Here’s the New Kerosene Mogul!

OUT of the good work Mogul tractors have
been doing on hundreds of West Canada
farms has now grown Mogul 10-20, the kerosene

tractor that is best suited for every need of the
average farmer. It is of the gg tuhu' size —its10-H. P. at the

drawbar and 20-H. P. at the take care of the heavy rush
work of seed bed preparation, harvesting, threshing, plowing,
etc., and give enough and not too much power for between-
times belt work, hauling, etc. :

Mogul 10-20’s big economy feature is this—it works on
kerosene, the cheapest of engine fuels. Day in and day out,
while there is work for it to do, it turns common coal oil into
the most efficient power. Mogul 10-20 is designed and built
from the ground up to run on kerosene—to stand the extr<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>