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The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table

of the Tea Table and in thousands "of homes of the Dinner Table

" .‘ L B ] DIBBON

And Why?
Because Blue Ribbon Tea is a delightful beverage—healthful—milcly

'

ST ~ stimulating—pure as the Western breezes—and almost as cheap.
L Drink Blue Ribbon Tea for your health’s sake. Buy it for your
o3 pocket’s sake. :

of good tea—dust and moisture.

o

A money-back guarantee goes with each packet.

And note the new package—a perfect protectlon against the enemies

Ask your Grocer.
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THE BEST

IS THE CHEAPEST

without a doubt
when 1t comes to
buying a Piano

That is one reason why the

sale of the

HEINTZMAN & CO. PIAN

“The World’s Best Piano.,”

is continually increasing amongst all classes of homes throughout the Dominion.
is particularly true, for not only does this. world-famous 1nstrument last for a lif

And in the ¢

touch unimpaired after long years of serv;ce—but in the first place its price is so moderate

than that of inferior instruments.

IT IS THE GREATEST PIANO VALUE. ON

&

SOME OF OUR SPECIAL
BARGAINS IN USED PIANOS
One ENNIS Piano............. Special $225.00
One MENDELSSOHN Piano. ..Special 235.00
One CRAIG Piano............ ..\pecml 255.00

One LANSDOWN Piano (only out a few .
MonthE) ; ;vseiasnne 58 was Special  275.00
Write for complete list of quick sale Bargains
in slightly used and second-hand pianos.

WRITE FOR FREE HANDSOME ILLUSTRATED CATA-
LOGUE AND PARTICULARS OF PRICES AND TERMS.

The Home of the Heintzman & Co. Piano and the Victrola

329 Portage Ave.

et

& CO. L1IvED
Winnipeg’'s Greatest Music Houss

Dept. W

ase of the Heintzman & Co., the saying

etime—retaining its distinctive tone and wonderful

that its purclase costs but little more

EARTH

F
Special Priced ORGANS
from $35.00 to $85.00

N SEAT Toassa
We still bave a numby of second-hand Organs
roceived an exe!

daange on new  purchases, . which
mu t be cleared to make way . for new arrivals of

Al dre in exeellent condlition anl present
urlgue barcains at the prices asked,

Wt for complote list ad bar

WINNIPEG, Man.
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THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

vHere is What YOU

COMPLETE WITH ENGINE
and SWINGING WRINGER

If the store you trade at does not handle this
washer send us [their name and we will mai]
you a copy of The Maytag Laundry Manual
(48 pages). Even if you do not buy a washer,
it will be & great help to you, asit contains
many valuable formulas and recipes that can
be used to advantage in any home. Itis FREE.

ADDRESS:

Have Always Wanted |

Jhe Malay Comprany

WINNIPEG, MANITOBA

14k. Solid Geld Cuff Links

Engraved with Monogram

$4.00

~The above illustration is an indication
of the splendid values we are offering in
our New Catalogue, which is now being
pre; s
We are adding to our Mailing List
:ggrwill be glad to have your name and
ess.

SEND A POST CARD TO-DAY

D. E. Black & Co., Ltd.

Jewelers
HERALD BUILDING

Calgary Alberta

RICH MONUMENTS

sold on a money-back
= basis direct to you. It
- is now possible to erect
wonderfully attractive
and enduring stones at
prices within the means
of the average family.
Illustrated booklet tells
how we do it—contains
many epitaph designs—
gives you the net costs
on handsome monu-
ments. This booklet
will be mailed free if
you write

STANDARD CEMENT STONE WORKS

P. O. Pox 104 GIROUX, MAN.

The Western Home Monthly

: Pub! ed M
Vol. XVII. . By the Home pubu.n'n"n‘é Co., ?."eﬁ'.'."wumm.‘c.naaa. No. 11

The Subscrlfﬁon Price of The Western Home Mon is $1.00 a or three
for $2.00 to any dress in Canada, or British Isles, Thestulg:&x tiontoimeinoounm
$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.—Subscribers wishing their address must state their

changed
former as well as new address. All communications relative to change of address must
be received 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 ap on the
label of your paper. If thisis not donegil: lyeads to confusion. If you have reoen%?“ohmged
gnouraddrlesge?nd the paper has been forwarded to you, be sure to let us know the address

your label,
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A Chat with Our Readers

CONSIDERABLE number of subscriptions to The Western Home Monthly
A expire with this issue. To all whose subscriptions expire with this issue
we have sent by mail a subscription blank as a reminder of the fact. Now,
we wish to ask if there is a single one of these many readers who regrets that
he or she subscribed for the magazine a year ago? Have you not received, in

instruction and entertainment, many times the value of the small sum of money ,

ou paid us for the magazine? Has not the magsizine been all that we promised
1t should be, and all that you could wish or desire? Have you not been pleased
with it ever since you became a subscriber ?

We earnestly hope that every individual one of those whose subscriptions

expire with this issue will send us a renewal of ‘his or her subscription for the

coming year, and that as many as feel disposed to do so will get up a club, and
thus secure one or more of the valuable and useful rewards we offer. Remember,
that if you get two friends to join you in subscribing, thus making up a club
of three, each will get the magazine a whole year for a total cost of only two
dollars. For larger clibs we give fine premiums. If you will send for our
Complete Outfit for Getting-Up Clubs for The Western Home Monthly, which we
send free, you will receive our complete Premium List, describing different
articles given upon remarkably liberal terms.

The growing appeal of this popular periodical is due to the fact that we
embody in it the characteristics of a publication above all indispensable to the
home." While it is primarily a fiction magazine, its various departments are of a
high order of excellence. The Western Home Monthly is more popular to-day
than ever before in its history. Rarely-does any one ever hesitate to subscribe
when the magazine is once ealled to his or her attention.

We do not wish to lose a single one of our present subscribers, and do
not see why we should. The magazine costs such a small sum that any one can
afford to take it. Please send in your subscription just as soon as possible. Do
not put it off; do not neglect it. Remember that for the modest price of a year’s
subscription to The Western Home Monthly you provide yourself with-whole-
some reading for a whole year to come.

A PERTINENT QUESTION

The Western Home Monthly particularly commends itself to me for its
clean, wholesome and appealing stories. So many of the magazines to-day cater
to the tastes of those who demand problem stories suggestive of things t we
deplore. After reading them we have a bitter taste in our mouths. Why is it
that so many magazine writers preach that Home is no longer the most sacred
and happiest place on earth, that married life is not what God designed it to be,
that the sanctity of the Home is weakening—the Home which should be a type
of Heaven? So far, I have seen nothing in The Western Home Monthly to censure,
and much to praise. The other departments of the magazine are excellent. I am
grateful to the friend who sent me the magazine for 1915, as I have thoroughly
enjoyed it.—Mrs. E. Swanell, Moosomin, Sask.

OPINION OF A “MERE MAN”

Although your excellent magazine seems to be equally good for men, most
of the letters from subscribers printed on your editorial page are from women.
I infer from this that women as a rule are most disposed to thank you for giving
to the public so good a publication at so small a price. My mother, who is a
very critical reader, says she considers the fiction in your magazine superior to .
that in the higher priced magazines. She had never taken The Western Home
Monthly until this year, because she said it was impossible to get a magazine—
with good stories the rule rather than the exception—at the price you ask.
However, when I read the first copy to her she exclaimed: “Why, there is not a
trivial story in it; and as for your special pages such as the Editorial, The
Philosopher, What the World is Saying, etc., they are in themselves an education.
It has been a long time since I have read a publication that was wholly good.” I
heartily endorse my mother’s sentiments. The Western Home Monthly is good,
“plumb good,” from cover to cover. I do not know of any other way in which
the same amount of money could have been invested with more profit and
pleasure, than in a subscription to your magazine.—R. Bevins, La Riviere, Man.

REGARDING THE DINNER AND TEA SET

We have received many enquiries from readers regarding the 47-piece Com-
bination Dinner and Tea Set, which we are offering our readers in return for
eight new subscriptions. We impress upon all the advisability of referring to
the full page advertisement in this issue which contains all particulars. We have
no hesitation in saying that this is the greatest premium offer that has ever
been made by any Canadian publication, bearing in mind the fact that at this
time with imports so restricted, china and crockery are 50 per cent more
expensive than at this time last year.

OUR CHRISTMAS ISSUE

Many writers of note will contribute to our December number. In matter
and illustration, it will be of surpassing merit. Send a copy to your friend
abroad, and, by the way, when you come to think of Christmas gifts, may we
suggest that nothing can be 'more appropriate and acceptable than a year's.
subscription to The Western Home Monthly. .

The poison from bad teeth ruins.
good health. »

Good Dentistry
Lasts Long |
LooksWell | -

We solicit difficult cases
where others have failed

No Person Too Nervous |
No Work Too Difficult ‘|

=

New Method
Dental Parlors

Cor.PORTAGEand DONALD
F. W. Glasgow, Manager
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It Doesn’t Pay
to buy inferior articles for home

use, no matter how small the:
article is. :

With matches, as with every-;'
thing else, it 'pays to buy the

.
“Silent Parlor”
Matches

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

—Always ask for—
EDDY’'S

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

The Latest in Slip Socket. Satisfaction
Guaranteed
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“Clean-Up” Sale of New High Grade

NORDHEIMER PIANO

And Slightly Used Instruments at in many cases
Less than actual manufacturing cost

Contingent on taking over the agency for Nordheimer Pianos was an order for two

carloads of new pianos from their factory.

We were also to take off their hands any

stock remaining on their floors when they closed out their retail business in Winnipeg.
We secured these latter at very low prices and yours is the opportunity to take ad-
vantage of the “Clean-up” thus made necessary for new stock expected here within the

next few weeks.

Nordheimer Pianos have a national re-
putation best evidenced in the pride of owner-
ship on the part of thousands of Canadian
homes. In the ordinary way they are high-
priced pianos; but worth the money. This sale
affords you the opportunity of placing one in
your home at even less than the cost of an
ordinary piano—and on our usual easy terms

. of payment.

TERMS

Three Years
to Pay.

Monthly,
Quarterly,
Half-yearly or
Annual
Payments
Arranged to
Suit You

Take advantage now of this opportunity that
can never recur. Never again will you be
able to purchase a brand new Nordheimer
Piano at anything like these prices. Owing to
our extensive business and unusual credit
system of easy payments we make it excep-
tionally easy for you. Fill in the coupon below
and let us supply you with further details of any
piano you particularly fancy.

New Style Lansdowne, in Satin

With each new in-
strument we are al-
lowing
piano bench with
music receptacle and
with each used in-
strument a stool to
match your pur-
chase.

!il“‘"“" |
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New Nordheimer Special in Mahogany 39 5
or Walnut. Regular $600..........

FREE

free, one

lw

”Hlff, i

New’Nordheimer 88 note Player,
in Mahogany or Oak.

plspLomas e §285

Unusual Values

Gerhard-Heintzman—A 7 1-3 Octave Upright
Piano with full length panels, and music desk,
Boston fall board, ivory and ebony keys, etc.
In the best of order, a good sweet-toned piano.

Sale price. i mimsnewswngesnsmeminios $245

Lesage — A 7 13 Octave Upright Piano, in
richly figured mahogany case, with full
length plain panels and Boston fall board,

3 pedals, practice mufler, ivory and ebony
keys. In use only six months. Regular

..$286

price, $400. Only..... 5

N
W. H. M. \
Messrs. \P

Winnipeg Piano Co. &
333 Portage Ave. \6‘
Winnipeg

Please supply me with full par-
ticularsof .. ... ... .. .. .. ... .. \0&0
Name of Maker

Piano ("
Player Pianoat $......... .. ... as

advertised in the November issue of The \
Western Home Monthly.

g s o D34S

Is in first elass order

Special price.. .. $ 23

cbony keys, 3 pedals, cte.
and looks just like new.

Nordheimer

Every Piano Guaranteed

Each new piano carries the ten-year double
guarantee of the manufacturer
and ourselves.

Used instruments—each one overhauled and
guaranteed for three years.

WINNIPEG

A full-sized Cabinet Grand Upright
Piano by the Nordheimer Piano  Co., Toronto,
in dark mahogany case of colonial (l(‘slg.n, Boston
fall board, 3 pedals, ivory and chony keys, cte.

Sale price. ......... . $ 3 75

Reg. $950 for..........

in Slightly Used Instruments

Canada Piano Co.—A handsome Upright Piano,
in case of modern design with full length music
desk, Boston fall board, 3 pedals, practice mutller,
ivory and ebony keys, ete. Cannot be told from
new. Special price. . ................. $285

Bell—A 7 1-3 Octave Upright Piano by the Bell
Piano Co., Guelph, in handsome Walnut case,
full longth musl(‘ (l(‘sl\, carved panels, ivory and

Gerhard-Heintzman — A fine New-Grand-Scale
Gerhard-Heintzman Piano, in exceptionally rich
walnut case, of simple colonial design, with full
length piain polished panels, Boston fall board, 3
pedals, ivory and cbany keys, ete. If you were
to pay us $1,000 we could not make you a finer
piano than this instrument, the extra money
would have to be put on the case ornamentation.
Only six months in use. Regular, $450. Special

saleprice. ... . $375

Angelus Player— T'ull 88 note scale, beautiful
mahogany case, almost new. Regular, $950.

Bargainat........................... $6856

We Pay the Freight

No matter where you live we will pay the
freight and guarantee safe delivery
of your piano to your
nearest station.

PIANO CO.

333 PORTAGE AVE.

WINNIPEG
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The New Governor-General

WE say good-bye with real affection to Arthur, of
Connaught. He has done his duty as man,
soldier and citizen. It is not alone the fact
that he belonged to the Royal Family which made
him popular with the Canadian people. He was
recognized to passess great earnestness and broad
sympathy. His tact and good judgment were ever
in evidence. He carries with him our good wishes.
To follow him comes the Duke of Devonshire, a
man of high honor and independence, just the man
to make an impression on the Canadian mind. We
bid him welcome, and are ready to assure him that
the qualities which have given him such a reputation
in the home land will be just as warmly appreciated
here.
The Friend Overseas

N the story of the Blue Bird, when the little
I children visited grandfather and grandmother in

the world beyond, the old people told them that
they were never alone when people down on earth
thought about them. Over in France, somewhere,
there are many sick, many wounded, many lonesome
though courageous hearts, and they will never be
alone if only we who remain behind think about
them. Now is the time to think, to get ready the
socks and the comforts they so much need. Yes,
and they need a cheering word. Do you remember
how the “Sky Pilot” chased away all the harshness
and bitterness from the heart of Gwen, as he pic-
tured to her all the beauty she loved so well, and
from which she was separated by that awful acci-
dent? So you, by picturing to the soldier boy the
life on the farm or in the city—the life as it used to
be with him—may drive away all loneliness and
depression. Here is a work for every loyal soul.

Co-operation

T is too bad we have no way of levelling up
I inequalities. Here are ten farmers side by side.
Two are hailed out and the other eight have

i bountiful harvests. Would it not be well if losses

and gains could be equalized? Or to take a wider
example, here is a province ruined by rust and here
another unhurt by any scourge. Isn’t it too bad
that there is no way by which the strong might
automatically help the weak? Canada has not yet
attempted much In the way of co-operation of this
kind. Mutual insurance companies are comparatively
limited as to membership. The time will come when
a nation-wide arrangement will be made whereby
local disaster will be offset by national contribution.
Pure individualism is neither wise nor moral. Co-
operation on as wide a scale as possible will make
up for individual and national welfare.

Away with the Tariff!

WELL-KNOWN writer has remarked that “it

often requires a dose of misrule to set a nation

right.”  This is wonderfully illustrated in
recent history in Canada. Had the misrule been less
flagrant it is very likely that at least two defeated
governments would still be in power. From the look
of things one might freely prophesy that another
government is quickly riding to a fall.

One evidence of misrule is the high cost of living.
It is nonsense to say that the war alone is respon-
sible for the increased price of necessities. A pro-
tective system which taxes the people annually about
four hundred millions is surely the big factor in
determining how much a man must spend in order
to live. Perhaps it would be better to say “in order
to die,” for some cannot live under conditions such
as we have to face to-day. If they do not actually
die, it is because they run in debt. And this run-
ning in debt has a limit.

Of course every one does not feel the pinch. Never
before was so much money being put in banks.
Never before was there such a volume of trade.
Yet, never did men with small salaries find it so
difficult to make ends meet. If we were in a
blockaded district we should not wonder that there
should be an increase in the prices of things. But
we are living in a land of plenty and every honest
worker should easily be able to earn enough to supply
his own wants and the wants of his family. .

Our government, however, under the plea th.at it
is protecting home industries, taxes practically
everything that men require for food, clothing,
shelter or convenience. There might be some argu-
ment for a tariff for revenue, but there is none for
such a tariff as we are forced to endure to-day.
Better a thousand times direct taxation with all its
unpopularity than the system under which we now
labor and suffer. )

Dircct taxation! It would not be so bad. Did
a man pay directly only onc-half of what he now
pays indirectly through the customs, he would “keep
a tab” on the expenditures of the government. There
would be less prodigal expenditure and fewer nau-
scating displays of official pride. o

The system of protection as we have it in Canada

is iniquitous in the extreme. It (“S‘(Ti]l]‘illilt(fﬂ
against the poor, it pours money into the coffers of
the wealthy, it is the mother of political debauchery
We have had a dose of misrule in all surety. Will
it et us right? There are happily signs of a coming

~torm,
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Editorial

A Fair Warning

HERE is a man down in North Dakota named

Edward F. Ladd. He is principal of the State

Agricultural College. He is a man of courage
and keen discernment. Last year he said in a large
farmers’ gathering: “Fifty-five millions of dollars
are lost to the farmers of North Dakota every year
through unfair grading rules for grain.” At this
meeting and others of like kind it was shown that
the suction fans in the elevators robbed the farmers
of 50,000 biishels of grain for each elevator each year,
that $68,200 was charged the farmers for switching
cars above the price the elevators paid the railway
companies, and that through the vicious practice of
mixing grades, the private elevators were making
fortunes that rightly should have gone to the farm-
ers. As there was no attempt on the part of the
state legislature to remedy most of these abuses, the
farmers themselves undertook to place a ticket in
the field. Of course the old line parties laughed at
,them. Every conceivable argument was urged
-against thé decision of the farmers. Notwithstand-
ing this, they held fast and when it came election day
their ticket was carried by an overwhelming
majority.

Whether the movement is right or wrong, and
whether the new legislature will act foolishly or
wisely does not now matter. The fact remains that
in one state the old line political parties have both

The Sons of Canada
By Alice Irene Wood

The Sons of Canada, and who-are they?
The Challenged to a deadly fray,
With heart of steel, to dare, to do,
To play the game, in God’s way, through,
Their gallant best;—in soul array,
And these are they!

The Sons of Canada, and who are they?
The men who feel the forward sway,
Till blood-red hand of Iron Will
Has spent its frightfulness, its ill;
So note them; hark them; they obey—
Well, these are they!

The Sons of Canada, and who are they?
No pretence at a vain display,—
The men who make the battle strong,
For right, for honor,—with a song;
The men who smile on hope’s dim day,
And these are they!

The Sons of Canada, and who are they?
They struggle for a later day,
When world of pain and strife forgot,
The stars still shine—forget them not!
And mark their splendour while you may!
For these are they!

The Sons of Canada, and who are they?
The marshalled hosts on Death’s high-
way,
Who grapple with the hour’s despair,
And smite the evil lurking there,
Then pass, with glory, from the day,
And these are they!

been discarded because they were not “on to their
job,” which is protecting the interests of the people.

The lesson is one that Canadian politicians should
heed. It took only ten years of agitation to bring
about the change in North Dakota. In Canada
there has been an agitation along similar lines for
fully as long, but Canadians are always a little
slower in taking action.: If the men who legislate
for us at Ottawa are to continue to listen to the
small coterie of manufacturers rather than the large
number of farmers there they had better prepare
themselves to take the consequences.

For years in North Dakota the teachers in the
Agricultural College and the legislators as well had

been emphasizing the doctrine of “greater produc- -

tion.” Then the farmers found out that it did not
pay to produce. Unless there was a better way of
selling grain there could not possibly be a profit.
And so the cry came for public terminal elevators
and other facilities of the kind in order to prevent
the grain from, passing through the hands of the
“Monopoly Grain Chamber.”

There was one thing said during the contest in
North Dakota that every man in Western Canada
should read and consider. The. governor-clect (a
farmer and a university man) was asked why young
people leave the farm. His answer is enlightening.

“Four or five vears ago,” said Mr. Frazier, “a

. member of the faculty of the state university
wrote me that he was preparing a paper on how tao
keep the boys and girls on the farm, and he asked
me to cive him some suggestions. No doubt he ex-
pected me to deseribe how inspiring it is to plant
the tinv <eed and watch it grow into a great crop.
He probably wanted a deseription of the independent
and ecaxv life of the carcfree tiller of the soil. But
I told him that under existing conditions 1 saw no

reason why the boys and girls should stay on the
farm, and that I, a farmer, would not blame them
if they left it. I told him that we had to work
from five in the morning until nine o’clock at night
to prepare our products for the market and then
have the Chicago Board of Trade and the Minne-
apolis Chamber of Commerce fix the price we were
to be paid for our work. I told him that when farm-
ers got their rights and a fair share of the prices
paid for the things they produce, then I would say
to the boys and the girls ‘go back to the farm.’”

And there is sure-a moral here for the people of
Canada.

The Loss and Gain Account

IT does us all good to read these words from the
greatest figure in the war. They are the words

of General Joffre: ¢

“It is strangely interesting to see the results as
they now begin to show themselves of Germany’s
hatred of those countries which she has forged into,
a league against her. We must never forget what
Germany has taught us all. When she began the
war, France was given over to things unworthy of

her. She seemed to have forgotten her aspiration

and her destiny. See her now purified and made
anew. She has saved her own soul. Then England
whom Germany hates most of all. She had grown
light-minded, unstable, a prey to civil discord. Now
she is unified and made whole. Her young men will
begin life anew and the nation will take on the
vigor and enthusiasm of youth. Think of Italy,
after fifty years, fulfilling the visions of Mazzini
and Cavour!- And Russia—Russia to settle whose
account Germany began this enormous war—wili
profit more from it than all the other countries of
Europe combined. Not only has the Russian nation
been reborn, but her material greatness will be
vastly enhanced. No; whatever we may think of
Germany we must never forget all we have learned
from her.”

And while Joffre was saying this, the silver-
tongued orator, the indefatigable worker and organ-
izer in Britain, was saying it in even a more im-
pressive way. Here are the words of our own David
Lloyd-George:

“We have been living in a sheltered valley for
generations. We have been too comfortable and
too indulgent, many perhaps too selfish, and the
stern hand of fate has scourged us to an elevation
where we can see the everlasting things that matter
for a nation—the great peaks we had forgotten of
Honor, Duty, Patriotism and clad in glittering white,
the towering pinnacle of Sacrifice, pointing like a
rugged finger to heaven.”

Voices from the Past

T is interesting these days to read what was said

by German and French authorities before war

was declared. Here are two or three quotations
and from thesc alone one could tell who is respon-
sible for the outbreak of hostilities.

Prof. Delbriick, Germany’s greatest historian, said
in 1913 that “The great peril in Germany is not
socialism, but Pan-Germanism. The Pan-Germanists
are the ones who are always calling for a bigger
army and more dreadnoughts and exclaiming that
the French Army is just on the point of pouring
across the border.”

Prof. Fraeger, in an address before 300 university
students, said:

“We live in portentous times. We must always
bear in mind that sooner or later we give battle to
our sworn enemy. War is inevitable, and the inci-
dents of the Zabern affair prove how hurtful to
Germany is the policy of reconciliation,”

Mr. Paul Louis, writing in the Revue, of Paris,
said : :

“The French press, and indeed the press of the
world, must wake up to the fact that there are really
two Germanys. We find one Germany in the North,
more or less dominated by the Prussian standard,
with its violent and brutal manners, and always
spoiling for a fight. And then there is the Germany
of the South, going at a more moderate gait, of a
more pacific and more sympathetic temperament,
always indisposed to warlike demonstrations and
anxious above everything for a pleasant life. This
Southern Germany is opposed to the so-called ‘ad-
vanced” Germany, which aims at political expansion
and has so far become modernized. The South, in
fact, rebels against the sovereignty of the sabre and
turns away from ancient feudal Germany which
bows down before absolutism and is filled with the
military spirit and the dictates of Pan-Germanism.
There is here a differentiation very apparent to the
eyes of the observer, and any one is mistaken who
confounds two parties quite separate and distinet in
their mentality and their aspirations. IHe would, in
fact, by his views suggest to us a vision quite out
of color with the reality. TIf he set face to face the
two Germanys he would find that for a long time

the North hag reaped decisive advantages and the
South would certainly not plume itself on any suc-
cess similar to that which the North carried off at

Zabern and the military court at Strassburg.”

B e e e
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7s The matter with
Examine your skin closely! Find out

just the condition it is in. Then read
below why you can change it and how

Here is why your complexion can be im- ,/This treatment with Woodbu
proved no matter what is keeping it from
being attractive now. Your skin, like the
rest of your body, is changing every day.
As old skin dies, new skin forms in its place. )
This s your opportunity. By the proper
~external treatment you can make this new
skin just what you would love to have it. Or
—by neglecting to give this new skin proper
care as it forms every day—you can keep
your skin in its present condition and for- -
feit the charm of ““a skin you love to touch.”
Which will you do? Will you begin at once
to bring to your skin that charm you have
longed for? Then begin tonight the treat-
ment below suited to the needs of your skin
- and make it a daily habit thereafter.

Blackheads are a confession

. of the use of the wrong method of cleansing for that type of skin which is subject to
this disfiguring trouble—the following %Woodbury treatment will keep such skin

lovely color it brings to your cheeks.

with Woodbury’s
but leave th(;gl)x,in slightly damp.

fect health.

Yo

bury’s Facial Soap and warm water.

free from blackheads.

A;:rly hot cloths to the face until theﬁ’m is red-
dened. Then with a rough wash cloth work up a
heavy lather of Woodbury’s Facial Soap and rub it
into the pores thoroughly—always with an upward
and outward motion. Rinse with clear, hot water,
thén with cold—the colder the better. If possi-
ble, rub Xour face for a few minutes with a piece

of wce. Always dry the skin caref ully.

better.
a piece of ice.

Do not expect to get the desired results
by using this treatment for a time and then
neglecting it. But make it a (Yz:ily habit,
.and it will give you the clear, at-
tractive skin that the steady use
of Woodbury’s always brings.

Toclear ablemished skin

Just before retiring, wash in
[\;our usual way with Wood-

ury’s Facial Soap and warm
water, finishing with a dash of
cold water. Then, dip the tips
of your fingers in warm water
an! rub them on the cake of
Woodbury’s until they are cov-
ered with a heavy “soap cream.”
Cover each blemish with a, thick
coat of this. Let it.dry and re-
main on over night. In the morn-
ing wash again in your usual way
with Woodbury’s.

Blackheads—a wnfmbn,‘/\ \ '
of the wrong cleansing meth. )

od. Change to the one given
here,

W

oA sluggish, colorless shin
roused by the lathes
and ice treatment.

A freckled, sun-tanned skin will
yield to this effective treatmeni
Idescribed below.,

Repeat this cleansing, antisep-
tic treatment every night until

the blemishes disappear. Use
Woodbury’s  regularly .there-
after in your daily toilet. This

will make your skin so strong and
active that it will keep your com-
plexion free from blemishes.

To rouse a sluggish,
colorless skin

Dip your washcloth in very '
warm water and hold it to your
face. Now take the cake of
Woodbury’s Facial Soap, dip it
in water and run the cake itself
over your skin. Leave the slight
coating of soap on for a few min-
utes until the skin feels drawn
and Then dampen the skin

n : o ‘shinyy/
nose is vourbagbearsake;
#he lather treathl_a daily j
lhgbit.y

J) e

i
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. . Tear owt o /‘ g
and rub the soap in gently with cake Disfiguring blemishes need
an upward and outward motion. shown here the *“soap_cream - treat)
Rinse the face thoroughly, first and put it in et

your purse as a
reminder to get a
cake of Woedbui 3's
toaay at your druggist’s.

in 'tepid water, then in cold.
Whenever possible, rub the face
briskly with a piece of ice. Al-
ways dry carefully.

R o T R S o B B . SRR S B 5

m

Just befare retiring, cleanse the skin thoroughly by washin,
Facial Soap and lukewarm water. i
Now dip the cake of Woodbury’s in a bowl of water
and go over your face and throat several times with the cake ilself. Let this lather
remain on over night, and wash again in the morning with warm water
but no soap except that which has remained on the skin.

This treatment is just what your skin needs to whiten it.
unless your skin should become too sensitive, )
sitive feeling disappears; a few applications should show a marked Improvement.
Use Woodbury’s regularly thereafter in your daily toilet and keep your skin in per-

]
!

Wy skiﬁ? ,

s cleanses the pores, brings the blood to the face,
and stimulates the fine muscular fibres of the skin. Try it tonight—see what a soft,

To whiten freckled, sun-tanned skins

in your usual way
Wipe off the surplus moisture,

followed by cold,

Use it every night

in which case discontinue until this sen-

To correct an otly skin and shiny nose

First, cleanse your skin thoroughly by washing it in your usual way with Wood-
Wipe off the surplus moisture
skin slightly damp. Now work up a heavy warm water lather of Woodbury’s in your
| hands. Apply it to your face and rub it into the pores thoroughly
\ —always with an upward and outward motion of the finger tips.
Rinse with wdrm water, then with cold—the colder &

ut leave the

If possible, rub your face for a few minutes with

This treatment will make your skin fresher and élearer
the first time you use it.
and before lon,
the embarrassment of an oily, shiny skin.

Malke it a nightly habit
g you will gain complete relief from

Begin tonight to get the benefitof this
skin specialist’s soap for your skin.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap is the work of a skin
specialist.

For thirty years John H. Wood-
bury made a constant study of
the skin and its needs. He
treated thousands of obstinate
skin diseases, made countless
skin tests, until he evolved the
formula for Woodbury’s Facial
Soap. A 25c cake is sufficient
for a month or six weeks of any
of these treatments. Get a cake
today and begin tonight to get
its benefits for your skin by
using one of the treatments
above:

Write today for sample

For 4¢ we will send a cake of
Woodbury’s Facial Soap large
enough for a week of any of these
skin treatments. For 10c, sam-
ples of Woodbury’s Facial Soap,
Facial Cream and Powder. Ad-
dress: The Andrew Jergens Co.
Ltd., 670 Sherbrooke St., Perth,
Ontario, Can.

Woodbury's Facial Soap is for
sale by Canadian druggists from
coast to coast.
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The Trail to Salvation

By H. C. Haddon,

i mine manager first saw her on
oo one of his trips north, and because

she struck his fancy, he paid her

Indian owner: just what he asked for her,
and Oya, the husky puppy, came south
with her new master.

‘Now Oya is Indian for perfection,
which fact you may not ow—and
know you also that she was certainly a
pretty puppy. Picture her, if you like,
still ungainly with: her puppy ways,
and yet already showing her clear cut
lines, almost delicate in their daintiness
—and all this, mind you, without losing
one atom of her first impression of
strength. Had she been a horse, you
would have known at once that she was
a true-blooded racer, but being a dog
instead, and a husky dog, too, at that,
you exclaimed instantly, “How like g
wolf she is.”

Had you enquired further you would
have found that her mother was a husky
bitch, with generations of dog-blood
behihd her, while her father was some
big male wolf that had come down out
of the wilds to leave his offspring in
bondage.

It is a fairly common habit among
some of the Indians to stake their bitches
out in the woods during the mating
time, and in the far North, where dogs
are dpracti,cally the only beasts of burden
used, many teams contain animals with
more or less wolf blood in their veins.
A dog so related gains nothing in fidelity
or affection, but much in stamina and
endurance. And since all life in that land
of snow is but a survival of the fittest,
and a perpetual pitting of the puny
forces of man against the heart-breaking
desolation of Nature, sentiment can
play no part at all. A man does not
expect his dogs to like him. He does
not pet them or treat them with any
kindness at all, except in rare cases of
an old leader, tried and found true on
a hundred winter trails. The dogs are
ruled with an iron hand, and perforce,
owing, as I have told you, to the frequent
presence of wolf-blood, this is the only
method to adopt. Once let the dogs
think that there is any relaxing in the
grip of your authority and it becomes
next to impossible to do anything at all
with them. I knew a man once——

"but that is another story, and this is

not a lecture.

Oya first saw the light with her half-
dozen litter mates in a nest her mother
had made among the willows that fringed
the Indian camp. As soon as she was
old enough, she toddled on short ungainly
legs’ into the little tented village and
here she passed her early puppy-hood,
fighting with other husky puppies, older
and younger than herself, for the odd
bits of meat and fish that her liege lord
ﬁnd his family condescended to throw

er.

She grew quickly, necessity knowing
no other law, for the winter comes early
in the Northland and all things weak or
delicate must perish in its awful severity.

But Oya was fated not to have to pass
through its rigorous tests, for the mine
manager looked on her and found her
good, and together with his traps and
duffel, and sundry heads to tell of good
hunting, she journeyed far by strange
boats and trains to a little valley in
Southern British Columbia. At the first
attempts of her new master to fondle
her, she snapped at him viciously and
resentfully, receiving in such cases a
most thorough whipping. Not yet broken
to harness—so far she had only known
Indian fingers—which, in her experience,
had always been swift and skillful to
hurt Ler. " Like all Indian dogs, she had
been an accomplished thief, and detection
had always meant a beating. So, she
had come to connect the touch of human
hands, firstly with her capture, followed
by the inevitable thrashing. Love, or
even tenderness, except from her mother,
she had never known and it played no
part in her make-up at first. But her
new master persevered and in time she
undoubtedly came to hold some kind of
liking for him.

_Feared him she most certainly always
did—but then fear had been inbred in
her and her kind for untold generations.

his was true of both her lines of descent,
and dual natured as she was, it seemed
as if fear and submission were the two
chief traits of her character. I have tried
to tell you that all malamutes or huskies

Gray Creek, B. C.

must be ruled by fear—and as for her
paternal ancestry wolves have feared
men_ever since the time when the first
flint workers lived in caves and covered
their bodies with skins.

The men of the settlement, not being
dog mushers, and having no knowledge
of huskies, held her in wholesome respect,
nor would she ever allow them to touch
her. With the mine manager she was
entirely different, but then she realized
that he was her master and as such she
obeyed him. He always fed her himself
and she was undoubtedfy glad to see him,
though -she was never demonstrative.
Just what his idea was in keeping her I
cannot tell you, but I think he wondered
if it were possible ever to wholly tame
her and by love to receive from Ker the

wonderful fidelity that we have grown to
accept as a right from our dogs. :
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color. Stand a few feet away from her
and you would say that her coat was
almost red. Walk up closer and when
you a}()ﬁl;oached her you would find .only
gm{; ker on the back and shoulders
to be sure, but still gray. Yet the im-
pression you gained was that she was red
tinted, but when you tried to hold that
tint it slipped away from you something
intangible, and you could find only gray.

The mine manager was immensely
proud of her, albeit he must have been
very disappointed in her in some respects.
Still, when he was away late at nights,
he had the satisfaction of knowing that
with Oya in the yard or on the veranda,
his wife and home would be perfectly
free from molestation.

Then, just when it seemed as if his
efforts would be rewarded with success
and that she would give and show s
dog’s affection—she vanished. Just that
and no more. Since there was no dog
in the neighborhood large enough to
kill her, she must have le%: on her own

i T |

This is a new and heretofore unpublished photoﬂph of ex-premier M. Venizelos of Greece,

the strong man of his country, who ¢

. If such were his plans, there must have
been many times when he was discouraged.
Obedience he demanded and received
but affection seemed a®thing she would
not or could not give. In a way she
had her uses, for roaming loose at night
around her master’'s house, her very
name and reputation became enough to
keep away any two-legged prowlers—
and as for the other kind, they would
have stood but a poor chance against
this half wild husky.

So she lived till she was two years
old. By now she had changed vastly
from the puppy that had sprawled among
the smoky Indian tents. In build she
retained all the wolf features, and her
keen pointed nose gave a hint as to her
ancestry, and if this were not sufficient,
her very frame and limbs were finer and
lighter boned than the usual husky.
A very lightning flash of quickness,
a mercilessly speedy slayer of other and
softer dogs, she was rapidly gaining
the reputation of being safe only when
left alone. Her weight was around a
hundred pounds—but every ounce of it
was wiry bone and muscle. ‘The most
elusive thing about her, though, was her

mpions the cause of the allies

accord. Sick with his wasted efforts,
the mine manager promised her nothing
better 'than a rifle gullet should he ever
see her again.

Half a morning’s climbing had brought
them up to and through tﬁe timber out
onto a series of little flat natural meadows.
Here the two men rested a while, though
they dared not satisfy their craving for
tobacco, for they expected to run onto
the caribou herd at any time.

Above them still towered a few scattered
peaks, though only scantily timbered
now. Wild grasses and little mountain .
flowers and ferns and wild strawberry
leaves covered the ground in matted
confusion.

Back in the timber a red squirrel
chattered sleepily; right at their feet a
mouse shot across an open space like a
wind-blown shadow. Far up in the blue
of the sky a hawk whistled, sailing on
motionless wings, his keen eyes searching
every foot of the ground below him.

Then suddenly, with an exclamation,
the mine manager was on his feet, cocking
his rifle as he rose

A white tailed deer, closely followed
by her six months’ old fawn, bounded

- animals and men, three lfm

I ‘The fourth sat on her haun

5

tem‘)jr stri:}lfep on;o one corner ol{ the
meadow, their sides - ing with ex-
haustion, the white nﬁt};‘g their eyes
showing their desperate strdits. For a
few minutes they stood there gazing at
the men, nostrils dilated, undecided
whether to face this new (ianger or to
retreat along their own back. trail.
Because they were out after bigger
game than deer, neither man used hi
rifle, and both, being curious, remained
Kerfectly still. At this the doe stamped
er forefoot repeatedly, which is an old
trick of the deer’s, as you probably know,
and is intended to make you start or
move and so show what you are. -
While they were lookin&:i; one another,
: i wolves
slipped out from “a little knoll of timber.
"As soon as they saw the men, t{l;i', too,
stopped and while they hesitated they
were joined by a fo . s
. At the sight of this last arrivalthe
timekeeper raised his rifle. U2 1 120
“Look at the color of that wolf,”: he
ﬁme, but the mine manager stopped
im. '
“Don’t shoot it,” he said. i
' And then before the eyes of the aston-
ished timekeeper he laid, down . his
rifle and walked -out onto - the ‘meadow.
Three- of the wolves mstant(ll{ retreated.
es, quietly
watching him. The deer moved off in
the ogposite direction, their terror ap-
parently all gone.

-~

When the man was about thirty Jrards :
was

from her the red wolf got up an v
about to slink away, but the man’s voice

sto her.
4 ‘*?gg, ,”’ he commanded, ‘‘come
ere th

Instantly her tail slipped between her
legs, though she made no effort to com
any closer to him. : ;

‘Come here!” said the mine manager
again,

. This time she moved a little nearer
him, and then stopped and finally lay
down, watching him.

The manager walked right up to her,
and, taking a piece of cord from his pocket
tied it round her neck. As he moved
off she felt the cord tighten, and at the
feel of it she was inclined to show fight.
At this the man stopped and looked round
at her. Their eyes met. N

“Come on,” he said, and tail still
ll:eili:lween her legs she got up and followed

“Don’t tell me,” said the timekeeper,
afterwards, “because I saw him do it.
Most men usually shoot wolves, but
this fellow just walks ri;ht up to them
and catches them alive.’

“He’ll get caught himself yet,” « the
audience replied—and added as an after-
thought, “these 'wise guys always end

_that way.”

So, after nearly a year spent in the
mountains running foot loose with the
wolf pack, Oya was brought back into
bondage again. From the time up on
the mountain meadow when she
looked into the mine manager’s eyes
she realized that he was her master an
despite the fact that her father had been
a wolf, that it was her lot in life to obey.
Before she had heard and answered the
call of the blood, there had been many
times when her master had ﬁtwd her,
fondling her and rubbing her behind the
ears. Such treatment she accepted calm-
ly, and apparently she.liked it, for all
that it appeared alien to her nature,
but from Eehind the wall of her reserve
she never showed any demonstration of
eturned affection. Since she was brought
back from the mountains, however, t
treatment was refused. Instead, the
mine manager treated her with nothing
but severity, and demanded absolute
obedience, and this he received, though
it was given grudgingly and sm_ﬂkxl )

Despite the advice of his friends, he
continued to keep her. Said the time-
keeper. one evening: !

“Why in thunder don’t you get rid
of that wolf of yours? She’ll show her
hand one of these days and hurt some-
body, and then’ there’ll be old Harry to

ay.” i .

P ‘}"I’m going to tame her,” replied the
mine manager, ‘‘and ma{be I'm a crank
on the subject, but I honestly believe
I'lll make her give me affection and
faithfulness. Sometimes it seems dd if
she has no love to give, but it's got a
regular hobby with me now and I want
to tame her.” .

8o far, since her return, she had not
been given her freedom. However, one
day, after several weeks spent at the end
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of a heavy chain, the manager unfastened
the collar from her neck. If he had ex-

woted her to make an instant dash for
})eo he was disappointed, for she

reedom
only walked a few paces away and then

. stood looking at him.

“Qya,” said her master, in a quiet
level voice. ‘“Come here.” ‘

She obeyed him mechanically, 'her
attitude one of disinterested and resigned
boredom. ]

“Lie down,” she was told, and still
obediently she did as she was bid.
~ “Good dog,” said the manager, and
rewarded her by fondling her head.
She watched him with absolute indiffer-
ence, her expression giving no hint as
to her feelings.' .

And so through the days that followed

_ she maintained her attitude of neutrality.

To any stranger who attempted to touch
her she showed her teeth at once, but to
her master she gave obedience, though
nothing more, remaining in 'evprythmg
else aloof and inscrutable. Things seeme
hopeless and the mine manager had al-
most admitted himself beaten and decided
on her destruction, when the crisis came
to a head. .

He had been writing letters in the house,
and was suddenly roused by his wife’s
cry of alarm. She was standing at the
door, her face white and drawn with

terror.
With a couple of bounds her hus-

' band was by her side, and together they

watched their two-year-old toddler out
in the yard hold out her hand to the
wolf dog. Oya walked up to the out-
stretched hand and sniffed it, though she
did not show her teeth as was her wont.
The atmosphere seemed surcliarggd with
electricity. Something was about to
ha the result of pent-up energy,
lmg what that somethinﬁ was neither
of the two in the doorway dared to think.
With the memory of the timekeeper’s
words in his mind, the manager moved
to get his rifle, but before he could reach
it ge heard his wife whisper his name.
With black dread in his heart he went
back to the door, hardly daring to look
for fear of what he should see—and there
was Oya the untamable rolling on her
back and the little child thumping at
her with babyish delight. Then she got
up and shook herself and licked the little
hand offered her and then, as if in in-

vitation to play, she rolled over on her:

back again. ) '

Speechless, the two in the doorway
watched the whole scene and saw the
child flop down beside the big animal
and bury her face among the buqh}y;
coat, little baby fingers playing wit
and matting themselves among the thick
hair. With a strange note in his voice
the manager called to her.

“Come here; Oya.”

“Good dog!” he said., “Good dog!
But be careful, Oya.” )

As if realizing that she was in favor,
she put her nose into his hand and then
went back to the child in the yard and
they heard the baby words come back
to them, “Dood dog! dood dog!”

“She’s found something to love at
last,” the mine manager whispered to
his wife, “and it seems to have altered
her whole nature at once.”

And so, in the end, this strange great
husky, half wolf, half dog, worked out her
salvation and capitulated to love.

She had known both bondage and
freedom, the joy of the chase, and the
restraint of man’s dominion, and though
she did not return from the mountains
of her own accord, yet, in recognizing
her master’s dominion over her even in
her freedom, it seemed as if her wolf
ancestry became entirely submerged,
its place being filled by the dog-part of her.

aving given her affection, she never
waivered in her allegiance, and after the
first preliminary shock, the mine manager
was never afraid to trust his child in
her care, though even to her master she
never showed the same devotion or heart-
whole affection that she did to the child,

To everyone else she remained as be-
fore, surl
approachable—and if you ever wander

C.-wards, you may be lucky enough
to see the mine manager’s child playing
unafraid with what appears to be a big
red wolf—who will most certainly show
her teeth if you approach too close.

And in conclusion I will tell you (though
you may not believe me) that the only
real difference between dogs and wolves
is just this—that dogs have come down
out of the wilderness into bondage—and
have found a god to worship.

and silent, aloof and un-
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The Duty on a Christmas Box
By Blanche Gertrude-Rebbins

E was a lonely man, walking with-
H out comrades down the main
street of the Connecticut village.
With a friendly greeting, he passed
occasional groups of mill workers, Their
hearty responses, in which respect was
predominant, indicated his superior posi-
tion as a “boss.”

With a curious sense of elation, he
understood their envy of his position. A
few years before, he, too, had envied the
l(bosses.!)

But there were among those groups
men whom he envied—men, whose homes
and children made Christmas eve genuine.

Pausing beside one of the long, low
tenement houses, Henri Vachon lighted a
match and searched among the half-
dozen doors for a desired number.

A French-Canadian woman answered
his knock.

“Your good man, is he better?”’ Vachon
inquired, awkwardly fumbling a huge,
curiously-shaped package.

“Ah, dee boss! Mon’ man, he come
round queek. Go back to dee meels, the
New Year, maybe,” the woman responded.

“No, my good woman, give him time to
get strong. These are a few toys for the
youngsters. You'll take them, won’t
Kou? Your good man, I know, can’t pay

is doctor’s bill and buy toys, too.”

The woman took the package from
Vachon. Her hands trembled and as if
in relief from some great strain, she
sobbed: ‘“The blessed Mary be praised!

consider the problem of who would share
it with him. He could never live there
alone. Bring the little mother? Ah, no.
He knew she would soon grow homesick
for her Acadian home. She would feel
strange in her simple kerchief thrown over
her head and worn in the picturesque
manner, peculiar to the French-Canadian
women. True, there were many of
French descent working in the New
England mills.. But they, like Vachon,
were of a younger generation.

His sister, Margot, would not leave the
Chebogne village, where lived Jean
Burnette, the young farmer, to whom she
was betrothed. Little sixteen-year-old
Marie—the baby sister, still needed his
mother’s care.

There had, once been a little girl,
sweetheart,—Catharine Le Bonte. Cassie
had been the idol of the Acadian settle-
ment and the admiration of the English-
Canadian children.

Vachon had not seen her since he had
left Acadie, yet he loved her passionately.
He loved her as he remembered her, a
bright, pretty, school-girl. He idealized
her as, in imagination, he saw her matire
into womanhood.

Once he had visited his mother and
sisters and had been keenly, disappointed
that he had not seen Catharine. Her
father had died, and her mother having
married again, the family had moved to
another settlement. No one in the

Boat Landing, Minaki, Ont.

The lettle ones’ll see Chreesmus. The
Virgin be kind to such as you, bon sir!”

Henri Vachon, smiling at the poor
woman’s happiness, turned toward the
street. As he crossed the bridge, spanning
the river choked with ice, he was conscious
of a spark of Christmas cheer in his heart,
ignited by his generous act.

At the end of the bridge, he paused
again, listening to the dull throb of the
mill engines. Watching the dim light of
the watchman'’s lantern, his eyes followed
the shadows thrown on the hillside.

Up there in a grove of wonderfully
fragrant pine, stood his cottage. In the
dim starlight he strained his eyes for a
glimpse of the bungalow. He was not
certain whether the grey looming out of
the darkness was the silver-shingled roof,
or the giant birch standing sentinel at the
gateway.

Always through the long, dreary,
monotonous years of hard labor in the
machine shop of the mill and the tedious
hours of night-school, Henri Vachon had
possessed a two-fold ambition.

He had determined to attain the
position of “boss.” He had aimed to
build himself a home on that very hillside,
which had reminded him of his Provincial
home.

He had come from the little Acadian
settlement a mere boy, speaking broken
English. Uncouth, ignorant, but ener-
getic and quick in manipulating machin-
ery, he had accomplished in ten years, all
that he had purposed.

He had been in such haste to build and
furnish the bungalow, endeavoring to
have it complete for the Christmastide.

Stupidly, he had not once stopped to

Chebogne village knew in which part- ({f
Acadie they