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KEEP YOUR SHOES NEAT

White
Shoe
Dressing

wyite | For Men's \‘\omens WHITE
uouo  and Children's Shoes  cake

| He has seventy
! million brothers &
— tomorrow there'll be another [
70 million, anG the next day,
_and the day after
—For that is the daily output
of matchesat the Eddy factory.
Seventy million! And eachone
perfect, reliable and satisfac-
tory. Because they are the best
value, insist on C34

[EDDYS MATCHES |

821 The E. B. EDDY CO., Limited, Hull, Canada. £
Makers of the famous Indurated Fibreware £
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Beware of
Imitations
Sold on the
Merits of

Minard’s
Liniment

A Chat With Our Readers

THE POWER OF THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE

Of all countries in the world that need a strong national
sentiment, a sentiment cohesive enough to cement all the
parts from Halifax to Vancouver, that country is Canada.
To make a nation of less than nine million people, planted
over an area big enough to hold at least fifty millions, is one
of the biggest problems undertaken by any people. For
53 years, Canada has been working at this problem. QOur
statesmen produced Confederation; great railway geniuses,
the Trans-continental Railways. We have also our national
banking system and we have with us the Canadian Manu-
facturers’ Association, and the Labor Movement. These
were all a necessity in their day, and probably the most of
them are now. The Canadian army took a lively part
in the Great War, and through its noble deeds this country
became world famous.

If we are to develop into a real nation, something
must be built upon what has already been done.

This recognized need can be met, we believe, through
the Canadian magazines, which are doing a human work
that cannot be done by any other medium, not even by the
newspapers. Newspapers are local, even a great metro-
politan daily covers but a very small space of this vast
land. Less than 209, of the issue of the average daily
circulates outside the city of its publication, and much less
than 109, ever enters another province.

It is vastly different with the magazine. It finds its
vay to the remotest corner, and in thousands of Western
homes is the only literature received. It gets its material

from writers from all over the country. It ignores pras—

vincial boundaries, political parties, class distinctions,
religious denominations and racial limits. In a country
so sparsely populated, with such a variety of nationalities,
it stands for national unity and sentiment. It carries the
same message to all parts. Its unity is the whole country,

no less and no more.

It is important that Canadians in any province, in
business, in professional life, on the farm, in the factory,
in the legislature, in parliament, recognize what they owe
to the Canadian magazine, and their duty to support it
and the object it has in view. If Canadianism fails in this,
it might as well never have originated Confederation, and
all the nationalizing institutions that followed. it. If our
people are loyal to this, there is no political party that can
afford to ignore the necessity of a Canadian literatur.e as
dispensed from month to month by Canadian magazines.
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Ideal Drink
for the Children

PURE AND
* WHOLESOME

It has a delicious flavor and an
attractive aroma of which no
one tires, because it is the nat-
ural flavor and aroma of high-
grade cocoa beans pre-
3 pared by a mechanical |
9y process. Nochemi- |

Booklet of Choice Recipes sent free.

WALTER BAKER & C0. LTD.
Bstablished 1780 d
‘ MONTREAL, GANADA
REGISTERED mm' 'm

TRADE-MARK

Known Every
Where For

Quitr & oo o = (gl
chief essentials in every ty
Jaeger Garment and it is
on quality that the reputs-
tion of Jaeger Pure Wool
has been built throughout .
the British Empire. One
of the leading scientific
authorities on textiles in
England devetes his entire
time and attention to keep-
ing up the Jaeger standard
of quality.

For sale at Jaeger Stores
and Agencies throughout
the Dominion.

A fully illustrated cata-
logue free onapplication.

Dr.Jaeger St Woollea
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg
British “founded 1883 2
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rnEE Lavahizre or
Rose Bud Rinq.
Ring set with Rose Bud. Laval-
liere set with rex stone,

gold leaves. Your choice 12
cents. _ Both for 22 cents. Warranted for three
Rex Jewelry Co., Dent. 5 , Battle Oreek, Liii

When writing advertisers, please mention
The Western Home §donthly
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BVIOUSLY, the
maker cannot
guard an automobile
tire against all the acci-
dents incident to a
strenuous career.

But Goodyear khas
produced Tire Savers
and Service Stations to
| cure or prevent things
which shorten tire life.
The Goodyear Tire Reliner

is one of these Tire Savers—
a complete new lining for
tires weakened by injuries or
hard driving—the cure for
fabric breaks, the prevention
of premature blowouts.

GOOD

This reinforcement, given the
tire as soon as weakness shows
in the fabric, should add a
thousand or more miles to the
service you usually get.

Goodyear Service Station
Dealers recommend and use

. Goodyear Tire Reliners and

other Goodyear Tire Savers
solely for one purpose—to
make Goodyear Tires go far-

ther and thus build up their

sales.
These same Service Stations

(jooD- YEAR
Service Station

You Can Get All the Mileage

which is Built into Goodyear Tires

do many other things for their
customers—watch wheels for
alignment, warn against un-
der-inflation, give advice on
tire care,

All of which is part of a Good-
year policy—to help users get
allthe generous mileage which

is built into Goodyear Tires—

a policy which has built the
largest sale of any tire in the
world.

You can benefit directly by
going to a Goodyear Ser-
vice Station for tires and tubes
and by writing us at Toron-
to for our free Tire Conser-
vation Course.

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber
Co. of Canada, Limited

ll.’.'.”
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| UNITED ACTION

There never was a time when united action in
all matters was more necessary than just now. The
i#coming of foreign-born peoples, with their differ-
ing ideals and customs, the increase in the activities
of labor with the consequent estrangement in sym-
pathy and knowledge, the rapid growth of unionism
with its tendency to narrowness and self interest, the
heartless greed of profiteers in city and country and
the unexampled development of the commercial
opirit, have a
cFvilization and driven men to gather together in
bands, classes and societies of varying type. Modern
invention, particularly the automobile and the tele-
phone have assisted in community disintegration.
"he former has widened the circle of acquaintance
and lessened the bond of friendship. The latter has
enabled people to hold intercourse without meeting
in person, and though this is a convenience, it
gtands in the way of the formation of intimate
friendship and lasting good fellowship.

The two great agencies that can promote union
are the public school, acting chiefly through the
children, and the semi-industrial organizations of
‘men and women, known in rural districts as
Farmers’ Institutes, and Women’s Institutes, and in
towns and cities, what are known as Community
Clubs, open to all classes.

The public school knows neither race, class, creed
or language other than that of the country. All
children meet on a common level, engage in the
same activities in school and on the playground,
forget their differences in origin and opportunity
and mingle as Canadians with the same ideals and
same fond pride in their country—its possibilities
and achievements. This, of course, is true only
when forces in the community give the school a free
hand. No language can be too severe to apply to
those who on account of racial pride or religious
zeal would minimize the civilizing or unifying power
of the institution that is most essential to the for-
mation of true national feeling. The man is neither
wise nor patriotic who puts the affairs of his private
business, his family, his union, his particular in-
dustry or his race before the welfare of the whole
body politic. We must rise or fall together. There
is no other way to enduring success. The man who
is socially, industrially or religiously so small and
mean that he cannot move except on his own little
_ orbit, is not fit for this age or this country. The

man who supports the public school and all other
agencies of the kind that make directly for truth
and righteousness is worthy of Canadian citizenship.

The growth of institutes in rural districts is o be
regarded with favor. They are the best means yet
devised for educating the whole rural population not
only in matters pertaining to agriculture, but in all
matters relating to good citizenship. It would be

ssible, of course, for members of institutes to

and together as a class seeking special favors in

the way of legislation and demanding exemptidns

that are not granted to others. Judging by the

activities in Women’s Institutes the emphasis is

upon social and moral problems, and the wisdom of

]e)t(i)gcation along these lines is apparent to every-
y.

The foundation of unity goes deeper than all of
this. National stability is based on a recognition of
the fundamental virtues—justice and freedom, and
these are based on religion. An irreligious people
cannot become great, cannot endure from age to age.

And all true religion looks primarily not tfo
forms and ceremonies but to conduct. Sects may come
and go, priests and parsons may change or even dis-
appear and yet true religion may live on in the hearts
of men. It will be the beginning of the end for Can-
ada when life is passed as if there were no God in
the Universe, no sense of brotherhood in the race.
The law of progress for the individual and the com-
munity is expressed in that most inclusive of all
Commandments—“Thou shalt love the Lord thy God,
with all thy heart and soul and strength and thou
shalt love thy neighbour as thyself.”

THE SUMMER FAIRS

July is the month of exhibitions or summer fairs.
Brandon, Saskatoon, Calgary and other centres vie
with each other in an ‘effort to attract the
Public. For the younger element the great attraction
I8 the entertainment. For the older and more
thoughtful, the great value of the-exhibitions is the
opportunity they present for culture or education
and for social intercourse.

Exhibitors in all classes compare their products
and learn needed lessons of reform. The general
Public take heart when they see what their country
an produce, and they not infrequently follow their
observations by investment. The fair is the very
best medium for advertising goods, the very best
opportunity for learning what is possible in all
mes of manufacture and production.
bt he fairs have another great value in that they
Ting together in a friendly way all classes of the
‘Community, Old friendships are renewed and new

/

broken up the unity of the older .

Editorial

ones established. Bitterness and feuds disappear
a8 men and women unite in a common enterprise.
There is no country in the world which has a
better_opportunity to hold good fairs; for improve-
ment is so rapid that every year brings something
new. There is often a need on the part of the
executives to bring in cheap attractions that appeal
because of their novelty. There is no need for much
of this in Western Canada for the real products of
field and factory are in themselves the best at-
tractions and too much of the lurid or spectacular
interferes with the real purpose of the fairs.

There is a series of contests quite as interesting
as those at the fairs. The plowing matches are
Instructive and profitable not only because they
test individual ability in a special line of work, but
because they bring the people of a wide area into
friendly relation and because they train the young
men of the land in the basic art of agriculture.
None of the contests in ‘Western Canada has as yet
brought out such a crowd of spectators as went to
the demonstration in Western Ontario, when 30,000
people were present to cheer the victors. Yet there
are thousands who go to Portage-la-Prairie, to Pilod
Mound and other centres in Manitoba, and shortly
the whole country will be organized. Socially the
gatherings have a great value and the demonstrations
must of necessity mean better farming.

THE CROPS

Never in the history of the West did the crops
present better promise than they do just now. The
rainfall has in most parts been ample and the tem-
perature has been perfectly suited to growing grain.
Yet there are some districts in which the results
will be disappointing because of the gross negligence
or culpable ignorance of the farmers themselves.
Weeds have not been exterminated and whole dis-
tricts have been overrun because of the negligence
of a few., There is no law which should be more
rigorously enforced than that which relates to the
extermination of weeds. With praiseworthy zeal
both government and people have opened a war on
the grasshoppers, and it is hoped their ravages will
be limited. Eternal vigilance and punctual action
are the only preventatives against plagues of this
nature. But even when farmers have done their
utmost and have been painstaking and intelligent
in their labor. there is a Higher Power who deter-
mines after all whether there shall be abundance
or want. The greatest need of all is that as a people
we are worthy of the blessing of Heaven, for it is a
surety. God looks after His own.

THE PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION

It is, of course, out of place for Canadians to
express an opinion in¢® United States Politics, but
there will be general satisfaction that the Republican
Party chose a moderate, fair spoken man rather
than a firebrand. As a rule minorities make most
noise. The stream that runs deep is usually silent.
So it was in this case. The one thing that makes
a bad impression on non-Americans is the bluster
and braggadocio of a few of its people, notably the
editors of papers and the platform orators. For-
tunately Canadians understand their neighbours and
local outbreaks are not considered as an indication
that the malady is nation-wide. Yet ome could
wish that in some quarters there were more modesty.
American newspapers, encyclopaedias and biograph-
jcal dictionaries to the contrary, there have been
some great men and great deeds that are not
American. It may even be that a small orchestra
is just as tuneful as a brass band. The Americans
are to be congratulated that they have discontinued
their band concerts for a time.

MOTHER’S BAKING

There is nothing pleases most men better than
to recall the experiences of childhood. All the joys
of youth are magnified in old age, and the present
stands out in inglorious contrast-to the past. There
is no food equal to the pancakes and johnnie cakes
that sister used to prepare and no drink equal to
the coffee mother made. This applies to more than
food. Games, dances, toys of the present day are
derided, and the activities of the good old days
extolled.

Now, this is all very well as diversion. The joys
of memory are not to be considered lightly. Yet
why should men in any serious way wish to perpetu-
ate the old just because it is old, when modern
skill, ingenuity, and scientific discovery have pointed

the way to better things? Why cry for the sickle
when a binder can be had? Why demand the walking
plow when the traction engine can,haul with ease
gang-plow of three, four or six blades? Similarly,
why demand the old school with its bookish
routine in an age when regulated play and hand-
work can be so usefully employed for p es of
culture? And why be satisfied with the long unin-

- teresting church service with emphasis on meta-

physical distinctions when the world is pining for
light on great practical issues? Why keep to the
old ways of honoring the First of July when com-
munity organization can bring about exercises that
are infinitely more pleasing and profitable? Why
keep to old modes of taxation and raising of revenue,
when science points the way’ to a better system?

The old we shall delight to remember simply be-
cause it is the old; but in all serious concerns if we
would have happiness and success we must follow
the leading of science. ,

In this world there is small room for moss-backs.
The only man who can prosper through the years is
he who can always keep young. He who has the
inhospitable mind must remain near the end of the
great procession.

— e

CHANGING CONDITIONS

Anyone who thinks at all will note the change in
all departments of life—the change in relationships,
in methods, in modes of thought. Nothing could
more forcibly illustrate this than recent political elec-
tions in Ontario, Manitoba and the Dominion. Old
lines have been broken and new affiliations are
formed. The time-honoured system has been doubted,
or found unsuitable, and the doubts and unbeliefs
have worked over into practical action. It is more
han likely that the new groupings will be only for a
time, and any man would be politically wise to look
ahead to to-morrow’s alignment rather than back-
ward to the old. It is perfectly true that party
government in Britain arose as a solution for the
problems raised by the existence of small warring
groups. No government could have stability under
the group system, and without stable government
there is no hope of real progress. We shall go through
the experience of group-government for a time, and
then once again there will be a division on some broad
issue into two great classes. It will not, however,
be the old division into Liberal and Conservative, as
we at present understand these terms. It is to be

hoped that the division will not be along industrial, .

racial, or religious lines. This would meansclass rule
—which is unfair and nationally destructive.

There have been just as great changes religiously
and socially as those we have witnessed’ in the
political field. He is a wise man who recognizes
changes in attitude and belief as unavoidable,

New experiences bring new conceptions and give
rise to new formulae. ‘The problem is to see wheére

changes are leading, and to pt;})a.re wisely for the "
o

future. The champion for orthodoxy is often only a
champion of old fogeyism, a being who would put the
golden age in the past rather than in the future.
Blessed be the man with the forward outlook. The
papoose, tied to his mother’s back, looking backward,
while still going forward, is a poor type of progressive
citizenship. - '

This necessity of looking ahead applies to educa-
tion, to industry, to methods of finance, and to évery
form of human endeavor. Looking ahead one can see
new inventions and new discoveries, new ideas in
which women and children will receive due recog-
nition, in which the individual and state will recon-
cile their claims for sovereignty, and in which the
eternal principles of equity and justice will be
accepted and acted upon in all the affairs of life.

Nor does this longing for future perfection mean
disloyalty to the old loveliness of life. = Well has
Charles Hanson Towne written:

0Old books, old friends are best,

O1d things are loveliest;

0Old houses, and the glamour of old days,
The golden peace, the olden, quiet ways.

Old gospels, and old dreams!

With new delight life teems

When these are read, when these are told:
All youth at last grows old.

In bleak December, lo!

A whirlwind of white snow,
O heart! lost April then
Seems wonderful again.

Yet dreams new dreams, be glad T
For all the soul once hz;d, o>
01ld books, old friends are best—

Old love is loveliest!

A




By Wells Hastings

RS. OARLEY TODD thrust her needle impatiently into her work and
laid it down for the fifth time within the hour.
“James,” she called, “James.”
There was no answer, and with a sigh that partook of the nature of
an exclamation she left/ her seat by the window, which looked down so
enthrallingly upon the busy street, and pushed aside the portieres that separated
. the two rooms. Now, the small rasping sound that had first attracted her attention
was plainly audible above the muflled outside city mnoises—a shrill, distinct
little sound, and Mrs. Todd’s rather fine eyes found at a glance its visible cause.
Before the fireplace a little, black-haired boy was kneeling in a very ecstasy of
intent endeavour, his thin back bent and rigid in laborious preoccupation.

“James,” said Mrs. Todd again, “what are you doing?”

The thin, oldish face, that seemed mostly eyes, glanced across at her for a
moment, but she received no answer; only the eyes flickered over her fearfully,
then sought again the work at hand, and the rasping noise recommenced. Mrs.
Todd, often as she had seen it, had never grown used to this look of still terror,
nor had been able to read what it meant. Certainly the boy mever acted as if
he were afraid. It was always like this. If she called him he did not answer;
then when she spoke to him suddenly and sharply, he would glance up round-eyed,
look at her for a moment as if she were a specter and turn again to whatever
he happened to be doing at the time. And the things that he happened to be
doing were almost invariably things that Mrs. Todd particularly disliked. It
must be zdmitted that they were things that almost anybody would have
particularly disliked.

Now she left her place by the door and swept with pretty majesty across the
room to bend graceful shoulders above the huddled, angular little form. With
no very gentle hand she jerked thc boy to his feet, then: ¥

“James Bradley,” she said, “yourc a wicked, wicked, wicked little boy. What
is the matter with you? How can you do such things?”

James squirmed and dug the point of the nail file, with which he had been at
work upon the brass fender, through the looscly woven fabric of his sleeve.

“Give it to me.” Mrs. Todd’s voice was hard and cold, for the top bar of the
fender was cut halfway through. “Give it to me, I say.”

James put the file behind his back ‘and scratched nervously at the mantelpiece.

This was more than Mrs. Todd could bear; the shapely hand resting on the
boy’s collar tightened convulsively; with the other she struck him a staggering
little blow on the ear.

j— “Oh,” said James, “oh, oh!” and squirmed
away from her grasp.

She caught him again in a moment, but he
still held the file behind him, and for all her
superior strength she was forced to scuffle for
¢ it until the pretty face was mottled with
\b | exertion and anger, and the piled hair toppled

\ and disarranged. The file at last in her

speechless, while the boy fidgeted before
her.

From time to time he snuffed a little,
but it could not be said that he was
crving.  He, too, was out of breath.
With one foot he made little crosses in
the pile of the rug. Once or twice he
raised a brown hand to the injured ear,
rubbing it tentatively, but his eyes
were kept upon the floor. Through her
anger Mrs. Todd heard at last the
placid ticking of the mantel clock.
With an effort she brought herself under
some control.

“What made vou do it?” she asked.
“How can you be so bad?”

No answery

“James you must answer me. Don’t
you know youre a wicked boy to do
such things?”

No answer.

“You’re a sulky, wicked boyv.,” said
Mrs. Todd. “You're to go to your room,
and stay there. I hope yvour uncle will
see fit to whip you when he comes back.”

James sighed and walked slowly to-
wards the door, stopping on the way to
kick thd leg of a chair. On the door-
sill he paused.

@1 come. a pathetic little hov of
four, dre<wed in the outlandish mourning
his fathce's cervants had chosen for him.”

possession, she stood panting and~ -dear father’s death. She Herself was ' :

. v - P N N S > > ’l"'.\

lustrated by | -
G.H. MITCHELL :

“May I play with my cars?” he asked.

Mrs. Todd sank hopelessly into a chair.

“Haven’t you got any sense of shame—or right—or wrong? she asked.

James did not answer, but stood twisting and pulling his lower lip with finger
and thumb. Mrs. Todd had turned her back on the door.

After she had thought him gone for two or three minutes and had begun to
wateh with absent interest the hanging out of an intimate “wash” in the cramped
yard next door, “May I play with my cars?” he asked.

Mrs. Todd started mervously. “James, I told you to go to your room.”

“But may I play with my cars?”

“Yes, ves, yes, play with anything you like, only obey me and leave me alone.”

The little boy sighed and she heard him trudging evenly up the stairs.

For a long time Mrs. Todd sat still in weary reflection. Since his father’s
death, two years before, she had had many of these hours. Her sense of duty,
if it was vague, was at least as strong as it was cloudy. And it was this very
powerful, indefinite sense that had brought the perplexing care of little James
Bradley into the Todd household. As a matter of fact, there had been no need
that they should take him at all; for at his father’s death Janey Carson, his
father’s sister, had actually begged for him, and Sam Carson himself had been
much more keen on taking him than had Oakley. And yet it seemed to her at
the time that she, morejﬁ ly than anyone else, should assume the care of her
sister’s child. As she poin‘}\t‘l out, to Oakley, Sam and Janey had their hands
more than full already with their two girls (who had always seemed to Mrs. Todd
very much of an age) and a house so overrun with dogs and various other
miscellancous pets that it always made her uncomfortable to visit there.

Now, as many times before, she found her sense of duty rather a barren comfort.
There could be no doubt about it; little James was a disappointment. There was
even a disquieting mental whisper that perhaps, after all, she was not carrying
out her duty well. Of course she had seen that the boy was well dressed, and his
food what the doctor approved of. She had said his prayers with him and tried to
teach him his letters. At the end of two years she found that she knew no more
about the boy than she had known at the beginning. She had known him to be
his father’s constant companion, and had naturally expected him to be affectionate
and demonstrative—qualities that she considered as admirable in a child as their
open display to be vulgar in a person of maturer years,.and yet except for a natural
little burst of tears on his first arrival, the boy had never shown much emotion of
any kind. She recalled those tears now almost wistfally.

He had come, she remembered, a pathetic
little boy of four, dressed in the outlandizh
mourning his father’s devoted servants had
chosen for him; and she had stretched out her '
arms to him, and after a moment he had run
to her, to bury his head against her breast and
burst into a little storm of weeping, the first il 7
the housekeeper said, since his poor, — -

newly clothed in the garments of 4 ad
sorrow, and because she was not 1
used to echildren and’ good clothes
had always filled . a large part of her s
rather empty life, she had shifted him
ever so slightly that she might inter-
pose her handkerchief between the new ;
dress and the run of his tears. But at ¢
the handkerchief his tears had dried
on the instant and he squirmed uncom- =
fortably from her lap.

She evidently overrated the child’s ca-
pacity for emotion. Ier sister, she s‘
knew, had adored him, and she was X
quite certain had never even been cone
cerned about the boy’s evident lack of
intellicence. She wondered now if all
parents were equally and instinctively
blinded to the open faults of their /
children. For the boy was not only \ (
«ullen and  mischievous, but actually V
dull.  Other children of his age learned . 2
their letters readily enough: some could %
already read; but James professed an :

H
e 2o

absolute and wpersistent ignorance of =]
even the first three letters of the al-
phabet.
Nor could Oakley. who managed his
office snccessfully and well, make any  .g. stooped and kissed him and left him

more of the boy than she could. Indeed, to his fate.”
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he had even laughed at her at first, until he himself -had taken a hand. Now he
not only admitted failure but openly declared him mentally and morally deficient.

Perhaps this view of Oakley’s was a little hard, and his own failure may have
contributed somewhat to his harshness, but Mrs. Todd, in spite of herself, almost
agreed with him. T'he'ﬁlefl'fender before her was only the outward and visible
gien of an inward and spiritual gracelessness the Todd houschold had suffered
uﬁ:der ever*since the boy had come. He was lll?'e some malicious little hermit
mouse who chose for t_he most part an unohtrusl.\'c solitude that was more apt
than not to culminate in some sm‘:xll act of mischief, utterly upsetting to house-
hold serenity. Soop after his coming, she remel}lberf-d, she. had returned from an
afternoon of shopping to find her room decked in disorderly brilliant festoons of
already withering flowers, where bright carnations and roses predominated, and
which told her at a glance that her dearly cherished hoxes'in the tiny conservatory
off the dining room had been stripped ruthlessly bare. She remembered this the
more plainly as it was the first time her indignation had gotten beyond her self-
control, and James had received silently the first of a series of well-deserved but
unproﬁtable punishments. - ) )

Even then she had 01}1)' s_tmck him because h&gr temper had gotten beyond
her; for she did mnot bellgve in corporal punishment, and save on such occasions
as this, when the enormity of the offense had induced a swift retribution, she
had taken the saner method of sending the child to his room to ponder in solitude
on the wrong that he had done. She wondered if he ever did ponder on these
wrongs, if so imperfect a sense of right and wrong had any reflective or repentant
quality. And as she wondered she heard
the front door open and close, and Oakley
came down the hall and into the room.

She looked up at him and sighed wearily.

“Why, what’s the matter, Hilda?” Mr.
Todd asked. *“Has the boy been at it
again?” .

He was a handsome man, well-knit and S s
correct, and she Jvas fond of him and his
sympathy.

«Look at that, Oakley,” she answered, E
pointing at the outraged fender and the el N3
sift of brass filings on the hearthstone. PRE
¢ don’t know what on earth we are ever 3 3 L
to do with the boy.” : =5

Oakley looked and swore softly cunder :

Lis Dbreath. -4

“Lord, Hilda,” he said, “’do’? The boy D
deserves a beating and he is going to geb R .
one. It’s all very well for you to send him Vs i
off to reflect, as I suppose you’ve done now, v g

.but a child that does that sort of thing

does not reflect at all. The old-fashioned _ =
remedy is the only one that will make him ;
feel and remember.”

“But will it not seem inconsistent of
us? I have carefully explained to him so
often why he was mot whipped, that every 7 :
time we whip him I wonder if we are not ; 3
doing wrong.” ] :

“No, were doing wrong to let this
kind of thing keep on. What on earth we
took him for is more than I'll ever be able
to explain to myself. In a ycar we can
send him away to school. Before then, I
expect, he will burn down the house about
our ears. Do you suppose it would be too
late to lend him to the Carsons for a little
while? They seemed anxious enough for
him at first, and you’re getting all tired
out with the child. I think it's only fair
that they should stand part of the burden,
end he has as much claim on them as he
has on us.”

“I don’t know what we’re ever going to
do with him, Oakley, and I do wish that
we had let Sam and Janey take him in
the first place. But if we should go to
them now, wouldn't it look as if we had
no steadfastness of purpose?”

“Steadfastness of purpose be hanged! T
am not going to see you in nervous pros-
tration just for a little thing like that.
Gogd Gracious! What’s that? I told you
s0.

The wild scream of a frightened servant
sounded from the floor above. Oakley Todd
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if we take him at all. What do they say about him? Why, Janey, girl, what on
earth are you crying about?” ‘

Mrs. Carson turned blue eyes that struggled between laughter and tears to her
husband’s face.

“Oh, just the whole thing,” she said, slipping ber hand into his. “Just those
good, proper, dutiful idiots and, that poor forlorn little scrap. Hilda must have
suffered torments. You know duty and fairness are hubbies of her’s and she
writes me that ‘James’ as she calls him, in addition to many other things, is
‘cold, mischievous and sulky.’ *

“Well, I guess he is,” said Mr. Carson.

“Sam!”

“Certainly, I mean what I say. Isn’t it about time you were off to school,
kiddies 7

The little Miss Carsons blushed and put down their suspended spoons. When*

they had said good-bye twice around, and the Carsons were left alone, Carson
drew his chair close up beside his wife’s.

“I mean exactly what I say, Janey,” he said, “and if we are going to take the
boy we must make up our minds to it. We undoubtedly shall find him all of
those unpleasant things, and it will upset things and spoil the kiddies’ manners,
but if you are game to try it, I am.”

“But ‘cold,” Sam!” .

“Well, I know, but I really think he will be cold. You will have to soak him
in that solution of yours, Janey, and then we can peel him.”

“Peel him?”" asked Mrs. Carson sus-
piciously. “What solution?”
Sam Carson’s humorous mouth twitched.
“Oh, the same you soaked another crank
in, he said.
“Don’t tease me,” she said.
earth are you talking about?”
“Love,” Mr. Carson whispered, and pushed
back his chair. “I believe I'll go up and
get him this afternoon, if you say so.”
“You’d better telephone them,” said Mrs.
ol Carson, “and then bring him here as late
as you can. I want some chance to get
his room ready. The children’s room is so
nice that his will secm pretty bare to him
at first, I am afraid.”

“He probably won’t notice it one way or
the other,” said Mr. Carson.

¥ “Yes, he will, Sam. You know as well
as I do that’s part of the whole thing. If
he is ever going to be proud either of him-
self or of us, we must give him something
to be proud of. Of course I don’t know,
never having had a son before, but from
what I've seen of other people’s boys, I
should say a boy took as much satisfaction
in & room of his own as girls do in their's;
although, of course, in a different way.
So all that day Mrs. Carson moved, shift-
ed and arranged, pausing to view her efforts
from time to time, and tryirg the very
difficult feat of imagining herself a little
boy of six. But when she came downstairs
from tucking her new problem into bed, she
smiled in happy triumph at her husband.
“Well, how did you get on?” Sam asked.
“You will admit he’s not demonstrative®

“No, poor little soul, he isn’t,” said Mrs.
Carson, “but I got at him well ¢nough.
I think we rather puzzle him, Sam and tha
he will ba good for two or three days while
he wonders about us. I never saw such
a child. All his emotions scem to have
been replaced by a sort of passive resise
tance. I actually had to put his arms
around my neck myself when I kissed him
good-night. He doesn’t know what an
honest hug is. But you wait ard see, Sam;
I am going to teach him.”

For two or three days things wend
smoothly enough. Jimmy, as he had been
rechristened, crept about awestruck in a
strange mew world. The little suburban
town scemed to him the wildest open coun-
try, and the people careless, happy-go-lucky
beings. Ie said little to anyvone, and his

-y

“What on

MY

dashed out of the room to take the stairs
at a rush, leaving his wife standing with
one hand pressed -against her heart.

For a moment or so there were ominous .
Tunnings to.and fro and the rumbling shift of furniture. Then a somewhat dis-
hevelled Mr. Todd returned dragging by the collar a resisting, black-smutched
little boy. =T

“Just as T said” panted Mr. Todd, “he’ll have the house burned down abqut
our ears. No, don’t be frightened, a pitcher of water put it out. But the curtains
are ruined and the carpet soaked. The boy’s a perfect little devil.”

James rubbed the back of a blackened hand across his mouth.
pu‘zzlvd. but this time was plainly frightened. .

T was lichting a fire in my locomotive,” he said, as if half in explanation and
half in apology, : :

“That scttles it, said Mr. Todd savagely. “If Carson is foel enough to take him,
1e shall have him. The country's the place for a child anyhow.”

« When Mrs, Todd wrote Jancy Carson that night, however, she thought it only
fair to give the Carsons some hint of the true rea~on of their request and a fair
warning of the problem they would undertake should they now, at this late date,
consent to receive their in'cm‘rigi‘n]o nephew,

“He is cold, mischievous and stilky,” she wrote, “and T am afraid would have
a bad influence on vour two sweet little girls; but our resources and our patience
are both at an end, and unless vou care to try the experiment, we shall have to
send him away as soon as poésible to some school where they know how to
Mmanage such bhovs..”

“Sammy . said Mrs, Carson, when she had read through to the end, ‘ftlw}"re

eaten.  They're at the end of their rope six months sooner than you said they
would Le. and we can have him. They shan't get him again, shall they, Sammy %7

Carson. lone. thin and humorous. unfolded himself from the arm-chair at the
head,”f the table. and coming round, bent over his wife's shoulder to kiss llt‘l':

“You het they shan’t Janey,” he said. “I’ll stipulate that we're to keep him

He looked

Asmall cousins, prepared and ecager to wel-
come him as a brother, were surprised
and disappointed at his silent rejection of
the affection they frankly offered.

“Jimmie isn’t used to little girls,” their mother explained to them, ¢and you
must pretend not to notice if he isn’t nice to you.” . oo

But as the strangeness wore away, the old imp of silent mischicf returned to
Jimmie. Little things disappeared from their familiar places, small trifles were
found broken, and here and there a door or panel bore the devastating hiere
oclyphics of restless accustomed little hands.

“T guess it’s your turn now, Sam,” said Mrs. Carson.

She told him of growing outrage.

“All right,” said Sam complacently, “send him along.”

“Yaon won’t hurt him, will you, Sam?” said Mrs. Carson.

Carson grinned expansively, “Not unless he needs it,” he said.

Mrs. Carson brought Jimmy into the room with her arm about his shoulder.
At the doorway shé stooped, kissed him and left him to his fate. The old trouble
was in Jimmy’s eves and the old look of still uncomprehiended terror on his face.
With his hands behind him, he picked and twisted at the portiere.

“Well, Jimmy,” said Mr. Carson.

Jimmy’s eyes sought the floor, but he did not answer.

“I want to talk to vou, Jimmy. Suppose you come over here near me.”

Jimmy did not look up, but dragged laggard feet across the floor. When he
reached Carson’s side, Carson leaned over and swung him onto his lap with a
strength that startled and pleased him—he naively and secretly supposed that
Carson acquired it in tilling the soil. ’

“Look here, Jimmy,” he said. I want you to listen to me very carefully; will
you?”

In the surprise at his new situation, Jimmy nodded.

“WWell, this is it, Jimmy boy. You’ve come here to stay for always.
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+——= The Measure of the Ghetto

" By JOHN S.LOPEZ

BT was Maury Green, altruist,
'j:\i:tfnplonoftho(}hetto-:d

E ortune generally, who

§ Seerted that the  divine
' _measure of love lay not in

measure

‘ in the lower East Side of
 of Extremes. In other words,
ed that unless one knew sorrow .

hen old Sol, having stretched

. - and unsheathed  his claws, gives a

%

P _treacherous smile to lure you outdoors to

nenmonia and rheumatism. From the
igh, battered stoop, we boarders, packed
in sardine rows, saw a little group turn
the corner and navigate the fl that
whirlpooled on the sidewalks.

- Leading the miut;me d riolﬁ Mxis.
Rosenberg, her po form poised a la
martinet, her silvered head tilted de-
Muih. Albeit her smile was rather
sheep She had run our gauntlet
before, and this time she knew we had

_her to rights. In one hand she carried -

& half-eaten lollypop and ‘a pretzel, in
the other a strange something with one
leg that originally might have been a
wooden horse. Obviously they were the
pwpe::g of the tiny black-haired chap
who toddled along clinging to the hand
of & strange young woman. Even at a
distance we could discern that indefinable
something that marked this pair for
mother and child.

It was only when the party gained
the stoop that we discovered why
Mother Rosenberg lugged the ridiculous
burdens. The boy tripped and would
haye fallen had not his mother turned - .
suddenly, anxiously, and caught him. Then we saw that her right hand was gone
at the wrist, and that the right side of her face was cruclly Scarred and drawn.
But more depressing than these was the suggestion of abject, weariness that sat
upon the drooped, shabby young creature. Somehow, the sight spiked all the
witticisms we had improvised for Mother Rosenberg.

Just how Rosa Eppman and her child happened to our boarding house we
never rightly knew. PKfot. a word could we pry from Mother Rosenberg. Which,
in @ sense, was proof conclusive that she considered her own part in the affair
discreditable. Now do not jump at conclusions! Mother Rosenberg hated above

all things to be thought easy. Many and many a time I have heard her boast
' with exaggerated exultation of some cunning victory over a street vendor which

dangerously approximated sharp practice; more often have I heard her shame-
facedly repudiate some kind act of which we knew she was guilty.

Indeed she carried this inverse reasoning to extremes. When we half dozen
or so Gentiles used to ask her why she did not increase our board to a figure which
would permit us to feel we had some rights, she was invariably on the trigger
with the retort stinging. It was more comfortable, she asserted, to have a little
money owing you than to have a whole lot; and, besides, if we owed more we'd

we had a license to complain. Which was unfair. Not one of us ever found
fault, barring ¢Red-top” McManus, who took on airs after he got on the regular
staff of The Item and thus was enabled never to be more than four or five weeks
in arrears. He hated gefiltafisch, which Mother Rosenberg served every other
week because she was so inordinately fond of it.

At any rate the new boarders were installed in the basement cubbyhole just
off what had been the laundry in the days when the decrepit house and the
Ghetto itself had been the habitat of Manhattan swelldlom. It was not a bad
little room, with one window opening into the areaway. In fact, just the week
before, Mother Rosenberg had refused ten dollars a month for it from old
Rubingki, the cobbler. Rubinski was known as good pay—which probably went
against him with Mother R—, and this wan, young old woman hampered by a
tiny toddler certainly looked a hazardous risk. Mother Rosenberg overheard
some such comment from McManus. He did not mean it unkindly; but she
bristled like a truculent porcupine. Before he fled she informed him, and all of
us, that it was a fine thing that her boarders would deny help to an old woman
who was getting crippled with the rheumatics. Here was a young girl who could
work around and save her a lot, without a cent to pay except a room that was
not worth anything. And, further, it was not our business who the girl was or
where she came from.

No wonder Mother Rosenberg blushed. Can a one-handed woman wash dishes,
or pare potatoes, or make beds? Besides, there were Mother Rosenberg’s- sister-
and nieces, who more than managed the work.

It was Maury Green who unearthed for us the story of Rosa Eppman as far as

“It’s because I love him that I'm giving him up.”

Iltustrations by H. A. MATHES

ib had run to this point. And, lest K

- geem tedious to hark back over the mige

fortune of others, please to remem
that one can never appreciate the finig’
of a story unless one has at least seep
the beginning. '
Rosa Eppman’s married life, beyond
which we are not concerned, had started
off with flying colors and the braying
of triumphal brass. And though Her
life had come to smash. the most cynigal

could scarce hold that she had made g

mistake in taking Morris Eppman,

Theirs had been the call of love and i

glowed in her just as fervently now that

there was nothing visible left but the
cheap photo button of Morris, and thele
child, little Morris. A softened, baby«
boy replica of the photo was that
youngster. :
To say that mone questioned Rosa’s
" choice would be trifling with fact. There
was her brother Hermann. He had ob~
* jected on the ground that Morris .
" man was a run-around who drank g
littlee And this, he argued, was the
sure way to misfortune. The brother
and sister had never made up the quar-
rel. It had been the one mote in Rosa’s
two years of honeymoon. And though
o the brother’s prophecy was fulfilled, it
was in no manner the fault of Morris

Eppman. After the marriage there had

been no more running about or drinking.

Paradoxically, it was out of his very
industry and thrift that Morris Eppman
was undone. When times were slack:in
the clothing business he did not loaf
about union headquarters reviling Fate
and the bosses; instead, he took what«
ever job was to be found, no matter how'
laborious it was or how small the pay.

Thus it happened that the blast thak"

went off prematurely in the East s

tunnel not only tore away the safety.

bulkhead and the life of Morris, but
reaching back into the Ghetto it had
toppled Rosa from Elysium and éventu:
ally had wrecked the nest they had beek
feathering against the coming of &
fledgling.

By the time Rosa had taken a waver:
ing hold on life--and this only because of

a pink squalling thing at her side—mosk

of the hoarded money was gone. Then,

it developed, the benevolent insurance
company, headed by well-advertised
hilanthropists, would pay only one
quarter of the policy on Morris’s life. fd fact the tender-hearted adjuster ex« _
plained that they need not pay anything. There was that cunningly worded clause
of forfeiture if the insured engaged in extra hazardous work. Surely, none might
contend that tunnel burrowing is safe!

Began then for Rosa the life of a Ghetto widow. None noticed her especia.lly—:.'-' '
sorrow and poverty and self-sacrifice are too common-place. Not that the
strugglers are unsympathetic. But each is so sore beset balancing his own burden
that he cannot pause to notice other burden bearers, unless their load becomes 8¢

. heavy that his own is light in comparison.

At first this was not the case with Rosa Eppman. Indeed there were many
who envied her. Her old boss had given her a place at a sewing machine when
so many robust widows were clamoring for an opportunity to make shirt-waists,
Then came the great fire, and though Rosa saved her life, she lost her hand
marred her face in the doing of it. And so, months after, when the wounds weré
healed and_the balance of her savings was gone, and there was no work to bé
h:d, Rosa Eppman drifted to Mother Rosenberg’s to live the second part of her
story.

A strange mixture_ of pride and humility she was, as we soon discovered, and &
certain indefinable air of dignity sat upon her despite the unpleasantness of hef
appearance. She did not want our pity—that she made evident. There was the
same response to attempted friendliness, Whatever form our overtures took they
were blocked by a barrieg- of reserve. There is no doubt that she had believed
Mother Rosenberg’s .sophlstries; but before long she must have seen that the
pretense_ of her earning her way was a farce. We were watching her now with
strange. interest and we saw a deepening of the puzzle marks on her brow, and her
eyes, big and brown, seemed filled with an eternal questionf‘\ .

Then we learned that Rosa Eppman insisted on findin b
Maury Green became bloated with philanthropic plans. g“?lrloig; S;l:ss }gle)‘suﬁln gnthﬂel:
par.t of Maury. True, he was now part owner of the Jewish Morning He
which, however, was a distinction with clay underpinning. In the irrespoli i '
past as a re_portet: he haq usually gotten half his salary. And then, to economize; ;
theyt hfid given hup an interest. So that now, instead of wonderi’ng whether he
was %g;mtghgo‘ge.t his qwtn pay, he was perpetually figuring how he was to raise

o n i e
guir Jor th q:e Bli(:)il(l)nl.)nn ers and workmen. Clearly, giving Rosa employment wa$

But he tried to help in other wavs. First h tva hi to
Rosa, gn(.l the child because it was Bright and a?rvo.ﬁelzgdt(l’iogsl; erehplalslileaglt{lzo?ﬂer'
She d.ld it gratefully but firmly. Then Maury, blundering, as usual guilned every
soul in the house and managed to raise a purse of ten dollars, But when it Was
proffered by Mother Rosenberg, who declared it was g, douceu.r for efforts in ourf

rooms, the girl pushed it back and turned away with a burst of tears. She would -
Continued on page 44
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The Seal of the Prudent ;
Housewife’s Approval

' HE Canadian housewife has for three
generations been using products of the
Dominion Textile Mills for sheetings,

pillow-cases, towelling, underwear and summer
garb. Fine cottons for intimate garments, orwear-
resist fabrics, such as STEEL GLAD GALATEA or
ROCKFAST DRILLS, are all included under the
Housemark of The Dominion Textile Co. Limited.
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" InBottles
| DELICIOUS AND REFRESHING

‘Besides the ingredients of Coca-Cola—
~ only Nature’s products—the painstaking

5 mdmn%ovat facilities of Jéteparatio_n,
 perfect bottling—protection—are a
‘wonderful combination of nation-wide
service required to place before you in
convenient and permanent form a
healthful and satisfying beverage which
can be used when and where you want it.
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- ed, m:nd so far h‘el hg:;entioned no
girl in his scappy end infrequent letters
to me, but of course there was no judging

The Patience of Hope

By G. Washington Moon, Fellow of the Royal Society of

Literature.

«Duntil the day break, and the shadows flee away.”

D i

| AVE patience, my brother; oh, be not despairing;

I  Nor fret thou, nor murmur at seeming delays; .
== For oft, in God’s providence, dark clouds are bearing
Rich showers of blessings for happier days.

I gleep,” dost thou say, “but my lonely heart waketh,

And sighs, ‘Ah! how long will this heavy gloom last!’”—
*Tis darkest, we know, just before the day breaketh;

Oh, wait, and the midnight gloom soon will be past.

Or is it day with thee, yet no sun is shining
. To cheer thy cold spirit and brighten thy lot?
And is that the reason why thou are repining?
Ah! think why it is that thy sun shineth not.

The vapours and mists which the sun’s light is shrouding,
Descend not from heaven, but rise from the earth;

And the dark gloomy fears which thy life’s sky are clouding
Have all in thine own want of faith had their birth.

Oh! why art thou so slowly comfort receiving?—
Thou art so unworthy ?—That is not denied;

But is that cause for doubting? No!—cause for believing,
Since ’tis for the unworthy the Baviour has died.
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by that, men seldom speak of vital things
in a letter.

The onions boiled over just them, and
1 caught them hastily off the-stove. The
goose lay on the table, gaping for it’s
8 . "so I added the sage to the hot

 onions forthwith and began to chop.
" Up from the steaming mess under m:
hn}'o

rose the strong aromatic smell I
knew, and hated. I moved my head, 3o’

that less would come into my face, but
the thin white steam seemed to follow

me, the kitchen walls, the sunny window,

began to fade in spite of my efforts to:

concentrate on them. I tried to scream
for Clive, who was only in the nﬁ:
goom, but no sound would come
hot steam and the pungent scent Beemed
$o enfold me in a silence as impenetrable
@8 a tropical jungle. About me were
feaves, huge green leaves, I could gee
them plainly, they scarcely moved in-the
heat. . From the branches of the
¢yees hung twisted vines and long aerial
goots. Orchids, such as I had never seen

 Bloomed here. At my fect a thick

of rank growth and rotting vegetation
deadened sound. Coiled up, not & stone’s
throw from me yet veiled in a bower of
Jeaves and roots, was a huge snake, its
eyes were bright, its forked &
quivering in and out. I knew it was
getting angry as it watched with dart
eyes something that moved oppesite.

Jooked too, still without the power of '

speech or movement. Through the
undergrowth plunged a man, ragged,
dirty and unshaved, his- eyes, ghttemg
strangely, looked huge in his thin white

] tell you it must be here Carter,”
he cried, “it’s just the place for it

I see it man! I see it!” His voice rose

to a shriek of triumph; he pl for.
ward, eager, trembling han ont-
stretched to grasp a pale bloom hanging
just above the guardian of the forest.

Up went its head, out shot its venom+
ous tongue as its coils began to heavg
and loosen.
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Ron!” 1 eﬁed, all my soul in
Had I spoylgen‘! Had ie heard

~ back sharply, looking about
X , then he saw the snake,
ond out came his revolver and
. I saw him pull the trigger, I
ihe flash and the smoke, I watched
" the death agony of those

ils, but I heard no sound of the
ggke writhed once more and grew
ng as it did so, the kitchen
speared suddenly, blotting out the
figure. Out of the green

s the kitchen dresser with my pet
“on it appeared, the jungle was gone
the l')le‘s'sed sunlight streamed upon

ed into a cha,if, shaking all
‘As I moved, my hand touched: the
g; they were stone cold, '

¢ was nearly a year later and Ron was
g home. yI gat»in a'feverish state

coitement, Every possible prepara-
had been made for the traveller,
as Clive remarked. “we won’t have
‘this time.’ ! |
‘ came at last, a great brown fellow,
" who nearly crushed me in his embrace.
How. we falked! He had a lot to tell
38 of his adventures. He had been prac-
ﬂu]ly;ll over the world in his hunt for

BSHEEST 8RNI RO IO Y Fuen U

' . Professor Vaughan’s wonderful orchid,
of : w‘ldl he felt certain must exist. -
its " “And did you find it1” asked Clive.
ne - - #No such luck. I thought I had it once,
=9 go0. T found a very rare specimen which
“g bad been discovered before and named,
+  buti lost, so I thought I'd better go back
of with that,” answered Ron.
he " #Was the Professor pleased?” I ques-
d, tioned, as we drew our chairs round the
ng fire, for the evenings were getting cold.
ite *« 1 should just think he was,” laughed
Ron. Fairly beside himself with joy over
i the one we had found, so if it had been
it. the other he’d have gone clean off his
89" . poor old chump. ’T’was a funny thing
F'> ~ though, when you come to think of it;
ate in getting that confounded flower I as
ng near as possible settled my own hash.
- . Let's see, when was it? Oh! about a
me year ago I suppose. I'd had fever, and
ve Carter, my pal you know, wanted me to

_¢éhuck it and get home for a bit. I
wouldn’t empty handed, and one day we
started out and got into the thickest
Engle T’d ever struck, we ploughed about
in it for a bit, but didn’t find anything
worth while till, about the end of the
day, I struck a likely spot. Well in I
went head and ears, you know my way,
“glancing at me with a smile” “and sure
enough there was the very bloom I was
out after. I went for it as you may
imagine, all out, when I suddenly smelt
~ & most extraordinary strong smell of
sage; just the common garden sage, bub
#0 strong it sort of struck me comical.
It was such a funny thing to smell in
the middle of a jungle, and when I look-
ed down to see where it was I saw a
brute of a snake coiled up there; I tell
you in another brace of shakes I should
have gonme West,” he paused, sucking
thoughtfully at his pipe, Clive and I
looked at each other, then my husband
asked shortly:
. “What happened then?”
“Oh! I shot the brute, luckily, but I
suppose the vibration shattered the flow-

agiin. We skinned the snake, and I
brought it home stuffed with roots and
things to keep its shape.

“Where is it?”

“Oh! I left it at the Professor’s, he
wanted to unpack it himself. What are
you ttwo looking so straight about?”
It’s a pity for you the thing didn’t
ﬁm§h me off, then you could have stayed
on in the old house, eh! Sis?”

; ‘;Don’t be so horrid Ron. You know
we'd rather have you than the house.”

“Oh! well, you can keep it for a bib
yet. I shall go on till I get that orchid,
kqow it’s there;” was it my ‘fancy,
or did he suppress the tiniest sigh as he
looked round the room?

As we strolled in the garden the next
day, I was trying to make up my mind
whether or no I should tell my brother
of the sage and onion episode. Funnily
enough, he brought the subject up him-
self. As we ®passed the herb bed, he
Btt‘)Oped and plucked a leaf.

_“D’you remember, Sis,” he said, “that

» time we made a magic brew? What
really happened then?”
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er for it was gone when I looked up -
- garden, where & new edition of my hus-

“I don’t know, only it all went dark
and we were awfully scared.”

“Yelsl, wel were ml The smell of
sage has always funny
since.” 4 o 5

“So it has me,” I agreed stood
there in the sunshine; his mﬂe.
mine rubbing the leaf in his hand. -

Presently Ite held it out to me with
a laugh, a!l crushed to tiny atoms. X
bent over it a second, again I saw the
darkness of the magic brew and a girl’s:
face flashed across it. Only for a eeemdi
then he dropped the fragments, but
knew the reason of the sight last night,
and why Ron walked me roundm%e
garden in silence this morning. :

“Bis,” he said at last, “T've got some-
th‘in‘Dgo I;fwb?;:l te, tIellypu.”

n ther, answ “how lo
have you known her?” . ¥

“How tthe deuce did you know?” he
exclaimed. -

“I’'ve just seen her; you showed her
to me when you rubbed the sage,” and
then I told him all aboutit. @ =

‘Funny,” he muttered. “Seems as if
the smell made you kind of clairvoyant.
Does it always act like that?”

“No, sometimes it only makes me
dream. Don’t lets talk of it any more,
;:,’s ”horribly uncanny, Tell me about

er.

And he told me. ‘

“You see Sis,” he finished up, “TI wanted
you to know her, because when I go
off again—one never knows—and you
could go and see her, will you?” ——

“You know I will Ron, as if I wouldnl:
do anything for you,” I cried, hugging his
arm. “Why, whoever’s this co out
of the house?”

“Great Scott! it’s the' Professor. He
geems a bit excited.” :

He was. Clive who accompanieq him
looked bewilderéd. The Professor was
waving his arms and talking nineteen to
the dozen while his ‘white hair stood belt
upright. As soon as he saw Ron he
pounced upon him ang fairly shook him
in his agitation. “You've found it man!
You've found it!” he gasped hysterically.
“I opened your box, the one with the
gnake in, the skin had rotted away but
the orchig was in bloom. Oh! gorgeous!
splendid! Pale cream with the faintest
phosphorescent glow, so delicate hat it
cannot stand the least vibration. Come
and look at it!”

But Ron stood staring blankly.

“P've found it,” he gasped. “Found the
orchid? The one I’'ve been hunting the
world for? Man, you must be dreaming.
Why, it was only a handful or two of
chance roots Carter stuffed in there, we
pulled ’em hap-hazard.”

“Ay and got the Queen herself!”
screeched the Professor.

“Come and look, then you'll believe
mEL”

But Ron turned back to me, dazed with
the news.

«Tf this is true,” he,said, and his
voice trembled, “it’ll be thanks to you
and the sage, Sis. And I can marry
Gwen!”

We watched him follow the excited
Professor as if he were treading on air
and Clive turned ito me.

Whether we have the house or he
does,” he said grimly, “that herb bed’s
coming up. I’'m not running any risks
now.”

And that’s why, in'the old-fashioned

hand plays for hours together. there is
no sage growing in the herb bed.

-

CHEERFUL SURROUNDINGS

Uncle Josh—“Here’s a letter from
Nephew Harry, that’s gone to Africa,
and says that within twenty rods o’ his
house there’s a family o’ langhing
hyenas.”

His Wife—“Well, I am glad he’s gob
pleasant neighbors, anyway.”—Tit-Bits.

el

QUITE IMPORTANT

The Frenchman did not like the look
of the barking dog barring his way.
“I’s all right,” said his host; “don’t
you know the proverb: ‘Barking dogs
don’t bite’?”
"«Ah, yes” said the Frenchman, I
know ze proverbe, you know ze pro-
verbe; but ze dog—does he know ze pro-

verbe ?”’
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You see teeth wherever
you look te-day. Perhaps you wonder
how the owners get them.

Ask and they will tell you. Millio:
are mow using & new method of teeth
pg: This is”to urge you to
it — without cost — and see what

does for your teeth.

Why teeth discolor
Your teeth are coated a yiseo
film. You can feel it with your te:

It dims the teeth, and modern sci
traces most tooth troubles toit.
Film clings to teeth, enters crevices

and stays. The ordinary tooth paste
‘does not dissolve it, so the tooth 2
fails to end it. As a result,
have escaped tooth troubles,
daily brushing,

.....

Active pepsin now

Pepsoden on  pepsin,
digestant of albumin. The object is
to dissolve the film, then to day by,
day combat it. . ;
This method long séemed impos-
gible. Pepsin must be activated, and
the usual agent is an acid harmful to
the teeth. But science has found a .

@

ha activating method. Now- 40
active pepsin can beé daily applied, and  new teeth cle
forced wherever the film goes. coupon 80 you

: el h %

Papsadéil

The New-Day Dentifrice ! THE PEPSODENT COMP;

Dept. 636, 1}94 8. Wa&h

A bsggﬂwg:h film combat:ﬁt : "
combined with two other mod- 4 LS 1
ern requisites. Now advised by Im 10-Day Tube of Wﬁ“ :
leading dentists e Y 1T, S e —
supplied by all druggists in
large tubes. p o

ForInfants, InvalidsandGrowing Children Richmﬂk,maitodgtdn
The Original Food-Drink For All Ages |No quk!ng—- uris|
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IRISH LINEN SHEETS

and Pillow Cases

URE Irish Bed Linen is delightfully fresh and comfortable—a
veritable inducement to sleep. We are actual manufacturers
_ andcﬂuyououmml:&med ucts at makers’ prices.
rite to-day for samples, together with ogue of Table-cloths,
Napkins, Sheets, Pillow-cases, Bed-spreads, Towels, Fancy Linens,
H : Shirts, Dress Linens, seat post free.
‘ No.MS:. LINEN SHEETS (Hemmed) PILLOW CASES
pcpkgg,‘g Size 20X 30 inchés . . pee pair §3.5¢

M No.LR38. LINEN SHEETS (Hemmed)

Size s X o e

PILLOW CASES a2 ol ook -

Sise s0x30 inches . . per pair §3.00 w XS o .0 0w 3168
3 « ¢ 9 $36.94

'No.LRag. LINEN SHEETS (Hemmed) " ol

Shonxg yards . . per pair $29.64 PILLOW CASES
" X% w ¢ ¢+ w w 8456 Sizesoxsoinches . . . perpair §3.92

Writs for Catalogwe 380
Robinson & Cleaver, Ltd.
BELFAST, IRELAND.
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Canada’s Best Poultry Fencing
The shui-in and shut-out Fencing—a poultry fence strong enough to withstand the combined N
welght of two big horses. And that without a top or bottom board cither. Our lock is the secret i

AR, of ita strength—a real protection to large fowls and little chicks too. 1f you are interested in such —.in
i fenc-
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[f fencing, write us. Ask for our literature. We also manufacture farm fence and o

ing and gates. Dealers nearly everywhere, Live agents wanted in unassigned territory.
THE BANWELL-HOXIE WIRE FENCE CO., LTD.
Winnipeg, Man, Hamilton,
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Jim Hurst’s New House

Written for The Western Home Month’y by S. G. Mosher

G Mrs. Hursi knelt before
the cedar chest contain
her wedding presents, and
from one corner took a

carefully wrapped. Opening

it she gazed fo at the richly chased
silver teapot which it contained. There
were other articles in the chest—table-

cloths of handsome double damask, and
linen sheets and towels and napkins, all
with hand-worked initials. Mrs. Hurst
took down a tim of silver polish from
the shelf behind the kitchen stove, and
was cleaning the teapot when her Hhs-
band came in. :

“Jack Da ple brought the mail, and
from the look of the sack I guess those
seed potatoes from the Experimental
Farm must have come at last.”

Hea untied the sack as he spoke, and
shook its contents out on the table. Be-
gides the potatoes, some nhewspapers,
and a catalogie, there were ttwo letters.
Jim handed one to his wife.

“From Isabel; and this is from the
machinery company. I suppose full of
new excuses as to why they don’t send
the plow I ordered.”

Mrs. Hurst opened her letter. It was
from her husband’s older sister, who
lived in England, and was a well known
writer. All three of Jim’s sisters had
married rich men. His own people had
not been wealthy, however, and his share
of his father’s estate was just suffic-
ient to bring him to Canada and starb
him on a half section farm. When he
married, two years later, his sisters had
all sent handsome presents to his bride.
These were expensive and quite unsuit-
able.to a young couple just starting
housekeeping on the western prairie, but
Jim knew that his sisters did not under-
stand conditions in a new country.

“Q, Jim, Isabel writes that she is
coming to visit us. She is run down as
a result of war work, and the doctor has
recommended a sea voyage. She will
leave England about a month after the
date of this letter.”

“That’s fine; I shall be awfully glad
to see Isabel again. We have not seen
each other for seven years.”

“But don’t you see how impossible it
is that she should come here? I know
from her letters that she has mo con-
ception of what life out here is like.
Besides, where can we put her? We
have only the two rooms.”

“The new house will be finished be-
fore she comes,” Jim' said hopefully.
“And you can hire Rita Dalrymple to
help you with the work while she is
here.” p

“What would your sister think of a
half-breed maid, who insists on sitting
down to dinner with the family, and who
wears a soiled party dress in the morn-
in ?”

“Oh, she will think it one of the fus-
toms of the country. And you- must

parcel erty,

semember that though Isabel’s husband

ed is a rich man, and she earns a good deal

by her writing, yet she has known pov-
and can wash dishes and make
beds. Just as soon as seeding is over
I shall start work on the mew house.
But I must get these potatoes planted
this afternoon.”

When her husband had gone out Eva
finished cleaning the teapot, then she
carefully rolled it up and replaced it in
the cedar chest. She had meant to
gend it to the jeweller in Calgary who
had already bought almost all of her
wedding silver, and with the money so
obtained buy a pump for the well
They had managed so far with a pulley,
but now that they had thirty head to
water, Jim often said he wished he could
afford a pump. But now she must use
the siver teapot while her sister was
visiting her. She hoped Isabel ‘would
not make enquiries about the rest of the
silver.

That afternoon she went out to look
over the new house. Though only a five
roomed log structure, it was a great im-
provement on their present abcde. - Jim
had been prevented from finishing it by
lack of funds, and now that he had the
lumber for the interior finish, help was '
hard to get. Then the house must be
painted and papered, and they wonld
need some furniture. Eva did not see
where this money was to come from, and
she spoke)about it at supper that night.

. “Now, don’t worry” Jim answered.
«I can get the paper and painti on time,
As for the furniture, I can sell a steer.”

«I have a good mind to let Cousin
May, in Calgary, have those linen
sheets,” Eva said thoughtfully. “There
are three pairs, and she would pay ten
dollars a pair. I could get curtains and
such like with the money. But Isabel
will wonder what has become of all my
wedding presents.”

«Before you have known Isabel a week
you will ba telling her all about it
Jim said confidently.

That night Jim was awakened by
smoke, and found the shack in flames.
There was just time to waken' his wife
and save the contents of the building
before the roof fell in. Fortunately the
fire did not spread to the other build-
ings. The nearest neighbors were over
a mile distant, and Eva would not hear
of waking them up. It was nmow after
three o’clock, and would be dawn in less
than two hours. They took refuge in
the granary, where Jim rolled himself
in a blanket and was soon asleep, but
Eva sat shivering, waiting the coming
of daylight. Her head ached and she
felt dizzy, but she shook off the feeling
of illness, for the coming day would be
a busy one. Of course they would have
to live in the granary until the new
house was finished.

displaced —

INSTANT POSTUM

At.rial of ‘this healthful economical table
.drink soon demonstrates the cause of its
popularity. Made instantly in the cup.

No Work. Better Health.

Still Sold at the
Same Fair Price

and appreciated by more
and more families where
tea or coffee has been
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dawn seemed a long time in com-
Feeling stiff and cramped, Eva got
d groped about for the matches.
embered seeing a box on a shelf
mnd of the granary. She took a
‘steps in the, dark, when suddenly
‘floor seemed to melt away, and she
“her foot ' twisted under her. ' Her
in awoke Jim, who struck a
om & bhox in his pocket and
the lantern. :
: pere are you? What has hap-
Hile .".;udr’ he cried anxiously.
¥ o] have fallen down the cellar; it was
_my own fault. I got up some turnips
g y and forgot to close the trap-
~ %0or. Iam afraid I have broken my leg.”
“ With much care and- difficulty Jim at
got his wife up from the cellar,
A glance showed that her left. leg was
fractured just above the ankle. He laid
her on the mattress and said he wonld
ride over to Brampton’s and borrow a
motor truck. “The sooner you get to the
hospital the better,” he added. |
“'S'oon he was back with the light
fruck that Mr. Brampton, the country
. lorpkeeper, used to bring his freight out
from town. The two men laid two mat-
tresseg in this, and carefully lifted the

tient in. “Don’t.worry about getting
E:ck to-night,” 'the storekeeper said.

. “My boy can come over and water your
»

stock. -

At the hospital Jim learned that the
fractura was & serious one and that his
wife would have to stay tthere at least
three weeks. He stayed in town that
night, and early next morning started
back to the farm. Half way home he
met a neighbor, Peter Carlake, taking a
lgad of pigs to town. Jim drew off to
the side of the road and stopped his
engine, for Peter’s horses were not
broken to automobiles.

“Morning, Jim. Sorry to hear of

our bad luck. How is the missus?”

Jim told him what the doctor had
said.

“Well, they say misfortune never
comes singly; but it is a good thing you
were able to save your furniture. You
will be wanting to move into the new

/ house before the missus gets back, and
gome of us were thinking we could give
\ you a hand on it.”

HARITTR TR

ill

LTI U IlllIilllil.IlllIIIlIllI|ll’.lilIl!I]l!llllllllllllllllllilflllllllilllllilIl‘llT.IllIlllLI!IiIiliIllllIliliI‘.lll‘.llIllllillllllllllliIll!lll‘;lllllllllllll

“In Perfect Peace”

s TKF, sirains of music, soft and low,
That break upon a troubled sleep,
I hear the promise, old yet new,:
God will His faithful children keep

“In perfect peace.”

“Now, that is really kind,” Ji i
gra‘ztefully. > : -Jm -
“That is a fine housekeepe i

out,” the other continued. plr vy;r:: g?e‘:
at {our place after supper last evening
to borrow your seeder—hadn’t heard a
word about the fire. The housekeeper
had everything in good shape, and the
granary looked real homelike, Most of
the furniture is stowed away in the
machine shed, and she has put up a tent
for you to sleep in. One of the Dal-
rymple boys was helping her.”

Jim looked more and more amazed as"

this story went on. ;

“But I didn’t send out any house-
keeper,” he said at last.

“All T know is ithat this woman came
out in a team from the livery stable in
town. She had two big trunks with
her, and got to your place about noon.
Tony Brampton was there watering
your stock, and, mot knowing who ghe
was, he told her about the fire and all
She said it was all right and she had
come to stay, so she paid her driver and
get right to work. When Tony said he
couldn’t stop to help, having farm work
at home, she asked who she could hire,
and he sent the Dalrymple boy over.
Some friend of Mrs. Hurst’s from Cal-
gary, I reckon. Tony said she was real
wel’} dressed. Well, I must be getting
on. -

All the way home Jim wondered who
the self-appointed housekeeper could be.
Probably Eva’s cousin, though she
hardly fitted the description. But the
mystery would soon be solved. Jim had
brought some freight from town and he
stopped at his farm with this, before
taking the truck home. A black heap

‘of ashes marked where his home had

been, but the granary was transformed.
Smoke poured through a stovepipe
gtuck through the ' roof, and W ite
curtains hung at the two small windows.
A woman came to the door—a thin
woman of middle age. Jim was so
surprised that he could only stare.

«Tsabel!” he exclaimed at last. “How-
ever did you get here?”

“In the  usual way—steamer and
train. The last stage of the journey was
made in a bumping vehicle ‘called a
democrat. You see, I had hardly mailed

[=

From out the thoughtless, wreck-strewn' past,
From unknown years that silent wait,
Amid earth’s wild regrets there comes
The promise with its precious freight,
“In perfect peace.”

RTTIHTEHITH TR IR A

Above the clash of party strife,

The surge of life’s unresting sea:
Through sobs of pain and songs of mirth,
Through hours of toil it floats to me,

“In perfect peace.”

It quiets all the restless doubts,
The nameless fears, that throng the soul;
It speaks of love unchanging, sure,
And evermore its echoes roll
“In perfect peace.”

“In perfect peace!” O loving Christ,
When falls Death’s twilight gray and cold,
And flowers of earth shall droop and fade,
Keep Thou Thy children, as of old,
“In perfect peace.”

And through the glad, eternal years,
Beyond the scorn and blame of men,
The hearts that served Thee here may. know
The rest that passeth human ken,
Thy perfect rest.
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are flimsy, crisp and flaky, and they belong to

With Strawberries mix Puffed Rice. Itadds
as much as the cream and sugar. The grains

berries as crust belongs to shortcake.

In every milk dish float Puffed Wheat.
These are whole-grain bubbles, erisp and
toasted, puffed to eight times normal size.

The grains are enticing. Never was a wheat
food half so inviting. And they make whole
wheat wholly digestible, for every food cell is

exploded. i

For breakfast serve with cream
and sugar—the Puffed Grain you
like best. 5

Puffed Grains taste like tidbits. Children *
revel in them. To millions every day

they bring an added joy. e
Yet they are whole-grain foods—and
they are the best cooked cereals in exs
istence, " c:
: » You can offer children nothing that is H
LIKE FLIMSY MEATS  better, In summer have them handy |l
On ice cream all day long. : e

Puffed Wheat  Puffed Rice

" Whole grains puffed to eight times normal slze :

Puffed Grains are Prof. Anderson’s inventions. All are steam exploded, all
shot from guns, Every food cell is- blasted, 80 digegtiox} is easy and com=
plete. All are bubble-like and toasted. They are scientific foods.

For afternoons

Crisp and douse with melted butg .
for hungry children to eat like confecs :
tions. Some also serve for breakfast

_ in this way, with or without cream.

~ TheQuakerQals@mpany

Sole Makers
' ‘Saskatoon, Canada

3411

Peterborough, Canada .
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Royal

OURISHING, pure and healthful.
: N Makes brain a'r:d muscle. Children
and grown-ups like them.
IN STRIPED PACKAGES ONLY
©E SURE AND ASK FOR. ROYAL ARROWROO?
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’u SWEET Me-moir-ies,”

theught thelady of the
house, in a pleasantly
whimsical mood, as a birth-
day reminder of Moir’s Cho-
colates came from #kis office
just after the lunch hour.
The times that Moir’s had
come in ‘‘courting days”
were sweet memories to herin
more than one way. Always
fresh, delicious and rich, the
heavy coatings made Moir’s
Chocolates the favorites for
all time,

MOIR'’S, LIMITED
HALIFAX « NS. 113

my letter when I met some friends who
were sailing next day. They urged me
to go with them, as one of their party
had been prevented from sailing, and
there was a ticket available for me. I
tried to telephone you from town, but
found that fthe telephone had not yet
penetrated this, wilderness. I can’t
understand, though, why I did not meeb
you on the road.”

“I had to make a detour to borrow
some gasoline,” Jim explained. “It is
too bad that you should find us in this
confusion, but I think I can get Mrs.
Brampton to take you in. for a few
weeks. They have quite a modern
house.”

“What are <you talking about,
Jim? I was just thinking how for-
tunate it was that I sailed a month
sooner than I had planned. Aren’t you
hungry? I found a ham, and there
were some eggs in the hen house.”

Rather dazedly Jim got down from
the seat and made ready for dinner. As
Carlake had said, a tent had been set
up, and there he found all his clothes
and, personal belongings neatly arranged.
The simple dinner was well cooked, but
Jim hardly noticed what he was eating,
so absorbed was he in talk of relatives
and friends in England, and all the
changes made by the war. But when
he had disposed of two helpings of his
favorite pudding, he again expressed a
doubt of his sister being able to endure
existence in a granary, even for a few
weeks.

“Of course I could get the Dalrymple
girl to help you with the housework,”
he said doubtfully.

“I am afraid Rite and I would not
get on,” Mrs. Musgrave said dryly. “She
was trailing about .Ithe house yesterday
in & soiled silk dress, with stockings
out at the heels. Besides, there is not
enough work in this little place to keep
even one woman busy.”

“But you are not used to rough work,”
Jim remonstrated.

His sister spread her hands on the
table, and he saw that they were
roughened and hardened. “In the old
days I should mever have dared to ask
a maid to work as I have worked the
last three years,” she said. I could not
nurse the wounded or drive an am-
bulance, but I could cook and scrub, and
I have bcen doing just that in a big
base hospital. Now donlt say a word
to Eva about me being here. I have
read between the lines of her letters
that she stands rather in awe of me, and
it would worry her to know I was
roughing it. We must get the new house
ready for her to come home to.”

The next three weeks seemed to fly.
There were two rainy days, when no
farm work could be done, and Jim’s
neighbors gathcred and worked on his
house. In two weeks it was finished.

“I had thought of sending to the city
for wall papers Mrs. Musgrave said,
“but Eva will like to select her own.
So I asked Mr. Brampton to bring out
some calsomine. We will do all the
rooms in tan. I have some sofa pillows
and curtains in my trunk. I ordered a
rug for the sitting room and some small
ones for the bedrooms. I mean to paint
the floors too.”

JULY, 1920

“But I can’t let you spend we
money on like that,” JiI:; ren’;;':f
strated. H

“Call it a loam, if you are so
independent,” his sister said, “or g
wedding present. I don’t know what
Eva must have thought of the unsyjt.
able things we sent her.” :

Jim made a confession. “The things
were beautiful, but I was hard up apg
needed some stock—so most: of the silyep
has been converted into cows :

“Very sensible,” his sister said, “Oh,

here is Mr. Brampton already. Did

you get the carpets, Mr. Brampton *

“Yes, ma’am, and the paint and other
stuff. I looked in at the hospital, too,
Mrs. Hurst is able to hobble about, and
coaxed me to bring her out. It wag g
I could do to refuse her.”

" “She mustnlt come out for a ‘week
yet,” Jim said. “I will drive to town
Sunday and see her.” !

In two more days the house wag
furnished. Mrs. Musgrave brought two
fine engravings from her trunk. “Dp
you remember your old favorites, that
used to hang mm the sitting room ag
home?” she asked.

Jim hung the pictures and stepped
back to get a general view of the room,
Lverything looked cosy and homelike,
He noticed a téam turning in at the gate,
It was too dark to distinguish the occus
pants until the vehicle stopped at the
door, and then Jim hurried out amazed
for, his wife was in the buggy.

a1 persuaded Mr. Carlake to bring
me out,” she said, as Jim helped her
down carefully. “He wouldn’t bri
me a bit of news, except that you had
a nice surprise for me. Oh, Jim, is the
house really done? That is a surprise,
and a delightful one.” o

“And here is another,” Jim said as
he introduced his sister. “Isabel came
the day you went to the hospital, and
.I should never have finished the house in
time but for her help.”

“Jim exaggerates; he has worked like

a slave. But come in, child, and tell us -

how you like your new home.”

Jim invited Mr. Carlake in also, but
the rancher said he must be getting
home. .

“Oh, Jim, everything is arranged
just as I would have done it myself”
Mrs. Hurst cried. “But how hard your
sister must have worked.”

“It was not half as hard as the
hospital work, and the truth is, I am
now so used to work that I am unhappy
when idle,” Mrs. Musgrave laughed. I
set the table in the kitchen to-night
because it seemed chilly in here; we must
be careful not to let you catch cold.”

Jim carried his wife out to the kitchen,
though she laughingly protested, that
she could manage with her stick. The
table looked very attractive with its
snowy linen and pretty dishes, but to
Lva  there was something almost
grotesque in 'the idea wof her sister-in-
law sitting down to eat her supper in
the kitchen—a supper she had cooked
herself.

“And I supposed that she hardly knew
what a kitchen was,” she thought. “But
I might have known 'that none of Jim’s
sisters could be snobs, and that a real
lady can adjust herself to any surround-
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Izzy’s Wheels of Destiny

By Edith G. Bayne

ORNIN’ Star—Post—Telegram
—Herald—News! droned the
incessant babel-chorus at the
busiest street intersection—a
chorus that was loud and

\ blatant, thin and piping, ear-piercingly

shrill or a mere mournful monotone as
to parts, but which in the aggregate
made a volume of sound that was almost
deafening.

«Here, boy, give me a Post, quick!”

The demand was crisp, peremptory,
but at the sound of the voice little Izzy
Bernstein turned smilingly and- thrust
forward the paper. For this particular
customer he would neglect a score of
crowding paper purchasers. It was
Izzy’s favorite patron, John Landon, of
Sears, Landon, McQuarrie and Noble.
stockbrokers—the man who oftenest for-
got to extort change from a quarter,
who ‘sually patted his gshoulder and
gave him a cheery word' along with his
morning ‘and evening order, who always
passed steadily through the lines of
ghrieking newsboys and steered his
course straight for the lame Jewish lad
with the ‘great velvgt-brown eyes.

But Landon passed hurriedly on with
o mumbled “keep the change,” his head
buried in the stock market pages.

“How much did y’ make off him?”
asked Billy Dolan, with professional
envy written large on his freckled. face.

“He. gimme two bits,” said Izzy,
hunching his load of papers to an easier
position and exhibiting a shining quar-
ter to his friend.

“Not so rotten,” Billy agreed. “Watch
me cop that guy next time.”

“He’s my guy,” declared: Izzy with
warmth. “He alwuz comes by me. You
keep to your own side.” \

“Chee! Why dontcha hand him a
hard-luck story kid? Maybe he’d come
across with a buck, er take yuh inta the
cafe for a square feed—less he’s a tight-
wad.” »

“He ain’ a tightwad. He’s my
friend.”

“I betcha he’s rotten with money!
If he was a friend o’ mine—" and
Billy merely paused long enough to sell
two papers, and then added: “But he
looked like a gloom hound: just now.
Guess he’s been stung in the stock-
market!”

Izzy was too busy at the momenb
to reply, but he had noticed all too
keenly Landon’s abstraction these last
few mornings. His smile had been
strangely missing. An icy blast blew
from the mnorth-east, and suddenly sent
Billy’s papers, weighted with some peb-
bles on the curb’s edge, scattering. In
and out among the crowd he darted
recovering them, while Izzy watched
his own row anxiously—they were &
little more sheltered—and stood- stamp-
ing his “good” foot to get rid of that
numb feeling. Assiduously the two plied
their trade while traffic was brisk, but
it was a cold morning and people scur-
ried past quickly, hands to ears, as the
hours advanced, and when ten o’clock
Billy,
his throat none the worse for much
hoarse yelling of “Here ’are! All about
the big fire!” retired to the cafe near-
by and reinforced himself with coffee
and a wedge of pie. , Izzy hobbled
about, on the alert to catch a stray
customer, but at eleven he too gave
way to the cravings of the inner man
and went and “blew” himself to noodle
soup, a ham sandwich and an ice-cream
cone on the twenty cents of unearned
increment that the morning had
brought him.

At eleven thirty the extras were
out.  Perhaps iti~was the germ of
frenzied finance that mnow entered
Izz:t"s being, or it may have been con-
f}ls_lqn resulting from the full respon-
sibility of a corner; Billy having crossed
to the opposite side and the “other fel-
lows’ being engaged in soliciting trade
further down, but just when the noonday
crowd was swelling to its thickest the
little Jewish lad took a chance. A lady
beckoned to him from the curb and he
darted forward. Exchange of coin and
Paper was made, and then wheeling
swiftly Izzy handed out six extras to six
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impatient men, backed up and avoided
by a hair’s breadth a limousine only to
feel the hot breath of a horse fanning
his cheek. Like a rat he darted beneath
the ddvancing hoofs, eluded them and
dodged an oncoming- baker’s horse.
These were by no means the closest
shaves in his experience. He could re-'
member several far more thrilling ones.
But even as he grinned with daredevil
glee at his series of escapes—a softly-
gliding car shot out from the traffic
and —

A woman’s scream, hoarse shouts from
a dozen throats, the squeal of brakes,
ten seconds of a queer silence, a blur-
red, ringing, faraway kind of noise in
his ears and then for Izzy oblivion!

At one o’clock the tenseness on John
Landon’s face was more apparent, as he
stopped to buy an extra of Billy.

“Where’s my boy ?” he came out of his
abstraction long enough to ask.

“Chee! He got steamrollered.
in the hospittle.”

He’s

“He what. Do you mean he’s had
an accident?”
“Yep. Run over.”

“Badly hurt?”

Don’t know. They' took him away
in St. Clement’s ambylance. . Hey!
Here’s yer change! .. Oh, very well,
guv’nor, a nickel’s as good t’ me as t
you!”

John Landon and his wife seldom met.
Their hours and their interests clashed.
The inevitable barriers of blind absorp-
tion in business and of mad devotion to
society had long divided this childless
couple, but to-day they did chance to
meet at a late luncheon. Dora Lan-
don looked a little paler than usual and
ate next to mnothing, so that even her
husband noticed her state. He made
polite inquiries which she answered in-
differently.

“Are you ill?” he pursued. “I mever
saw you so shaken. Something must
have occurred to disturb you. Is Mrs.
Gadd’s party off? Or does the new
frock mét fit well?”

“If you're really interested—I—well, I
ran over a child this morning.  Barely
an hour ago. A little newsboy. I
followed the ambulance to the hospital.
They say it’s concussion.”

Was that a little sob? Landon stared.
His wife was revealing a new side.

“A newsboy?” he repeated, suddenly
arrested.

“He was lame, too. I—I feel like a
—>she gulped, and added: ‘T’'m going
back to the hospital this afternoon.”

“You are! And how about bridge?” he
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asked faintly sarcastie.

«“Don’t! I—oh, John, he had eyes just
like our little Freddie! He looked up
at me for just a second and —I almost
thought—except for his ragged clothes—”

Dora buried her face in her napkin
and sobbed convulsively. Landon was
now touched. He rose abruptly.

“Come on. I'm going with you. He
happens to be my particular paper boy,
Izzy by name, I can’t eat anything
more. Let’s go at once.”

Dora looked up with wondering web
eyes.

“But your
ironical.

“Business be » and then checking
himself and remembering his own bit
of mews he said gravely: “The firm’s
wiped out. Every cent. We’re as poor
as Job’s turkey now, except for the
farm.”

Izzy was conscious. He beamed a
feeble welcome upon his beloved pat-
ron from his high cot in the private
ward Mis Landon had arranged for.
But the nurse cautioned: “Just a few
minutes. “Dora seated herself close to
the cot and smiled tenderly on the
patient.

“Hello, lady,” said Izzy, weakly grin-
“Are you the lady who—golly

business ?”—also faintly

ning.
don’t cry! I'm kinda glad you knocked
me down. It’s awful nice to come by

a hospittle.”

“Izzy, you must try and like this lady.
She’s going to be good to you,” said Johmn:
Landon. “Now tell her anything you'd
like and she—we I mean—will get it for
you. We have no children of our own,

And Give Just as Much Satisfaction
and Nourishment

W. CLARK Limited : Montreal |

CANADA FOOD BOARD —License Number 14-216

When writing

CLARK’S
PORK & BEANS

Will Save the Meats

advertisers, please mention The Western Home Monthly



1

-

REGINA COLLEGE, Reoma, sisk

ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—Students prepared for Grade VIII, Second and
MCM, Junior and Senior Matriculation Course in Household Science

% M 4 .
BU%ESS DEPARTMENT—él‘ohom }nstmction in Bo%kkeeping, %hortbzﬂld
‘and Ing. urse for i« i i icul-
miﬁ;wnt.mg. 5, o he toe armers’ sons in mmgsan Agri
G)?:.RVATORY OF MUSIC—Instruction in Piano, Voice, Violin, Theory,
EXPRESSION AND ART—Painting in Oils and Water Colors; China Paint-

ing and Drawing.
- FALL TERM OPENING

CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC - - - September 1
ACADEMIC and BUSINESS DEPT. - September 28

Secure complete information as outlined in our Year Book. Know the splendid
D e Sentaras auc the boalthful beautiful surroundingsof Regina College,
Our Year Book with complete information sent free to any address. Write

-

Alberta College North, Edmonton
. Residential School for Boys, Girls, Yousig Men and Women
4. ACADEMIC — Public and h School Law, Mercantile Liw, Secretarial Prace
Courses. ial attention to Backward goa. Transportation and Shipping.

Btudents. ses for new

Ty X § 5. MUSIOC — Thorough Courses in Piano,

8.  COMMERCIAL — Bookkeeping, Short- " QOrgan, Voice Production lin, Theory,
hand, Typewriting, m s ' Mandolin, Banjo‘:d lguita.'r.vigc. h:zé

ete. : School of Music in the West.
et . v e g Equipped School ¢~ pyppREssION AND PHYSICAL

.. o OEDEPARTMENT— , = ,pm yawing and Painting.
Shortband, Advertising, Salesmanship, Com- 8. DOMESTIC SCIENCE.

OWTH IN LAST SIX YEARS '
1916-1917. .. ..cconnnen 1120 1918-19......cc00cnnee 1653
1017-18......c00000nen 1308 1919-20......ccc0n0nee 1850

Over 400 positions filled by Competént Students during past year.
" For Calendar and Full Information write to

F. S. McCALL, B.A., Principal, Alberta College North 10041-101st St., Edmonton, Alta.

Ample grounds.
Jl w- H- MlLNE. Bn A-. Dn D. L - - -

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

NEW FIREPROOF BUILDING

Academic “kmug to the nmmt zeq m{aﬂ u::vue‘n J}‘:ﬁ"!ﬁé‘é applicants for
Music, Art and Handicraft, Household Arts, Physical Culture, etc.

The Capital offers exceptional advantages.  For Calendar apply to

President

MOUNT ROYAL COLLEGE

CALGARY High-olass Residential College for Boys and Girs ALBERTA
Write for Calendar and College Literature.  Special Attention to Individual Needs.

- REV. G. W. KERBY, B.A., D.D., Principal

| WESTMINSTER LADIES’ COLLEGE, Edmonton, Alta-

HIGH CLASS RESIDENTIAL DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Public and High School Grades to Junior Matriculation.
Excellent Courses in Music. Fine Art. Physical Culture and Expression.
Strong Stafl. Careful Supervision. Under Authority Presbyterian General Assembly.

Fall Term Opens September 14th, 1920  Send for Calendar
MISS A. A. WILKIE, B.A., Lady Principal N. D. KEITH, M.A., President

St. Andrew’s College

Toronto A Residenigova ™y vooool  Canaba
UPPER SCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL
Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military Collefsoé 8nd Business

REV. D BRUCE MAGDONALD, M.A., LL.D.

b

Calendar sent on application . Headmaster

N
RANDON QUEEN’S
y COLLEGE UNIVERSITY
‘. Kingston, - Ont.
ARTS
= Partof the Artscourse
5 & AR may be covered by
A Residential-College for Young correspondence
FIVE DEPARTMENTS BANKING
ARTS—Full University Courses. MEDICINE EDUCATION
THEOLOGICAL—Practical Training for Mining, Chemical, Civil,
A&aﬁﬁm&mmmmw Mechanical and Electrical
Courses. ENGINEERING
AND SSION—T.
I st vatory of Musio Examizations, SUMMER SCHOOL  NAVIGATION §CHOOL

July and August December to April
BUSINESS —Shorthand, Typewriting, N
Comptometer Operating, Bookkeep- ICE KING; Acting Reglstrar

ing, ing and Allied Courses.

For Calendar or any information write

8. EVERTON, MA,, Registrar
FALL TERM BEGINS SEPTEMBER 28 i

\

The Western Home Monthly

Wlen writing advertisers, please mention

5

Lo

1_4 s , THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

you see, and we'd be happy to make
you happy.” :

He was self-conscious. This speech
sounded stilted. Didn’t know boys.
All little shavers to him. All alike.

“] do like the lady,” Izzy declared.
«Ap’ T like this place—this bed. Say!”
he added suddenly, “T’d like t’ see the
country. I ain’t never seen the country.
Will it soon be spring?”

“Pretty soon, Izzy,” said John Landon.
“So you like the country, eh?”

His eyes and Dora’s met suddenly. The
first mutual idea in years! They both
smiled.

“Would you like to go and live on &
farm, Izzy?”

“Chee! Would a nigger like a water-
melon!”

“Then hurry and get well. You and
this lady and I are going to live in the
country. We’ll be the farmers. The
nurse tells me you’re an orphan, so you
won’t have anyone to keep you back.
You'll be our little boy. How old are

rou?”

“Ten.”

“Ever been to school?”

“Nope,” said Izzy. “But I kin read
some. Say! Is there good fishin’
there 1”

“Dandy. A nice big river.”

“An’—an’ grass?”

“In summer, yes.”

“An’ will there be cows an’ sheep an’
pigs an’ hens an’—an’ ducks?”

“Lots of them.”

Izzy sighed rapturously. It was am
alluring vision. It couldn’t be true!
Wide-eyed he glanced from Landon to
Dora. The latter leaned forward im-
pulsively and kissed him. His face look-
ed even thinner with the bandages about
his head, but a flash of joy spread over
it now, and lying there with John Lan-
don’s big hand: clasped in his little clean
paw—the little paw that was so grimy
usually—and Dora’s arm about his thin
little shoulders, he knew himself to be &
very happy boy.

“Fishin’, really?” he pursued.
crazy ’bout that!”

“You can catch anything from a min-
mow to a whale!” declared Landon, reck-
lessly.

Izzy turned this over in his mind re-
flectively. Some doubt may have lin-
gered as to the whales, but he knew that
the rest of the fairy-tale would come

“I’m
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true! He glanced from the pink roses
on his table to Dora’s face, then up at
Landon.

“I got a hunch,” he said, grinning, “I
got a hunch already that us three makes
each other happy out there by that
farm.”

Landon suddenly beamed down at him
with the same old whimsical expression,
that well-loved, warm, twinkling sort
of look he had missed for so long.

“Chee, Mister Landon!” cried Jazzy
wonderingly. “Y’aint smiled like that
fer a blue moon!”

OUR NEED OF HIM
The comforts of this life may lie about
My daily way, and give my body ease;
Yet am I poor and needy in such ways
As the all-seging Eye above me sees.
Friends may yield love, and honours fall
to me, .
The care of kinship spring beside my
way;
Yet must I ever long within my heart
To know that He is caring night and day.

Thou loving One who readest human
hearts,

Thou pitying One who seest all our need,

Who knowest that apart from trust in
Thee

Feeble and poor we mortals are indeed;

Who knowest well that love of friends

on earth

Cannot suffice, whate’er their tender
care,

O touch our prideful hearts, and help
us turn

And yield ourselves to Thee in humble
prayer.

Help us to make confession of our
needs,

And for Thy gracious care let us im-
lore.

Then, poor and needy though Thy chil-
dren be,

Their lack shall be supplied for ever-
more.

And that unfailing wise and tender
care,

Descending only from Thy gracious
heart,

Shall steep our daily lives in thad
sweet sense

Of safety such as faith and trust im-
part. Mary D. Brine.




roses
p at
g, “I
akes
that
- him
sion,
sort

Izzy
that

\bout
ways
es.

3 fall

Dmy

rt
day.

iman

need,
st in

leed;
iends

nder
help

imble

our
} im-

chil-
ever-
ender
.cious

thad

t im-
Brine.

JULY, 1920

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

" “Pjerre of the North Woods”

Written for The Western Home Monthly by Robert Bell Borsyth

= ENEATH the hunter’s snow-  Together they passed over the trail

L ) shoes the snow flattened out to Pierre’s cabin,

' *) into web like tracks. All  The fireplace rudely constructed and

i B about him was the deep silence patterned soon sent forth its glow of
of the North Land. The welcome to the guest. The appetizing

thrust of the wind sweeping through pine odor of bear-steak as it sizzled oter the

-and fir Was Keen and sure as the bite of fire and the pungent aroma of black

the serpent, and Pierre flung his arms coffee added their note of welcome and
smartly across his body to quicken the gocd cheer.
blood flow. . ) For Pierre it was a festive occasion.
He came over the hill with the easy The pledge to each other’s health after
gwinging stride of the chasseur of the the meal, the spizals of tobacco smoke
forest, his huge sinewy form, swaying thick as coast fog, that floated -lazily
pow to one side, now to the other with to the unhewn logs above, and more than
rhythm of the movement. Little jets all, the opportunity for “man talk,” so
of powdery snow caught in the grasp of often denied the voyageur of the woods,
the netted framework were tossed out- knit together these rtugged souls of
ward and fell in minjature drifts on strength closer even than the soul of
either side. . David and Jonathan. Little by little

The evergreen brushed him lightly as Pierre assumed the role of mnarrator,

* he passed, with the familiarity of while Jacques listened.

- with the ery of batitle.

friendliness. From his' lips the snatch  There were tales of the logging camps
of an old French river song came gaily, of the Ottawa that he told and of the
under the spell of a bracing atmosphere big log boom in the spring, and he, the
dnd the exhilaration of tingling muscles Tider of the king log, and not least, the
‘in regular movement. ghooting of the rapids that made Jacques
A slight jar interrupted the rhythm of New Brunswick tremble with excite-
of his walk as when one encounters an ment and envy, the recitation ending in
obstacle unseen—and a vague sense of one significant “Bravo!” from the
falling and of snow dashed.quickly into listener. But always, like the scent
his face as he lurched earthward. Then which the questing hound pursues, the
a rabbit, white as the snow around him, trail led back to the little French village
gurprised and frightened went flying where Father La Joie and Madeline, the
down the ttrail. Yet as he stooped to daughter of the notary, lived.
tighten the lacings of the snow-shoe he  “Madeline,” interrupted Jacques, in
was conscious of danger, the lurking the spirit of badinage, “that is the

spirit of fear that hides in the silent French for baggage.”
places of the North. “Pooh,” replied Pierre, not in the least

He raised his rifle as the furry arched ruffled. “Your French is ncne too good,
You have only the—

thing sprang through the air, hissing its I fear, mon ami.
hate. Caught in mid-air by the answer- what the English call—the patois.”
ing bullet, it rolled at his feet, its claws At ithis sally they both laughed, and
clenched to tear and its jaws gaping wide for a moment Jacques affected great
indignation. But Jacques would know
“Sgere!” he exclaimed as he brushed more of Madeline, remarking that as a
from his hunting coat the snow which subject she did not seem to lack interest
still clung to it. “Pierre, ol’ friend, that to his friend. ¢
was close, by gar.” Then Pierre painted for him, in his
The lynx gave one last convulsive picturesque language, an oval face of
struggle and lay still. olive tint, framed in masses of reddish
““Fine, mon ami,” a voice exclaimed at brown hair, lips as red as the ripe cherry
his side. He felt the warm slap of a in her father’s garden, her lustrous
friendly hand on his shoulder. Turning, brown-black eye, the lithe girlish figure
he looked into the face of his Majesty’s and above all the half-demure, half-coy
mail-carrier smiling into his own.  manner of her people. This was Made-
“Mebee, if he haf struck one beeg line.
blow, Pieire would not now be speaking «Just lak the apple bloom,” Jacques
to ryourself, my. fren’:” commenteq when Pierre. had finished.
“For which I mus’ tank the bon Diew,”  “And did you leave her for—for
the other exclaimed earnestly. “For in thees?” he asked, pointing with dramatic
that case I should not haf met you, my force to th= four corners of the cabin.
comrade, and hees Majesty’s mail, she “Non, non, mon Jacques, “Pierre re-
would be returned.” plied. It was on account of my half-

Pierre grasped the hand of Jacques. brother, Prosper, and Madeline.”
“You do me one service in two, my  “She like him too much?” Jacques

fren’, and now you shall be my guest. asked. L
“Qui, oui, mon ami, she like him too

much. Mais out, out, he was mechant—
my half brother, but she—she trust
him,” Pierre faltered.

Tres bien.”

“At any rate it is tthe Yule-tide,” the
other returned, “and two is more happy
" than one.”

~ of Shadows, 2.C., ~2ached by Canadian Natlonal Railways:

_instruments they send

Why Mason & Risch is the

R 50 years our sole
aim has been to build
Pianos of first quality.

In every Piano we build,
every part — large or
small —is the finished
work of a highly skilled
man. With this large
family of perfect parts
put together, the Mason
and Risch becomes a
musical masterpiece.

Our workmen are justly
proud of the faultless

you—you will experience

Piano for You

a similar pride when the Mason & Risch comes into your

home.

This high-class, beautifully toned piano is sold direct, to you from
the Mason & Risch factories, through our own chain of stores—

the largest on the North Ameri

can continent. This means & saving

of money to you, and the certainty of getting a right-up-to-date

piano.

Decide on a Mason & Risch. Ask for Basy Terms of Payment.

SPECIAL BARGAINS in used Pians, Player Pianos and Organs:
Write for Mlustrated Catalogue of Pianos and Victrolas:

Mason & Risch, Limited
308 Portage Avenue - WINNIPEG 5

Also at Edmonton, Calgary, Lethbridge, Moose Jaw, Regina .
Saskatoon, Vancouver and Nelson ‘

nntmmpctd'uhrncm

Victor Records Pex
big catalogue giving over 9000
to choos:

Guaranteed. Write for our i
the latest records for you

<

A BIG SPECIAL

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

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

The Western Home Monthly

FOR ONE YEAR

The Weekly Free Press Praivie Farmer

FOR ONE YEAR, AND

ope Imperial Collection of Transter Degigns
e $1.25

This is the Big Offer of the Year:

i Two dollars’” worth of good reading material and
the most up-to-date Embroidery Outfit ever issued

e m 5 5 USE THIS COUPON-—- - === ==~

DATE. ccccocccsssssccssssesasss

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY, Winnipeg
I enclose $1.25, for which please send me The Free Press Prairie

Farmer for one year, The Western Home Mont

The Imperial Collection of Trangfer Designs.

hly for one year, and

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

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




Millions have s;iduthat
about Blue-jay.
~ Others tried it and told
others the same story.

So the use has spread, until
corn troubles have largely
disappeared. '

If you have a corn you can
eettle it tonight. And find the
way to end every corn.

Apply liquid Blue-jay or a
Blue-jay plaster. The pain
will stop.

Soon the whole comn will
loosen and come out.

Think what folly it is to

forever in this scientific way”

keep corns, to pare or pad
them, or to use the old harsh
treatments.

Here is the new-day way,
gentle, sure and scientific. It
wascreated by a noted chem-
ist in this world-famed lab-
oratory.

It is ending millions of
corns by a touch. The relief
is quick, and it ends them
completely.

Try it tonight. Corns are
utterly needless, and this is
the time to prove it.

Buy Blue-jay from your

druggist.

% Blue-jay
Plaster or Liquid

The Scientific Corn Ender
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«For why?” Jacques asked, eager to he fell lest any harm should come to it,
hear the b{yejtory, aﬁeanwhile lighting & But here, too, was my luck. Gran’mere
taper to replenish the coals in his pipe- La Pointe had spoken the truth, for
wl. i through the door of the vestry walked
Then little by jittle the whole tale of Madeline, very white of face, She looked
Pierre’s flight from his native village from me, with the box in my hand, to
‘pecame clear as the simply told narra- Prosper, haif stunned on the floor beside
tive proceeded. her. It was an ugly moment for me”
They had grown up together in the “‘Who—who ,l’ms this done? she
little Quebec village, Madeline, Prosper asked, trembling. .
and Pierre, and because Pierre was the “La Diable’ Prosper recovering himself
stronger in body, had assumed the care laughed wickedly.
of his younger half-brother.  Always ‘Ni moi, ni toi-toi, he added. Only
they had played together they three, and the rabble are the cowards.’
as Pierre grew older he set himself to  “Madeline looked at me, me, Pierre,
aaking snares for rabbit and mink—for with the box still in my hands.

he would be a hunter—and once he had  “‘Surely this is a joke—a bad joke—

donned his father’s riggingy bel
gings, and hunting coat and all, and
marched across the meadow to the play
house under the elms, where Madeline
had laid out her shelves of broken delf A€T {
and surprised her at play with her cups You trust your friend too much,’
and saucers. Prosper said, slipping his arm about her,
“You are almost a man,” she had said, as if to protect her. She was no longer
surveying him proudly, and he walked th?‘ little playmate, but_: the woman.
home with head erect and with all the ‘My uncle, the pnest; thas always
glory of the real hunter. tru§ted you SO—SO',—‘““‘?I" Sh’e faltered.”
Then had come the first communion I diq not expect this of—you,’” her Voice
and the long row of white-robed youths br?‘akmg with dlsalp;pomtment:
who knelt to receive the bishop’s bene- I was ‘“‘g"yl):;~ at Madeline should
diction, but only Prosper had come late. geem to trust Prosper before myself.
He remembered Madeline as she knelt, He was no t_rue mate for her, the
with prayer book and missal, all in frivolous, fickle fellov;:—but she trusted
white, sweet as the opening apple- him—that was enough for. me. She had
blossom and her responses to the priest the right to be happy with Prosper—if
low and milg as the west wind. Once she‘éhose.h men T
he had dared, as they knelt side by side, ou haveseenthe wounded pigeon
to touch her hand, and Madeline haa that ﬁutters. to its mest in the loft,
smiled shyly and something in the man- then you will see Madeline turn to
ner of Father La Joie, a slight inclina- Pr‘(‘)fper.
tion of the head, perhaps, but some- Take me - away, Prosper. He has
thing had seemed to motion assent. always been so strong, bu,b—we are
And just then Prosper, tardy and over ashamed of him, are we not?
clumsy with haste, wedged himself be- Let us go,” Prosper said, speaking
tween them and they had ‘given him to“%lardehx:re ‘liflo“f- telt that she loved
s inci or myself, e v
space; but the incident had not passed Prosper snd i 1 could bear alone the

from mind. 3 3
“He will do you some harm,” Gran’s gurden of Prosper’s wrong if she were
appy-

mere La Pointe had commented on the P .

following day, when Pierre had brought. “You will take good care of her, I
her a mess of game. “It is the bad pleaded, as T told them goodbye at the

luck he brings you, no doubt,” and notary’s_office, the following day. For
Gran’mere knew. myself, T am going into the North woods,

How well Pierre remembered thag but you—you will be happy-
evening, the last one, with Father La “But Prosper was as thoughtless as
Joie. ever. ‘You are taking it too hard, mon
T am so worried, mon enfant,” he had voyageur,” he said laughingly. ‘Yo
confided. “Some one has twice stolen will find you a mate in the North’.”

t, leg- you do not mean to—steal ¥

«She looked at me questioningly, as
if it were I—I, Pierre, who was guilty
and not Prosper himself. Almost I felt
her tremble in the twilight.

the offerings from the church.” And Pierre, grinding his teeth, had
Tt was little comfort that Pierre could allowed him ito go unharmed.
extend the worthy Father, but returning - s - = s s

home through the meadow he had heard .
the faint moise as of the boring of an _ The fire had burned to embers in the
augur or the gnawing of mice through ﬁreplace and in the scanty light of the
wood. It came from the chapel. A cabin it seemed to Jacques that the face
once the words of the priest had come of Pierre, always sober was some

back to him. He stcod still.  Should drawn, as if with pain. Outside the
the call the priest? Non—it was a mere low undertone of the wind among the

@

= nothing. He vaulted the fence and pines whispered the sadness of distant

rushed into the vestibule and there— lonely places.

there stood Progper, the offering box Glancing toward

the uncurtained win-
wide open. He was the thief. dow Jacques perceived the face of

\
\ R
e NN

All Biliousness, Headache and Cdnstipation gonel

“Tt was too much for me, mon Jacques, stranger P"955ﬁd _('10391Y against
that he, my half-brother should be an pane and staring into this own.
ordinary thief, and worse, and I struck «y’la.” he cried, excitedly pointing at
him, grabbing from his hands the box as the same time toward the window, ut

7
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already the face had vanished from
sight.
«Did you not see ‘it, mon ami?” he

asked. Pierre laughed. “I am sure of -

it,” he persisted as he flung open the
door. o

. There was no one in sight, only the
footprints to and from the window in

_ the snow.

But the stranger, whoever he was, did
not reappear that evening and when the
evening had passed Jacques was about
to bid his-host farewell.

«Cette lettre,” he exclaimed, “Mais oui,
I had almost forgotten it,” as he passed

. it to his host. Then, bidding the latter

bon soir he passed out into the forest
and was gone. ‘ _
Turning again to his cabin, after the
form of Jacques had vanished, Pierre
studied the superscription of the letter.

M’sieur Pierre Gauvin,
> Fort Du Cheyne.

Then apparently satisfied he broke the
seal and read:

Mon Cher Pierre:

Somewhere in the great North Land
this letter will reach you. You will
then know that I have not forgotten
you and that I would not choose to do
so, mon fils. Nor am I alone. Pierre,
what a bungler thou art. Hast thou
forgotten Madeline, non, non—and she?
Only to-day, when I asked her for news
of you she blushed and quickly replied:
“Why should I kncw, Father? " He is
nothing to me.” The old story, mon
fis. Rien, I asked. Pas du tout. Her
blushes gave the lie twice over to her
words. She seemed about to speak. I
waited. She would ask a favor of me.
She had worried much of late for Pros-
per had boasted of his deception and so
I write. You should not have deceived

her so. You were not her friend. But'

she begs your forgiveness and I tell her
that maybe when you have become
a wealthy trapper that you will come
back to the old village of Ste. Anne Du
Lac. You will find us still your friends.

Bien tout & vous,
Pere La Joie.

From the letter there fell the post-
seript, a little unmounted photograph
of Madeline, taken in the orchard of her
father, a sunbonnet dangling by its
strings from her hand, her face pensive
and sweet as the apple-tree in snow.
“Pour toimeme,” she had written under-
neath.

Then to Pierre, the big-souled hunter,
came in the distant North Land, the
great moment of loneliness, for he
realized that his sacrifice had been in
vain and that Madeline had mot been
made happy.

CHAPTER IL

“You do not know the new trapper in
the Gulch?” Jacques asked, some even-
ings later, when he had stopped to
smoke a pipe with Pierre at his cabin.

“Non, I thought mebbee he be your
friend,” he continued. “He ask so
many question what like you look, how
you talk, until I say b’ gosh ‘you ask
more question than a woman—oui,” con-
cluding his speech with an emphatic

\

movement of his head as of one who has
sounded all the vagaries of the opposite
sex.

“And then?”

“And then he say he come out to see
you.” :

“And he will come?” Pierre asked,
glad to meet a friend of Jacques.

“If M’sien’ Pierre does not mind so
plenty, he say, “and he bow so low and
look so solemn that I laugh.”

But the visit of which Jacques had
spoken was delayed for there followed
a week of storm, of snow-flakes swirled
into deep windrows" until scarcely the
tree tops looked forth upon the wastes
of snow and ‘the only access to the still
world of whiteness was through the
shuttered window, by which Pierre was
glad to estape from .his entombment.

“It is the trapper in the valley who
will suffer mos’,” Jacques remarked,
relieved to find Pierre once more in
communication with the outer world.

“And you think he will not be safe?”
Pierre asked.

“He will most likely starve unless he
have plenty to eat in the cabin. There
is much snow in the Gulch and the

-cabin almost buried at any time is now

under one beeg mountain of snow. He
is new to the woods.” :

The danger of the mew trapper of
Devil’s Gulch being thus a certainty,
Pierre and Jacques set forth to relieve
the interned man as speedily as possible.
Secure in his woodsman’s sense of
locality Jacques succeeded in locating
the cabin and the work of relief began
without delay.

Little by little the Snow King gave
ground and when the roof had been
cleared and the outline of the cabin was
disclosed they burrowed, with the dili-
gence of beavers, for the entrance.

Their efforts were at last rewarded.
The door swung open, admitting the
light from above into the semi-darkmess
of the room.

From the bed of skins in the corner a
very weak voice spoke.

“La Diable!’ Ha! I thought he would
come, but—M’sien’ Diable, I haf had

so little to eat last week, so very little, »

I shall be & light burden to you. Ha!
Ha‘ Do you not thank me?”

“Mon Dieu!” exclaimed Pierre advanc-
ing into the room. “It is Prosper—
Prosper, my half-brother,” gasping with
astonishment.

“The mnew trapper thy brother?”
Jacques said with incredulity.

But Jacques as he looked upon the
face of the entombed trapper perceived
that it was thin to emaciation and that
the eyes were staring from their sockets
with a weird, ghost-like stare. .

The voice of Prosper was so weak
that the words were hardly recogniz-
able as his gaze rested upon Pierre.

“Ha! who is this? Le Diable himself
—the image of Pierre—fool that he was.”

His eyes roamed unseeingly the walls
of the room until fastening his gaze
upon Jacques, he went on: >

«T fool them all, the old priest, Made-
line, only Pierre, he knew, he knew—
an’ he never ttell. They were the simple
folk, the infants-in-arms, I eall them. I
grow tired of them and I leave them all.
Then I go to visit Pierre and send him
back to the old priest, who say he will

Continued on pags 20

Mount Robson as viewed from sailway track.
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For Baby's Bath

Baby gurgles with delight when he is
dipped into the fragrant, bubbling
lather of an Ivory Seap bath.

He enjoys the cleansing suds from the
top of his head to the tips of his crinkly -
pink toes. Ivory always is mild, pure,
gentle —never irritates. It is so free
from harsh, drying materials that it
feels cool and soothing to the most
sensitive skin. ' :

You will find Ivory Soap in the bath-
tubs of the best cared for babies every-
where—in beautiful nurseries, in spet-
less, sanitary hospitals, and in modest
homes where tendernessand good sense
prevail. It is the pure, safe soap for
young—and old.

IVORY SOAP

99#%% PURE

|

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canede
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CharityBeginsat Home
and the best and most fitting form of home
charity lies in the direction of Life Insur-
ance. Inno other way can the head of
« the Home so surely provide for the per-
manent welfare of those who look to him
for support.

5. the Great-West L ife Policies provide such

" “Insurancc on most attractive terms. The_
|| fact that, in 27 years, the Company has
. placed over $226,000,000 of - Insurance in
force, carries its own argument. ‘

“'Full information'and personal rates will
. _besent to any address on request.

3

Great-West Life

Assurance Co.
 Dept.«Q”

HEAD OFFICE - - -
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I’«l' is imperative that every agricul-
turist form & sound association with
a ve Banking Institution.

This Bank is stimulating production by
providing & broad service {or ambitious
farmers. Any of our 400 branches can
furnish reliable information as to mar- .
kets and shipping facilities.

Resources exceed $174,000,000.

@ (”—/
Union Bank of Canada
‘ Head Office - Winnipeg

419

THE FARMERS OWN COMPANY
HAIL INSURANCE

OWNED AND CONTROLLED BY WESTERN FARMERS

ALL CANADIAN :

ALL INVESTMENTS IN CANADA

KEEP CANADIAN MONEY IN CANADA
BY INSURING IN THE

| Farmers Fire and Hail Insurance Co.
{ Head Office, CALGARY Saskatchewan Office, REGINA

A Strong Canadian Company with full Government deposit
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Dollars and Cents
Financial News and Views. Intricate Financial Matters discussed in

‘, language
BANKING

that anyone can understand.

INSURANCE

FINANCE

MUNICIPAL BONDS

These are worrying times for those
municipalities in the West which are
in need of money. During the war
period expenditures on public works and
undertakings were cut down to a mini-
mum figure, and as a result many mu-
nitipalities are far behind in- their pro-
gramme for local improvements. When
the war ended municipal officials began
to take stock and mapped out the work
which needed immediate attention—and
there was a great deal of it. But it is
one thing to plan how to spend money
and quite another thing to get the neces-
sary funds with which to carry out those
plans. During the past few months

| many municipalities have tried to sell

bond issues. In a number of instances,

- despite the fact that these bond issues

were widely advertised, no offers were
received from bond dealers. There was
no market for these bonds, and as a re-
sult bonds which were sold went at a
low price to the municipalities. Only
a few days ago the provincial govern-
ment of Ontario sold a $3,000,000 issue
of 6 per cent bonds for $2,949,510. This
means that although Ontario has to
pay 6 per cent interest on the full
$3,000,000, and also has to pay the full
$3,000,000 when the bonds mature, it
only received $2,949,510 for the bonds—
a straight loss of $50,490 on the face
value of the bonds.

The city of Moncton, N.B,, sold a small
6 per cent bond issue at a price fixed
on a basis of $94 for each $100 bond,
which means that instead of paying 6
per cent the city will really pay 6% per
cent interest on the money received.
large western, city recently sold $100,000
of its bonds bearing interest at 6% per
cent to an eastern bond firm for $92,-
610—at which price the actual interest
rate payable by the city will be 7.21 per
cent. These facts indicate the state of
the bond market and municipal officials
know now, if they did not know before,
how true it is to state that the best way
to find out the value of money is to try
to borrow some.

In a recent report to the Saska-
toon City Council, Commissioner Yorath
dealt with the financial situation in
so far as it affects municipal bor-
rowings as follows: “It was ascertained
by your commissioner when in the East,
from a very reliable source, that the
default of . . . . municipalities in the
province of Saskatchewan in the pay-
ment of interest has adversely affected
all Saskatchewan municipal securities,
and that some of the big financial and
investment corporations have struck
these securities from their list. It
will be realized that this situation will
adversely affect the price of all muni-
cipal debentures throughout the pro-
vince. The matter is of such impor-
tance that some combined action should
be taken by the municipalities in an en-
deavor to persuade the provincial govern-
ment to take steps to remove the ‘un-
certainty which has arisen in financial
circles regarding Saskatchewan munici-
pal securities, arising from the default
of a few municipalities.”

Although some western municipalities
have failed to pay the interest on their
debentures when it fell due, these de-
faults are not entirely to blame for the
high interest rates demanded by pur-
chasers of municipal bonds. High inter-
est rates prevail all over the world. The
British Government has been selling se-
curities to the British people bearing in-
terest at G'4, per cent, so our western
municipal bonds compare favorably with
those of Great Britain when it is re-
membered that this is a new country
and just in its infancy. ’

However, Commissioner Yorath touched
upon a matter which is of great im-
portance to every taxpayer in Western
Canada.  Here and there a municipal-

ity has been unable to pay its debts over a stringent money market.

as they fell due. There were many
reasons for these defaults. Our west-
ern settlements were in many instan-
ces just crazy to grow. They wanted
to be big cities before they were even
decent sized villages. They constructed-
cement sidewalks, lighting systems, sewer
and water systems sufficient to satisfy
cities many #*imes greater than they
were . = One western city provided these
facilities for practically every part of
the 8,000 acres included in the city lim-
its, and that city to-day has a popula-
tion of approximately 6,000. No wonder
these municipalities were financially em-
barrassed—they built too far ahead.

Tt has been a very stern lesson for
the West, and if western municipalities
profit by their experiences and the ex-
periences of others all will be well. Pub-
lic monies must be expended just as
carefully and with just as much con-
sideration as the monies of an individual.
Reckless expenditure of public money
should be a thing of the past.

“What’s the matter with Kansas?”
The easiest thing to do in this world
is to cricitise.  Everybody’s doing it,
mainly because it is easy to do and in-
cidentally because it is considered to be
one of the privileges which belong to
a free country. We criticize our gov-
ernments, our members of parliament,
our public servants and our institutions.
As a rule, some little thing which affects
us personally sets us off on a criticizing
campaign. Perhaps this is why we
sometimes feel a little indignant about
the Canadian banking system. Those
of us who have stepped jauntily into the

A bank manager’s office and suggested that

we had some business for him, and fur-
ther that the said business was in the
nature of allowing the bank to loam us
some money can well remember how
indignant we felt when the bank man-
ager refused to talk business to us and
allowed us to depart with an empty
heart and several pockets in much the
same state. '

The Canadian banking system is re-
cognized as one of the finest systems of
its kind in the world. The financial
strength and solidity of our chartered
banks is proof of the worth of the sys-
tem. The system is all right, but the
administration is at fault sometimes.
This is not surprising, because the ad-
ministration depends upon the decisions
of human beings—and human beings are
not perfect, they sometimes make mis-
takes. The man who never made &
mistake never made anything worth
while.

Not so very long ago an ex-governor
of the State of Kansas, who is now &
farmer in Alberta, stated that the rapid
development of Western Canada necessi-
tated a radical change in the Canadian
banking system.. He is stated to have
suggested that the system of small banks
in use in the United States might be
adopted in Canada with very good re-
sults. Tt is therefore instructive to read
what a Kansas City paper recently said
with reference to the banks in its local-
ity. The comment was as follows:

“The taxpayers, voters and bank de-
positors of Kansas deserve to have an-
swered their query, “What’s the matter
with the state banking department?”

“They have seen four bankers make
away with more than half a million dol-
lars of their depositors’ money within
the last year. The people of Kansas
are entitled to an explanation concern-
ing the kind of supervision that is exer-
cised over state banks. .

“Not only have the bankers departed
with large sums of their patrons’ money,,
but in one instance, that of the Hanover
State Bank, the state banking depart-
ment for four days after the disappear-
ance of August Jaedicke, jr., the cashier,
assured the people that Jaedicke had

closed his bank merely because of worry
Several
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days after Jaedicke disappeared, an-
pouncement was made by Walter Wil-
gon, bank commissioner, that $100,000
also was missing.

«Those things, critics say, have been
matters of negligence if it is fair o
plame the state banking department.

«Others, however, are asking why the
banking department, apparently aware
of irrégularities in the Salina State Bank,
let things go along there until a new
bank had been organized in Salina. They

__ask if there is any connection in the
- fact that persons in the banking depart-

ment and-other state officials were the
organizers of the new bank, and they
ask if the incorporators of the new'Sa-
lina bank profited by the fact that the
Broeker Bank was not closed until the
new bank ‘was ready to receive deposits.
_ “These inquisitive persons ask why it
has required the watchfulness and  objec-
tions of R. J. Hopkins, attorney-general,
to block the issues of a charter to a bank
holding company to deal in stocks of
Kansas banks and they ask the sig-
pificance in the fact that persons in the
state banking department were stock-
holders in that corporation until the at-
torney-general started a fire under the
organization and shares of those inter-
ests quickly were transformed to others.”

Canadian banks are not perfect, bank
officials readily admit this, and just as
readily they try to improve the meth-
ods of the banks whenever faulty ad-
ministration is revealed. Improvements
are being made every day and the
watchword of every chartered bank in
the country is “service.” After reading
the comment reproduced above we are
inclined to believe that Canadians will
prefer the Canadian banking system to
the system referred to by the Kansas
newspaper. e

>

A Heartfelt Tribute

The famous editor of the New York
Sun, Charles A. Dana, used to enjoy
telling the story of a man who asked
his friend:

“Have you ever heard of a machine
that can tell when a man is lying?”

“I surely have,” said the friend.

“Have you ever seen one?” asked the
first man.

“Seen one?” said the friend. I mar-
ried one!”

The County and The Countess .

Similarity in the sound of certain
words often leads to confusion. The
Weekly Telegraph tells of an interest-
ing case of that kind. At a party the
other evening a young man was intro-
duced to a lady whom he understood to
be the daughter of the Countess of Ayr.

By and by he ventured to ask after

her ma‘ler, the countess.
“My father, you mean,” said the lady.
“No,” said the bewildered ycuth. I

was asking after your mother, the

Countess of Ayr.”

“Yes, was the reply, “but that’s my

father.”

Whereupon the young man rushed off
and told his hostess that the young lady
must be quite mad as she told him the

Countess of Ayr was her fath-r.

“So he is,” answered the hostess. “Let
me introduce you to him. . He is Mr.

Smith, the county surveyor.”

A very small girl stood on the top step,
and a very large doz stood below and
barked up at her. She was desperately
afraid of dogs, yet retreat was impos-
sible, for the woman who_lived on the
first floor was not at home to open the
door behind her, and the big dog sab

exaotly in the middle of the prth.

Suddenly the dog started up the steps,

) bllt with a flourish' of her umbrella the
little girl made him retreat to his form-
er position. It would never have occur-
red to her to strike the animal, and so
there she stood, a little trembling figure,

facing the loudly barking dog.

“Please go away!” she cried, her lips

quivering. “Please, please go away 1”

€
‘Bowwow, wow-wow-wow!” was the

threatening response to her entreaty.

Tears began to fall from the little’
maid’s eves, and the big drops slowly

rolled down the front of her reefer.

“O dog, dear, dear dog, won’t you
please go away?” she sobbed. O please,

please do|”
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Her sentinel showed signs of uneasi-
ness and began to jump about and rush
toward her, ' barking furiously. The
little girl held him off with her umbrella.
Her heart beat wildly.

“O God,” she prayed aloud, very earn-

estlg and reverently. “O God, please
send the dog away! Forever and ever,
amen.”

A moment later a woman somewhere
up the street. called shrilly, “Here, Pete |
Here, Pete!” And the dog with -two
loud barks and a last backward look at
the child, started on the run in the
direction of ithe voice.

The little girl took a long, deep breath.
Her prayer had been answered. :
“0 God,” she prayed, with closed eyes
and bowed head, “thank you, ever so
much! Amen” Then, with hastened
;bep and a devout heart, she stanted for
ome. -

—_— @

MR. ROBIN RED VEST

Once upon a time long, long ago
Mother Nature called a meeting of all
the birds to talk over a lot.of things.
One thing was this—Where should the
birds go, and what kind of colors should
they wear. For they were getting all
mixed up. Parrots were going to cold
countries and getting their beaks frozen,
and snowbirds were going to hot coun-
tries and getting fever, and so they came
to talk it all over. And nearly all the
birds at this meeting were very much
dressed up. They had all sorts of beauti-
ful coats, all but one, and that was our
old friend Robin, and he had just a
brown; coat without a speck of color and
he felt very dull and unhappy when he
looked around and saw all the beautiful
birds. They nearly all spoke before he
did, and said that they wanted to go
to this place and that place, and they
wanted this cclor and tﬁat color, until,
when it came Robin’s turn to speak there
seemed no place left to go to, and mo
colors left to choose. However, he step-
ped bravely out, and when Mother Nature
heard his cheerful little voice she looked
at him and smiled,- and began to think
and think. And she said to him “Well,
Robin, where would you like to go?” and
Robin said, somewhere where there is a
long winter, and people are tired of
snow and ice and cold, and where they
will smile when they hear me in the
spring-time.” “Ah, I know where Il
send you,” said Mother Nature wisely,
“But you are so dull looking, when you
sit on a dead tree no ene will be able
to see you, what can we do for you?”
“Well,” said Miss Canary, nodding her
head, he can’t have a yellow coat for
everyone knows that canaries are yellow
and he’s'much too big and clumsy for a
canary.” Poor Robin looked very sad
at that, and sadder still when the cheeky
blue jay laughed at him, and said he
couldn’t have a blue coat, and when the
golden oriole said he couldn’t have a
golden coat, and the parrot said he
couldn’t have green and red, and the
pigeons said he couldn’t have gray and
white, and the pheasant said he couldn’t
have any of his beautiful colors, and the
peacock turned up his wonderful tail
and walked away. And there stood the
sad, fat brown robin, looking all round
him for some one to say one kind werd
or offer one little bit of color for his
dull coat. And as Mother Nature looked
at him she thorght of how many bois
and girls would love him when he
whistled to them as they came Trom
school, or sang his cheerful little song
to them as they played in the garden,
and so she said “Never mind all these
proud birds, little Robin, you don’t need
a gay coat, you keep your brown one,
and we’ll give you a bright red vest.”
And Robin looked at the yellow canary,
and blue jay and the golden oriole, and
the gorgeous parrot and the gray pigeon,
and the gay pheasant and peacock, and
shook his little brown head, and winked
his little bright eye, and opened his
little brown bill and sang and sang, and
then he looked down at the red vest
Mother Nature had given him, and he
swelled out his chest so proudly and flew
off to find a hcme where boys and girls
would love him. And do you know
where he came? T do. Let me whisper
in vour ear. Right here, outside your
house. Shall we go now and see if we

can find him?

The Strength of a Bank |

ESTABLISHED it 1817 with modest capital, the Bank of
Montreal for over a hundred years has followed a conser-
vative, aggressive policy, until today it has assetsin excess cf

FIVE HUNDRED MILLION DOLLARS
E(ECamdah'eraelf.BankofMonuulhasgrown stronger
with the service it has rendered and the obstacles
it has ovgreome. :
'I‘ODAY',the_Bank.:‘s stronger -than ever, prepared to
render ever-increasing service to the people and the busl
ness concerns of the Dominion. gas i

important centre of every {3
Province and-with direct \{t¥=
banking connections \{\\
throughout the world, we  \§
are fit for the task of help- (&
ing Canadian business to
grow to full stature.

A steadily increasing num»
ber of business men, enter-
ises, workers and house-
holders, ambitious young
people—thriftyCanadians
of every-sort,everywhere
—aregetting the benefitof
the strength and intimate 1
service of this financial =itcil
institution, il
Cur nearest Branch
Manager is tbe'bﬁ
point of contact with
our organization.

—~

e

BANK OF MONTREAL

Toronts,

Savings Departments in all Branches Head Office: Mootreal

BOYS! GIRLS! 10 to 16 Years of Age

A CHANCE TO PAY FOR YOUR VACATION

The Northwestern Life offers three prizes to b and girls from 10 to years
of age residing in Manitoba and Suhtc!?ewm, for :h?: thuo‘}:ut essays on »

LIFE ASSURANCE

 Ask mother or dad what Life Assurance is and what it does. Find out all you
can about it and write a short essay. Yours may get the first prize.

In the event of a prize- JUDGES t
1st Prize $25 2nd Prize $15 ,..}".‘e% oo Ol 0

winner residing outside
of Winnipeg, we will

ay his or her fare and - . mos prominent  edu-
?hayt of an escort to 3rd Prize ‘10 cationists in Western
Winnipeg and return. Cana :

CONDITIONS .

1—Essay must be on Life Assurance. 2—Must be correct spelling and punctuation.
3—Must reach us by July 10, 1920.

THREE REASONS FOR THE CONTEST

1—OUR NEW HOME—Although the youngest Life Assurance Company in
Canada we are the second Company west of Toronto to enter. its own home. Official
opening on July 15, when thé winners of the Essay Contest will be presented with
their prizes. .

2—OUR NEW DOUBLE LIABILITY POLICY—This will be inaugurated om
{_uly 15. Double the amount of the policy is paid in the event of death by accident.

his pclicy is new to Canada.

3—THE GROWING IMPORTANCE OF LIFE ASSURANCE—Learn more
about Life Assurance. It is more necessary than a bank account; you receive interest
during the Life of the Policy and your estate received the full amount of Policy in
event of death. .

SOME HELPFUL HINTS—Here are_some ideas on which to_base your essay:
Life Assurance as an Investment; as a Banking Account; as a Protection; as an
Asset; as a necessity. You will find other ideas too. Start your essay now. Send it
in with your name and address.

The Northwestern Life Gmeoy Winnipe

J. F. C. MENLOVE, Pres. H. R. 8. McCABE, Man. Dir. “'. 0. MABER, Sec.-Treas.

When writing advertisers, please mention The Western Home Monthly




‘Monarch Manilla
Binder Twine

188c ir'wannrza

When you are cutting you mneed reliable
twine, because inferior twine causes delay and
. Joss of time just when you can least afford it.
~ In Monarch Twine you have the best the
market affords and at @& price considerably
lower than it is possible to procure elsewhere.

WE GUARANTEE EVERY FOOT OF
MONARCH TWINE TO GIVE
SATISFACTION

£

Orders will be filled as received. As there are
prospects of a decided shortage of raw material
we advise ordering early. Send your order to-
day, figure out the quantity you require and
. mail at once, There were sold last year several
million pounds of twine by the factory making
Monarch brand, therefore you need have no fear
as to quality. Our original supply was quickly
sold and we were compelled to pay considerably
higher for our second supply.

Twine Will Be Possibly Selling at 30 per cent
ke Higher Before Harvesting.

Price Subject to Change
ORDER EARLY

. Delay means actual loss in dollars to you and
the. possible chance of not obtaining twine in
time for harvesting.

Price for 550 Monarch Twine f.0.b. Winnipeg:

4 ()5 PER POUND, AT WINNIPEG. Cash
2 P with order on less than $50.00
R 8c

b ————
‘ ’ A s 5 S AN

NSRS \\\\‘55 LA

orders, or 1-6 cash, balance - % Z 08,7 \
C.0.D., on all other orders. o 277/ NN\

Farmers’ Supply Co. Limited

_Dept. 177 Winnipeg, Man.

CREAM SHIPPERS

WHEN IN DOUBT WHERE TO SHIP YOUR

Cream, Edgs, Poultry

JUST BILL THEM

THE TUNGELAND CREAMERY Co., Ltd.

BRANDON, MAN.
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Pierre of the North Woods
Continued from page 17

never forgive me if anything happen to
his Pierre and to Madeline, but non, non,
I look in at the window, and then I
cannot go—I turn away in the snow ¢o

Wolfish hunger burned in the eyes
of Prosper. In moments of consciouss

' ~ mness he begged weakly for food, then

lapsing into delirium talked wildly of
Pierre, the priest and Madeline.

Since, however, the cabin was without
food, both Jacques and Pierre realized
that if Prosper’s life was to be saved
no time must’be lost and improvising &
stretcher of poles, covered with bear
skins, arawling, sinking, stumbling
under the weight of Prosper, . they
brought him over the ridge and down the
trail to Pierre’s cabin on the knoll.

Here, such aid as a trapper’s cabin
could afford was administered to Pros-
per, but to the eyes of both watchers it
was apparent, after a brief time, that
Prosper was not rallying, so far under-
mined was his strength by exposure and
starvation.

On the afternoon of the second day,
Jacques, bending over him observed that
the delirium 'had passed and that he
was looking about him with the wonder
eyes of the child.

“Where is this?” he asked, his voice
rising scarcely above a whisper.

Then, “Mon Dieu, Pierre, that you?—
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looking far into the shadows, sees emerge
a familiar form.

“Ah, ' mon Pere—c’est—toi. Thou hust
—forgiven—Prosp—.”  His hand now
fumbled weakly at the silver cross about
his neck.

A pine knot fell clattering to the
ashes, sending forth its shaft of light
to the couch where Pierre knelt hy the
side of his brother. Jacques, glancing
at the form of Prosper, perceived that
he had slipped away upon the long, lone
trail.

Thus did Prosper, in his: death fing
peace, and Pierre, by the : death of
Prosper,” happiness. And when winter
had- passed and spring, trailing her
mantle of green, stole gypsy-like through
the woodways, touching here and there
the drooping fingers of the trees, until
they flushed with buoyant life, Pierre,
led by the impulse of his strong, young
life, journeyed back to St. Anne Du. Lac,
and Madeline did not wait for him in
vain.

<
S

ALSO MIRACULOUS

“Grocery butter is so unsatisfactory,
dear,” said Mrs. Youngbride. “I decided
to-day that we would make our own.”

“Oh, did you?” said her husband, as
reported by the Boston Transcript.

“Yes; I bought a churn and ordered
buttermilk to be left here regularly.
Won’t it be nice to have really fresh
butter ?”

§

f
!
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Notice to Cream Shippers

WE are in a position to pay the highest prices for Cream and
: defray all express and other charges

The most efficient and economic service possible guaranteed.
We concentrate our efforts on butter alone and give it our

rsonal attention. This together with an experience extend-
ing over 30 years should be sufficient inducement to any
' cream shipper to patronize us.

MANITOBA CREAMERY CO., LTD.
846 Sherbrook St., Winnipeg, Man.

A. McKAY, Manager

Reference: Bank of Toronto

Notice to Cream Shippers

We guarantee top market price. We are now operating five manufacturing plants

WINNIPEG, ASHERN, DAUPHIN, INWOOD and WINKLER

And you can ship to the nearest plant. e make cash returns same day as cream received,
and guarantee satisfaction.

DOMINION CREAMERIES

Owned and operated by the Dominion Produce Co., Ltd.
Established for the past 16 years in Winnipeg.

¢

Sicamous Hotel,

mais oui, Pierre! T have been dreaming,”
making an effort to rise.

For a moment the intervéning years
seemed to slip back and once again, as
in boyhood, Pierre was the protector of
Prosper.

“Tt—it is—1I, Prosper,” he exclaimed,
throwing his arms about the neck of the
other.

“Non, non,” Prosper cried, weakly
repulsing him. “I am not worthy. I—
Prosper—I was Le Diable.”

There was the silence of a few minutes,
then Prosper whispered: “It was I,
Prosper, who stole the money and now
Madeline, she know—I boast——

His voice trailed off into weariness and
was lost amid the gathering shadows
like a little itravelled path amidst the
pines in the deep gloom of mountain
valleys.

“I—I did—-care for her—mon Pierre,
but it was you—you that she love al-
ways.”

The fire-place cast weird shadows
throughout the room, strange, idly mov-
ing shapes, that stole across the room
like the shadows which slipping from
the mountain sides seek the valleys as
day declines. ’

With his remaining strength Prosper
sought to break the cord from which
the silver cross at his neck hung. He
looked meaningly at Picrre, who bending
over him caught the words:

“The cross—Pierre—the cross of the
priest—he send-—to you i

Suddenly his hand was outstretched
in greeting, and ‘he spoke as one, who

i

8
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Sicamous, B.C.

PROFESSIONAL IGNORANCE

A reporter on a Kansas City paper
was among those on a rclief train that
had been rushed to the scene of a rail-
way wreck in Missouri. The first victim
that he saw was a man sitting in the
road with his back to a fence. This
unfortunate person had a black eye, his
face was somewhat scratched, and his
clothes were badly torn—but he was en-
tirely calm.

“How many hurt?” asked the seeker
after news, rushing up to the prostrate
one.

“Haven’t heard of anyone being hurt,”
said the battered person.

“What was the cause of the wreck?”

“Wreck? Haven’t heard of any
wreck.”

“You haven’t heard of any wreck?
Who are you, anyway ?”

“Well, young man, I don’t know that
that’s any of your business, but I am
the claim agent of this road.”

There are not many of us who love
the sense of obligation. To call up past
favours is to catalogue our debts. Each
merey is a claim upon our gratitude and
our obedience, and imposes the duty of
acknowledgment and returns. So W¢
consign both the favours and oblizations
to oblivion. Tt is a cheap way of paymns
our debts and cancelling claims. S0
that there is a reason and a necessity
for using the Psalmist’s self-exhortation,
and charging our souls not to forget al
God’s benefits. '
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HOUGH the Canadian West
is now @ much talked of and
often visited country, it has
an unfamiliar top. On the
longest journey across the
prairies; and through the mountains,
one sees, after all, only a part of
the west, for there is a still larger
country at the morth—a top country
with which only a few are yet acquaint-
ed. Manitoba we all know, but what is
Mackenzie like?

A lesson on the map will serve as an
introduction. Draw a line at latitude 55
from the Pacific Coast to Hudson Bay,
and from there another line straight to
the Arctic Ocean. You have thus marked
off one-fourth of the land and water area
of North America and the equal of one-
half of Europe. North and west of those
two boundaries is the largest block of
alinost empty land on the continent.

This is the top of the west. Once in-
troduced, you will want to know it
better. , ‘

All the top west, like all Gaul of long
ago, is divided into_three parts. There
is the great Mackenzie River basin in the
centre, and on one side of it are the so-
called Barren Lands, and on the other,
beyond the Rockies, are Yukon' and
Alaska. Leaving the latter out of
account, however, the main ~block be-
tween the mountains and Hudson Bay
is a rudely shaped rectangle, 1,700 miles
from east to west and 1,000 miles from
south to north. To its farthest bounds it
is a_land of wonders. '

There are several ways of getting into
this far-stretched top country, but the
most convenient way is by the Mackenzie
River, which, with a chain of lesser
streams and connecting lakes, gives
3,000 miles of water-roads into the
north, leading right to the Arctic coast.
From this great river the region at the
very top was named.

The big rectangle marked off between
the Rockies and Hudson Bay includes the
newly famed Peace River and Grande
Prairie districts, which may mnow be
reached by rail and in which hundreds of
people have settled down to live. It is
an easy matter now to visit this part of
the north-land, and it is even possible to
make tourist trips to the still farther

~.north on steamboats that ply the Mac-

kenzie to its mouth.

But there is another part of the top
west that is much harder to get into and
therefore a still more unfamiliar land. It
is the country directly morth of Saskat-
chewan and Manitoba, a seldom travelled
wilderness of more than .a half-million
square miles, to which has been given the
hard name of Barren Lands. Except for
a network of rivers and lakes, this

straggling spruces, and beyond is the
cold belt, where, generally speaking, trees
cannot grow becanse the mean summer
temperature is under 50.

It is net fair, however, to say that the
Barren Lands are wholly treeless, for in
some of the riverivalleys, where there is
shelter from the cold and wind, substan-
tial forest areas have been found well
above the tree limit. There are belts of
spruce and tamarack woods along the
Thelon River, for instance, that may
some day be of considerable use to Can-
ada. Out on the flat open plains there
are no trees, and in that sense, but in
that only, the Barrens are rightly named.

For even without trees the Arctic
prairies are wonderfully verdant. There
are bare places in them, to be sure, but
in general they are spread over with a
thick mat of grass, and throughout the
summer the country so commonly thought
of as a sombre desert, has a very riot of
color. In every mook and corner are
rambling beds of wild flowers; rocks and
hill-slopes are covered with the scarlet
and purple of many mosses and heathers,

and berry bushes frequently stretch for F

miles.

This is the country where millions of |
deer live, as Vilhjalmur Stefansson has M

been telling the Dominion Government.
They roam the grassy prairies in herds
so great that it is no wonder they have
been thought of as a possible help in
some day solving the nation’s food prob-
lem. As yet they are the chief meat sup-
ply for the Indians of the north and for
the few white men who venture into
their country each year. Along the very
top edge, coming down into the Barrens

for summer pasturage, are the musk-

oxen, which make beef for the Eskimos.

Except in the coast country and along §

a few of the rivers, the Barren Lands
region is without permanent human life.
It is not at all impossible for human
lLabitation, for the cold-weather extreme
is considerably less than in some of the
settled parts of interior Siberia; but the
people of northernmost America prefer
the waterfront. They live mostly in
scattered camps on the coasts of Hudson
Bay and the Arctic Ocean.

The lower part of the sub-Arctic block
is mainly an Indiang’ country, and
throughout its vast wilderness reaches
the native reds remain more nearly in
their original state than, perhaps, in any
other part of Canada. Yet even here they
have changed, because of long and inti-
mate contact with the trading posts,
through which they have learned some-
thing of the ways of the world. -

The Indian population north of lati-
tude 55 and between Hudson Bay and
the Rockies is about 6,000, and the Eski-

On the Athabasca River, a part of the Mackenzie waterway system t

wilderness area, stretching almost limit-
lessly northward, is an unbroken plain
that matches the prairies of the south.
n fact, it is sometimes spoken of as the
Arctic prairies, though, propery speak-
Ing, these do mot begin until” the last
tree line is reacled.

A diagonal line beginring on the Hud-
son B“." coast at about latitude 59, and
frossing country to a little short of the
mouth of Mackenzie River, will mark the
tre_e limit.  Forest growth breaks off
Quite distinctly in a long frontier of

o the top.

mos within the same bounds are probably
not more than 2,000.

In the top-of-the-west country, better
than anywhere else on the continent, one
may sec the ancient fur trade still going
on. Even yet the northern trading post
is the centre of all life and industry in
{he wilderness, and to it the Indians
bring quantities of fur pelts to exchange
for flour, sugar, blankets and the like.
A reasonably industrious trapper earns
from $600 to $1,000 a year from his
catch, and the present demand for fine
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'The Top of the West

Written for The Western Home Monthly by Aubrey Fullerton

Beauty
No matter how beautiful thewood
and workmanship of your furni.
ture, woodwork and floors may be,
. they must be keep clean and well [
polished. The charm of all wood §
is enhanced by proper care.
JOHNSON’S

_/ Paste -Liquid - Powdered

PREPARED WAX

Johnson’s Prepared Wax is the
proper polish for all wood. Itim-
parts a soft, artistic lustre of great
beauty and durability. Itgivesa
hard, dry, velvety polish which
will not collect dust or show fin-
ger prints. Itcleansandpreserves
the varnish—prevents checking
and cracking. Johnson’s Prepared §i
‘Wax formsa thin protecting coat
over the finish, similar to the
gervice rendered by a piece of
plate glass over a desk, table or
drésser-top.

Your dealer has *“*Johnson’s?
—don't accept a substitute.

S.C.JOHNSON & SON
Racine, Wisconsin

¢

Manitoba Farmers!
How About Your

Farm Help?

Present indications suggest that this year an unusual
number of HARVEST WORKERS will be needed in

Manitoba.

The Employment Service of Canada is a Dominion-wide
Government organization to deal with employment. In
Manitoba no private employment agencies now exist.

Place your application for farm help early so that we may
be helped in arranging for a supply of workers.

_ OFFICES:

WINNIPEG—439 Main St. Phone A7839-O.
BRANDON—142 Tenth St. Phone 3423.

PORTAGE LA PRAIRIE—Municipal Building. Phone 229.
DAUPHIN—Great War Veterans Building. Phone 158.

Employment Service of Canada

(Manitoba Branch)
J. A. BOWMAN, Provincial Superintendent

Under Joint Auspices of Dominion and Provincial
Governments.
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The Province of

Alberta

Agriculture

LBERTA offers a wide field of opportunities in the
A uses of land, consisting of ranching, grain farming,
irrigation farming, mixed farming, beef raising,
dairying, horse breeding, special pure-bred stock breed-
ing, poultry raising and horticulture.

The agricultural area of Alberta consists of over
eighty million acres of land, less than half of which has
gone into private or corporation ownership. Fifteen
million acres of surveyed land are open to entry.

Other Resources

LBERTA has eighty-five per cent of the coal area
of the Dominion of Canada. It produces lignite,
bituminous and hard coal varieties. It has the

largest natural gas fields on the continent. It has large
supplies of timber for commercial and fuel use. The
lakes of Northern and Central Alberta are heavily
stocked with fish. Its clay supports active manufactur-

ing of bricks, tile and pottery. The province is on the
threshold of active development in oil production. It
has large supplies of salt and tar sands. It has the most
productive fur-bearing ground in the Dominion of

Canada.

Institutions

HE PROVINCE OF ALBERTA has developed

helpful Government services.

It has a complcte system of education represented
in elementary, seconcary and college branches. It has
technical schools and a system of practical schools in
agriculture for country boys and girls. Its university
takes care of over a thousand stucents, and its work
covers faculties of arts and scicnce, applied science, med-
icine, law and agriculture, ond associated with it are a
number of denominztional collcges.

The Province hcs a good municipal organization. It
has a Government Rural Telephone Service reaching to
the outer limits of the Province. It has advanced ser-
vices in behalf of health, through which hospitals are
provided in the country in the same way as public school
services. )

The farmer is financed through the operation of
Municipal Co-operative Loan legislation, and a Live
Stock Encouragement Act by which co-operative groups
of farmers can secure money at low rates of interest. It
has Government marketing services in poultry, eggs and
butter, and gives assistance to trading in seed grains,
potatoes and other products.

The market for all farm products is good, and the
initial investment in land is moderate.

Write for Information

~ James McCaig

Publicity Commissioner

Hon. Duncan Marshall

Minister of Agriculture
EDMONTON, ALBERTA

furs, with consequent high prices, means
prosperity for the northern natives,
though they have also to pay more for
the wares they take in exchange. .

There are other resources than fur in
this great top country, however. Nature
never intemded that a continent so rich
in all its other parts should be waste
and unprofitable at its top, and so to
even sub-Arctic Canada it gaye possi-
bilities that have ag yet been only par-
tially realized. That the time will come
whefx the resources of the morth will be
wanted is almost beyond doubt.

The mineral wealth of all the mpper
west, for instance, is greater than can be
accurately put in figures. The gold fields
of Yukon and Alaska, on the other side
of the mountains, are matched with
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The EP Ranch

Written for The Western Home Monthly
by Charlotte Gordon

There is a strange magic in the lure of
the prairies—the wild harmony of its
infinite spaces—there is a charm in the
Alberta foothills, there is a grandeur in
the snow-capped Rockies beyond, and
such is the setting for the ranch acquired
by the Prince of Wales. the “Canadian
Balmoral.” This property, for many
years owned by Mrs. Bedingfeld and her
son Frank, adjoins the famous Bar-U
ranch, owned by Mr. George Lane, who
entertained the Prince last September,
and who negotiated the transaction by

Carrying freight over a portage. One of

copper and coal deposits in the Mac-
kenzie country, while immense beds of
silver are known to exist through the
Barren Lands and in northern Manitoba.
In the Athabasca district is one of the
richest oil and gas belts in the world,
and experimental drilling for oil is
going on this summer away down the
Mackenzie River. It has even been sug-
gested that from some part of the top
west will eventually be derived the main
supply of fuel oil required for the British
government, which is now searching the
whole world for just such a supply.

In the way of agricultural possibili-
ties, the northern regions of Western
Canada are less promising. With the
exception of the Peace River district,
which is becoming famous as a mixed
farming country, the top west does not
offer a great deal, agriculturally speak-
ing, but even so there are parts of it thag

the difficulties of travel in the far north.

which the heir to the British throne
became an Alberta farmer and rancher.

In the foothills of the Rockies, from
Mexico to the Arctic circle, a more
charming situation could not be found—
to the west are the snow-capped moun-
tains, to the morth and south are the
rolling~foothills and the gentle slope of
the prairie to the east. Winding its way
through the estate is the Highwood
river, a ecrystal-clear mountain stream
where are found those choicest fish, the
cut-throat trout. In the west, in the
higher foothills and Rocky Mountains
proper, are found deer, bear and part-
ridge, the big mountain grouse and other
game. On the ranch the prairie chicken
flourish. In every direction, from the
ranch house, stretch inviting glades, car-
peted in summer with luxuriant grass
and brilliant flowers. After his visit to
the Bar-U ranch, the Prince expressed

Hundreds of miles of grass-strewn prairie like this in the Top West (Peace River district).

will grow very excellent crops. In fact,
the producing power of this farthest
(Canada is one of its surprises. Vege-
table gardens are kept at all the posts
on the Mackenzie River as far north as
the Arctic ecircle, and barley and wheat
are grown at Simpson, which is in lati-
tude 61.52.

It is a land not only of magnificent
distances and industrial  opportunities
but of natural beauty as well. Men who
have travelled through the top west have
learned to love it for itg own sake, and
their  testimony invarfably i3 that
Canada at the top is g good country,
well worth knowing. '

The doers of the Meautiful depend upon
the doers of the gerviceable,

the desire to spend twenty-four years in-
stead of twenty-four hours there, and the
lure of it all impelled him to leap from
Lis bed, in the grey dawn of his first
morning there, jump through the win-
dow, unknown to his attendants and
walk five miles towards the rising sun
and back again. His royal highness saw
visions that morning, and the culmina-
tion of the impression that was made
was the acquisition of the Bedingfeld
ranch,

To Mr. Lane more than to any other
Cunadian, was due his Royal Hig‘uncss’s
decision to become a Canadian land
owner, Mr. Lane took him away to the
3ar-U ranch for a full day and night.

as his vuest. and not even the Primees

md

retinue or personal attendants,
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his body servant, were permitteq to go.
It was ‘simply a family party with Mrs.
Lane as hostess. The Prince, Oxllal}s.t,ed
with a lengthy {Qund of for}wlallltlt-.s;,
literally revelled in the e:fpvrlence—lt
was to him a delightful fairyland. The
cowboys, many of whom had served overs
seas and had already met the Prince,
were his chums. 'I_‘he round-up, t]_ne cut-
ting out, the branding, the old trails, the
clear skies, the vast (distances, were all
a clear delight. it any wonder the
Prince was impres ed? :

The career of Mr. George Lane, as the
neighbor of his Hoyal Highness, is of
interest and is as romantic as that of
any hero of wild west fiction. Now a
millionaire, he was thirty-five years ago,
working as foreman on the Bar-U ranch
at $40 a month. The Allens (of steam-
ship fame) owned the rgnch then, and
Mr. Lane, a wizard w horses and
cattle, combined with -a shrewd business
gsense, made rapid progress. He bought
large bunches of cattle which he so]d to
packers and became associated in the
cattle export business, with Robert Iron-
sides, of Montreal. His first big holding
of land was known as the Willow Creek
1anch, and consisted of about 12,000
acres, considered one of the best ranch
properties in Alberta. In 1902, he pur
chased the Bar-U ranch, in association
with Gordon, Ironsides & Fares, of Mon-
treal and Winnipeg.

Mr. Lane is a real producer, in that
all his efforts are devoted to actual pro-
duction. “No time for speculation—my
hobby is production,” is his comment.
He has improved the class of horses and
cattle produced in Alberta, and his Per-
cherons have become internationally
famous.

* Mr. Lane mow owns enough land to
make a small kingdom. The holdings he
owns, controls and operates aggregates
over 100,000 acres, and of that great
area, about 10,000 acres are annually in
erop. Hundreds of men and horses and
an impressive varicty and quantity of
machinery are included in this -great

enterprise. The original Percheron stock

was imported, but has been improved
until now he has a noble animal of 2,400
pounds. This horse is now' being shipped
back into the old country. There are
usually about 700 Percherons on the
ranches, but these constitute only one de-
partment of Mr. Lane’s Hve stock activ-
ities. He has, on his range, 8,000 to
10,000 cattle and every year raises about
3,000 hogs. The lands include 14,000
acres at Namaka, Alberta; 4,000 acres at
Bassano, Alberta: 1,600 acres at Cham-
pion, Alberta; 4,000 acres, the “Two-Dot
Ranch,” at Nanton, Alberta, the Bar-U
ranch of 70,000 acres and the Willow
Creeck ranch of 22,000 acres.

The foreman of the Prince’s ranch will
be F. R. Pike, who has occupied a like
position with Mr. Lane for some years.

Prof. W. L. Carlyle, Mr. Lane’s expert
on animal husbandry, is selecting the
English live stock for the Prince’s ranch.

In 1883, Mrs. Bedingfeld, on her first
horseback journey through the foothills,
in search of a western home, was capti-
vated by the wonderful setting of what is
now the “I5.P.” ranch and homesteaded
the property, adding from time to time,
until 1,600 acres was acquired. In addi.
tion to this, 20.000 acres of leased lard
passes into control of the royal pur-
chaser. This lease was secured about
1905 and is technically known as “irre-
vocable”—that is, it may not be revoked
for twenty-one years after issue, and at
expiration of that term, one-tenth of the
holdings may be acquirod from the
federal government by purchase, for the
sum of one dollar per acre.

Mrs. Bedingfeld who retired from
active ranching and farming operations

after more than thirty years as an active |

manager of her properties, is considered
one of the most competent agriculturists
and live stock raisers in Alberta. She
came to the province in the early
eighties, and was the first white woman
to settle in what is mow the thriving
town of High River. She worked for
Years with ler son, Frank, in building
up a hunch of well bred Clydesdale
lorses which, at the time of the Prince’s
purchase, numbered about 500. In addi-
tion to these splendid horses which have

come to lie resarded as an improvement
on the original type, the Buodingfeld §
ranch carried several hundred high class

nl‘“g*‘)v‘nnlc. On acquiring the property,
the Prince disposed of the Clydes an
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cattle that went with the deal. He pro-
poses to devote his live stock energies
entirely to thoroughbreds, which will be
built up for the English market, and has
cliosen thoroughbred horses, Shorthorn
cattle and Shropshire sheep for ship-
ment to his ranch.

How often the Prince will visit his
ranch is uncertain. He did say he would
come as often as he could and stay as
long as he could. )

<
>

The Trouble Seeker

There is always a cloud on his face,
because he is consistently expecting that
something unfavorable is going to hap-
pen. There is going to be a slump in
business, or he is going to have a loss,
or somebody is stealing from him or try-
ing to undermine him; or he is worried
about his hgalth, or fears his children
will be ill, or go wrong, or be killed.

In other words, although he has
achieved quite a remarkable success, yet
he has never really had a happy day in
his life. All his life this man has been
chasing rainbows—thinking if he could
only get a little further on, a little
higher up, if he could only achieve this
or that, he would be happy, but he is
just as far from it as when a boy.

This condition has all come from the

habit of unhappiness which he formed
during his hard boyhood, and which he
has never been unable to overcome. “He
has learned to look for trouble, to ex-
pect it, and he gets it. He has a beau-
tiful home, a very charming wife, a most
delightful family; but there is always
the same cloud on his face, the same ex-
pression of anxiety, of unhappiness, of
foreboding. He always looks as though
he expected trouble.

A little properly-directed training in
his boyhood would have changed shis
whole career, and he would have been a
happy,. joyous, harmonious man, instead
of being discordant and unhappy. There
is everything in starting right. What is
put into the first of life is put into the
whole of life.

When Nearly Dry

However you may explain it, it’s a
fact that my fountain pen pours out
the ink most freely when it is most
nearly empty. Perhaps it is because then
the ink has the most air behind it. Per-
haps there’s no vacuum holding it back,
sucking it up into itself. I state that
reason with becoming modesty, not being
a physicist, even in elementals.  Correct
me if you want to, wiseacres.

The superior fluency of my pen at such

23

times is frequently annoying to.me, be-
cause those times so frequently occur.
It has cost me many a big blot, many a
manusecript spoiled as to looks and occa-
sionally as to thought. TFor, though one
desires a certain fluency in a foun-
tain pen, one does not want it to be too
fluent; one does not want all its ink at
once.

I am the last of men, however, to re-

buke my fountain pen. For I do pre-
cisely the same thing.

When my head is nearest empty, that

is, then my tongue runs the most freely.

The demons are in it; for you sce I

myself recognize the danger, and try, in
my feeble way, to guard against it.
I've got into too much trouble already
°from the tendency. I have no desire for
another experience. And yet I am quite
sure that the very mnent time I have
thought least on the topic under discus-
sion, and have observed lecx t, and am
least sure of my ground, and have, in
short, the very least to add to the dis-
cussion, I shall plump in voluminously
a big flow of confident sentences, and the
first thing I know there will be a per-
foctly ridiculous blot on my reputation
(if I have any) for common-sense and
good judgment.

So I'll not scold my fountain pen for
he trick; at least, not yet.

EATON’S

Bicycle and
Auto Accessories

g
o

"EXHIBIT |

MODERN FARM EQUIPMENT
At SASKATOON FAIR, July 12-17

A hearty invitation is extended to all Exhibition visitors to visit the EATON tent

and inspect the big display of farm implements and machinery and home and kitchen
necessities.

SEE THE LIST BELOW

Kitchen Cabinets Stoves

Washing Machines Heaters

Churns Furnaces
Gramophones Gasoline and
Bicycles Kerosene Engines

Wagons

of the EATON merchandise on display and read;}” for your personal inspections

Plows Rakes
Saw Frames Buggies
Roller Crushers Cutters
Feed Grinders Harness
Pump Jacks Collars
Pumps Saddles
Mowers

THE ENTIRE DISPLAY

WINNIPEG

will be on exhibition at the various Western Fairs, so that if you are unable to visit
Saskatoon the EATON representatives will be pleased toseeyou at either of the follow-

ing fairs:

BRANDON, JULY 19 - 24

«T. EATON CO....

REGINA, JULY 26 - 31

CANADA




The Pride
of the
Home

'HEINTZMAN & CO.
The World’s Best Piano

A Heintzman is not only a great piano; it is a great investment. It is
the ideal instrument for the farm home because of its matchless tone—
quality and its structural endurance. The voice of a Heintzman
bought many years ago is as rich to-day as on the day it left the factory
and at any point is as good as a new piamo. It is the world’s standard
in piano quality, the choice of the greatest names in the Musical World
and THE BEST PIANO FOR THE FARM HOME. Couvenient terms can
be arranged. . '
! When you come to the Fair, make
our Show-rooms your Headquarters

° [ L3
Bargains in Slightly Used Organs
We have a limited number of hilh—flde used organs in excellent tone
and fine appearance, thoroughly overhauled and in perfect condition.
Prices range from $50 to $150. Privilege of exchange on a piano within
mlmyeatu om purchase date, Terms to suit purchaser. Write for com-
P st.

Write our nearest Factory Branch in Saskatchewan for full
tnformation and free

Pe Olbe Firme
HEINTZMAN & CO. LIMITED
mmﬁﬂm 1856 mimt szn:m ;:x::t

[~

« AT SALTED FISH
AND IMPROVE YOUR HEALTH

FISH makes the ideal
Summer diet whether
one’s work is on the farm,
in home, store, or office.
It equals the very best of
meat in nourishment, is
more easily digested and
much more economical.
You can use it with profit and with the knowledge that it
will bring increased health to your family.

With our long experience in the practical handling of all fish
to be found In Canadian waters, we guarantee our curing to
stand any test. The warmest summer weather will not affect
it, so that you can have your fish supply always on hand
wholesome and pure.

Just read our prices and order to-day.

Bloaters, 50 fish to box........... .per box  $3.15
Kipper Herring, 40 fish to box..... 2.90
Labrador Herrings, half barrels. ... .100 lbs. 8.75
Labrador Herrings, 20-1b. pails. ... .per pail-~. 2.80
Salt Mackerel, ’ o s 4.25
Salt White Fish, S 3.00
Salt Salmon, - ’ ’ o, 4.50

Shipments either by Express or Freight (as desired) made same day as

order and remittance are received

E. G. BLAND, 257 Riverton Ave., ElImwood, Winnipeg, Man.

Reference : Royal Bank of Canada
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Joe: A Study in Psychology

By A.

E was the bad boy of Buck-
town. Everybody in Buck-
town expected Joe to be _bad,
and he never wilfully disap-
pointed them. -

Why did they expect him to be bad ?
Because, forsooth, were not his stul_lted,
little body and pale face the direct
heritage of a paternal ancestry of booze
and badness for seyeral generations, and
why should not his soul be also?

Even the patient Sunday school
teacher who sometimes tried to corral
him for a long, tortuous hour, while the
bob-o-links were calling, and the old
swimmifig-hole under the elm tree grew
temptingly warm in the sunshine—even
she expected him to be bad, and seldom
failed to keep a vigilant eye for possible
paper wads or bent pins.

But the Invalid Lady didn’t. Not that
she ever mentioned it. Oh, dear mo!
But Joedy knew. Perhaps it was her
sweet smile; or maybe just the tender
way her frail fingers played through his
frowsy, yellow hair. Anyway, Jce knew.
And the Girl, who always understood,
didn’t think him such a terribly bad boy.
The Girl lived with the Invalid Lady in
the big house on the hill.

By-and-by there came a sorrowful
day. The big house was very quiet; all
the shades were drawn low cn the
windows, and a horrid, black thing hung
on the door. The dear Invalid Lady was
not an invalid any longer.

A pale, freckle-faced, ragged boy stole
up to the big house and asked wistfully:
“Please, ma see her?” His mis-
chievous, shifty, grey eyes were steady
and sober, revealing unsuspected depths.
The fragment of a cap, which usually
perched perilously on one small corner
of his head, was clutched in two sur-
prisingly clean hands. His shoes, badly
worn, and much too large, had also
received some slight attention; and
Joedy, himself, was as clean as poor
Joedy knew how to be.

The Girl, who always understood, tock
him in. Joe was glad ’twas The Girl
All those other people didn’t matter.
Indeed, he was hardly conscious of their

resence, and less conscious of his own
incongrucus little figure as he followed
The Girl into the room. He walked with
a strange dignity, so unlike the whistling
swagger, hands thrust deep in trouser
pockets, that belonged to the bad boy
of Bucktown. Not once did he shuffle
his feet, awkward in their unaccustomed
dress, nor twirl his cap in those active,
restless fingers. Silent and motionless,
he stood beside The Girl, gazing omr the
beautiful form, so white and still. Then,
with a long, tired sigh—which only The
Girl heard—he straightened his drooping
shoulders, passed softly out of the room,
out of the house, and disappeared.

Some of the watchers smiled; some
shook their heads. The Girl felt a lump
come in her throat, and something
smarted in her eyes.

It was Sunday, but the bad bev of
Bucktown was not at Sunday School
that day. The bunch at the old
swimming-hole missed one of their pals.
Nobody knew where the bad boy was,
and nobody very much cared.

But The Girl—she understood.

Poor little Joe!

* * * * *

\ The horrors of a mnerve-racking day—

ne of many such days on the battle-
front—were over, but the pitifully small
number of men who were not casualties
had still to endure the night and carry
on until relief came. The Canadians had
had their baptism of fire and proven
their mettle in the face cf terrible odds.
Now a little lull had ecome at nightfall
which gave them a few minutes bf
respite. They mere dazed and stagger-
ing with weariness, but dare not rest.

A lad—he was very young, but his
face was worn and haggard—crouching
in a dugout apart from the others,
fumbled over the pages of a badly soiled
letter. To be sure he had read them cver
many times; knew every word they con-
tained; but still they seemed like food
to his famished heart and gave him
renewed strength and courage to endure

the hell of battle, with all that it meant.

L. M.

to the untrained, unprepared little army
in those awful days of Germany’s first
mad onslaught.

But listen! What was that?

No,, he wes not mistaken. A
wounded comrade lay somewhere on No
Man’s Land.

Quickly the lad thrust his precious

Jetter into his tunie, paused to locate as

nearly as possible the spot from which a
faint ery had come, leaped over the
parapet and started on his hazardous

journey through the darkness.
Stealthily he crept along in the
shadows; then darted swiftly ' from

crater to crater in the open, dropping flat
when a star shell sent it’s ghastly glare
inta the sheltering darkness. On and
on he hastened, spurred and guided by
that agonizing moan, which grew
weaker as the minutes passed, until he
reaclied the shell hole where a half-
buried soldier lay, semi-conscious and
sorely wounded.

A desultory firing continued all the
time, but evidently the boy had not been
observed and, so far, all was well. But
the task still before him was stupendous.
He had only his bare hands with which
to remove the muddy earth and it re-
quired long and patient labor before he
was able to remove the bruised and
bleeding bedy. Then only for a moment
he rested his aching back and limbs;
every second of delay added to the
danger. With a mud-encrusted sleeve he
wiped the dripping perspiration from his
face; then carefully grasped the limp,
and now silent, soldier in his arms.

At best it would have been a heavy’

burden for so slizht a lad; but over
that shell-swept, shell-torn ground, and
with strength well nigh exhausted, it
seemed absolutely impossible.

He moved one slow step at a time,
lifting, drageing, ' panting, gasping;
crawling painfully over great mounds of
earth; wading through mud that
threatened to ingulf them. Every minute
seemed an eternity of agony. He felt
his strength failing, but it was only a
little farther. He dare mot call lést he
mttract unwelcome attention, and all
would be lost. Could he make it?

Just a few more paces.

Ah! Something stung him in the back
and he stumbled.

“God have mercy! A little strength!”
Only a few more paces.

His sight was growing dim, and his
head light. It all seemed like a far-off
dream. '

“God— help!”

With a superhuman effort he seized
once more his heavy burden and
staggered blindly forward.

At last, thank God! But he fell in
an unconscious heap with his un-
conscious burden.

An hour passed. A comrade, bending
over to wipe the red ooze from the pallid
lips, saw them move and leaned closer
to listen.

“Tell The Girl 2

There was a long, tired sigh, and that
was all.

But The Girl understiood.

Little Joe was no longer the bad boy
of Bucktown. He had joined the In-
valid Lady, who wasn’t an invalid any
more.

Happy little Joe!

Not Ambitious for Father

A man who had at various times been
a candidate for public office, has a small
son six years of age.

This lad, who had been meditating vp-
on the uncertainties of kingly exisience,
asked his mother:

“If the King should die, who would be
king 7’

“The Prince of Wales.”

“If the Prince of Wales should die,
who would be king?”

His mother endeavored to explain, but
the boy, with a deep breath, said:

“Well, anyway, I hope father won't
try for it.”

Would you be safe, Christ must be
vour sanctuary; would you be holy,
Christ must be your pattern; would you
be happy, Christ must be your porticn.

F3]
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Music and

pUBLIC SCHOOL CHILDREN JOIN

IN BIG CHORUS EACH
TUESDAY NOON.

B

School Orchestras Assist—The Com-
munity Shows Its Appreciation,

e

A music supervisor was recently ask-
ed by 2 newspaperman .to briefly out-
line one of the most interesting and
influential forms of musical activity
in the public schools. .

«0Qur experience both in day school
and in night school” he replied “has
been that, community singing is more
generally enjoyed in our poorer dis-
tricts than in any other quarter of the
ity :
¢ ‘%n our city we have the backing of
the Board of Trade, several associations
and clubs, but it is through the agency
of the Public Schools that the enthus-
jasm is worked up and the ground work
laid. Y
«Qur system has been to have the
children from about eight to thirteen
or fourteem years of age gather in the

* halls of every school building from 11.45

to 12.00 each Tuesday and sing three
songs under the direction of the build-
ing music teacher. Wherever it is
possible we use the school orchestra
for accompaniment. The songs are
chosen by the director of music and
sung in the same order by every school.
This uniformity means that thousands
of children ‘are singing the same songs
at the same minute. This alone acts
as a great incentive. Many of our
townspeople, knowing of this custom,
drop in at the nearest building to hear
these children pour forth their voices
in song.

«“\e make mno effort to teach parts
in this work, but we have yet to hear
a “sing” where all parts are not repre-
sented. The children naturally sing the
parts to which they were assigned in
their regular class room work. It is
not uncommon to see an alto stand
between a bass and a soprano and sing
her part correctly. We belicve this
to be a fine bit of training for future
singing when she takes her place in the
great chorus of life.

“One evening each moi\t.h the pat-
roms are invited to accompany their
children to their buildings and hear the
families sing together the songs that
the pupils have been singing during
that month. TInstrumentalists in the
neighbourhood are invited to bring their
instruments and assist the school
orchestra in playing the accompaniment.
Then at stated intervals the parents
and children from all schools come
together in the large central auditorium

for mass sings. We usually have parts-

of the balcony reserved for special
groups of children and many beautiful
antiphonal cffects are produced. .

“The dircctor of music in the public
schools leads these mass sings. Many
gratifying results have come from t.lus
work, some of which I wish to mention.
First the high school begs for commun-
ity sings and our 1800 pupils enter into
them heartily. Second, clubs of the
city seck our assistance and leadership.
Nearly every large club in the city
makes community singing a part of
its regular program. Our Women’s
Club has repeatedly called upon us to
lead community singing at their meet-
ings. During the month of March,
one of my assistants and myself have
had no less than 18 special calls to lead
community singing at banquets, clubs,
conventions, patrons’ mectings, cte.
The Rotary Club, the Open Forum,
Y. M. C. A. Press Association, Men’s
Brotherhood, and various organizations
are singing as they never sang before.
Many of these have permanently in-
corporated singing as a vital part of
all tielr mectings.”

THE OLD AND THE NEW.

From time immemorial we have
been taudht to believe that the achieve-
ments of the past were better than
thowe of the present. As Jerome K.
Jereme  humourously  puts it, “Even
-‘-f‘-l' Adam’s forty-fifth birthday, we
u been talking about the good old

ez,
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the Home

We gpeak of the building of the
pyramids with the greatest awe, and
are sometimes inclined to forget, thab
speaking with all humility, we have &
few, things to our credit that would sur-
prise even the builders of the pyramids.
We are told of the wonders of the past
and forget that frequently the accom-
plishments of the past have only re-
ceived recognition by the present.

The art of singing has in a greab
measure suffered from, this attitude,
inasmuch as instead of bending ofir
efforts towards solving the problems
which have arisen by mecans of the
science at our disposal—we have allow-
cd valtable time to be wasted by hunting
for “lost secrets” and delving in the
musty archivgs of the past, when we
have means of investigation at hand
which would have been considered
miraculous even a comparatively short
time ago.

We speak of “Bel Canto” with bated
breath: picture it as something infinite-
ly superior to “beautiful singing,”
and sadly reflect this mysterious and
beautiful has been lost for ever. We
have become so accustomed to accept-
ing the “tag” on an article as a guaran-
tee of its value that we spend little
time in examining the article itself,
and so it is with a new idea. How
many new and valuable ideas have
been lost because they had no “guar-
antee tag” attached to them! How
many of us who glibly quote “a rose
by any other mame would smell as
sweet” act as if we belicved it, and do
not allow our judgment to be based by
a name? If two methods of singing
were advertised, the one as “The Old
Italian,” the other as the “New Italian”
which would receive the greatest sup-
port? How many would examine the
two impartially and have the courage
to reject the old in favor of the new
even if they felt so inclined?

Lét us by all means cling to the good

of the past, but at the same time be
receptive to the good of the present.
The last word has not been spoken in
any field of human endeavour, and
probably mever will be.

THE ORIGIN OF MUSIC AND THE
FIRST MUSICAL INSTRUMENT.

(Compiled from Modern Musie and
Musicians.)

The origin of music is wreathed in
the mists of antiquity. The first
mhisical instrument that we know any-
thing abouj seems to be the drum, and
from this instrument developed the
«Drum God” and drum  worship.
«Modern Music and Musicians,” a
compilation of writings from various
gources and an encyclopedia on the
history and art of music by a great
many of our Tecent composers tells
interestingly the story of music and
its development. On the first musical
instrument this work has this to say:

“The savage who for the first time
in our world’s history knocked two
pieces of wood together and tpok
pleasure in the sound, had other.alms
than his own delight. He was patiently
examining a mighty mystery: he was

peering with his simple eyes into one of

naturc’s greatest secrets—the rhythmic

sound on which roots the whole art of

musie.

“The great seat of drum-worship was
Qouth America. Even at the present
dav it is to be found in full vitality in
the interior of Brazil: but a hundred
vears ago it could be said that ‘“the
drum was the only object of worship
from the Orinoco to the Plata.” This
is two-thirds of South America, and
as it is more than probable that the
great Southern region formerly desig-

added to,
this would make the area of the cult
nearly co-equal with that of_ the con-
tinent. The fetish, though it belongs
to the genus “drum” is strictly of the
rattle species. The ‘maraca,’ as it is
called, is a hollew gourd, with sm;\:ll
stones or hard cornseeds inside it,:
generally the former, which rattle when
it is shaken. Without his drum the
Lapland sorcerer was powerless:  butb

nated as Patagonia should be

Continued on page 29

See thisRound All-Wood Horn
When you N |
Visit the / A,
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HEN you set out to buy a phonograph, judge
it by the Tone. :

On this standard, which is the true and the
enduring standard, the BRUNSWICK meas-
ures fully up to the most exacting demand.

Tone waves travel in circles, that’s why it is the 6nly
phonograph with a Horn, or Tone Amplifier, moulded

entirely from choice wood and oval in shape to come-
ply perfectly with the laws of acoustics.

The BRUNSWICK is also the only phonograph hav-
ing the all-record, all-needle Ultona, which plays all

makes of records with the precise needle, correct
diaphragm and exact weight. -"No attachments —
nothing to take off or put on. The Ultona is complete

Ask to see the wonderful new four-spring Brunswick
Silent Motor.
LET YOUR EARS BE THE JUDGE !

Visit the BRUNSWICK Booth at any of the leadin
Exhibitions and hear the BRUNSWICK'’S wonderfu
Tone on all records.

e ]

The Musical Merchandise Sales Co.

Sole Canadian Distributors 143 Portage Avenue, WINNIPEG
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The Royal Bank

The Road from the Farm fo
the Bank should he well worn,

Go to the Manager of the
nearest Royal Bank branch
with your financial diffi-
culties while they are small
and he can usually help
you.

Your affairs will be treated with
strict confldence. The Bank's
employees are pledged to secrecy
about the business of every cuse
tomer.

Klean Kwick

Vacuum Washer

nt ca“ada Save the hard rubbing and
back-breaking work of wash-
: ing by using the Klean Kwick.
Your clothes are washed bet-
7 ter, cleaner and quicker,

By simplr forcing boiling
suds through and through the
clothes every bit of dirt is
taken out —and they are left
whiter and sweeter,

The Klean Kwick Vacuum
Washer is easy to handle and
clean out. Operates by hand,
gas or electric power.

SaveTime, Money
and Labor

By deciding to install a Klean
Kwick Vacuum Washer at
once. Write now for full pa
ticulars. ‘

Cushman Motor Wori&s
of Canada, Limited

CAPITAL AND RESERVES $35,000,000
TOTAL RESO“RCES - $635,000,000

Builders of the famous Cushman Lighi!
weight Engines -

WHYTE AVE. AND VINE ST.
625 BRANCHES Dept. H.
Winnipeg, Man.

When writing advertisérs, please mention The Western Home Monthly
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Physical Culture

I am continuing this month the discussion
suggested by one of our correspondents and referred
to in the June issue. The exercises that follow are
suggested by Mr. H. R. Hadcock, @ well-known Can-
adian exponent of physical culture.
ductory remarks, the following paragraph occurs:
. “If a man’s brain is to do its best, it must be
provided with blood that is free from waste and
full of oxygen. To get blood in this condition de-
mands digestive apparatus that is able to digest,
and organs that can eliminate waste, and a body
and lungs that have been thoroughly ventilated
through a quickening of the circulation and the
breathing of quantities of fresh air. No one can
get this without exercise.”

Selected Exercises: 1. Breathing. Stand with
the weight on the right foot, left toe back, hands
at the sides. Raise arms in front and inhale; lower
hands and exhale. Do this ten to twenty times.

2. Feet together, arms at the sides. Raise arms
over head from the sides and inhale; lower arms
and exhale. Eight to fifteen times.

8. Striking. TFists extended straight forward in
front. Draw fist back toward chest and bend knees,
then strike outwards as far as possible and stiffen
knees. Ten to twenty times.

4. Feet apart as far as possible. Strike fists
obliquely across chest one at a time. Ten to twenty
times.

5. Exercise for kidneys. Hands on hips, bend
body forward and back, keeping the knees stiff.
Ten to twenty times.

6. Arms extended horizontally in front, feet
together. Turn body from side to side as far as
possible. Ten to twenty -times.

7. Exercises for the liver. Feet apart as far as
possible. Keeping the knees stiff, raise arms alter-
nately over the head one at a time. Ten to fifteen
times.

8. Exercises for the stomach. Hands on hips.
Raise, legs to vertical position and lower again to
floor. Four to twelve times.

Drink plenty of water in between meals, and don’t
forget that the potato patch provides alternative
exercises.

Great Laws of Sport

Mr. George R Lastman, m Spaulding’s: Athletic
Library, lists the following great laws of sport,
which, I am sure, will appeal to all those who
understand the true spirit of games.

1. Sport for sport’s sake.

2. Play the game within the rules.

3. Don’t try to star at the expense of team work.
4. Be courteous and friendly in your game.

5. A sportsman must have courage.

6. The umpire shall decide the play.

7. Honor for the victors, but no derision for the

wvanquished.

8. The true sportsman is a good loser in his

me.
9. The sportsman may have pride in his success,
but not conceit.
10. Keep yourself in the best mental and physical
condition.

4]
Reiiability

Herbert G. Stockwell relates that a manufacturer
who has risen rapidly into a position of national
importance was once asked, “How did you acquire
a knowledge of the business so quickly?” His
answer was short and to the point, “I didn’t study
the business, 1 studied the president.” This answer,
intended to be partly humorous, contained a germ of
serious instruction.

Knowledge of the business itself must be carefully
acquired by anyone who would advance, but that is
not ail. To the men at the head of the Dbusiness
we should go to learn. of "basic business qualities.
As ‘we study them, we can scarcely fail to observe
that of the many priceless possessions of our great
business men, none is regarded more highly than the
unpurchasable reputation of reliability.

Character

Hardly a week passes in which T do not receive
one or more inquiries relating to ex-students. These
inquiries come from the employment heads of great
business firms and bonding and fidelity insurance
companies. They begin by stating that Mr. So-and-
so is an applicant for a position as............ and
one naturally then expects to meet a series of in-
quiries concerning the ability and _educational quali-
fications of the applicant. On the contrary, ques-
tions relating to the education of the applicant aro
kept in the background, and the questions that are
stressed are somewhat as follows:

In the intro-
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What do vou know of the applicant’s antecedents?

Is he addicted to gambling, intemperance or other
bad habits? .

Has he at any time been suspected of dishonesty
or fraud?

Do you consider him a fit and proper person for
this company to employ? .

Do you know anything of his associates?

Is he a person whom you would Fourself employ?

What is your opinion of his character?

From all of this, one may judge that the qualities
most prized in the business and industrial world are
character, and those akin to it.

The Power of Will

In Printer’s Ink, a salesman takes his readers
into his confidence and tells them of ten habits of
thought and action that he has practised and to
which he aseribes much of his success.

They have, however, a general application, and
necd not be confined to those who are salesmen.

1. I can be polite.

2. T can be busy.

5. T can be patient.

4. T can be studious.

5. T can be sincere.

6. I can be honest.

7. 1 can be confident.

8. I can be loyal.

0. I can be enthusiastic.
10. I can be happy.

The Function of Literature

Great books do not spring from something acei-
dental in the great men who wrote them. They are
“the eflluence of their very core, the expression of
the life itself of the authors. And literature cannot
be said to have served its true purpose until it has
been translated into the actual life of him who reads.
1t does not succeed until it becomes the vehicle of
the vital. Progress is the gradual result of the
never-ending battle between human reason and hu-
man instinet, in which the former slowly but surely
wins. The most powerful engine in this battle is
literature.—Arnold Bennett.

Making an Office

Omces\Tos;ﬂt from organization, and in a very
simple iltustration, Frank C. McClelland portrays
the devélopment of organization. If a farmer trades
a calf for some potato seed, grows 200 bushels of
potatoes, hauls them to market, finds a buyer, and
records the transaction in the back of the almanac,
he has performed practically all the functions of a
business oreanization. His office may be the Kitchen;
his appliances, the kitchen table, a chair, a pencil
and the almanac; while he himself is the producer,
the ‘salesman, the bookkeeper, and the manager all
in one. The office proper may therefore be called
the home of the business, where the required clerical
details are cared for and worked out.

Ten Maxims

1. Trifles make perfection, but perfection is no

trifle.
2. The deepest rivers flow with the least sound.
3. Many promises lessen confidence,

4. Concentration is the secret of strength.

5. I know what pleasure is, for I have done good
work, -

6. Success does mnot consist in mnever making

Dlunders, but in never making the same one a second
time.

7. A wise man will make more opportunities
than he finds.

8. No man can contradict his own deed.

9. Talk less and listen more.

10. A damaged reputation is hard to repair.

The Meaning of Capital

Two factors in production, Tand and capital, cover’

all things and forces used by workers as means to
production.  The significant industrial fact respect-
ing land is that it provides workers with standing
eround for work; the significant industrial fact con-
cerning capital is that it provides workers with
tools, and machines, and training with which to

minfufuin
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work.. We may then define capital as the product
of past work designed to assist’future production.

" This is sometimes expressed in another way. Capi-

tal, it is said, consists of wealth used to help us in
producing more wealth. These two statements mean
much the same thing, the chief difference between
them being that one looks on industry from the
point of view of work, and the other from the point
of view of wealth.—H. C. Adams.

‘The Mental Attitude

Sixty years ago, in a book, The Logic of Banking,
the author, Thomas Giltbert, emphasized the im-
portance of a right mental attitude in connection
with one’s daily work. The section quoted, has
particular reference %‘ b‘ankgrs, but it pas, too, an
application to apyone who is confronted with the
necessity of working hard for six days in the week.

It is particularly necessary, he said, that a banker
should pay regard to the state of his health, and to
the discipline of his own mind, so as to guard against
any morbid or gloomy apprehensions with regard
to the future. He should attempt to form a cool
and dispassionate judgment as to the result of
passing events; endeavouring so to arrange his own
affairs as to be prepared for whatever may occur,

but taking care not to increase the present evil by’

predicting greater calamities. If he suffer a feeling
of despondency to get the mastery of his mind, he
will be less able to cope with the difficulties of his

position.

Habits

On the question of habits that affect efficiency,
Mr. J. S. Knox summarizes the important features
as follows:

1. Habits are but ways-of thinking and of acting
which by reason of frequent repetition have become
more or less automatic. We all possess both good
and bad habits.

2. Personal habits are those by which we most
often judge and are judged. Our success in dealing
with people is largely dependent upon our social
habits. Occupational habits reduce the expenditure
of energy and multiply our output.

3. Concentration pays well

4. Be confident.

5. Machinery is tangible; the mind is intangible,
but both are subject to refining processes which may
increase their value a thousandfold.

6. Habits that reduce efficiency: Alcohol
cigarettes.

and
Division of Time
How should a man occupy his time during the
twenty-four hours at his disposal cach day? A
yvoung man in a city occupation has suggested the
following programme, with the statement that it
is not intended to be inflexible and should be adapted
to suit individual circumstances.
A)L—6:00 to 6:30—)lorning toilet, including cold
shower or plunge, if possible.
6:30 to 7:00—Read morning paper.
7:00 to 8:00—Walk to work. (If you live
' close to your work, take half
an hour’s walk).

8:00 to 12:00—Daily work.
2 to 1:00—Lunch hour. (Circumstances
vary this hour).:

PAL—1:00 to 5:00—Daily work.

5:00 to 6:00—Take some form of physical
exercise, out of doors if pos-
sible;

6:00 to 7:00—Dinner and social hour.

7:00 to 7:30—Read evening paper.

7:30 to 9:30—Study some subject pertain-
ing to your work. )

9:30 to 10:00—Read some good, inspiring,

, and helpful hook or magazine
10:00 PAL to 6:00 A.M.—Refreshing sleepy

1

Lunch in Olden Days

Dr. Ellis Powell compares the lunches of earlier
days with the lighter meals that men of affairs
nowadays have found are best suited to good
physical  condition. Of a well ~known British
financier, hq says: “I saw him start with soup,
followed by sole a la Colbert. While this was dis-
appearing, a steak had been grilled, and that IR
turn was followed by jam roly-poly pudding and an
emelette.  After a return to the savouries in the
shape of a Welsh rarebit, and after tossing off what
was left of a pint and g half of stout, my old friend
twrned ta me with a sigh. ‘I don’t know what’s
the matter with my stomach, nowadays’ said he.
‘I have to pick and choose everything T eat, and
even then Tean't eat half enough to stay my Lunger.’

Fven at the risk of agonizing my business con-
freves, tortured by rations and worried py the dear
food bogev. T cannot refrain from that reminiscencg
of a vanished epicureanism.’

3]
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The Young Woman and Her,
Problem |

By Pearl Richmond Hamilton

THROWN INTO THE RUBBISH

«Why do you waste so-much time on

that useless girl?” 1 am frequently
asked. -
Does mnot the best doctor spend his
greatest effort on the life that is nearly
gone? As long as a breath oftlife lasts
he summons every atom of his skill to
save that life. To him it is intcnsely
important. Does one “waste” time on
any life? Are we doing too much greup
work while the individual is reaching
out for pcrsonal help when she is thrown
into life’s rubbish heap? We peed both
kinds of work—the group and the per-
sonal Occasionally we feel the tendency
of the present is to crowd out all but
the prnfessionall_v trained. And if the
head only is trained—how is the heart
of the suffering to be reached?

We cannot improve on Christ’s
method. We need trained workers but
not the kind that leaves Christ out of
the training. ¢Unto every one of us
is given grace according to the measurc
of the gift of Christ. At a gathering
of social service workers this spring,
only those professionally trained were
pronounced competent to help those in
need.

To some who have given personal ser-
vice for fourteen and fifteen years this
hurt not a little. Is it plausable that
a girl or woman who has taken a few
months training under professionals can
help people to better citizenship—as

The new Canadian.

constructively as a woman who has lived
close to humanity’s bruised and suffer-
ing for years?

There is a language deeper than
words. And that is the very language
humanity needs.

We must have paid workers. They
are necessary. The work is so import-
ant that men and women who can
devote their entire time to the work
must be employed. We are thankful
that so many of these social service
workers regard their work so sincerely—
that they count results in the light of
hetter citizenship than salavies. e
are to be congratulated on the splendid
type of men and women we have among
our trained and salaried social service
workers. But let us not forget the need
of volunteer personal workers who feel
they have no right to live in 2 commun-
ity unless they can be of service to that
community.

Frequently has the volunteer been
able to get very much nearer a girl or
the heart of a home when it was learn-
ed that.she was a friend and was not
paid for the call.

Let us hope the volunteer may be
allowed to continue her interest in the
hetter citizenship work. Perhaps al-
ready this is recognized as during the
past month a call for volunteer workers
has heen made.

In the meantime let every one of us
see the gem of beauty in every human

being. It is there. The spirit of God
working upon the human being con-
forms it to His image. The value of
one man or woman, boy or girl, who can
estimate? There is a story of a poor
girl in California who picked up the
cutting of a grape vine which had
been thrown into the road as rubbish.
She carried it all the way home and
though it was wilted and worn and
appeared good for mothirg, she planted
it in the tiny garden of her home. “It
has a little life left,” she said. “I will
try to save it.” So she cultivated and
trained it, and took as much care of it
as if it were the most promising shoot
in the world.

After six years it bore 5,000 bunches
of grapes, and each bunch weighed onc
ound.

“A bruised reed shall He not break.”

THE LONELY GIRL

Beautiful letters come to me from
girls in isolated places whose ambitions
are noble. Many express their loneli-
ness and ask how they can overcome it.
Others say they are timid in company.

I have a letter from one of our readers
before me that expresses the type of
our real Canadian girl. Never before
have I seen and met and corresponded
with so many splendid girls as I have
this past ycar.

The outlook for our future citizen is
extremely hopeful. .

As far as loncliness is concerned there
are times when it is good for us. It
gives us an opportunity for vision.

The trouble with our helpless depen-
dent complaining girls is they have not
been alone enough. FEvery minute of

their time outside of working hours is .

filled with movies, dancing or empty ,
prattle.

The men and women who have accom-
plished success have had periods of ex-
treme loncliness. A girl has many hours
of strange inexpressible longings when
she does not know what to do. I re-
member those experiences in an isolated

. prairie house when I was so lonely I

wanted to run away somewhere. Then
I would play on the organ and a few
years later the piano—for two or three
hours. When I had finished I felt a
new joy and forgot my loneliness. A
girl at times longs to express her feel-
ings, and music is such a responsive
confidante. A good community service
would be to create popularity for sym-
phonic music for dancing and ban the
“jazz” and ragtime, for “jazz” appeals
to the senses while symphony appeals
to the soul. @

In some places they are banning the
“jazz” for symphony.

We acknowledge men as our physical
protectors, we must not forget we are,
or should be, their moral protectors.

The strength of a girl's life is
measured by her will, and the strength
of her will is determined by the quality
of the wish that prompts her to action.

The girl whose letter I mentioned says
<le keeps house for her father and
l'rothers. that her greatest ambition is
{» be respected by her acquaintances
- nd she loves music. Girls like this one
s+ the hope of Canada. Dr. Soares of
(‘licago said at the National Conference
on Character Education, that “the really
cducated person is the one who can re-
¢pond, and who will respond efficiently
th overy 'social situation in which he
finds himself.”

\We are learning to value more and
rmore our community. Clubs for neigh-
borhood welfare are increasing. Every
ono of us owes some kind of service to

the community in which we live else

we have no right to the privileges of
that community.

The girl who wins a prize at the fair
for the best calf, or poultry, or canned
fruits and vegetables raises the stan-
dard of that community.

Tet every girl be proud of her com-
munity and let her =0 live that the
place will be proud of her.

Every girl wonders what she can do.

Continued on page 29
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Get a Good
Piano To-day

This special offer is necessarily limited to
the number of pianos in our warehouses

tax on May 19th. This may be your last
opportunity to secure at the old prices
the piano you have so long wanted.

Not only that, but we are prepared to
accépt your wheat certificates in payment
at their full redeemable value.

as new.

prior to the announcement of the luxury |

Doherty, 13 stops......................
Dominion, 11 stops..................
Karn, 11 stops............cccccooeeenn - 95
All piano cased, 6 octaves, practically as good

Guaranteed in first-class condition,
and phenomenal value.

Save the Piano Tax
Use Your Wheat Certificates
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You may also secure the same easy terms if you desire—$50.00 down and
three years to pay the balance in Fall payments. '

We are also prepared to offer you similar savings on several lines of gramo-
phones which we are still in a position to deliver untaxed. (This offer is subject
to cancellation without notice pending price advances by the manufacturers.)

To secure yourself on these special savings you will have to
act promptly, as all goods received subsequent to May 18th
must carry the new tax, which is payable by the purchaser.

Organ Bargains—

WIRRPEG PIMNY &R

GREATEST SELECTION UNDER ONE ROOF

PIANOS—Steinway, Gerhard Heintzman, Nordheimer, Haines, Bell, Sherlock-M
Doherty, Lesage, Canada, Brambach, Autopiano and Imperial. 2 suniuh

PHONOGRAPHS — Edison, Columbia, Gerhard Heintzman, Pa
Curtiss Aeronola, McLagan, Starr, Euphonolian. * Phesianh, Fonete:

333
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“The Road to Independence

Trouble comes to all of us at one time or

another.

Independence,

The man with a snug bank account, is
fortified against the ‘‘slings and arrows of -
outrageous fortune’’, .

It is the duty of every man to lay aside
something for the inevitable rainy day.

Open a Savings Account today—and
take your first step along the road to

THE MERCHANTS BANK

Head Office: Montreal. OF CANADA

" Established 1864,

391 Branches in Canada extending
from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Complete Band Outfits

Drums and Drummers’
- Traps -
Complete information and suggest-

ed constitution for newly-formed
Bands, free on request.

et WILLIAMS fim:s"
Winaipeg, Calgary, Montreal, Toronto
Address Our Nearest Braach Dept. F

p——

Memorial
Cardg

Cards showing portrait of deceased.
Particularly suitable for soldiers
who have fallen in the great war.
Our cards are of highest quality.
Their cost is reasonable. We would
be pleased to furnish particulars on

request.

.STOVEL COMPANY Ltd.

Printars, Engravers, Lithographers _
BANNATYNE AVENUE ' WINNIPEG

N
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Mosquitoes

As these words are written at an open window
protected by a mosquito screem, it is pleasant to
think that in the years to come science may devise
& means of doing away with these sharp-billed
wi enemies. There are mosquitoes of many
kinds; fortunately the kind we have in this part
of the world are not responsible for infecting human
beings with malaria and yellow fever as in tropical
regions. When the Prince of Wales on board the
battleship Renown was recently passing through
the Panama Canal on his Way to Australia and New
Zealand, the special correspondent of the London
Times on board the Renown cabled to his paper:
“The Americans have slain the mosquito, banished

malaria and cast out yellow fever.” So they did,"

and the achievement is greatly to their credit; but
the scientific basis for that achievement was pro-
vided by Sir Ronald Ross in India in 1899. a
letter to the London Times a couple of weeks ago
he writes: “It was not my fault that this great
method was not utilized in all malarious parts of
the British Empire from 1899 onwards, as, in fact,
it was utilized by the French, on my advice, in
Ismailia in 1902. I calculate that if this had been
done, as I suggested at the time, as many lives
would have been saved by now as we lost in con-
sequence of the war.” In the current number of
Science Progress Sir Ronald Ross tells how his
method was blocked by official inertia and indiffer-
ence. Having failed to move any official in India,
he went to London. “I determined to make a final
appeal to the head of the India Office in London
-himself,” he writes. “I spent an hour with him
pleading my case, on behalf of the million people
who are said to die of malaria every year in India
alone, and of the millions more, mostly children,
who suffer from it. He sat before me like an ox,
answering and asking nothing. Of course, he did
nothing.” By way of contrast with that official’s
failure to realize the importance of Sir Ronald
Ross’s proposals, Sir William MacGregor, who was
Governor of Lagos, in British West Africa, in 1901
(and afterwards Governor of Newfoundland), no
sooner heard what Sir Ronald Ross had to say than
he became an enthusiastic believer in his plans, and
had them put into operation, with great success.

A Treaty About Birds

The extermination of wild bird life has been
world-wide, and not by any means confined to this
continent; but on this continent many species of
animals and birds have been wholly exterminated.
It is regrettable that of the wild life once so plenti-
ful in our country and which was the wonder of

" the early explorers and travellers, who wrote (to
quote one of them) of ‘“the great plentie of divers
foule and game,” but a small remnant remains.
Some species, it is true, have increased. But the
buffalo, the passenger pigeon and other creatures
have vanished. Of course, great flocks of passenger
pigeons darkening the sky are hardly compatible
with cultivated fields and the spread of agricultural
development over the prairies. The story of the
passenger pigeon is particularly striking. The natur-
alist Wilson made a calculation of a flock seen by
him near Frankfort, Kentucky, about seventy years
ago. He estimated the column to have been at least
a mile wide, probably wider, travelling at the rate
of a mile a minute for the observed four hours, with
an average density of three birds to each square
vard—a total of 2,230,000,000. An amazing figure.
And yet the last passenger pigeon died in captivity
a few years ago. The Labrador duck has likewise
become extinct, and the once plentiful wood duck is
rapidly disappearing. Under the operation of the
International Migratory Birds Treaty recently made
between this country and the United States a new
system of Federal control is being inaugurated for
the protection of bird life, more particularly from
spring shooting. Hitherto every Province in this
country and every State in the country to the
south have regarded themselves as possessing
sovereign authority over the game temporarily or
permanently within their borders. As a result the
decrease of migratory game is so great as to be a
matter of general knowledge. It is to be hoped that
an enlightened public opinion in both countries will
back up the enforcement of the International Mi-
gratory Birds Treaty.

Agriculture in Canada

A total amounting to $7,379,299,000 is invested in
agriculture in Canada. There were 53, 049,640 acres
in field crops last year; and the total value of
Canada’s agricultural products last year was
$1,975,841,000. These figures are quoted from a
speech made in the House at Ottawa by Hon. Dr.
S. F. Tolmie, the Minister of Agriculture. The
most interesting part of his speech was that in
which he spoke of sungeested systematic effort to-
wards widening the markets across both the Atlantie
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and the Pacific for the products of Canadian agricul-
ture. Dr. Tolmie outlined various plans by which
the Dominion Department of Agriculture could more
effectively encourage and aid the development of
agricultural progress. In reply to a question put by
his predecessor as Minister of Agriculture at Ottawa,
Mr. T. A. Crerar, who urged greater co-operation
between the Dominion and the Provincial Depart-
ments of Agriculture, Dr. Tolmie stated that some
progress had already been made in this connection, as
the result of a recent conference. Surely there should
be many such conferences, with interchanges of
ideas and a resultant co-operation within the widest
limits possible. One of the statements by the
Dominion Minister of Agriculture in that speech
was that the loss to agriculture in Canada caused
by parasites of all kinds and descriptions was
$125,000,000 a year. No doubt that figure is an esti-
mate within the mark. It certainly furnishes an
overwhelmingly unanswerable argument in support
of the amplest and most efficiently-organized co-
operation between all the Governments in Canada
in order to work for the prevention of such an
enormous loss. Everything possible should be done
to combat destruction oh such an immense scale.

Looking Forward

. From Toronto there comes to the Philosopher’s
table a book of essays entitled “Idealism in Na-
tional Character,” a collection of essays and addresses
by Sir Robert Falcdner, president of the University
of Toronto, who is one of the clearest-headed and
far-seeing of Canada’s intellectual leaders. Clear
thinking and national leadership are needful to our
country and valuable beyond computation by any
measurement of material values. Sir Robert Fal-
coner is mo blind optimist; he warns us wisely
against building upon Utopian dreams. “Only &

portion of the world to-day lives in the ideal,” he

writes, “and it will probably be so always.” But
his counsel is inspiring and full of hope and con-
fidence. He is none the less an idealist because he
sees things as they actually are. One of the ad-
dresses included in this book was delivered in the
spring of 1916, in one of the darkest periods of the
war. In that address he said: “In the future thers
may be fewer joltings of the social machine, because
it wili have been placed upon new bearings. The
world will have won a new admiration for the
heroic, for. public service, for sacrifice. A new spirit
of generosity will have been evoked; and enforced
economy, at least in some countries, may usher in
days of simplicity in which for a time homely
wirtues will thrive.” These words were spoken four
Yyears ago. In a footnote beneath them in this book
Sir Robert Falconer writes: “Unfortunately these
expectations have not yet been realized.” But Sir
Robert Falconer insists on the wisdom of taking
long views before and after, and not basing our
judgment on unsatisfactory conditions of the pres-
ent hour.

A Scientist Astray in a Bypath

A friend of the Philosopher’s in McGill University,
Montrcal, sends an article written by Professor J.
W. A. Hickson on the innocence of Sir Oliver Lodge,
which deals convincingly with the incapacity of
Sir Oliver, great physicist as he unquestionably is,
to pose as an authority in psychological matters.
Professor Hickson quotes from the confession of the
famous Madame Blavatsky, who operated as a
“spiritualistic medium” on several continents and
was a consummate trickster, her declaration of how
easy she found it to impose upon even the most
learned and intellectual people. “At least mine out
of ten people,” she wrote,,“are incapable of observ-
ing accurately and of remembering accurately. I
have had the most conscientious persons, even scep-
ties who actually suspected me, sign as witnesses of
manifestations and phenomena at my scances, when
all the time I knew that what they were signing
was not a true statement of what had taken place.”
Professor Hickson cites also the case of the cele-
brated Professor Cantor at the University of Halle,
fn Germany, when Professor Hickson was a student
there. Professor Cantor was one of the areatest
mathematicians of the nineteenth century. He be-
came interested in the Shakespeare and Bacon con-
troversy, and his deliverances on that subject led to
the appointment by the Minister of Education of a
commission to examine into his sanity. The com-
mission decided that he was perfectly competent to
lecture on mathematical subjects, but must refrain
from discourses and writings on Shakespeare and
Bacon, which had only the effect of bringing ridicule
on the University.

.....
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Diversity of Laws in the Empire

The recent appointment of a Canadian, R, W,

to be Professor of Roman Dutch Law at the Uni.
versity of Oxford, calls attention to the extraordin,.
ary diversity of laws throughout the British Empire,
Roman Dutch Law, which is established in all the
regions of the Empire that were formerly Dutch
possessions, is uncodified, and being based op
treatises framed in the sixteenth, seventeenth anq
eighteenth centuries is very diflicult to interpret cor
rectly. Mr. Lee, who has until recently been Dean
of the Faculty of Law at McGill University, lived
for three years in Ceylon, where Roman Dutch Law
is the law of the land. It is largely the law of South
Africa, just as the French law of the Napoleonic
era is the law in Quebec. In India the law of the
land is of five classes; there is the law made ex-
pressly for India by the British Parliament; there
18 English law which has come to be in force in
India, though not actually made for India; there is
the law made by persons or bodies having legislative
authority in India; there is the Hindu law; and
there is the Mohammedan law. Some of the diffi-
culties of administration in India may be judged
from the beliefs entertained by Hindus that the
Hindu law is of divine origin, and the like claim
entertained by Mohammedans in regard to the Mo-
hammedan law. People who believe that they have
laws of divine origin believe, of course, that those
laws must not be changed by human authority.
Endless are diversities throughout the British world;
but there has never been in all history anything
comparable to the maintenance of justice and order
and the security of life and property and funda-
mental human rights under the British flag, wherever
it floats on any continent or on any of the islands
of the seven seas.

To Teach English to Aliens

The United States Senate has passed a bill which
requires all residents in the United States between
the ages of sixteen and twenty-one, not mentally or
physically unfit, and all alien residents between
the ages of sixteen and forty-five who cannot speak,
read or write English, to attend school not less than
two hundred hours a year. In this country the
situation with which that law in the United States
is designed to cope is one in regard to which the
jurisdiction rests with the Provinces, not with the
Dominion authority. Laws and regulations made
at Ottawa, deal with the question of educational
tests upon immigrants; but the responsibility for
providing for and enforcing the adequate education
of settlers of foreign birth and language, rests upon
the legislatures and governments of the various
Provinces—that is to say, it rests upon the men
and women of the various Provinces, as an im-

portant part of their duty as Canadian citizens.

The most effective way in which to Canadianize
the newcomers to Canada from alien lands is to
have them learn English. It is the most effective
way of checking the dangerous activities of anar-
chistic agitators who too frequently find breeding
grounds for their propaganda in minds that do not
know the English language. At a time like the
present, when national steadiness and thorough
Canadianization are essential to the country’s wel-
fare and progress, a foremost duty of all Canadian
governments is to do everything possible to have
everybody in Canada know English. This is a duty,

The Age of Paper?

There was a stone age; and there was a bronze age.
Some would regard civilization as being still in the
iron age. Others would have it that humanity has in
this stage of its progress attained a separate, dis-
tinct era under the shaping influence of coal. And
much may be said in favor of calling this the elec-
trical age. Something, too, is to be said for the idea
of calling this the age of paper. True it is beyond
possibility of question that paper means so much
to us in so many ways that we find it hard to under-
stand how the men of only a hundred years ago did
up parcels and kindled fires, to say nothing of how
they managed to “get along without newspapers and
magazines. With us, paper, under which term is
included cardboard, of course, has become the com-
mon container, whether of goods or of information.
Without paper the ancients managed somehow to
carry on. Coming down to recent centuries, with
but a small supply of paper made from waste rags,
cked out with parchment made from sheepskin, men
managed to make out. Indeed, there was no greater
supply of paper until well afier the product of the
coa‘tl mines had brought mankind into the age of
railways and factories. Recentlv the scarcity in the
supply of the paper made from pulpwood, or news-
print as its trade name is, on which newspapers are
printed. has broucht forward urcently before public
attention the prohlem of makina cood the whole-
sale destruction of the spruce forests which furnish
the ]_ﬂl]p\\'nwl, or of finding an economical process of
makinz paper from some chen p and plentiful material
so that pulpwood will not. he neodad in its production.
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Music and the Home
Continued from page 25

41 3¢ and by its aid alone, he could
;v;thalllt, his \vgnders. The Laplanders
used the drum to find out what sacri-
fice their gods desired: but the Braczil-
jans, who believed ‘that their dgvil
dwelt in the maraca, offered sacrifice
to the ¢maraca’ itself. The Laplanders
pelieved that the drum put them in
communication with the spirits, and had
rer to predict the future.

W
thg'l'[;:)(:ugh Lapland and South Amer-

1.a were the great geats of drum-wor-
‘ksﬁp, it was mnot confined to these

countries by any means: for, stretching
in an unbroken line along the entire
extent of Northern Siberia to Bering
Strait, passing over into the New World,
trending right into Greenland, and
decending in_ full force through the
whole of North - America, interrupted
for a moment by the ancient civiliza-
tion of Mexico and Yucatan, but tak-
ing up the running again z.lt the Orinoco,
and mnever stopping till it gets to the
bottom of Patagonia, an unbroken
geries of traces of the same idea extends.
So unmistakable is the family resem-
blance that constant repitition of the
game phenomena through all the coun-
tries enumerated would seem to war-
rant the conclusion that at some period
in the history of mankind, an organized
gystem of religion prevailed in which
the drum was worshipped as a god.
Among North American Indians the
prophetic art is attained by the agency
of the drum.”

The drum was also used for other
purposes than worship. It was used
to mark rhythm in dancing, and in the
absence of any other instruments was
ut to most striking use as a means of
uman expression. The Eskimos use
their drum “to express their passions:”
the Managanjas to express their joy
and grief. e

.
s

The Young Woman and
Her Problem
Continued from bage 27

Has your neighbor children? Have
you ever thought what it would mean
to that poor tired mother if you would
offer to take care of her children and
house for one day and let her have a
complete change? Perhaps she has not
had a day to herself for years.

Our country settlements need nurses.
What a blessing would result from one
ambitious girl in-every community who
would train for nursing and go back to
her home mneighborhood prepared to
serve her community.

There is now a propaganda through-
out Canada emphasizing child welfare
work. Dr. Thornton says the board of
health in Manitoba has decreased mor-
tality among children under two years
6614 per cent through the work of
thirty-one nurses. as there ever as
great a call for teachers? There, too,
is a splendid opportunity. A young
woman who works as clerk in a depart-
ment of the government wrote me say-
ing she considered going back to the
teaching profession. I would say she {s
going ahead to the teaching profession.
We need teachers more than clerks.
Great opportunities are open now to girls
in all branches of farm work. Stock
raising is taking the lead. At the fairs
in Western Canada girls and boys have
won the admiration of veteran stock
men for their splendid exhibition of
farm: animals. And they have reason
to be proud of their prizes. Then for

zirls whose appreciation of their en-
vironment is marked because of their
love for nature, new possibilities are
opening for them. An organization of
Natural History has recently been
launchied in Winnipeg. Plant life, bird
life and butterfly life will be carefully
studied and followed with great interest.
Our butterfly naturalist, Mr. J D Duthie,
who has specimens from many. parts of
the world, says Western Canada has a
splendid variety of interesting speci-
mens. A girl in California has now 2
~very successful position through her
knowledee of butterflies.

One Western Canadian girl occupies

a position in forestry in a U.S. Univer-

sity because she studied the woods about

her home.

There is a book published recently
that gives Lord Grey’s account of a day
which he and Roosevelt spent together
in the country listening to the song
birds. Lord Grey says Roosevelt had &
perfectly trained ear for birds.

Two of our ablest men were absorbed
in the singing of birds.

Wherever you are, my girl, in the
country, your surroundings are sym-

phonic. There is a difference hetween

happiness and pleasures. We cannot
stop worrying over our troubles until
we see ourselves as a part of a scheme
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within, and every girl in Western Can-
ada way be surrounded by environment
full of the joys of life if she turns her
thoughts to the things that are real and
does not chase the vanities of life that
gratify only surface pleasures.

«THE WILLS, THE WON'TS, AND
LE CAN'IS”

“There are three kinds of people in
the world,” says a rccent writer, ‘“the
wills, the won'ts, and the can’ts. The
first accomplish everything; the sec-
ond oppose everything; the third fail

29

control the firm resolve of a deter-
mined soul. Gifts count for nothing;
will alone is great; all things give
way before it soon or late. Each well-
born scul must win what it deserves.
“Let the fool prate of luck. The for--
tunate is he whose earnest purpose
nover swerves, whose slightest action
or inaction serves the one great aim.”

.
-

“The streams of religion run deeper
or shallower,” says Calcott, “as the banks
of the Sabbath are kept up or neglected.”
A preacher in Holland called the Sab-

bigger than our own desires. The poise in everything.”
and glow of personality that will make  “There is no chance, no destiny, no bath “God’s dyke, shutting out an occan
us happy and contented come from fate, can circumvert or hinder or of evils.”

FOR SALE
Farms with Good Buildings

N the great rush of the war years for more
production, the farmer had little oppor-
tunity to devote attention to farm build-

ings. The good housewife stood by him,
working, working—but planning and dream-
ing for the home beautiful. She, however, let
her dreams remain dreams until now, when
on the threshold of the Banner Year for West-
ern Canada, with highest priced wheat, partici-
pation certificates and arecord crop, the cry is

BUILD NOW!

Conditions were never more favorableand the
hard-headed, far-seeing farmer will build in
the days of*plenty for days of adversity. Good
buildings create better credit, better standing
in the community and increase the value of
a farm. Look around you. If you wanted to buy
your own farm, would the buildings be an
attraction or detract from its value.

Production from the soil is the big value of
a farm, but the comfort of a home, stabling
for the stock, housing for the modern imple-
ments are what make you enjoy the soil’s pro-
duction to the greatest extent.

Good buildings increase the value of a com- —
munity and make the acre value rise. Good
buildings, modern buildingsare aninvestment

See the lumber dealer in your town. Look )
over his house, barn, machinery shed and
other plans. Ask him for full details. He is
thoroughly equipped to render every assist-
ance in your planning. He is willing and ready
to give you this service free of any charge.
He can save you money by his knowledge.

This announcement is inserted by The Lumber
Manufacturers of Western
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An Opinion About Hats

' + Anyway there are too many $9 hats on $1 heads—
Ottawa Citizen.
: ' Sugar

A sweetly solemn thought—the price of sugar.—

Brandon Sun.
: A Leading Question
- The question arises: When is a suit of old clothes
old t—Calgary Herald.
Political Ttem

Sometimes a party collar needs to go to the laun-
- dry.—Duluth Herald.

The Unspeakable Turk %

We shall know the worst that man can do when
" the Turks turn Bolshevik.—Victoria Colonist.

One Crop That is Sure

Whatever crops may fail this year, the tax crop
will not, be one of them.—St. John Telegraph.

 Are Baseballs a Luxury for Boys?

The boys will u;?egrmd the new tax on basecballs a
sort of foul tip.—Edmonton Journal.

But Not to Help Her Make Tarts

Increases in sugar, flour and jam are calculated to
make the cook very tart.—Vancouver, Sun.

\
The System,in Mexico

* Mexican metric system: Ten bandits make one
revolution. Ten revolutions make one government.
One government makes ten revolutions.—Boston

Transeript.
j Diminution

Appropfiately the new Canadian cent will be
smaller than the old one, to correspond with the
shrinkage in purchasing power.—Toronto World.

" A League with Many Members

Old clothes league buttons are being issued. All
you have to do is to sew an old suit to the button
and become a charter member.—Kingston Whig.

Canada Has One Too Many

It is proposed to establish two Senates in Ireland.
If it would help any, Canada will gladly contribute
hers as & sturter.—Saskatoon Phoenix.

Russia
A correspondent quotes a Russian as declaring:
“In our Russia there is mno religion, no Czar, no
money, no property, no commerce, no happiness, no
safety, only freedom.”—New York Sun.

The Former “All-Mightiest”

Experiments now being conducted in Holland by
Mr. Hohenzollern should convince him that a saw
horse has far less kick than a war horse.—Leth-
bridge Herald.

Two Crops Prduced by War

There were 2,348 millionaires in the United States
when the war began and nearly 7,000 when it ended.
War produces two sure crops, one misery, the other
millionaires.—Calgary Albertan.

An Explanation
One reason for the lack of a demand for Home Rule
in Scotland is said to be that the Scots are so busy
governing England that they have no time for other
indoor sports.—Halifax Herald.

One Way of Stating It

There is a law against shooting a man and a law
against shooting a moose out of season, but there
appears to be no law against shooting a man for a
moose at any season.—Toronto Telegram.

France Has Need of Them

New deposits of coal have just been discovered in
France. It is going to take a man a long time to
uncover all the secrets old Mother Earth has locked
up in her bosom.—Dundee Courier.

Alcohol Is Nobody’s Friend

The Scottish Trades Union Congress has come out
for prohibition. The workers appreciate that al-
cohol is mno friend of labor, no matter how its in.
fluence may be camouflaged.—Minneapolis Journal.

We Could Sympathize With Them

There .would be little satisfaction in discovering
therc were folks on Mars, and then finding that they
were having the same kind of troubles as we are

- having on this planet.—Regina Post.
He Only Looked Formidable

The formidable and imposing personality of Hin-

denburg was nothing more than the full-dress uniform

in which the mind of TLudendorfl was forced to ap-
pear in public.—New York Times.

What the World
is Saying

— ';’9

One Kind of Economy

A couple of young people were married in New
York in overalls, The wedding took place at one of
‘the big hotels, and cost $1,250. There are no fools
like old ones, except young ones.—Saskatoon Star.

A School Discrepancy

Tt has been discovered in Hamilton that the care-
taker of one of the schools was receiving more pay
than the principal of that school. Does education
pay? Not unless it has to.—Woodstock Sentinel-
Review.

The Cold Comfort of Statistics

It has been stated at Ottawa that the level of
prices following the late war is no higher compara-
tively than that following previous wars. This is

comforting purely in an academic sense, and doesn’t

help much.—Toronto Globe.

Collar Buttons and Suspenders

Under the new budget, collar buttons are taxed
as a luxury, but suspenders may be brought in tax-
free. It is good to have this official appreciation of
the relative importance of collars and trousers.—
Moose Jaw Times.

Scotland Headed for “Dryness”

Reports that Scotland is going “dry” become more
numerous and circumstantial. Evidently the adop-
tion of an anti-liquor resolution by the Scottish
Trades Union Congress was typical of the general
attitude toward the drink traffic—Regina Leader.

Practice Doesn’t Make Perfect

During the war we had to learn the lesson of get-
ting along without sugar. Considering the practice
we had, we ought to find it easier than we do to
continue having to get along with so little sugar.—
Brockville Recorder-Times.

They Can

Soldiers and civilians at Columbus, Ohio, had a
pitched battle, the cause of which is said to have
been jealousy among the civilians of the popularity
of the soldiers among the girls. It would appear
that men can always find something to fight about.
—New York World.

What The Shrunken Dollar Can Still Do

The most tempting use to put dollars to is the
paying off of debts incurred when dollars were still
dollars and their purchasing power had not shrunk
in half. That is about the only way to get a before-
gle-war dollar’s worth for a dollar now.—New York

ife.

Remarkable, if True

One rather suspects an Irish hand in the making
of some of the Kansas ldiws—as, for instance, the
one which states, if our information is correct, that
when two trains meet at a crossing each is to stop,
whistie, and wait until the other gets by.—Buffalo
Express.

A ‘Huge Preventable Loss

It would be interesting to know.if half a million
dollars spent on the country’s forest patrol service
would have prevented the fires which have been
causing millions of damage in the forest regions of
the Maritime Provinces, Quebee and Ontario—Can-
adian Finance,

Why Not a Canadian Flag?

Australia, New Zealand and South Africa have
national flags of their own. But Canada, which is,
after Great Britain, the greatest of the nations with-
in the Empire, has no national flag of its own. In
this respect Canada stands alone. Is it not high
time we had a Canadian flag?—Ialifax Chronicle.

The Argentine Device

Argentina has put a ban on the export of wheat.
in order to bring down prices. There may be a
certain curiosity|in certain quarters as to low the
Argentine Government was able to deal with the
Argentine wheat-growers so as to convince them of
the advisability of such a policy.—Montreal Gazetic.

Legislative Compliments

A Canadian Senator not long ago ealled another a
cur. And in the French Chamber of Deputies last
week there was a row, in which one member wis
referred to as a pig. The day may be at hand when
some legislative bodies will Liave to have their own
private veterinary departments.—Vancouver Pro--
vince,
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A Vanished “Clincher”

The House of Assembly at Capetown has voteq ia
favor of extending the parliamentary franchise to
the women of South Africa. The old-fashioneq
people who used to say that “woman’s place is the
home,” as a clinching argument against equal suff-
rage must be getting to be a rare species.—Finaneig]
Times. .

To Make Three Provinces One

The political union of the three Maritime Provinces,
Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, and Prince Edwarg
Island, is being discussed at public meetings in thegg
Provinces. Those who favor the project believe one
big Maritime Province would result in increageq
immigration and development.—Toronto Mail ang
Empire. '

Some Remodelling

Recent real estate news from abroad contained the
interesting—to himself—item that William Holen-
zollern has had his mew residence, at Doorn, in
Hollahd, remodelled to suit him. Time was when
he planned a considerable remodelling of the worlg,
He started out to put his plans into effect, but the
results accruing have not been in accord with his
expectations.—London Daily Mail.

Sugar

One of the reasons why sugar is so dear is that
Germany (the chief source of beet sugar) is not
exporting nearly so much of that commodity as she
did before the war. e suppose there are Canadians
who would rather continue indefinitely to pay three
or four prices for sugar rather than to get relief
by buying cheap German sugar—just because it is
made in Germany.—Hamilton Herald.

In Regard to Education

The statistics show that those who remain in
sehool until they are thoroughly equipped for the
work of life, always overtake in earning power those
who start out so early that they are ineflicient.
Nothing is more heart-breaking to a boy or girl at
some time than to find the path of promotion and
reward blocked by insufficient education. The moral
is that it is better to go slowly and get thoroughly
equipped.—Brantford Expositor.

Canada’s Greatest Industry

The minister of agriculture told parliament the
other day that the farmers of Canada raised last year
almost two billion dollars worth of farm products.
Striking as, the figure is, the real achievement of
the men on the land may be more clearly sensed
when it is stated that they produced an amount of
wealth equivalent to 250 dollars per head for all the
men, women and children in Canada. Agriculture
is not only our greatest industry. It is so much the
greatest that it has mo national rival—Edmonton
Bulletin, :

Prohibition in the U.S.

So much fun is poked at prohibition in the United
States by the “funnies” and “movies” that it is
worth noting that tremendous benefits from the
enforcement of that temperance measure are being
recorded.  The penitentiary population of Erie
county is less than one-third of what it was a year
ago. In Philadelphia there are 1,100 empty cells in
the jails. The New York Commissioner of Charities
says that the indications are that patients in city
hospitals this year will pay Lalf a million dollars
which they could not have paid under the license
law. The alcoholic ward in the Philadelphia General
Hospital, which treated 1,470 cases in 1917, had only
eight cases in February of this year, and now has
been closed.—Toronto Star.

To Make Canada Self-governing

In the first week of session of Parliament which
began in February last the announcement was made
by the Dominion Government that a beginning had
been made towards action with a view to securing
for the Parliament of Canada the power of amending
the British North America Act, which is the charter
of the Dominion, and thereby making Canada self-
governing in form, as well as in fact. The beginning
thus announced was that the different Provincial
Governments had been communicated with, in order
to sccure the agreement of them all before the
Dominion Parliament asks the British Parliament
to amend the British North America Act in the
manner indicated. The request has only to be made
to be complied with. But when is it going to be
made?  Should any one Province be allowed to veto
it? Such a thing might block the normal progress
of the whole country. In neitlier Australia, New
Zealand, mor South Afriea, all of which have the
rinhit to amend their Federal Constitutions, is there
any possibility of any local veto blocking the way
to amendment.  Minorities have their richts, and
}Il'»““ must be recognized, but in no other Dominion
I3 2 minority of the eitizens vested with the veto
power in the event of a constitutional ehanee coming
up for decision. Ts it to be o in Canada?
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OVINGIAL EXHIBITION, REGINA,
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i Rt Exhibition is noted for the excellence of its
The Regina horse exhibits.

THE BEST YET

Each year the Provincial Exhibition at Regina
is so much better than its predecessors that the
eople of Western Canada have accepted as a fact
the caption, «Bigger and Better than Ever”’ The
remarkable increase in attendance is the - best
evidence of the public’s endorsation of this great
Exhibition which has become the “Annual Holi-
day of the people of Saskatchewan.” Total gate

¢ receipts for the past six years are as follows:
Total

Year. ) Gate Receipts.
1914 ©oiieii i 19,959.10
111) 1 23,162.50
1) U R 27,397.00
FOUT ovvcnois i smsws wm s wiesoms 35,669.27
5 11) ¥ T 45,810.92
1919 ....oiieeennee cesesecess. 64,166.35

This wonderful increase of over 30C per cent
has been made without any increase in the price
of admission. Although the Exhibition is larger
and the attractions are better each year, the in-
creased attendance enables the management to
carry on at the old rates. Nowhere can you get
more for your money than at the Provincial Ex-
hibition, Regina.

$35,000 IN PRIZES

An increase of 50 per cent. has been made this
year in the amount of prize money offered for
exhibits. This will ensure thou-
sands of exhibits for the inspection
of visitors. Everyone loves to see
the exhibits of live stock. The best
animals from the leading herds and
flocks in America will strive for
the prize ribbons at the Regina
Exhibition . Judging begins on
Tuesday, July 27 and continues
each day until completed.

FAST TIME

Visitors are asked to note that
the Regina Exhibition is run on
fast time, which is one hour ahead
of standard time. This will enable
motorists to remain until the close
of the evening entertainment and
still leave for home at a reason-
able hour.
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BASEBALL

A new and popular feature of this year’s exhibition
will be the games of professional baseball to be played
in front of the Grand Stand on Tuesday, July 27;
Wednesday, July 28; Thursday, July 29; and Friday,
July 30. The games will start at 6.15 p.m,, fast time.
Regina and Edmonton teams will battle for honors on
the diamond. These are two of the Best teams in the
Western Canada League and the games will be ap-
preciated by all baseball fans and fanettes.

RAILWAY ARRANGEMENTS

All the railways are.co-operating to make the Ex-
hibition a success. Besides the many regular passenger
trains operated in and out of Regina, there will be
special trains over all lines. These specials will ar-
rive before noon and leave on the return trip after
the evening programme at the Grand Stand. Tickets
for the round trip to the Exhjbition will be sold at
reduced rates at all stations. Particulars regarding
rates and special trains can be secured on application
to the nearest station agent.

STAY OVER NIGHT

Regina’s hotels can supply rooms for 2,000 guests.
In addition the citizens are opening their homes and
providing beds for 4,000 jpeople. There will also be
cots available in the schdols for 1,000 visitors. These
eots can be used for 50~cents a night if bedding is
brought, and it is suggested that people motoring to
the Exhibition bring their bed covering and thus secure
the sleeping accommodation at a very moderate cost.
Rooms in private homes or cots in schools can be ar-
ranged for at the accommodation bureau on the ground
floor of the McCallum-Hill Building. Persons desiring

to secure rooms before coming to Regina can do so by
writing to Mr. L. T. McDonald, Commissioner, Board
of Trade, Regina.

It will pay all farmers to see the beef and dairy cattle
at the Regina Exhibition.

JUDGING EXHIBITS

Judging will commence in all departments on
Tuesday, July 27, at 9.30 a.m., and will be continued
at the same hour each morning and 1.30 each after-
noon until completed. Complete information regard-
ing the time of judging and different classes of live
stock will be published in the official catalogue.
The catalogue will be ready for distribution on the
opening of the exhibition. These catalogues may be
secured at the Manager’s Office at the east end of
the Grand Stand, or at the Live Stogk Superinten-
dent’s Office, near Stable No. 9.

IMPLEMENT EXHIBITS

A most wonderful display of modern farm im-
plements and machinery is presented to the- visitor
just inside the main gate. This ostentatious section
covers the large area extending on both sides on the
roadway, from the Main Entrance to the Grand
Stand. Practically every important firm engaged in
the implement business in Saskatchewan is repre-

sented in this comprehensive display.

A prominent

feature of this Section is the excellent showing of
Light Tractors which clearly demonstrates the great
part Power Farming Machinery is destined to play
in tilling the soil and harvesting the crops.

PARKING AUTOMOBILES

_Automobiles will be admitted free to the Exhibi-
gion Grounds, where space will be furnished for
L. 2.000 cars. Further space for 5,000

CONVENIENCES FOR
VISITORS

Every detail has been considered in order ‘to
ensure” complete comfort for exhibition visitors.
In the Administration Building, just east of the
Grand Stand, there will be found a telegraph office,
telephone exchange, an information bureau and a
parcel checking room, where luggage and wraps
may be checked free of charge. On the second
floor of the Grand Stand is located a public rest
room. Adjoining this is a nursery in charge of
competent help in whose charge infants may be
left while mothers enjoy the sights of the Exhibi-
tion. The nursery is equipped with a retiring room
for mothers in which will be found an electric
heater. Milk can be purchased from the nurse
in charge. Adjacent to the Manufacturers’ Build-
ing (formerly the Women’s Building) there is a
well-equipped play ground. Children old enough
to run around may be left here in charge of the
supervisor to play on the swings, see-saws, slides
or sand piles. Wash rooms and toilet facilities for
both women and men will be found in most of the
large exhibit buildings.

Sheep exhibits at Regina will interest all farmers who wish
to turn weeds into money.

This great band is one of the many outstanding attractions to be seen

48TH HIGHLANDERS BAND, OF TORONTO.

GRAIN GROWERS’ DAY

Many big things have been put over by the Grain
Growers of the West. This year they are going to
have a great get-together at the Regina Exhibition.
The mew Stadium on the Regina Exhibition Grounds
has a scating capacity of 8,000 people. Grain Growers
can fill this to the roof when their meeting is called to
order at 8.00 p.m. Friday July 30. Canada’s leading
public men will speak and the speeches will be inter-
spersed with music by the 48th Highlanders’ Band and
other artists. Grain Growers are asked to come a day
earlier so as to have time to see the Exhibition before
the meeting. Arrangements for this gathering are
being looked after by Mr. J. B. Musselman, Secretary,
Saskatchewan Grain Growers’ Association, Regina.

REMEMBER the PLACE and DATES

PROVINCIAL
EXHIBITION

REGINA

JULY 26, 27, 28, 29, 30, 31
1920

W. M. VAN VALKENBURG, President.

D. T. ELDERKIN, Secretary.

at the Regina Exhibition.

cars has been secured just east of
the main entrance to the grounds.
A staff of employees will be at the
automobile parking space to direct
the placing of the cars so as to
avoid any confusion.
parties are invited to take advan-
tage of the free parcel “checking
privilege which will be found in the
Administration Building, just east
of the Grand Stand. Motorists in- -
tending to remain in the city over-
night and desiring rooms in private
homes should make the necessary
arrangements as soon as they ar-
rive in the city by applying at
. T Accommodation
. . McCallum-Hill Building.

AUTOMOBILE RACES

Automobile

Bureau in™the

There is no more popular event at the Regina
Exhibition than the auto races, which will be held
on the afternoon and evening of Saturday, July 3l.
Under the direction of the greatest speedway dri-

vers in America, powerful racing cars will tear,

around the track at a speed which will furnish

excitement enough for any crowd.

People who

have been at the Exhibition earlier in the week will
be well repaid if they come again on Saturday for

the auto races,

AMERICANS’ DAY

On Tuesday, July 27, there will be a grand gather-
ing of Americans at the Regina Exhibition from all
parts of Western Canada and adjoining States. A
notable American statesman will be invited to speak
in front of the Grand Stand thit afternoon and at
6.15 p.m., there will be a game of America’s National
game—baseball—between the professional teams of

Regina and Edmonton.

Both afternoon and evening

the 4Sth Highlanders’ Band will render special pro-
grammes of American musie.

The “Mortgage Lifter” has a friend in every farmer who
believes in mixed farming.

v
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The business of this com-
pany has been built on the
policy of making thoroughly
reliable garments, specially
suited to the peculiar needs
of the West.

Care in selecting mate-
rials and special pains 13
manufacture are followed up
by a broad guarantee that
our goeds will give satisfac-
tion to the man who weat:
them. Your merchant has
authority from us to replace
any garment that is not sat-
isfactory.
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The Greater Duty

By Francis J. Dickie
(Continued from page 16, June issue)

ested in the e. You see, we was in
it when it first started the night bcfore;
but them two, Piano and Charley. was
like two strange bull dogs, eternally
goin’ after each other, they never give
“Dutch’ or I a play when we got &
hand, just seemed to wanta buck each
other, so we just naturally dropped out.
Well, when we come in to-night, I guess
Charley was feelin’ purty mean from the
bad whiskey he’d drunk, not slecpin’
none and always losin’. They was sit-
tiug opposite each otker, and the breeds
was standin’ a little back watchin’. They
was playin’ stud, you know. The two
chairs ‘Dutch’ an’ me’d set in the night
before was still in their places, so we
drops into them figurin’ maybe to take
a hand after awhile if they was agree-
able. But they went right ahead, never
payin’ us any attention.
“Purty soon after we comes in they
ts into an awful big pot—it’s there on
the table yet, must be over two thousan’
easy. With three cards showin’, Charley
has a pair of kings an’ a eight spot.
Piano, he’s got a four, a ace of hearts
an’ a queen. Well, with three cards
showin’ they raises back an’ forth right
smart; fifty, then & hundred at a clip.
The reckless.way Piano bets makes me
think he’s got a ace buried. I thought
then maybe Charley had two pair; but
{edgin’ e play now, I guess Charley’d
en gettin’ suspicious through the last
few hours, an’ right here sees a chance to
satisfy hisself. Well, it’s up to him
in to bet, an’ he sticks in every last
nickel, a little over four hundred. Piano’s
dealin’, an’ I seen him kinda glance
down at the cards, an’ with his thumb
he slips the top card back ever so little
as though to make plumb certain what
he expected was beneath it before he
makes that last call. He did it awful
smooth an’ quick. I don’t think Charley
seen it. Anyway, Piano calls, an’ deals
the last two cards—a deuce of spades to

Charley, an’ a ace of clubs to hisself.
Of course, Charley havin’ no more money,
it’s a show down. ‘What yu got?’ says
he. ‘A pair of bulls,’ says Piano, turnin’
his hole card, a measly ten of spades.”
Durant stopped abruptly, eyed the Cor-
poral searchingly as if to make sure of
his hearer’s understanding, then con-
cluded with righteous ire: “Well, you or
I, or any other man that plays stud
poker, knows there isn’t a man in the
world that, with only ace high in his
hand, is going to pay four hundred bucks
fer a last card chance fer a ace when the
other man’s already showin’ a pair, es-
ecially kings, with maybe another pair
hind them. He might do it figurin’ the
other fellow fer only kings an’ with a
chance to bluff it through afterward in
case the last card wasn’t his ace. But,
with Charley settin’ in his last dime
before that, the only thing Piano could
get was a show down. All of which
musta cinched Charley’s suspicion, that
had been growin’ maybe fer hours, that
Piano knew the backs of them cards
purty near as good as the fronts.
«<You win,” he says, very quiet; ll I
got’s kings’; and he shoves back his
chair; ‘but you lose,’ he adds, and laughs
kinda queer. I looked at him sharp, an’
his face was strange like a man gone
mad fer a minute. Then his hand went
down as he half riz up—Piano seen the
move, an’ his face went white, fer gun
lay wasn’t in his line. But though I
ollered to him ‘Duck, the fool riz up,
ashovin’ back his chair. Just then
‘Dutch’—he’s sittin’ right next the big
lamp—sees a chance yet to spoil the play,
an’ blows the glim. But the kid still
ghot, an’ even the dark couldn’t spoil his
aim. Piano’s plunked right through the
heart, an’—well, you know the rest.”
Durant caught his breath, then added
depreciatingly: “Of course, he oughtn’ta
done it; but what with bein’ full of bad
whiskey, an’ maddern hell, there’s some
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Province of Manitoba, Savings Office
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HROUGH the new office now open at 337 Garry '
Stree‘, the Province of Manitoba' offers to deposi-
tors the following advantages :—

1. Deposits are guaranteed by the Province.
Depositors cannot lose—they take no risk.

2. Four per cent, or one-third more than the usual
rate, is paid on your savings.
3. Withdrawals may be made upon demand.

- Depositors are required to give no notice. [

4. Deposits are used in Manitoba to finance Rural
Credits Societies, the Farm Loans Association
and Manitoba’s cities, towns, villages, muni-
cipalities and schools. L

Joocac

[
| [ | s | | s [ | e [ | s [ |

[
ks [ wn [

Write for our Free Booklet—

BANKING BY MAIL

It explains how you can conduct an account at
this office with every convenience, at the same
time helping yourself and your Province.
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Province of Manitoba Savings Office

337 Garry Street - WINNIPEG
«“The Home of the People’s Savings”
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excuse. Piano wasn’t much account any-
way, an’ Charley’s such a kid, ye gotta
make allowances fer them, yu know. We
could make it suicide, if yu say 80,
couldn’t we, Dutch,” he finished, winking
humorously at his partner. Dutch
nodded eager, vigorous assent. But Mor-
ton only shook his head and, moving over
to the table, gathered quickly the clut-
tered bills.
Methodically he counted them, made
note of the amount in his book. Drop-
ping them into his pocket he turned once
more to the waiting men. “You can
bury the body,” he said shortly. “_Under
the circumstances we’ll dispense with an
inquest.” :
He wheeled about,_sharply; went out
into the night and toward his cabin be-
yond to prepare for the stern hardship
of a winter chase. a

nL

Even an inexperienced man may travel
in the winter northland, provided he has
food and proper clothing; but he will not
cover ground so quickly as one learned
in the ways of the trail and the superior
handling of that most temperamental of
beasts, the northern sleigh dog.

Thus, early on the third afternoon
after leaving Pelican, Corporal Morton,
driving his three splendid police huskies,
judged from the trail he followed that
Charley was less than two hours ahead.
What puzzled the policeman was the odd-
ness of his brother’s actions. Out of
Pelican, he had driven north straight
down the river. Then, when half way to
01d House, some sixty miles farther on,
he had left the ice and turned east for a
day, then south—a direction that would
bring him out to civilization near North-
town City, some three hundred miles
away. Too, though Charley drove five
dogs, the Corporal had overtaken him
even more rapidly than the boy’s trail
inexperience warranted. In fact, in the
past two days the Corporal had noted
many things that pointed to an entire
lack of haste on the fleeing man’s part;
an action that led to only one conclu-
sion—that Charley did mot expect pur-
suit.

It was nearing five o’clock, and the
early falling dusk of the northern winter
regions was fast turning to soft dark,
when Corporal Morton brought his dogs
to a halt upon the top of a fairly high
ridge.

He was travelling through a rolling,
lightly timbered country. Now ahead
through the dark the tiny flare of a fire
twinkled up at him from the bottom of
a little draw perhaps a quarter of a mile
farther on, where another small coulee
met the valley of the ridge upon which
he now stood.

Quickly he turned the dogs loose, set
the toboggan against a tree, hung the
harness on a limb high out of their reach,
and threw them their feed. Then he
slipped off along the ridge top toward
where the flame of the camp fire glowed
like a tiny beacon through the gathering
night.

The snow fall had been particularly
light, and Morton moved carefully for-
ward. Reaching a point on the ridge
top directly above the camp, he crept
soundlessly down through the trees to
within a dozen yards of it.

Charley, supper over, was lying on his
sleeping bag before the fire, smoking, his
back toward the approaching man. Foot
by foot, feeling out every step to avoid
the snapping underfoot of hidden twig,
the policeman came on, stealthily cat-
like, at last swinging out from behind a
tree not ten feet from where his brother
lay.

«T got you covered, Charley,” he called
sharply, “don’t try to draw.”

His fears were needless, for, at the
sound of his voice, the reclining youth
turned over to face him with look,
startled, wonderingly blank. Then, as
the Corporal reached his side and stood
staring down at him, he found his
tongue to grasp in strangely puzzled
tone: “Why, whatduyu mean?”

“I’'ve come to take you back to stand
trial for shooting Piano Jack.®

“You've come to take me back?” He
spoke as one suddenly hearing the un-
believable.

“Of course; what did you think?” This
with sad grimness.

A grieved look came into the bov’s
eves. IHe drew himself p to a sitting
position, raised his effeminate face, a
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little rough now from five days’ growth
of beard, and gazing up with almost
petulant air, snapped out: “What'd I
expect ?—why, that youwd hush it up—a
perfectly natural feeling wasn’t it, con-
sidering our relationship?” He smiled
tolerantly, and his weak face, that of the
thoughtless, headstrong and selfish, grew
almost insolent from the sureness he
felt of quickly changing the other’s
resolution. i

But, to his astonishment, the Corporal
shook ‘his head. “I got to do my duty,”
he said, very simply, and there was a
queer huskiness now in his voice.

Like a rat at bay, the boy’s whole
demeanor changed. “Duty!” he hurled
out the word with scornful bitterness,
“does your oath of office take the place
of greater things? Would you sacrifice
me to official tradition ?”  TUnder the
sway of varied emotions of scorn and
fear, his voice rose a shrill treble, al-
most girlish, a grotesque mingling of
whining appeal and growing contempt.

With eyes now dumb, but unflinching,
steady, the Corporal gave back his
answer: “I got to do my duty; it’s
greater than you or 1.”

At this, the hope, still faintly linger-
ing in the boy’s eyes, went out; his
features, almost womanish in their fine-
ness, became distorted into the twisted
mask of a raging child, mad with sullen
fury of disappointment at failure where
an easy victory was expected. Then, all
hope gone, but still true to the feminine
streak in his queerly complex nature, he
flung out tauntingly: “I’d hate to be you
—TI'd hate to have your soul! Nothing
counts with you—ties of blood, family
name, yowll even break your mother’s
—» he stopped short, startled, sur-
prised, for at the word his brother re-
coiled, and his gun went down, while
there came to his eyes a strange new
light.

Always, from that first moment he
had taken up the trail until now, the
long ruling official part of self had been
uppermost. It had conquered his per-
sonal feelings; triumphed over his love
for Charley.
time had his thoughts gone farther—
through those last long hours of tor-
ture he had dwelt upon the crime only as
related to himself and Charley, to the
exclusion of those distant ones.

Continued cn page 48

IN REAL ESTATE. O
MAKE MONEY free buuklvl,s “How to gro v

Successful in the Real Estote Business,” points the
way to larger earnings. Send for your copy to-day.
State present occupation. Macdonald Co-operative
Realty Co., Dept. 33, San Diego, California.

I guarantee to make you a splendid pen-
man in your spare time by mail.

EASY TO LEARN. WRITE ME TO-DAY

7 Kenilworth Block, Winnipeg, Man.

The
Wonderful Shorthand

Taught exclusively in the PARAGON
Shorthand Institute, New Orlcans, the
largest. shorthand school in the world,
and with splendid results; also in the
Amalgamated Schools of Canada, the
Federal College, Regina, Dauphin
Business College, Portage la Prairie
Business College, and the Winnipeg
Business College. The Federal and
the Winnipeg are Western Canada’s
pioneer business schools, and have
trained over 25,000 young pecople for
practical business life. Some very
special  inducements for those who
arrange at an early date. Our schools
open all summer.  Mail courses also.

Write
GEORGE S. HOUSTCN

General Manager, Winnipeg Business
Ccll-ce
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| By Edith

AY, dearie! 'Is it true what I
just heard—that you're goin’
in the movies?”
It was Mabel Manley who
thus addressed her friend and
co-worker in_the candy circle, Daphne
Davis. Mabel’s tone was a commingling
of envy and incredulity.

Daphne daintily scooped ten cents’
worth of jelly beans into the pink paper
pag she had just shaken out. Then she
helped herself to a checolate marshmal-
low, and munched it surreptitiously.

«[ bet it was, Gert Alloway spilled
that,” she said with an air of injury. “I
told her not to tell!”

“Then it’s true?” persisted Mabel . . .

“Sixty a pound, madam. . . . 1t is
true, dearie.” .

«Qh, well—seeing you know so much
I might ag,well let you in on the whole
thing,” sai\& Daphne, as she boredly teok
a waiting customer’s order for chocolate
almonds, and reached for a box.

Miss Manley was all ears, in spite of
the importunities of three prospective
candy purchasers demanding  prices.

«Shoot, dearie,” she said, bending " her
elegantly-coiffed dark head to one side.

«Jt’s this way: I know an awful nice
man who knows a gentleman named
Baldwin who has the strongest possible
sort of a pull with a new movie com-
pany producer who's here on the quiet
ldoking fcr types. Get me?”

THE WEST ERN HOME MONTHLY

- Her Reel Hero

G. Bayne

—but in the movies you gotta work like
a mop in a trunk sewer!” '
“I'm not afraid of work, when it’s for
;nt’sl Zake,” observed Daphne coolly and
wanded out the wrong age
customer, ong package to o

“Cash!” shricked Miss Manley with
the startling suddenness of a factory
whistle. _“Cash, where’s that fifteen
cents change? . .. Oh, here it is! Well,
all T gotta say is, I wish you all kinds
of luck, dearie.”

“Thanks, Mabel. Of course I know
the life isn’t all beer and skittles, but
—oh, pardon me, madam, I guess this is
your parcel.”

Daplne was busy selling candy for
several hours, but at length, as the aisles
began to thin out after the mid-morning
rush, she gave a sigh of relief and turned
to a small mirror that was deftly ccmn-
cealed between two large “stock” boxes,
where she spent a few moments patting
her old-gold-shot-with rust-tints hair
and passing a chamois skin over her
piquant face. Then after a quick glance
up the aisle to locate her bete ncir—the
dark, cynical, unpleasant person who
was head floorwalker—she dropped
down behind the counter and with a
blissful sigh drew from scme mysterious
hiding-place the last copy of Film
Tavorites. Of the forelady (known
clandestinely in the circle as “Floss”)
Daphne stood not in awe as did the other

Lake Louise, Alta.

“Uh-huh. . . . Forty a pound, madam,

and fresh in to-day. . . . Goon, dearie.”

“Well, he says my style is the rarest

ever, and I'd make such a hit right away

I'd block the traffic all along King west
»

“Who said that?” demanded Mabel,
skeptically. o

“This man that knows this Mr. Bald-
win that’s in so strong witl ?

“Say! My intellect don’t work good
so early in the morning. Say it slower.”

Dapline repeated her remarks, placing
very special emphasis upon what the
gentleman who knew Mr. Baldwin had
said of her hair and eyes.

“But, dearie, honest, are you goin’ to
fall for it?” )

“Do T lock like I’d be silly enough to
turn such an offer down?”

“Oh, you have an offer, Well, that’s
diffevent.”

“Not exactly an offer, but the promise
of one,” amended Daphne, with dignity.
“No vou bet T don’t peddle out any more
candv after Thursday night!”

Aiss Manley stood stock still, a candy

S one hand and four waiting
et . Lefore her, staring at her
Lretty companion.
_ T con hardly believe it,” she mur-
mued wonderinely.  “Geey Some girls
bave ol the luck. Ts it really true,
HIVH A

“Crossmyheart!”

“Bit  Diphne, they say the life is
terribl ' The stage is bad enough—one

night <tunds and little jerkwater hotels

girls, but “Floss” at the moment
happened to be away.

Up in the stock room, I bet, chinning
with that new bald-headed buyer,” was
Mabel's guess. “Gee, I wish they’d hit
it off!”

She too dropped down
counter.

“Whatcha doin’, dearie?” she asked
with interest, and together they fell to
planning possible gowns for the screen
star-to-be.

“I want a part where I can wear a
coral velvet dress with an overskirt of
cold mesh, and gold slippers,” said
Daphne.

+Silly! Colors don’t show! Now if
I went on the screen I'd go in more for
cut—the lower the better—Of course, I
lLave shoulders. Are you goin to keep
veur own name, dearie?”

Daphne nodded.

“Gocd. Sawful cute I think—Daphne
Davis.”

Daphne’s real name happened to be
Annie Smith, but nobody in the city
lnew that, of course, that is, nobody but
Benny Strong, and who cared for him!
At the thought of Benny Strong Daphne
«miled loftily. No more chasing around
with a mere clerk from the sporting
o.ds department for her!

“Ilere’s a swell picture of
Bverleigh!” exclaimed.
~Oh, isn’t he the lovely he-doll?

“yeah!” said Miss Manley. A
Jearie. don't vou go to gettin® smashed
Now take my

behind the

Maurice

she suddenly.

$Sa.

up on any of them stars.

advice. They’re all married and
re-married and everything!”

Daphne giggled.

“Say, you're as cheerful as rain on
a picnic morning!  Think wup some-
thing else to give me cold feet! You're
envious.”

Mabel tossed her head.

“Qh, I could buck the movies too, if I
liked. Of course I ain’t got the pull you
have, but just the same I bet my style'd
take. Gertie says I look like Vivian
Venner, so there!”

“Den’t get peeved, Mabel. T was only
joking. You look swell in a soft light.”

Mabel annexed a chocolate-bar from a
nearby fixture and divided it. Peace
again reigned.

“How’ll Benny take the joyful news?”
asked Mabel, suddenly. ¢You and him
made mud pies together back in
Squashville, didn’t you?”

But before Daphne could put the con-
centrated scorn she felt for that ardent
youth into wiords, Gertie up the circle
signalled that the head floorwalker was
in the immediate offing and the girls,
perforce, scrambled to their feet.

When the closing-gong sounded that
evening Daphne didn’t wait to spread the
green mosquito-net covers over her candy
trays but left that little task for the
patient Gertie to perform while she sped
down to the locker-room in haste and
jovful anticipation. Wasn’t somebody
waiting outside in his classy touring
car?

At- the corner, just beyond the time
clocks, a tall, darkish ycung man stood
awaiting her, as she knew he would be,
and Daphne’s delicate brows drew to-
gether in a frown of impatience as he
stepped forward.

“Oh, Benny, I clean forgot all about
our date and made another!” she ex-
claimed with the ingenuous dissimula-
tion which is supposedly the prerogative
of her sex. '

Benny Strong looked disappointed.
“And I can’t stop to explain now for
T'm in a terrible hurry.” She rushed
on. “Maybe to-morrow night—"

“Oh, never mind,” Benny said, lightly.
«Tt was only that we’d dave dinner to-
gether somewhere. You see this is my
last night in the store—"

Daphne paused in spite of her haste.

«What! You’re not going over to—to
France again? I thought they wouldn’t
ass you after your discharge ?”

“Neither 'they will, worse luck! Tve
been to six doctors in turn and they all
say I couldn’t stand it a week in the
trenches now. But I'm leaving to take
—another job.”

“In the city?”

He nodded. His brown eyes rested
upon her face with a world of tender-
ness in their depths. He seemed to have
forgotten his disappointment now.

“Daphne——" he began, softly.

“Qh, well, if you’re to be in the city
Tl see you again, Benny,” she inter-
rupted, in business-like tones. “I must
run on. Bye-bye!”

As she hurried out of her store uniform
and into her dainty oyster-grey velvet
cuit she reflected that she ought to have
given him a hint about her future pros-
pects so he wouldn’t come bothering
round any more. He was a nice boy and
steady and came of good folks “back
home,” but he’d mever rise abovs kné
cighteen-dellar-per stage, and a futuré
movie queen should pick. and choose her
company! '

Daphne adjusted a pretty That—
(Cossack shape, trimmed with pansies—to
Ler small red-gold head, scurried into
Lor fifteen-dollar street shoes (pur-
chased by dint of many omitted noon
lunches) and snatching up gloves and
handbag made her way breathlessly to
the employees’ exit.

Yes! There was the long grey car!

A voung man in correct mctoring togs
sprang down from the wheel and handed
Ler in.

“Well, well, Bright Eyes!” was his
greeting as he tucked the motor robe
about her feet with hands that were deft,
and careful of her comfort. — “So
really got you! You know I
hardly believe it!”

“Better go to sleep and wake up
rivht,” returned Daphne pertly. .

“And they didn’t try to keep you 1n,
after all? You know that was always
vour excuse ?

“They didn't get the chance,”
Daphne, watching with open admiration

can

said
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Every Household

Should Have
- The New -

Bigger and Better

THE OLDEST UNIT PLANT ON THE
CONTINENT

IT HELPS EVERYBODY
- WITH THEIR WORK -

It’s not only a money and
labor saver, but is a health
preserver.

The Lalley Light Plant is
the perfected product of ten
years exhaustive experiment
and ‘testing—of ten years
continuous ownership—com-
bined with the best engineer-
ing skill and ability.
Simple in construction, it
embodies many distinctive
and exclusive features.
Every working part en-
closed, but easily accessible.
No danger to children or
women., Easy to operate
and handle.

Unequalled for power,
efficiency and economy—a
better plant cannot be found.

MADE IN TWO SIZES:
1 KILOWATT, 14 KILOWATT

You can now afford to have
a Lalley Light plant for
power work in and around
the home—as well as for
lighting purposes, for the
price has been reduced due
to the cancellation of the
war tax.

LOOK FOR LALLEY LIGHT

Demonstrations at Major Fairs

Write now for folder giving full par-
ticulars of this new, bigger and better
Lalley Light.

LALLEY FARM
LIGHTING Co., Ltd.

52 Princess Street,
WINNIPEG - Man.
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r People's Wants

‘help you accomplish your object. Cost 5¢ word. Minimum soc. Cashwithorder.

SCHOOLS -

BOARDING SCHOOL. FOR GIRLS—
Ptimng, Intermediate, High- School, Music,
Art, Home Economics. uition and _board
reasonable. The Franciscan Missionaries of
Mary, St. Laurent, Manitoba. 8-

MISCELLANEOUS

AN ESTABLISHED MANUFACTURING
COMPANY wants a capable man in every
town to open branch office and manage Sales-
men, $300.00 to $1,500.00 necessary. Handle
own money; should make $5,000 yearly.

PATENTS

PATENTS — Trademark copyright, consult-
ing engineers. Agencies in all foreign coun-
tries. Inventories’ Adviser sent free on re-
quest. Marion & Marion, 164 University St.,
Montreal; 918 F Street, Washington,
Over thirty years of continual practice. t.f

FETHERSTONHAUGH & CO.—The old-
established firm. Patents everywhere. Head
office, Royal Bank Bldg., Toronto; Ottawa
office, 5 Elgin St. Offices throughout Canada.
Booklet free. t.f

Prospective sales in every home. Exp to
Montreal allowed when you qualify. Sales
Manager Walker, 225 West Notre Dame
Street, Montreal. 8-20

A}

GREAT WAR BOOK!—Canada’s Proud
Record in World War. 600- pages, over 100
illustrations. Contains official maps_and
g(hotdgra’phs. Introduction by General Currie,

.C.B.,, K.C.M.G. (ex-Commander of Can-
adian Army Corps). Full kraft leather, only
$4.75 ostpaid. Cloth, $4.00. Address:
Edw. C. Coles, Great War Veteran, Salmon
Arm, B.C. 11-20

ALL MAKES SEWING MACHINES
REPAIRED — Send, machine head only.
Needles and parts. (Repair Dept.) Dominion
Sewing Ma¢hine Co., 300 Notre Dame, WLni:

nipeg.
¢

WANTED—Ward maids, $30 per month
and board, to strong, willing young women.
Supt. of Nurses, Brockton Hospital, Brockton,
Mass. 7-20

VICTORY BONDS Bought and Sold.*
J. B. Martin ¢(Member Winnipeg Stock Ex-
change), 232, Curry Building, Winnipeg. t.f.

STAMMERING

ST -STU -T-T - TERING and Stammering
cured . at home. Instructive booklet free.
Walter McDonnell, 109 Potomac Bank Build-
ing, Washington, D.C. 2-21

AGENTS WANTED

AGENTS CAN MAKE $§42 WEEKLY
selling “Vol-Peek.” Mends holes in granite-
ware, aluminum, etc. Easily applied without
acids, soldering iron _or gasoline torch.
Every housewife buys. Nationally advertised.
Albert Sales Company, Laprairie, Que.

AGENTS WANTED—100 per cent profit
selling Vol-Peek. Mends holes in pots and
pans. Graniteware, aluminum, etc. Different
from other menders. Easily applied. Every
housewife buys. Nationally advertised. Al-
bert Sales Co., La Prairie, Que. 7-2

FRUIT AND FARM LANDS

“CALIFORNIA FARMS, ncar Sacramento,
for sale. Easy payments. Write for list.
E. R. Waite, Shawnee, Oklahoma. 7-20

«MRW HEAT WITHOUT COAL OR
WOOD”—Price $15.00. Agencies open. 225
West Notre Dame Street, Montreal. 8-20

PROTECT YOUR CHILDREN! Secure
your copy of “What a Young Boy (or Girl)
Ought to Know” from Eaton’s before it is
too late. Children’s Protective Society. 4-21

NURSING

WANTED—Young women over 18 _fears of
age with good education to enter raining
School for Nurses. The term'is 3 years and a
full course in theory and practice given. The
standard curriculum is followed. The school
is approved by State Board of Massachusetts.
$10 per month is given to cover cost of uni-
of Nurses,

forms and text books. Supt.
7-20

Brockton Hospital, Brockton, Mass.

PRIVATE NURSES EARN §$15 to $30 A
WEEK—Learn without leaving home. De-
scriptive booklet sent free. Royal College of
Science, Dept. 9, Toronto, Canada. TE.

WANTED — Several young women as
nurses; good training school; three-year
coursc; one year in large general hospital;
good wages. For particulars apply to
Superintendent, Dixmont Hospital, Dixmont,
Pa. 12-20

<@

FRUIT AND FARM LANDS

IF YOU WANT TO SELL or exchange
vour property, write me. John J. Black, 14th
St., Chippewa Falls, Wis. 7-20

POULTRY
HIGH CLASS ROSE COMB RHODE IS-
LAND REDS—Eggs from pen containing 1st
and 3rd prize pullets Manitoba Winter Fair,
1919, $4.50 per 15; from pen 2, $3.00 per 15.
John Duff, Mekiwin, Man. 6-20

STANDARD BRED BARRED ROCKS—

Splendid winter layers, pens headed by Holter-
man’s Aristocrats direct; pullet mating. Eggs,
$3.00 and~$5.00 per setting. Mrs. Dumbrill,
Long Acre Poultry Farm, Charleswood, Man.

6-2

EGGS FOR HATCHING—Barred Rocks,

$3.00 per 15 eggs, $5.00 per 30. Mrs. M
Vialoux, Littlecote Poultry Yards,

HATCHING EGGS from Houdans, single
Rocks.
Fred Krell, Port

6-20

comb White and Black Leghorns and
Drop a card for price list.
Dover, Ont.

of the traffic cop, Mr. Earle?”

doll! You surely know that your will
is my pleasure.”

and he took onme gauntleted hand from
the wheel long enough to press her
white-gloved one. -

and Daphne, .
found her breath stolen from her In

0 wind-gusts that left her gasping.

Vagsity
View, Man. a‘;;.f’:

PURE-BRED BARRED ROCK EGGS
from prize-winning stock, $3 per 15, $5 per 30,
W. C. Davis, Box 161 Spring-

6-20 end of money and who knew so many

$15 per 100.
side, Sask.

STAMPS

STAMP COLLECTORS—50 scarce, in-

cluding rare war stamps, 20c. Ask for
classy approvals. Bruce, 915 Fourth Avenue,
Sunnyside, Calgary, Alberta. 6-20

FOR SALE
CHOICE SILVER BLACK .Breeding
Foxes. Instructions. Reid Bros., Bothwell,
Ont., Canada. 72

MUSIC TACSET FREE
By the OIdle:t mgn Most_Rellable ngggl of Music

America—Established
0 | Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Gaitar, Banjo, st.

FOR SALE — Two foxhounds, registered
Russian Wolfhound, five registered  grey-
hounds and pups of both breeds. These dogs
hold Saskatchewan record for coyote catching
and killing. Pheasant Valley Kennels, Aber-
nethy, Sask. 6-20

FOR SALE—Lorry wagon, platform 10 ft.
by 5 ft. 6 in. In good condition. Price $200.
Address, A. J. Drummond, 257 Riverton Ave,,
Elmwood, Winnipeg.

BOOKS—100,000 of the finest and costliest,
new and second-hand books in the most ex-
pensive velour, leather and cloth bindings;
price 25¢ and up; some worth, ncw, $25;
subjects include journalism, advertising, busi-
ness, agriculture, law, medicine, logic, history,
encyclopaedias, scicnce, technical, religion,
mechanical, educational, engineering, chemis-
try, fiction. Send 10c. for big catalogucs.
Sweeney Publishing House, successors to Mec.
Carthy Book House,
Street, Chicago, IlL

EDUCATIONAL

1061 West Van Buren
7-20

J. D. A. EVANS—Teacher of English Com-
position, etc., Crystal City, Man. t.1.

Beginners or advanced players. Onelesson weekly

Illustrations make everything plain. Only expense

about 2¢ veer day to_cover cost of post

emverithlngﬂlm hﬂlr FAU-:E 'Booklsethwhlch' g‘pldm
n full. American Sc! 8

2 Lakeside Bidg., Chicago. n pckin S

age and musi¢c

(TR i

Poland Jugo-Slavia
Germany Czecho-
RAustria Slavakia
Roumania Greece
Bulgaria Syria

We are pleased to announce that
we are now in a position to bring
your relatives and friends from these
countries to Canada.

The Jules Hone Travel Agencies
9 St Lawrence Bomlevard - MONTREAL
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the young man’s manner of handling the
car, when they had gotten into gear anc
were proceeding up the street.
course, if I was a bromide like Gert and

uof

«Like it?” he asked.
«Betcha! Oh-h-h, aren’t you scared

“Say, I told you to call me Charlie!”

“Where are we going then—-Charli,e?”
“For you to say, great big boo’ful

“G’Wa-n”
She sent him a sidelong saucy glance

«Qh, watch out for the baker’s cart

she cried -just in time.

He swerved aside and they comtinued

to speed adroitly through the maze of
4raffic at the busy intersections.
Daphne sighed with relief as they de-
bouched
avenue.
speed of his machine, however.
a free-and-easy
blithe disregard
regulations, passing : ;
blue-clad figures with a merry "ha-h.a.’
at almost every corner, and “cutting in”
ahead of every other vehicle at a
blocked section. ‘

Then

upon a broad, clean, silent
Mr. Earle did not relax the
He was
young man with a
for established street
certain helmeted,

“I’m going to let her right out,” he

announced, presently.

skimmed up the avenue

They fairly
when she tried to speak

“Qh, have a heart!” she cried, tugging
at his arm. T don’t wanta land in the
accident ward!” .

“Why, of course, little one?” he re-
turned, promptly slowing down to a
twenty-mile crawl. “Do you know I'd
stop the big tin Lizzie right in a mud-
hole and sit and watch the tortoise whizz
by—for you. Td—"

«T daresay!” she put in with captivat-
ing incredulity and another saucy glance.

“Sure as youre born—dear! I love
speed, but I love you better. Don’t you
believe me?”

She ignored the declaration.

“Pm hungry,” she said, with engaging
candor.

“That’s good. we’ll go and see what
Pierre has to-night.”

“Pierre?”

«Chef at the Riverdale Roadhouse,” he
explained briefly.

She fell silent, watching the big
globular yellow lights, five in a cluster,
that winked softly at them through the
budding maples on either side. Off in
the tender blue-and-pink of the western
sky a young crescent moon hung. How
lovely it was to be driving in a high-
powered car with somebody who had no

influential people! Daphne sighed in
blissful eontent. After a while, she
said to herself, she would bring up the
subject of Mr. Baldwin, but not nosw.
Tt looked too much as though she were
just “using” him. She must be dis-
creetly offhand.

They dined in the Peacock Room of
the popular inn and Mr. Earle tendered
a twenty-dollar bill in payment of his
score, receiving back on a silver salver a
startlingly meager amount of change,
which he pocketed carelessly. After all
it was he who referred to the great Mr.
Baldwin first. They were speeding
rapidly along the lake shore road toward
town. It was half past eight, and
Daphne was by no means ready to go
home—that is to say, to her hall-bed-
room—yet, although her feet ached
wretchedly from having stood on them
all day in the candy circle, and she had

half consented to go to a dance with

Mr. Charlie Earle.
“Youll come quick enough,” he said,
confidently, “when I tell you

at the hall”
Daphne’s heart skipped a beat.
“You—don’t mean—?” she
eagerly.
“You bet T do mean it!

one.
vours truly T'd be
Say, give me a kiss for
news!”

furiously jealousx!

gladly.

having taken ome kiss

in Mary Pickford!”

escort.

time previously wh
was to be an informal
sack suits moptly for the men, blouses

and skirts for
spash y’know.

alone. [
aside between two marble pillars.

troduction. It—is all I own in
world,” she said, a chill of contempt for

him and his mercenary soml in her very
veice,

across the face with one of her
gloves.

you!” he said between his teeth.

of a
pleasant little surprise that awaits you
began,
You're to be
presented to Mr. Baldwin to-yjeht. little
If T didn’t know vou kinda liked

that bit of

-JULY, 1920

«pll go all right,” she declared,

«A” kiss—just one! I’'m going to tell

friend Baldwin to take a look at a live

ol ‘ a fO ,

Class lfled P : ge stuck round after the gong TAUS on;l!l’ the emotion of the moment
 If you want to buy or sell anything in the line of Poultry, Farm Property, Farm Floss would probably ask me to stay i ® itted  her gratitude to
Machinery, or if you want Help or Em, remember that the Classified and mark stock. Gee! Some little speed :s:a ep:{le bonds of discretion in so far
Adpvertisement of The Western Home Monthly are always ready to déemon you are!” - tg grant him his desire, and, of course,

At nine o’clock they were at a stand-

still before the brightly-lighted portico
of the big dance hall.

“Right here is where you put a crimp
declared Daphne’s

off her gloves some
en he had told her it
little dance—

She had drawn

the women: “No great
War time and all that!V

In the lobby they found themselves

It was -early yet. He drew her

«Qav!” he said, as though almost for-

getting, “just what do I get—for this?”

Daphne looked up at him quickly, then

drew back.

«Haw—how do you mean?” .
“Don’t you think something is coming

to me—"

«1]l give you five dollars for the in-
the

He looked at her queerly.

«] didn’t mean—exactly that,” he

said, and this time she didn’t misunder-
stand.

strick him
long
Staggering back a pace he
“«You—you let me Kkiss
“You
little devil! What was I to think? I—
you—what do you think I'm burning up

soline by the gallon for, if 7

“Qo!” she whispered—for a whisper
was all the voice left her—“go, before 1
call someone!”

She seemed to sear him with the look
ghe gave him. He laughed shortly.

Oh, very well. The bets off, I guess!”
he said, and turning om his heel he went
out through the big revolving doors.

A moment Daphne stood transfixed
with the sudden horror that had
swooped down upon her. So this was
what friendship between a rich man and
a shop girl came to! Why had she been
so silly as to expect favors without pay-
ment from such as he?

And, of course, the dance—Mr. Bald-
win—her screen prospects—the bottom
had dropped out of everything. A sob
rose in Daphne’s throat. She crouched
back out of sight of the people who now
began to come in in groups of twos and
threes, and then, sceing the futility of
this, came out boldly and stood as
though waiting for someone. The arriv-
ing guests glanced curlously at her.
The men looked twice.

What should she do? A hasty search
of her pitiful little silver mesh bag had
revealed the uncomfortable fact that
she hadn’t a cent. The five dollars of
which she had spoken must have been
left in her other handbag in her locker.
She was several miles from her boarding-
house and she hadn’t even a car ticket.

And then, just as hot tears began to
gather in her eyes, just as she was try-
ing to make up her mind to brave the
long walk, just as from somewhere
above the first enticing strains of an
orchestra began to mock at her plight,
just as she was feeling like the most

friendless person this old world knew—
who should come ‘galumphing” through
the revolving doors but Benny Strong.

Yes, it was Benny right enough—big,
bashful, half-awkward Benny who cer-
tainly secmed to have shed some of his
clumsiness. Or was it only that she had
never beheld him dressed out in all the
splendor of “soup-and-fish” before?

“Benny! Oh, Benny!” cried Daphne,
a heavenly sense of safety surging
through her at sight of his honest face.
“Oh, Benny—dear!”

She ran forward and clung to one of
his arms with a little squeal of rapture.

“Hello!” he said in great astonishment,
hastily shifting his light overcoat to
the other arm, and then stopping short
to gaze down upon this ]mlfdlystericﬁ‘l
maiden who had treated him so oft-
Landedly but a few short hours ago-

Quick as thought she

started at ‘her.

sin
ha
the
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Reflex action sent an irrepressible
giggle to Daphne’s lips. ‘
“Qh, Benny, where’d you | make the

raise?” she asked. “You do look per-

tl nd!”
fecTh}; g::d of pleased

crawled up Benny’s face.
«What are you doing here?” he coun-

«Qh—waiting,” she answered, careless-

embarrassment

}y"‘Must be a dandy friend that leaves

ou standing here in the draught——"

«Yes— he—"

«Say! Give him the slip and come in
with me!”
' y “Are you a guest 2?
«What did you think I was—a
waiter?” he asked, humorously. “Wont
» you come 1

Daphne decided quickly.

«But—don’t make any breaks, Benny,
like forgetting and calling me Annie.”

“Try not,” responded Benny, and asked
for the first three dances.

She pmmisod him two, the first and
one other midway of the program. He
had proved a friend in need but he
needn’t expect ton st ick round her skirts
all evening. Her anticipation rekindled,
of meeting Mr. Baldwin was already

b

away. I wanta go home.

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

“But—won’t I do-instead?”

“No! Unless youll fetch him right
I'm slee
Benny. Go and bring him please. Sg)oy;;
know him, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes—I know him.”

Something odd in his smile arrested
her impatient gesture as she began to
ush him away.

“Just why,” he asked, curiously, “are
you so eager to meet this Mr. 27
“Because he’s my reel hero. There!”

“And you never saw him?”

“You don’t need to see a person, in
order to know—Benny, what—what are
you—looking at me—like that for?
Benny »

An amazing idea had flashed across
her mind. Fortunately they stood in
the lee of a large palm and were alone,
for she had clutched wildly at him and
was trying bo voice the thought that had
projected itself into the mazes of her
intellect. Baldwin, a screen name!

“Tt can’t be!” she ended, hysterically.

“There’s no such word as can’t,” he
replied, quietly. “Get ready and we’ll

You’re tired.”

Dazedly she went to the dressing room
and donned her coat and hat. Still in
that state she allowed Benny to escort
her from the hall. The surprise had
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A Change and Rest

Written for The Western Home Monthly by Mark M eredith

we go swimming or
motoring. Oh, yes, it is all right for
them to come to the farm. They hardly
ever ask us to visit them, you notice,”
she pointed out aggrievedly.

“Recause they know it is impossible
for us to get away” Mrs. Brantford
answered with equanimity. “And surely
you do mot mind the —children coming
home?” :

“No, but+I do mind them bringing
their friends out here when we are busy,”
Charlotte answered emphatically. “Why
can’t they come one at a time instead of
coming altogether? The children, as you
call them, are bad enough,” she went on
frankly. “They mever have an appetite
_when _they arrive, but this salubrious
country airy you know, makes everything
taste so good,” Charlotte mimicked ome
of her sisters-in-law to a nicety, “that
before long they just keep you roasting
over the stove all day.”

Somewhere toward the chicken run

ung chickens peeped frantically and
Charlotte was forced to abandon her
lecture. She rose and with a splenetic

T was an intensely warm morn-  “When that palls
ing and Charlotte Brantford,
sitting on the lower verandah
step, tilted her hat more

. rakishly over one ear to keep

the hot sun from her face. To put it

mildly, she was in a bad humor. Had
she been a man, it is quite possible she
would have sworn, but being a girl, and
considered an exceptionally mnice one,
such a proceeding was higKly incompat-
ible, and she could only give vent to her
spleen by poking holes in the hard baked

earth at her feet. o

Mrs. Brantford, sitting just inside the
kitchen door, was unconsciously adding
fuel to her young daughter’s already
well-kindled resentment by reading . a
letter aloud. She sighed as she finished,
evidently worried.

“They will be here in a couple of weeks
and there is a lot of work to do,” she
stated rather dejectedly.

“Yes, we’ll have to get busy and work
ourselves to death,” Charlotte agreed
readily and with some bitterness.

Her mother gave a little exclamation
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Puffed Wheat - is whole
w h e a t steam-exploded,
puffed to 8 times normal
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Both are steam-exploded. ‘Every
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Flimsy Tidbits

But they are whole grains made
delightful and easy to digest.

Too Good, Some Mothers Say

Some mothers say that Puffed Grains are too good. Children eat too
many, displacing other foods.
But Puffed Wheat in milk is the greatest food that children ever

R get. All the 16 food elements are there,
B s and fitted to digest. Whatever food

L) Puffed Wheat displaces, the child is
Y better for it. Few people ever get
enough of the mincrals in whole wheat.

In the morning serve with cream and
sugar. At night in bowls of milk. For
variety’s sake serve both Puffed Grains.
But the greatest is Puffed Wheat.

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

Both Steam-Exploded—8 Times Normal Size

/
Blend with Fruit
These flimsy, crusty morsels
add enticements.

it
After School

Crisp a Puffed Grain and lightly
douse with butter. Let children
eat like peanuts or popcorn. Noth-

Use Like Nuts
Use Puffed Rice like nut-meats
in home candy making, or as
garnish on ice cream. The flimsy
ing vou can serve to hungry child- grains taste like toasted nut-

ren is so good for them. meats puffed.

The Quaker Qals (ompany

Sole Makers
Saskatoon, Canada

Peterborough, Canada
@ 3399

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

them any harm. That struck her as
being a pretty good idea. She amplified
it and soon had a plan worked out which
proved satisfactory
mother, and somehow she felt much
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A few days later, Will Brantford’s car

drew up in front of the big farm house.
The party consisted of Will and his

i t to her wife, a plump jolly woman, ?.nd their
e e small son, Cecii, Bob and his wife, a tall,
languid young woman, whose conception

better. of farm life was very vague, and Vera

Mrs. Brantford glanced at her keenly

Brantford, a rather quiet girl, greatly

he house
as she walked up the path to the MOUS® ~ 0 11 Charlotte but for the lack of

and decided mentally that gsomething was
up.

P“Say, Mother,” Charlotte began,
tentatively, “why can’t we go for =
hotiday and let them manage things for
us?”

“Why, Charlotte, what an idea!” her
mother protested, and tnen laughed. But
Charlotte proceeded blandly. “Then if
they like it they can ask all the friends
they care to.”

“Well___’) Mrs'
dubiously.

“Pm getting all worn out,” ('éharlotte
said pathetically, to aid her cause—a
plea that never failed ¢o move her
mother.

Mrs. Brantford’s lips quirked slightly.
She gave Charlotte a glance as she sat
in the open window, a breeze blowing
tiny curls of dark hair about her flushed
face. “I’ll think it over,” she said
briefly, and Charlotte wisely let the
matter drop at that and tactfully re-
frained from broaching the subject a
second time, until her plans were well
matured and she could meet her mother’s
arguments with reason. .

“What would your father say when
he comes home ?”

“Oh, yon know he won’t mind,” Char-
lotte answered confidently, and her
mother knew that anything that
Charlotte did was considered all right
by her father.

“Anything else?” she asked airily.

“What about Bill?”

“Oh!” Charlotte was disconcerted for
just a moment. She had forgotten Bill.
“He will stay here,” she decided at last.
“We can leave instructions for him.”

At last she drew her mother over to
her way of thinking, somewhat to her
surprise, it must be confessed. As she
had fully expected, “the children,” as
Mrs. Brantford called them, were
delighted at the prospect of managing
the farm for awhile, having a very high
opinion of their abilities in that direction.
They were so glad Mother was going to
have a vacation. Charlotte laughed as
she read the letter. “Too bad we cannot
stay and watch the fun,” she murmured
regretfully, visions rising before her of
fastidious Bob feeding the pigs and do-
ing sundry other chores, and of his
dainty wife churning and doing chores
about the house.

Farming, she maintained stoutly, was
all right, but one needed a change and
rest occasionally. The steady grind
would wear one out in time and the
folks from town were just a trifle
thoughtless regarding the farm. Being
out for a vacation, they were blind to
the work that was necessary to keep
things running smoothly. To them it
was a place of pleasure and rest, in
short, their summer resort. A place
where fried chicken and fresh eggs were
in abundance, where cream flowed
lavishly, and many another delicacy
they dare not indulge in whilst in town.

Will Brantford’s young sen, Cecil,
with the insouciance of childhood, stirred
up the setting hens, roused the young
ram’s ire. and had in general, the time of
his young life, sometimes proving
detrimental to farm animals or property,
to say nothing of himself.

When they returned to town after
their sojourn in the country, friends eyed
them envicusly and wished they had
somewhere to go. Thus it was that
friends were often invited out. Charlotte
was the last one of the Brantford chil-
dren left at home; she was a slight
little ficure with dark hair and large,
expressive eyes, with more mischief ex-
pressed than anything else. Being the
baby of the family she naturally had Ler
own way a good deal. Mrs. Brantford
was bent on leaving a store of good
things behind her, but Charlotte put
her frot down firmly to such a proceed-
ing and wouldn’t hear of it.

“Nothing exfra. now.” she cautioned,
watchine her mother closely, and with
the exception of a few cookies, Mrs.
Brantferd was forced to submit to her
tyrannical daughter.

Brantford began

mischief in ‘her dark eyes.  They

clambered out in high good humor, for

they had had a good trip out. It was
so good to get out in the country.
Naturally they missed Mrs. Brantford
and Charlotte and secretly thought how
foolish they were to leave the farm for
the beach. Being out for a good time,
they fully intgnded enjoying themselves
to their utmost capacity.

Bob made for the cupboard, as he in-
variably did, head out-thrust, like a bird
dog on the trail of game. The others
watched him, waiting for their share of
the loot. .

“Wonder what Mother left?” He
threw open the cupboard doors. “Noth-
ing doing,” he exclaimed. “Not in sight,
anyway.” He then searched the bread
box and went down the cellar.

“Well, what did you find ?” Will askea
expectantly, as he returned a short time
later, brushing some crumbs from his
lips.

p“Just a few cookies, and there is jam,”
Bob answered dolefully. “Wouldn’t that
freeze you?” he said leaning weakly
against the door, “and me near starv-
ing!”

His wife turned to her sister-in-law.
“One would think I never gave him
enough to eat.” :

“That’s all right, sweetheart,” Bob
answered soothingly, “you give me
enough, such as it is, but it is not like—"
He broke off and deftly catching the
cushion his wife threw, grinned impishly.

Will’s wife rose briskly. “Well, girls,
I suppose we ought to get them some-
thing to eat before they die of starva-
tion before our eyes.”

“For the love of pity hurry,” Bob
implored.

“Come on, let’s go and see what im-
provements Dad has made since our
last trip out.” Will led Bob out and
the three wemen started to get tea in a
desultory fashion, gazing around and
talking incessantly. Cecil, left to him-
self, wandered off in search of adventure
in the shape of a cross ram or other
alarming monsters that one is very apt
to Tun acress on a farm.

The house was, as usual, immaculate.
Mrs. Brantford kept everything shining
and in place. Dainty muslin curtains
floated airily in the large open windows.
Indeed the house had every aspeet of a
summer home for “the children,” and
they took great pride in it. Still there
were many things about it termed old-
fashioned, and they were always ready
with ideas to modernize the farm.

When Vera pounded on an old tin
pan the boys sauntered back up the
walk, talking carnestly. “I don’t sece
why the old man did not fix thaf hog
pen,” Bob was saying, “it’s a disgrace——”

“Now, what Dad nceds here—” and
Will went into a lene recital of the
needs of the farm and Bob joined in, but
upon entering the house and catching
sight of the table Tie broke off: “Great
old snakes, why didn’t you get some-
thing to cat? We're hungry!”

“Oh, go on,” Vera retorted, “you can’t
be, we only had lunch down the road &
short way.”

“You surely do not expect us to cook
everything in a few minutes,” Will's wife
joined in, “give us time, can’t you?”

“Now when Mother »  PBob com-
menced, then stopped, keeping a wary
eye on his wife.

They sat down to the sandwiches and
pickles that remained from their lunch,
with the additicn of some cookies and
jam brought from the cellar. They
finished their repast, and Bob’s wife,
finding the sweet cream, was gingeﬂ,\'
applying some to her shiny, sun-burnt
nose when Bill, the hired man, appearcd
in the doorway, a cheerful grin over-
spreading his red face. They stared at
him rudely, Margaret with = her hand
upraised and a daub of crecam on the
end of her dainty nose. He came SO
totally unexpected. They had mot given
a thought to Bill, and Mrs. Brantford
-;tpd Charlotte had evidently overlooke

1im,
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o] came for my supper,” he announced
simply, heading for the washbasin.
- “Why, certainly,” Mrs. Will said
jously, coming out of her daze and
laying & place for him.

‘After questioning Bill about the work
the boys strolled out and lounging on
the grass smoked and gazed through
the smoke at the peaceful scene before
them. The buildings were attractively
situated, not far from a large lake. Will

_was wondering to himself why in thun-
der anyone should leave such a place
for another lake. “If—" His eyes
rested & moment on the cows in the
parnyard, some lying  comfortably
around the smoke which had been made
for their sole benefit, others standingy
contentedly about chewing their cuds.
A new and rather disquieting thought
entered Will’s head—he supposed they
would have to be milked. He opened
his lips to impart the startling news to
Bob and closed them again, as he then
supposed Bill would milk. He soon found
that supposition to be incorrect, for jusb
then Bill came lurching down the path
with & heavy pail, heading for the pig

where the pigs clamored vociferously
for their late supper. Bill did not intend
feeding them always, but, as he said in
self-defence, “he couldn’t let the blame
things starve.” He stopped and put
down his pail as Will asked him casually
if he was going to milk soon.

“Ng, I don’t milk,” he lied cheerfully.
Charlotte told him he must not milk,
and what was a little fib to Bill? He
Joathed chores, anyway. “Not my work,”
he murmured, and picking up his pail
continued on his way, his face relaxing
in a broad grin as he disappeared
behind the granary. )

Will grunted: “And who is going to
milk ?”

“Up to you, 0Old Timer.” Bob answer-
ed with exasperating cheerfulness. “You
know I never learned that fascinating

» .

«Tf that is the case T’1l have to start
now and get it done before morning.”
Will scrambled to his feet and made for
the house. “Anyone going to help me
milk?” he asked, standing in the door-
way, thoughtfully scratching his head.

“Can’t Bill do 1t?” his wife asked.

“No, he doesn’t milk.”

“Poor boy, I’ll help you” Vera said,
commiseratingly, snatching up Charlotte’s
sweater and reaching for a pail.

Will walked up to an old cow, and
sitting down, started to milk. ‘When he
was half done he looked up and said
heartily, “Well, Daisy, old sport, you re-
member me don’t you?” Dais jumped
and moved off rapidly when he spoke,
then stopped and stared wild-eyed. Evi-
dently she did not remember him, or the
remembrance of him was anything but
pleasant. With much coaxing he resum-
ed his milking. The first evening was
comparatively easy, and turning the sep-
arator was taken as a joke.

They retired late that night, long after
Bill had gone to his room over the gran-
ary, and were awakened early next morn-
ing by him coming in to light the kitchen
fire. ““Say, we don’t have to get up at
this unearthly hour, do we ?”  Bob’s
velee came in” shocked accents fyom be-
neath the covers.

Will called cheerfully across the hall:
“Roll out, everybody; daylight in the
swamp.”

“Aw, shut up,” Bob answered rudely,
and yawning, turned over sleepily.

. “Get a move on,” Will persisted, mak-
lnglzf no move whatever to get up him-
self.

“Hang it all, T suppose T have to.” And
some time later Bob rose grumbling,
good naturedly. Mrs. Bob thought she
would mot get up for a while.

After breakfast Bill announced his in-
tention of working in the far field, and
could he have lunch? Mrs. Will heaved
a sigh of relief; thank goodness he
wouldn’t be back to dinner. Bob tilted
his chair back against the wall. “You

can put me up a lunch, too,” he said g

lazily, “I believe T'll go fishing.”

Vera held up a paper. “Here is a list
of things mother left us to do.”

Bob grinned, and taking the list from
her, started to read. “H’m” Will com-
mented, reading over his shoulder,

“looks more like Charlotte’s writing to
me. They haven’t got it all down, for
instance the cows to milk. And here
they come—by gracious, I clean forgot
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them. We’ll go fishing when i
our wqu,” he told gob, the::e 3&:11;.
suggestively, as he disappeared: “Bill
fm”l‘gl:)t to feed the pigs.” )

ere not being sufficient stabl
to protect the cattle from th: rf(l)i:?
which drove them almost to despera,tion’
the ne:gt best expedient was used tha,t,
of making a smoke and keeping it. The
sun was well up when Will took his pail
and started out to milk, consequently the
flies were bad. The cows came home
h_eads tossing and tails switching con-
tinually at the flies buzzing around them
in_clouds. Will, taking pity on them
laid aside his pail and made a smoke,
A large red cow, apparently the boss of
the herd, immediately took her stand
in the thick of it, her wide wicked look-
ing horns keeping the others away.

.\Vl“ sat down to milk, and as he milked
his eyes roved over the beautiful scenery.
“By gracious, Vera, this is the life!” he
remarked; “I can’t understand why Char-
lotte grouses so much about milking,
I don’t mind it so much.”

Just them the big cow possessing the
wicked horns stepped briskly toward the
one he was milking and she also moved
briskly away, thoughtlessly stepping on
Will’s foot in doing so. Will caught up
his foot and addressed himself to the
cow, telling her a good many things she
had never heard Charlotte say.

“What happened ?”, Vera asked, hear-
ing the steady muttering,

shoving and bunting; in fact they just
about tramped all over me. I was power-
less in the midst of those half starved
brutes.”

Thus the first week passed, and
although they became more adept and
fewer mistakes occurred, new work kept
cropping up and they found the time
for fishing and picnicing cut alarmingly
short. Vera tended her self-appointed
task assiduously, vowing the garden
should not disappoint her mother. The
others valiantly did their bit and aside
from a slight margin of weeds growing
unnoticed here and there, and a few
young chickens Cecil had inadvertently
squeezed to death, everything went
pretty well. If the pigs were forgotten
one day and looked rather gaunt from
lack of feed, they made up for it the
next.

Saturday came with its accumulation
of work. In addition to the usual clean-
ing and numerous small chores, there
was the baking and churning to be done.
Mrs. Bob voﬁnteered to churn, for it
was something she had never done. It
looked easy, so getting a book, she sought
to improve her mind at the same time.
Thereafter the churn revolved according
to the degree of interest displayed in the
book, sometimes barely moving, and at
other times whirling with great rapidity. -
She had not been at it long when the cork
with a loud pop, flew out. Mrs. Bob was
startled “What made it do that?” she

Vera ascertains

Bob’s opinion. "

39

are very inconsiderate (which was a bald-
faced lie) coming out when the farmer
is in the midst of his haying for
instance—"

“And fancy six coming here at wonce,”
Vera said guilelessly. “But then,” she
went on dreamily “I don’t 'suppose
Mother and Charlotte ever mind us
coming.”

The others looked at each other covert-
ly. “Don’t rub it in,” Will pleaded.
“Welll be good.”

“Farming, as I said before——" Bob
began.  “Is all right” his wife finigshed, —
“but one meeds a change and hereafter
I vote that Mother and Charlotte core
to see us as often as we come here, and
that we come again to take their placcs
for a while.” :

“This is the Life,” Will hummed.

-

AN OLDEN MIRACLE >
By Hollis Freeman

I read this legend on & summer’s eve,
down by a winding brook,

I plucked it as a leaf from off a tree,
and placed it in my book.

Solemn and weird the shadows crept
down the grand cathedral aisle;
aints in crimson garments clad from
the painted windows smile. :
No sweet vesper hymn arose, nothing
broke the silence there,
Chant mor organ, for the priest knelt
alone in silent prayer.

For his people’s sins he prayed, prayed
with many a silent tear,

Humble heart of faith and hope, revercat
voice, and secret ‘fear.

All was silent, when a cry rang upon his
startled ear;

Looking round he saw a form, wretched,
ghastly, standing near—

Woman form with matted hair, rags that
fluttered, eyes aglow,
Withered hands towards him raised, face
of anguish, voice of woe,
Crying “For the love of God give me
money now to save
My own child from Moorish chain, ransom .
for the galley-slave! :

“Every night I cannot sleep, for I hear
his clanking chain,

Cannot pray, I see his face, prayers and
tears alike are vain.

Give me money that I buy him from
bondage safe and free,

And the blessing of the Lord surely shall
descend on thee!” - :

But he answered, not unmoved by Ler
voice of anguish sore,

“Money I have none to give, prayers and
fastings all my store.”

Then impatient, loud she cried, “On the
altar there I seé

Silver candlesticks that blaze, take and
give them now to me!”

“That cow stepped or my blamed foot”
he answered shortly, and Vera discreetly
turning away hummed heartlessly “This
is the Life.” .

«Better put the milk cows m the stable,
then we can milk in peace.” Which goes
to prove that they were learning. Will
limped in some time after Vera, and
found Bob turning the separator. When
he finished he broke into .Wlll’s grum-
bling: “Talk about milking—ye gods,
you ought to turn that sepgrator. Then
you would have something to talk
about.” “And if you had to wash it, you
would have something more to talk
about.” Mrs. Will said, with & wink at
Vera.

Mrs. Bob Brantford sat at one end of
the table, languidly ﬁnishilng Ihlelar latﬁ
breakfast. “Just wait, girls, I'll wash h
the dishes,” she offered lazily. w;lat ab(;lut, ha\;mg,; 1(;1},

€ about feeding the calves?” Vera he others startec,
aslza‘(?il.m%Vill looked up at Bob. “Up to furiously. “No, Sir!
you” he said decisively. “T’'ve got a
ame foot.” "

«well, I suppose Tl have to.” Bob
picked up the pails and started off to
the calf pasture, returning a little later
with almost as much milk as he had
taken out, splashed over him. “Dld“ygu
fall?” his wife asked solicitously. “I>0,
dear, I did not,” Bob answered. “You
gee I went out there and the calves were
rather hungry, not getting their supper
last night. They clustered about me

tion to it. Mrs. Bob,
in mind the little boy
in the dyke with his han
a dainty finger in lieu
Mrs Will rescued.
doorway at that miome

turned from the offic

of glowing details of t

not what they are cra

out and wout.”
of relief.
are too busy—"

in with a grin.

Farming is all right,”
jeally, “but one needs
ally, and as I said" b

asked childishly, making r
vent the escape of cream until Mrs. will,
with a suppressed shriek drew her atten-

Bob, appearing in the

his commendation of his wife’s presence
of mind in using her finger, when she
could easily have turned the churn up.
That evening they rested on the lawn
after their strenuous day. Will had re-

consisting of a letter from Charlotte full

were having, which made “the children”

almost envious for a moment.
“Say,” Will blurted out at length,

jcally. “Visitors at our busy time are

“Thank goodness we did not ask them
Mrs. Will heaved a sigh
«That’s what T say, Vera, we
“Fancy old Pearson
standing watching us work.”
“By gracious, if he was
here” Bob laughed “I'd put him to work.

o no effort to pre- But the kindly priest replied, “They are
God’s, they are not mine;

For thy son I dare not rob this His
great and holy shrine.” :
But she said, “One soul is more to His

heart than costly gifts,
He who loves his fellow-man earth’s dull

curtain highest lifts.

obviously having
stopping the hole
d, hastily inserted
of the cork which

nt was effusive in

“Hath He need of earthly light, silver
gifts to deck His shrine.”

He who reigns in lowly heart with a
brightness all divine?

All the love that we could give, all the
honour we could plan,

For His glory best is seen in the pity
shown to man.”

e with the mail,

he good time they

Then with trembling hands he placed in
her eager, waiting arms

The great candlesticks, and knelt filled
with wild and vague alarms—

Knelt to' pray that God forgive act of
sacrilege so bold, :

Lest for this presumptuous deed he be
banished from the fold.

e Pearson's out ?”

to talk fast and
Bob said emphat-

cked up to be”

Long he knelt and long he prayed, prayed
for pardon, softly wept, ¢

Pown the grand cathedral aisle shades of
evening solemn crept.

Then he rose and with amaze, rapture,
bliss, and love untold,

Saw upon the altar blaze candlesticks

of purest gold! ~

Will broke

he went on orator-
a change occasion-
efore, town people
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N later life, when Niaman be-
A came a valuable member of
S the RN.W.MEP., he had only
4 o dim recollection of the
S8 vent. Certain incidents of
~ that dark and terrible —night ever
haunted him. He remembered sitting
and sobbing over someone who lay in
the grass—someone who did not move
when he tugged at his clothing; he re-
membered dimly that the man was his
father.

Concerning his father he remembered
but one thing. that be had been taught
from babyhood that above all things
he must fear the Indian Kakakee. “If
you ses him,” his father would say,
‘ereep away in the grass and hide. Do
not let him find you, or he will kill
you” . .

Thus Niaman grew up with the fear
of Kakakee impressed upon his infant
soul.. He was taught to fear him just
as some unhappy children are taught to
fear ghosts, or the wolf that waits ab
the door. But how the quarrel be-
tween his father and Kakakee began he
never knew.

Niaman and his father were of the
Blackfeet tribe, while Kakakee was &
Sioux. The enmity between the two
wasnot a tribal affair, however. It was
a personal feud. Unfortunately their
hunting ranges met along the prairie

, and when, once a year or so, they
espied each other across the distance,
they would exchange shots—needless of
the Whiteman’s Law, which says omne
Indian must not kill another.

Then came that dark and terrible
night which Niaman would ever re-
member. Niaman, then a papoose of
five, was riding in front of his father
on a priceless black cayuse, and their
way, as evening fell, lay between the
shadows of the foothills adjoining their
enemy’s range. Suddenly a rifle shot
rang from above ,and little Niaman felt
his father’s hold tighten on him as the
startled cayuse lept into a gallop. The
child glanced up, and in one horrified
glance saw the vicious face of Kakakee
peering down from the shelf. Next
moment they were riding at breakneck
speed among the rocks, swinging on
their seats, as they rode then over .
they went, child and man, while the
priceless cayuse plunged on into the
night.

Little Niaman was unharmed, for his
father had fallen under him, and as he
tottered to his feet a devilish laugh
rang out across the stillness. He knew
it to be the laugh of Kakakee, but his
gaze was fixed upon his father, who,
alas, did not rise! The child had no
real fear for his foe while his father
was there, but as the moments passed,
and he tugged, erying, at the garments
of the fallen brave, the dread that
Kakakee might creep up to them, ere
his father wakened, began to take pos-
session of his soul.

The pounding hoofs of the pony echoed
into space, and the stillness of the
prairie night followed. Not a sound
broke the awful quictude that settled
upon the scene. And now it was that
an overpowering sense of loneliness crept
into the mind of little Niaman. He
knew at least that he was utterly
alone, save for that awful being who
had fired the fateful shot.  Remem-
bering what his father had told him
he began to creep away into the
grass—where, and for how far, he did
not know. Soon he ecrept back again,
hoping acainst hope that the man who
would mever rise again might have
risen.

As little Niaman reached the place
he heard the slow thud of a pony’s hoofs
coming towards him. Tt had occurred

. to Kakakee that the child might some-
how be picked up ere the wolves gob
him, and that his infant evidence might

fs prove valuable to the guardians of the
¥ law.

Well Niaman knew who it was ap-
proaching him, and the fighting spirit
of a long line of fighting ancestors
gurged up in his infant veins. He drew

child and his silent companion.
was only the flash of little Niaman’s
knife which kept them back, and now

the dagger from his father’s belt, and
with his small teeth clenched, crept back
into the grass to wait. There was no
fear at his soul now, only a great anger
at the man who had done this awful
thing. ‘

Kakakee rode up, riding his old ad-
versary’s horse, and leading his own by
the bridle. He saw that his enemy
would not rise, and a smile of evil
gatisfaction curved his thin lips. Then
he looked:round for the child, but Nia-
man was hidden, and knowing that the
infant would come back when he had dis-
appeared Kakakee rode off, intending to
return in an hour or so. °

Small wonder that Niaman would
never forget the night that followed,
during which he showed the sterling stuff
of which he was made. Seated on his
father’s shoulders, his father’s hunting
knife in his hand, he was prepared to
meet the world. First one grey ghost,
then another appeared from the shad-
ows, and began to circle round them—
twin points of green fire floating
restlessly back and forth against the
surrounding blackness. They moved in
silence, these awful things, but as their
numbers grew the circle showed a con-

stant tendency to marrow in upon the
I

T

“I saw you

‘changed.
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Kakakee

By H. Mortimer Batten

human being, but let not the reader be
misled inte, K any supposition 80 false.
Kakakee was bad from the soles of
his moccasins to the tips of his coarse
black hair. He had no redeeming feat-
ture in all his being., He was one of
those Indians which seldom existed,
though about whom much has been
written, who were utterly bad from all
points of the compass. But I.{akakee
had a part to play, and his cunning was
only excelled by his

A short distance off the black cay-
use was standing, and the two rode
away to Kakakee’s shanty. e
brave fed the infant well, and whén he
had eaten Kakakee called him to his
side, and bade him tell all about that
evening’s adventures. ~Niaman had be-
gun to think that his father was mis-
taken about this quiet voiced man. At
all events there was no need to fear
him.

«You know all,” said Niaman with
childish truthfulness. “It was you who
shot my father. I saw you.”

Kakakee laughed. “No little one,”
he answered, “it was not I, but some
other Indian. I know nothing about
it. I was out after my beaver traps
along the aspen swamp when I chanced
upon you.  Where the wicked Indian
is who killed your father I cannot say.”

But Niaman was not to be deceived.
«It was you! It was you!” he cried.
(R4
The attitude of Kakakee suddenly
He thrust the child from

Partial view of Mount Resplendent (the top is hidden by a cloud) on the line of the Canadian
National Railways.

and then the child would brandish it
and run out at them, shouting angrily.
The ghostly ring would scatter, only
to make up and draw in again—mnearcr
this time. No wonder Niaman would
never forget that night of cruelties,
which had, as yet, scarcely begun!

Suddenly the wolves vanished with
the same ghostly suddenness as they had
appeared, and, looking round, Niaman
saw Kakakee standing ten paces distant.
He rose, a tottering, pathetic little
figure, the long knife in his hand, and
stumbled forward to sink his enemy to
the ground.

Kakakece laughed, and little Niaman
paused, wondering at that laugh. It
was not what he had expected to hear,
for it was neither harsh nor terrible. I%
was quite an ordinary laugh, such as
his father might have uttered, and it
told him that here ,at last, was a hu-
man being with human sympathies! Tn
an instant the terror of all that he
had scen and heard fell upon him. The
hunting knife dropped from his hand,
and he ran to Kakakee with arms out-
stretched, whimpering the fear that
was at his soul. And Kakakce raised
him in two mighty hands, clasping him
to his shoulder, while he uttered soft
sounds in his throat, such as the
squaws of the teepees utter to their
children,

It would be casy, at this juncture, to
depict Kakakee in the light of a truc

him, his eyes blazed living coals, his
lips drawn into a thin white line. Nia-
man shrank from him in terror, for at
last he beheld the true Kakakee, the
creature to be dreaded, the murderer of
infants, the awful being from whom he
.must crecep away into the grass and
hide himself!

There was no grass near, so Niaman
crept under a wolf skin laid on the
floor of the hut. Kakakee .fished him
out, and what happened next we nced
not tell. But by dawn Niaman had
sworn that he would never again accuse
his master of that dreadful crime. Ie
had sworn that it was some other
Tndian who had shot his father, and that
Kakakee, in the greatness of his =oul,
had taken him in.  This was the story
Niaman must tell to all enquirers, and
in fear of his very life Naiman would
tell it..

Thus Kakakee taught the child Nia-
man that above all things, in fear of
some unspeakable punishment. he must
not tell the true story of that terrible
night.  But that he spared the chill
at all would scem to prove that some-
where in his bheing was a faint spark of
humanity.  Why did he not leaves Nia-
man to perish by the prairie wolves?
Tt would have been the easiest wav fmv-
h.im. for it would have brousht no su\‘l-
picion to his threshold. By takine the
child to his hut he ran ricks which no

ordinary ¢ :
the end it proved his undoing.

dom murder.
another it is not murder,
is regarded by the white man.
be a dastardly act, or
heroism; it may merely be the tribunal
avenging of a wrong,
to the Indian law.

snakish cruelty. is merely
another to settle
is a story to show
Here the with a step as fleet on the Foothills
trail as in Regent Street.
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criminal would have run. In

Among the savage races there is sel-
When one man Kkills
as that crime
It may
it may be one of

justified according

Thus, this is not a murder story. It
the story of one brave who shot
an ancient feud; it
that justice follows

me—

1L

It was sunset the following evening.

Kakakee had amused himself during the
day by playing with the infant, trying
to restore his confidence, and by feed-
ing' the youngster up from his redun-
dant store.
ned fruits, such as he had never before
tasted, on dried pumpkin, on spoonfuls
of sugar, and with quick forgetfulness
his life began to assume a brighter
outlook.

Niaman was fed on can-

But an hour before sundown two cara-

vans appeared upon the prairie horizon.

Kakakee saw them, and he turned pale,
for in front of the caravans rode a
horseman wearing a red tunic. As a
matter- of fact, it was merely the
mounted police train, journeying north,
and yesterday they had no intention of
coming this way. But an Indian had
borne the news to them that the bones
of an Indian bad been found at the
prairie edge, and that the man had died
within twelve hours. Tt occurred to the
police that it was just as well to en-
quire into such cases, if only to remind
the Indians that white man’s justice still
existed, and so they changed their plans
and visited the spot at which the un-
fortunate red man had ;been found.

They visited the spot at milday, bub

there was mothing to be learnt from
the recky ground around. Tt occurred
to them, however, that while in the
district they might as well remind
Kakakee that they were likely to look
him up at any time, for Kakakee was
known among the police to be a drinker
er of fire water, and not altogether a
good character.  Hence the appearance
of the earavans upon the skyline that
sunny evening.
_ Kakakee watched their approach with
sullen apprchension. TTe knew that
these white pelicemen possess some ghost-
1y power by which they root out even
the most carefully concealed of erimes.
Te took the child to the front of the
hut, and there sat him on his knee,
and proceeded to amuse him by clinking
the jaws of a musquash trap, resetting
it, and clinking it again. Kakakee was
perfectly composed. and prepared to meet
the police with ready speech.

Two of the officers rode up to the
shanty, and ignoring Kakakee’s salute
they slipped from their saddles. Tt
was the younger one, who spoke with
an accent strongly savouring of Har-
row, who held the following conversa-
tion with Kakakce. His name was
Ward.

“Who’s is that papoose?” he demand-
ed in a sharp veice. Kakakee shrug-
oed his shoulders. “T found the liftle
man alone on the prairie edge when I
was out after my beaver traps—one sleep
ago,” he answered gravely.

“One sleep ago! Was he alone? Quick,
answer me?”

“No! At his side was a dead brave.
It was the. father of this papoose.”

“I see vou have two ponies in your
corral,” observed the voung officer. “The
black one beloneed {o the dead man.
]T;\\—\' came you to possess it?”

Kakakee again clicked the trap for the
pleasure of the infant, who was gazing
n “;“”’h‘!' at the voung officer’s red coat.
“Quick, answer me!” ordered the latter,

E:‘J'Hj: a heavy hand on the shoulder
af Rakakee.

ik ;

The Indian rose to his feet, colowr-

g up with appavent anger.. He shook
the oflfe hand  from This shoulder,
and stood at his own threshold, a proud,
maenificent  specimen  of
hood, '
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- ﬂlﬁ side of oo faléen bl&ve'h.l took_ pity tl_'reatening, and Kakakee ’shru:ktlftl}gi; lf{:afie - th Compe= Wi'th Bay suel
- ‘ihim, md TO‘ug e im ’hlt]lcr. him with fear in his eyes. Nolswt” he. b bt as a-tai, the stalk}ng of human
S occurred to me fn;llt the x(;luns pony growled hoarsely. “I know nothing of Ti:ngs woulth e e Sll.llple b
must be near. I sought round. I found the shooting. I have told you m sﬁ) e tv}:ere e ol WAl "t oo
it. Behold ,thel;(, both ”the child and It is true.” y BLory- :;?::‘i— eVV ltlw (;{ tp(;(llce an;l d s <kt
ooy in my keeping.” All the fich , . ell, Kata ee would see to it
thwu-d. turned his a‘ttentlon to the in- however, a‘%dth\:a;:ag&nig uftu(')tfhgal::glie:.’ :ﬁa.t thy £l 413, et loug-FayainsIn
fa{lt- He was. a.t kl};{dly y‘ourT_g man, ance as Ward mounted Niaman on ;is gllfst? OE:?(S)?OH- idnight th i i
+ gtro apd patient, like most riders of sagdle. “You may hear more about- hands and ? -4 ?g' edt g R
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dren. .He held out one _land, and the charge back towards the caravans were 1 hi ind ol = |
child Niaman, pex_'haps with a sense of ’ b nhis mind-one- cannotsay, but
ks went to him. Ward took the o hﬁn tviv:y k(l)lfifearms he carried only his
h dShm Igls m;m;,.sth‘f)“ %]a.nced over “You seemed mighty suspicious,” ob- Wangl, Seh;la.n and the half breed
Lis shoulder ta ; t . r:}?‘ nion. , served Selman, when they were out of spent & merry evenin with the ng
“I'm going 0 ques ion the 301’mgstor, earshot. “How do you know the young- ster for Niaman wasg a sl g e
‘he salfl'u Ift‘l‘}?t”l‘ss :,nzl _tll,t‘rc s some- ster’s father was shot?” 1itt1:> cove, who seldom sa!'nisle(zlw’tlﬁ)l:::lslulllg
thing J(f %, l\b i’] a 0;1'111 “ts., ; or a\moment Ward was thoughtful, saw the hilmbur of things. Nian (;Bf thi
ward too e chi wenty paces thén he\ answered, “Wolves don’t eat things in the hut were new t hy' d
down the slope, ar}d they sat S_Ede by side bullets, Selman. Anyway, they left this such articles as he did not r;: m'l,em]ll
on the warm, dry earth. Kindly and one. I found it on the ground by the at once concluded belonged t cﬁmz .
uietly Ward questioned the nfant on remains of the Indian.” . derful assortment of %e d : ff ° V]VOH'
the events of the previous evening, but He drew from this tunic a battered, white men carried Thotfs S5hu ts ’etlle:e
with timid glances lfo]nnd him Niaman softnosed bullet, and Selman gave a low’ eat the soap whiie he po ed r\iV d’o
gtood steadfast in his assertion that it whistle. “Then,” Ward proceeded, “the sponge in th:e porridge gallx)see an :rll.nei
wag not Kakakee who had shot his child told me he was shot, and I have no one was looking. They ;t’:ufned in
fafher’ lzut— some other brave. . a very strong suspicion Kakakee did it.” shortly after dusk, and soon all were
W‘I?] ”I\alxakee kind to you?” asked “:}Vhy?” sleeping soundly .
ard” - _ irstly, because the old rifle by the It must hav : idni
/ The child seemed in doubt, but did not door of his shanty is of the same cglibre Ward awoke ewgfﬁn;l e::r;':llf: lggzs:g;gl;
knowchow to answer, sO it occurred to as the one that fired this bullet. That’s upon him. He and Selman %ccupied one
Ward that he might put the question not much to go hy, becayse it’s a popu- caravan, the half breed and Niaman the
in a more direct way. . lar size. But why is the youngster so other. For the first time in his career
“Wogll.d you like to come along with mighty scared of Kakakee, and why was as'a police officer Ward found himself
me, Niaman? 171.e asked, at which the Kakakee so mighty anxious to retain wishing that they possessed a watch-
small hands of Niaman clung to his tunic possession' of him?” dog. He actually awoke with the feel-
by way of answer ) Selman turned to the child. “Was ib ing upon him that to-night they would
. Ward’s mind was clear. The terri- Kakakee who shot your mather, little he safer if a good watchdog were lying
fied glance Niaman had cast in the di- man?” he asked kindly. under the caravan. Then he found him-
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ﬂe climbed into ‘the other caravan,
raised the youngster and climbed down
again without waking the half breed,
and a minute later Niaman was sound
asleep in a white man’s mattress. Then
Ward took up his position under the
caravan and waited.

Tt was almost pitch dark, but all
round there was scarcely enough grass
to hide a snake. For anyone to ap-

roach the carts unseen would surely be
the height of impossibility, for at this
point the ground was hard baked, and
almostdestitute of grass. NIRRT

Over an hour had passed when sud-
denly Ward looked up, scarcely able to
believe his eyes. He saw a dark figure
rise from the very ground under the
wheels of the caravan in which the half
breed slept. That the figure was that .
of a man he was certain, but he dare
not.shoot, lest it be one of his com-
panions.

How the “man had got there was &
mystery! He seemed to rise from -the
very earth, yet he must have crept with-
in 8 few feet of the shadow in which
Ward lay. Now, with the same ghostly
silence, he began, slowly, to mount the,
caravan, and Ward realized it was time
to act. |

On tiptoe he stole oud from his hid-
ing, and silently and ‘swiftly began to
approach, keeping to the shadows., From
twenty paces distant he flung up his
rifle, for he saw that the man was an .
Indian, who carried a dagger in ome
hand. Ere he could speak, however,

the Indian saw him also, flung himself
flat, and instantly vanished into the
shadows of the caravan.

A beautiful scene on 2 prosperous farm in the Souris Valley, Saskatchewan.

rection of the brave, the way the child
now clung to him, was sufficient proof Away in the gloom he ¢

that something was wrong. He strode Indian standing by his door.
back to the shanty, the infant still mo!” he cried emphatically- “Np' another direction; W

clinging to the edge of his red tunic, Kakakee, some other Indian” youngster to sleep wi

and_adiressed Kakakee in the follow- ~ “That seems to me to se .
served Selman. “I think youwre shin-

d at present. We gan to rearrange his pillow.

«The child is scare
e’s gone through. “You awake, Selman. What’s up ”

his feet, and don’t know what h !
That man Kakakee is a verit
they made camp. “You can have mine.”

d to get to the bot-  «IWhat about you?”

afraid of you”

Kakakee rose slowly to
?.half angry, half frightened gleam came
into his black eyes. “I found papoose,”
as stated. “You no right to take him
from me. He mine.”

\,Vard shrugged his shoulders. “That
50, he answered cooly .“You don’t seem
to know that an infant found on the cided to g0

Two hours later
Ward was determine
tom of this mysteri
did not want Kakakee to k

was silently 2 .
i ns for a . .
on with the carava r your collar and chain on,” he advised.

now that he der the caravan.

prairie is taken over by the police—not day o ’

by the finder. This youngster doesn’t his own trail and carry out a secret IN- atchdog. But shut up making such

bolong to vou at a11,~andc1'11 see you It was pretty clear to im0 e ! )

do‘n’t k(-o])' him.” ' |
“By way of answer Kakakee clutched too sc

Nx:aman by the arm, and dragged the abig e &

child to him with a force cufficient to 1is the disposition ©

vestigation.
that if Niaman knew

reek e. Such .

e ‘;' oy Itxcl)d?*(l):ln yo?m«r denly intent.

an @ -

‘ - “No. I've got an attack of nerves

Like most inh suppose.  Anyway, I’'m goi
kee possessed merves, &
lice were gone he crept back 1t
shanty with abject terror within

countenance.  For some time he paced n
back and forth, then suldenly he seat- another man’s instinets.

nd. when the po-

pale, but this was the only sign of the
k into his

anger he felt.

"‘You begin to raise my suspicions,
Kakakee,” he said quietlv.w “How is it
thi_lt you are so intent on keeping the
f]hlld? Is it that you have suddenly
Oi"eilsol‘_:-l a passionate love f_or children,
e u<l that you are afraid he may
T b _\onloﬂnllg. hat only he knows? g ve s vould s

eve this child’s father was shot ate one Katakee WOUY

and Kkilled. Was it you who shot ing. He was known as & marvellously
him 7 clever scout, and it was rumoured Ll

I'm mounting guard.”

leam came

into his eyes.

Realizing that his plight was 2 desper- wrong,

top at mnoth- proved correct. Ward

went silently out.

v le back < S w
two, then to double bac on “appat’s just what we want—a good ;0. the open prairie.

his Qelman said nothing. He had lived

in the wild long enough to respect
More than «This rather upsets our arrange

ed himself, and & wolfish g once in his life he had wakened with

the sensation that something was
and usually such gensations
slipped on his
hat, his boots, and his overcoat, and

Ward ran to, the place,"ah:mt'ing a

Niaman glanced timidly behind him. self listening intently. The very silence
ould still see the seemed to have something significant warning that he would fire on sight.

“No! no! about it. His thoughts wandered off in
hy had he left the seconds ago the man

th the half bered? he could see no one.

He reached the very spob where two
had stood, yet

Something whist-
led through the air perilously near his

ttle it,”> ob- That man would slumber through an
earthquake, and something might happen face, but he scarcely noticed it.. He

peered under the caravan, scanned the

ing words:

“Papoose coming along with me. You ing up the wrong tree, Ward.” to the child while he slept. ,

no fit to handle any papoose. Him “wait and' see,” Ward answered. At that moment Selman sat up and be- groundltaround,l.ﬁut hnotgpng conlﬁ l:?
seen. was like hunting a ghost:

Then he ran back to the first caravan,
and as he did so he heard a faint move-

able devil.” «Q bed’s beastl uncomfortable.” -
, my bed’s beastly ment under it, and again something

sang through the air by his face. He
dodged round the corner just in time

ous matter, but he «T t sleeping. I tting un-
, D o FRREES to see a figure—a figure which was 8o

nearly the colour of the ground as to

bowork,  Howe b & Selman laughed. “Don forget to pub o glmost invisible.  Tb dodged and

twisted like a startled’ gnipe, making
&  yyard flung up his rifle and fired low.
It was a blind shot, but it was a lucky

anything he was “Wh s i i
. A i y? What’s In the air. Heard i ir and
ared to tell it, and would prob anything?” Selman’s manner was sud- (f):lcl.—mg;gn?g;re lept into the £ #

Ward sauntered up to the place, his
I smoking rifle in his hand, and mext

dislocate t1 7
» the sockets. arc rmed ster. . 4 :
: SRR Wisrd T uman characters, Kaka- j 1 ng to bring moment he was looking down into the
that youngster into this caravan, then gavage face of  Kakakee, who cursed

him.
—

IV.

ments, Ward,” gaid' Selman next morn-
ing. “The Indian’s pretty badly“plug-
ged, and we’ll have to get back to head-
quarters with him—quick as we can.”
“Well,” answered Ward, “there’s only

one way. Buffalo Pass. -It’s possible
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if we go steady over the bad bits. The
‘half breed knows the route.” t
This was decided upon as their only
plan.  They would return with their
captive by a short route through the
foothills. They had safely rounded up
their man, and it was all straight sail-
for the remainder of the trip—so

they thought.
ext morning they reached the foot of
__Buffalo Pass, and their sweating muies
began the long uphit climb. It was a
ghastly place, even for light caravans,
made for such work. The trail wound
its course along the almost perpendicular
mountain face, and at certain points
there was scarcely room for the creak-
ing outfits. It was one of those trails
on which an accidental meeting with a
bear would spell sudden death for the

whole train.

But the men of the hills become con-
. temptuous of such perils. The half
* breed, a dead cigarette hid between his
lips, drove the first caravan, which car-
ried the most valuable cargo. On the
floor of it, on a carefully padded mat-
tress, apparently unconscious, lay the
Indian. Ward sat at the back, looking
out at the scenery, while Niaman sat at
his feet, silently admiring his boots. “In
the dust behind them Selman brought
the second caravan, with its cargo of
foodstuffs they had intended taking
north to their proposed winter quarters.

The scene on which Ward looked was
one of desolate, but impressive grand-
eur. From the wheels of the caravan
the mountain side fell downwards in a
series of steps, each step thirty or forty
feet in depths, while the slopes between
them were piled high with shattered
timber, touched with the light green of
birch and poplar. The valley far below
was a land of shadows, on which the
sun never shone, though through its
gloomy depths ran a streak of laughing
water.

Then suddenly, as Ward sleepily con-
templated the scene, something happen-
ed! The Indian, through half closed eyes,
saw that the back of his guard was to-
wards him. Kakakee knew now that
his last chance was gone, but one evil
desire retained possession of his mind—
the desire for vengeance. Cautiously
he slipped his hand under his battered
shirt, and from it he drew a small
blow pipe and a few poisoned darts.
With an effort he raised himself, and
placed the blowpipe to his lips. He
aimed, not at the driver, not at Ward,
but at the steaming flanks of the cara-
van mules. Silently the first dart
sped on its deadly mission, then came
another and another, quick as breath.
Each-found its mark with cruel accur-
acy, and each was like the shock of a
hornet sting. The mules plunged,
reared and screamed, then tormented
beyond endurance they broke into a
gallop, the caravan rocking behind them,
sending shower after shower of loose
stones into the depths below.

Ward knew instantly that the first ir-
regularity in the trail meant certain
death for all. He yelled to the driver
to jump, and at the same instant he
clutched Niaman and leapt backwards
from the caravan. The driver managed
to clear the wheels, and next moment
the three of them lay shaken in the
dust.

Then, as the Indian went on alone,
from the back of the caravan came
a hail of poisened darts, but luck was
with the police that day. Ward drag-
ged himself up and watched the swaying
outfit, knowing well what he would see.
The mules, in their wmad panic, hugged
the inner edge of the trail too closely.
The wheels caught a projecting shelf,
and over she went, crashing, bounding,
shattering down the slope, mules and
vchicle mixed together in ghastly con-
fusion.

Ward looked at the child; he was safe,
unharmed. For fully a minute no one
spoke, then Ward said: “Niaman, who
shot your father?”

Niaman walked to the edge of the
cliff and threw a pebble down into the
space below, far in the shadows of which
lay an Indian. smashed and bruised and
impaled by the wreckage of the cara-
van. Then, from the driver’s seat, Sel-

man nodded gravely to his friend. Kaka-
kee, the murderer, had gone on alone,
and the white man’s law was thus ful-
filled. ;

o
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A SIMPLE TRANSPOSITION

Little four-year-old Bessie was pute
ting on her shoes for the first time and
got them exchanged.

Going to her mother, she said triumphe

antly, “See, mamma, I got my shoes
on.,l

“Oh!” said mamma, “but you have
them on the wrong feet.” ‘

Bessie looked down doubtfully and
said, “I don’t see how that can be.
These are all the feet I got.”—The
Christian Herald.
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AN ECONOMY IN CLOTHING

The present shortage of textile materi-
als brought about by war conditions
makes it more than ever desirable to get
the maximum amount of wear out of
the materials we use in the household.
True economy demands that we buy
material that will look well as long as
it lasts, that will wash or clean well,
and that can probably be remade and
used over again. Cheap goods in the
end are expensive.
= To get the best service out of woolen
materials you must always sponge them
before you make them into garments.
If you neglect to do that, they will spot
badly and will shrink unevenly when
they get wet. A satisfactory way to
sponge woolen materials at home is as
follows: Clip the selvage edges every
twelve inches or so to prevent them from
drawing when the material is wet. Then
lay the material right side down on a well-
padded ironing board, cover it with a

THE FERRY

By Frances

;’] 0, this is the ferry, O Boatman old!
L And this is thy ferry-boat!
¢ (HNOH And all who would reach the other shore

Must over those waters float.

Is there no return, O, thou Boatman pale,
From the other side to here? :

And must he who launches on that tide
But once cross those waters drear?

And O, Boatman say! from that far-off strand .
Do you ever tidings bring?

Those who have breasted that surging flood,
Can you hear the songs they sing?

Can you catch glad strains of the music sweet
As you land your weary freight?

Or hear the ring of the harps of gold,
Or see a gleam of the gate!

0, Boatman! thy face looks so stern and grey,
I dread to go forth with thee!

What will await, when over‘those waves
You have swiftly carried me?

Ah! many have entered thy mystic craft
H That saileth so silently;

Feared not, to embark with thee.

With their faces filled with a strange, new light,
Born not of earth’s fading things;

With ears unheeding our bitter cry,
For they heard the angels’ wings.

Thou hast ferried the strong, O, Boatman old!
Yea, those in the pride of youth;

And tiny children, with smiles step in,
All innocent trust, and truth,

And the old and feeble rejoice to go, ,
With thee in thy waiting bark;

For their steadfast eyes, by faith see through
The shadows so thick and dark.

The river, O, Boatman! runs swift and cold,
And the port I cannot see;

Save for a faint far-reaching line -
Of where the bright shore may be.

O, say! shall T fear when I’'m called to float
Over the river with thee?

I think not, beyond that unknown deep
I'll trust, where I cannot see.
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strip of sheeting or similar fabric wrung
dry from warm water, and press it with
a hot iron until the woolen is damp.
Remove the wet cloth, substitute a dry
one and continue the pressing until the
woolen is smooth and dry. A coarse
fabric placed over the woolen will leave
an undesirable imprint; and of course
an iron that is not kept in constant
motion will mark the material. Pressure
with the iron should not be too heavy
or- it will -stretch the woolen. If you
shrink all wash materials befo!'e you
make them into garments, they will then
give good service after being laundered.

Open the material so that it lies in
one-yiird folds, and put it in clear, warm
water, unless the color is likely to be
harmed; in that case use cold water.
Let it stand for twenty minutes; then
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lift it out and let it drip until dry. If
you pin it carefully %o the line and keep
it smooth in the folds, no ironing will be
Necessary.

Set the color at the same time that
you do the shrinking. Different colors
require different treatments. To set blues
use one cupful of strong vinegar in a gal-
Jon of water; to set lavenders use one
tablespoonful of sugar of lead (poison)
in a gallon of water; to set other colors
use two cupfuls of salt or one cupful of
salt and one tablespoonful of alum in a
gallon of water. You can best make the
last two solutions by pouring boiling
water over the substances to be dissolved
and allowing the solutions to stand until
the water becomes cold. Then put the
material in and permit it to remain for
from twenty to thirty minutes. After
you have removed it wash it in warm
soapsuds and thoroughly rinse it in clear,
warm water,

JULY, 1920

Garments made from materials go
treated will amply repay you for the time
and trouble it takes to shrink them ang
to set the color, in the satisfaction yoy
feel in their lasting good appearance and
improved wearing qualities.

-
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THE MINISTRY OF TO-DAY

By the Bev. W. J. Tucker, D.D.

The ministry of to-day gives direct
moral and spiritual approach to men.
Men are becoming more and more acces-
sible. The barriers between the min-
ister and other men are down, the bar-
riers, that is, of mere conventionalism,
whether in thought or manner. 1If g
minister has learned to think, as a
straightforward man of his time is in
the habit of thinking, he can talk with
him on religion out of the pulpit, as he
can speak to him of religion from the
pulpit. Do not think that the language
of the minister is simply the language
of pity and compassion; it is also, if
he knows his business, the language of
authority. The best place to touch a
man to-day is in his conscience. There
is where men wait the word of inspira-
tion and quickening, as well as the word
of rebuke. You relieve the monotony of
duty by giving its place in the imagina-
tion and in the heart, but its home is in
the conscience.

I dwell upon this fact because we have
almost come to think that the highest
work of the ministry is in the slums..
There is no highest work in the minis-
try. It is all of a grade to the minis-
ter who really wants to lift his fellow-
men, each man to his best. The man
with ten talents living at the rate of
two is as pitiable an object as the man
‘who has but one talent, and who does
not know that he has that, or knows
that he has spent it. There is no limit
to the power of the truth-loving min-
ister who has an insight into men at all
comparable to his insight into truth.
A friend in another profession, and that
the profession which is, I think, the most
advanced of any to-day, the profession
of medicine, said to me recently, “After
all, the most authoritative man in the
community is the minister.”

The ministry on its personal side
offers to a man the joy of simplicity in
the midst of the unsatisfying complex-
ity of our time. There are a good many
restrictions upon a man who enters the
ministry, restrictions which a man of
many desires and tastes feels. But in
these days of excessive wealéh, visible in
nearly every community, there are re-
strictions upon the great majority of in-
telligent and cultured people. The time
has come when a man of many desires
must train himself to live for money or
train himself to live without a suffi-
ciency of it.
alternative? But if one chooses the
simpler life let him, fill it with the great-
est joy. Let him outgrow his vexing
limitations and live in the larger free-
dom of some satisfying service. I do
not' say that the ministry is the only
form of satisfying service. I do say
that to the man who lives at the heart
9f it, there can be none more satisfy-
ing. ,

-
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BUSY NEW YORK

A little girl from a more leisurely
part of the country was walking with
her mother along that part of Broad-
way in front of the Woolworth Build-
ing. Tt was the noon hour, the Ever-
ing Post “Saturday Magazine” tells us,
and the crowd was out and in rapid
motion. The wind was fresh and gusts
of it scurried past. .

“I dow’t like New York, mother,” said
the little girl. “Everything is in such
a hurry—even the wind.”

“Calumny,” savs Archbishop Leighton,
“would soon starve and die of itself 1”
nobody took it in and gave it lodzing.
““There would not,” says Bishop Hall,

“be so many open mouths if there were.

not so many open ears.”

Who hesitates before the .
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The Romance of a Railway Man

By Annie Sheppard Armstrong

EORGE JQNES’ father, whom
he could barely remember, had
been a railroader, and, since
his death his mother kept a
o boarding-house near the
“poundhouse” in the little prairie divi-
i Here railroad men came

~ and went at all hours according to their

uns,  His mother’s people had been
sailroad men too, and each fresh boarder
who came’ was told about how hex
prother had been crushed betwen two

"cars when old-time brakes were used,
.and all that could be picked up of him

was packed into“one of his.old-fashioned
high topped leather boots. And how an

_uncle by marriage had been catapulted

off the top of a car when the coupling
went wrong, and his head stove in, his
wife being quite crazy for a few weeks
and setting the table all ready for him,
when his old train came in.

None of these oft-repeated tales de-
terred George from being a railroad
man any more than do stories of blood
and carnage alter a soldier’s son from
his determination to be a fighter too—
rather increasing it.

School with George was only an in-
terlude between trains. No. 2 came in
at noon and he was there every day be-
fore she pulled out when she was on
time; but oh, her whistle sounded lone-
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some when she pulled in and out again
in school hours.

Time rolled around, and, finally, by
prevaricating quite a bit about his age,
George was actually out of school and
“wiping” at the roundhouse, coming
heme with the rest; and if the black-
ness of him was the standard for es-
timating work, George was running the
whole line.

At length he was actually a fireman
on a freight, glorying pridefully as all
railroaders do in the engine, and looking
up to his engineer as the grandest mo-
blest man on earth. His ambition con-
tinued to riin ahead to the grand and
glorious day when he should pull out as
the engineer of a passenger train. That
was his goal. Until then his energies
were bent upon that alone. Nothing
could lure him from it; all other wishes
were secondary. Feverishly he awaited
it, thinking of it by day, and dreaming
of it by night. Youthful joys and the
lure of bright eyes were ignored in the
great ambition.

“All things come to him who only
waits,” providing he puts in the waiting
time to good account,-so, finally, as the
crown of the busy years, George Jones
actually one spring morning did pull out
with the 10.45 passenger train, as engi-
neer. He was not much sore than a

bright-haired, glad-eyed boy yet, and his
fireman was considerably older.

Oh, it was good to George, flying
through the spring prairies, engineer of
his own train, earnestly mindful of his
great trust, all those precious lives be-
hind him, trusting to his guidance, he
as dependable as some splendid wild
deer, his timid bunch behind him,

Presently the train passed a home-
stead where stood a little shack some
distance back from the track. Some-
one at the window seemed to be franti-
cally waving at the train with a white
cloth. Both engineer and fireman
waved back.

“Someone cleanin’ the window glass,”
said the latter practically.

“So it was,” laughed George, “I
thought it queer .waving.” _

And after that occasion a slip of a

girl nearly always came out and waved _

when the train passed, her attention
obviously on the boy-faced emgineer.

Later in the summer, one day as the
train whizzed along she was picking
raspberries from the bushes along the
track, and the smiling face in the pink
sunbonnet showed sparkling white
teeth, dark eyes, and a wisp of black
hair blown across rosy cheeks. It was
only a momentary glimpse, but it pho-
4ographed itself on the engineer’s
memory, and danced before him with
its smile, its appeal, S0 obviously
meant for him.
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Afterwards the shack had a new sig-
nificance for him, and his run was in-
teresting to him inosfar as it was near
to or far from the neat, if humble,
dwelling-placa of his divinity.  The
fireman “joshed” him about it, but he
was so in earnest that he did not care.

The tenants of the shack had a dog
that always “laid for” the train and
ran just so far alongside in violent and
frenzied pursuit. One day “just for
fun” George tied the morning paper
to a big piece of coal and threw it out
of the cab toward the ‘dog. The ani-
mal instantly grabbed it and started
toward the shack, and the girl came
out laughing and waving. After that
he often sent the paper or a maga-
zine, and near Christmas a box of
chocolates in the same way. :

It was a Dbittér—winter that year,

ven for north-western Canada.

One night in February  when
George’s train was making the return
trip at a little after eleven, the train
was making  wonderful time. The
whole world sparkled at 30 degrees be-
low zero. The vast prairies stretched
in cold splendor on all sides. The
moon and the stars snapped and glit-
tered in the frosty, clear air. The
very rails seemed greased with frosh.
All was calm. :

“The old engine acts like she was
possessed,” said the fireman, “she’s jnsi
greedy for miles, and' more miles.

Continued on page 48
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The Measure of the Ghetto
Continued from page 6

have none of our charity. And, as is

always the case, repulse but made us

the more desiring.

Then we found the way to her heart.
It was through the baby, Morris. Now
that the mother was out so much look-
ing for work, we began'to bring him
trifling gifts, now a ten-cent toy, now
an orange, now some candy. And Rosa

pman, out of her overwhelming love
for the child capitulated. -

He really was a fine, interesting young
animal, and® kept surprisingly clean
when you consider that he had only a
one-handed mother who was so worn
out nights from fruitless trudging that
she often fell asleep washing the bibs
and tuckers and other things that go
with juveniles. She would not listen

to Mother Rosenberg doing it. Too
much was being done for her, she said;

and, besides, it was her greatesb
pleasure. This was true, as a blind man
could see.

Every day the widow Bonewaur was at the
hospital with more coaxing and arguments.

Sometimes, as spring reached on, we
would watch the mother and child out
fn the brick cavern euphoniously desig-
nated the back yard. There was a chim-
ney-like draught of air here and a
rattling old skeleton of a tree that put
up a brave bluff with a single branch of
foliage. She used to romp there with
the boy, not knowing she was observed,
clutching the youngster to her, Kkissing
him passionately, even mumbling his
grimy shoes. Like a fairy wand was
the careless touch of the boy. When his
hdnds patted Rosa’s face sorrow fell
away,; from her. There is hope that
springs eternal, but hers was the most
inspiring hope of all—the hope for one
loved better than one’s self. At times
it was almost funny to watch the ma-
ternal conflict when the child—who after
all was a selfish little animal—showed
some preference for us who catered to
his stomach. She was jealous; but pres-
ently the gleam in her eyes would melb
to a smile of pride and satisfaction and
thankfulness.

She could find no work, and things
were getting worse and worse when
Maury got his great idea. This was no
less than that Rosa should become &
city employee. Larry MacCormack,
the district leader, was kindness itself
after we made it clear there were four-
teen votes in Mother Rosenberg’s and
that, in addition, the Herald would
soften its principles and toot occasionally
for him.

Rosa set off the next Monday even-
ing, ablaze with happiness, to do night
scrubbing in the city courts building.
She came home Thursday morning
bowed down with despair. The job
was over. The Bureau of Municipal
Find-out, which teaches cities how to
run things on business principles, had
discovered her at work. It was a waste
of the taxpayers’ money! Logical ob-
jection it was too. Obviously, a woman
with one hand can do only half as
much work as one with two. It was
puerile, the offer of Rosa to work for
half-pay. Such an arrangement would
have disrupted all business method.

But the Bureau was composed of
philanthropists. They pointed out a
solution. of her trouble—a sensible way
—a way in accord with the modern
science of philanthropy. She was to
apply to the Omnipotent Charities
Association—uptown at their fine big
building. They had a Department that
gecured emplovment for persons who
were physically landicapped in any
way. '

Can you imagine a mouse transformed
to a roaring lioness? That was Rosa
Eppman when she returned from the
Omnipotent Charities! Perhaps Yyou
will say she was ungrateful.—They had
offered her a home in the family of &
charitable church worker, where she
would be comfortable, get one dollar &
week, and have little to do but care for
ahbaby girl. Not so bad for a cripple,
eh?

Yes; but what do you suppose? Think
of impossible things! Well, then, -Im
order to get the job she must surrender
baby-boy Morris to the Omnipotent
Charities Association, which would find
some one to adopt him!

Give up her Morris, indeed. They
were crazy Her little boy that was
all she had left. Why didn’t they ask
to cut off her other hand? Wanted her
to take care of some one’s brat while
her own darling baby was away with
strangers! To gehenna Wwith them!
Something would surely turn up!

That evening Maury Green harked
back to his philosophy of Tove.

“See?” he gloated. “Here is your
Ghetto mother who gives up assured
comfort for herself rather than sacrifice
her child!”

“Not so fast,” I contended, perhaps to
be contrary. “It may be that between
the comfort of a good home and thec
comfort of her child’s presence she
chooses what suits her best.” .

It set him off like touching a match
to gunpowder.

“You scoffer!” he snapped. “What do
you know about love?”

“Or you, for that matter 9” T remarked
arily, which did not at all tend to soothe
him. “You know,” I continued, ‘“they
have offered prizes for its definition.
Perhaps you could brush away the
haze ?”

As might have been expected, it pre-
cipitated a  bombardment of Maury’s
usual brand of philosophy. At such
times it is soonest over with if you do
not try to stop him.

“Lisgten!” he began. “With some,
love means one thing—with others
something entirely different. That’s
why each man has his own definition.

“There is the love of lovers, for in-
stance, hailed by the poets as the Divine
Passion; there is parental love and filial
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love and brotherly love and various

other kinds of love. And if you an-
alyze and divide any of these by the
method of Fahrenheit you will find it
has as many degrees of ardor as there
are scratches on a thermometer. But
this will not be measuring love—simply
grading its manifestations.

«Listen some night during the lobster
hours at Churlish’s and hear what some
flush of color under a peroxide rick has

to say: .
« Jt's true! He sent Gladys & soli-

taire sparkler to her dressing room to-
day—a beauty! My, but he’s crazy
about her!’ T

“That’s the Broadway measure.
standard is giving.

“ot}-’, againg,1 hegr what that sedate
business man is saying:

« ‘My wife abhors the languages, but
she’s brushing up on her_ French and
German like the deuce. You see the
children will soon be taking them up!’

“That’s another measure. Love’s
labor sets its standard!”

Then I dug the pit for him: “And

our Ghetto measure?”

«Is giving up!” he flashed back. “I
don’t mean giving up something for the
sake of a loved one. I mean giving up
the loved one—giving up love itself—if
it will benefit the one who is loved

“And that,” I gloated, “jg exactly what
Rosa Eppman hasn’t done!”

It put him in a corner; at least all
he could say was: “We shall see, we
shall see!”

But, to get*back to actual happenings,
things seemed to brighten from then on
with Rosa Eppman. Perhaps it was
that she became more humble and ac-
cepting. Her love and gratitude for
Mother Rosenberg were inspiring; Maury
Green she regarded as a great and wise
man. And in a sense he deserved it.
She did not know, but we did, that the
outfit of cheap laces he got her to peddle
put him deeply in thrall to one of the
Herald’s best advertisers.

Rosa Eppman became happy. And
why not? Every week she was able to
pay Mother Rosenberg something.
What did Rosa care if doors were
slammed in her face; if she came home
footsore and drenched on rainy days; if
negro hall boys shooed her away with

insults?
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It taught her not to go to
fine apartment houses. And instead of
being ashamed of her infirmity she wag
glad of it. It made people kind to her,
Only the other day a poor woman took
her insurance money out of the sugar
bowl in order to buy a cheap tidy. And
think of it, at the very time her own
children stood about with toes protrud-
ing. Insults! Huh! What did she
care? She was earning almost enough
to keep her Morris. .And once when
McManus suggested—the. rest of us
agreeing—that it would help business
to take the youngster about with her,
she was amazed, horrified, humiliated,
Take her little baby out into the hard-
ships? The idea! No one but a man
would think of such a thing.

Then one day the blow fell. Wae
knew it was coming and lined the upper
hall, discreetly out of sight.

«Morris,” she called before the door
was half open. “Morris boy, come quick;
see the pretty apple Mommer has
brought. Where are you, Morris?” -

We heard her hurry back to the
basement stairs and call, and call, and
call. Then her footsteps became quick,
nervous, tense, and her voice took the
ascending scale of anxiety. But she
did not find Morris. Nor did she find
Mother Rosenberg or the others. They
were dodging; and we, listening, poised
ourselves for quick retreat.

The boy was sick—very, very sick.
He had Dbeen ailing, and this day he
lapsed to delirium. Dr. Bernstein had
called it scarlet fever.

It was a trying experience for Mother
Rosenberg, and for all of us. If ever a
gentle woman went suddenly amuck,
Rosa Eppman was that woman. Some-
how we were to blame. I do not know
just how—but we were. We had given
him sweets to eat; or Mother Rosen-
berg had not watched him. But - then,
after the balm of tears, her mood soft-
ened. She wanted to be forgiven. We
had all been good to her. It was mno-
body’s fault but God’s. She must have
offended Him. But He was urnkind to
punish her so!

Maury Green argued with Rosa so
convincingly and then pulled the proper
wires to such good effect that presently
baby Morris was trundled off to the
Jewish Hospital for Children. His
mother rode with him in the ambulance.
We speculated on the scene that would
occur when she found she could not stay
with the boy. But we were fooled. We
learned then from Rosa Eppman the
lesson that when sorrow is most keen,
love is quickest to search out some
bright side or other. Was God not good,
she argued, in that if Morris must be
gick he had been taken to a beautiful
hospital, where there were wonderful
doctors, and the beds were soft and
white, and everybody was kind. And
then they had told her he was not very
ill, he might be out in a month. of
course it was hard not to have the child
home with her; but what was her
trifling, selfish worry when, as was
plain to be seen, it was all for the best
when it might have been for the worst.

That night Rosa came to a portentous
decision of which we were duly inform-
ed. She had been selfish in the past!
She had sacrificed little Morris to her
own pride and now God had pointed out
that she must sacrifice her pride to the
child. She should not have held him to
such a miserable life when there was an
easy way out. Here was the way of
it. Her brother Hermann, who had
opposed her marriage, should be written
to for help. What of her vow mever to
speak to him again? Had not God
punished her for cherishing hatred?
Hermann was rich—he had a fine jewelry
business in Chicago—and he had a kin

heart. She need only appeal to him.

All she asked was two or three huns
dred dollars; and scarcely was the letter
in the post before she was planning
how the money was to be spent. First,
to be sure, she must take Morris away
for a while after he left the hospital.
Scarlet fever is not such a serious thing,
you know, but it leaves things behind
it if one isn't careful. There was &
really fine place in the mountains where
the board for the two would be only
cix dollars a week., That would leave
enough to lay in a stock of irresistible
laces, and-if she only worked a little

\
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. than before she would surel
hgg;;r. Who could tell? In timoy,
! be, she could take a little store.

In the days that follo\.vo(_l Rosa was

o tireless architeet of innumerable
air castles. It was talk, talk, talk of
the near future when baby Morris
would be hers all for herself again;

«We heard her hurry back to the basement
stairs and call, and call, and call.”

when she could hug and kiss him, and
wash and dress him, and there would
be no unkind, though good, nurses to
say “stop” if she only slid her fingers
under the covers to press his little hot
hands. And he was getting along fa-
mously. Why, to-day, think of it, he
knew her and smiled when she playfully
threw Kkisses on his pillow; whereas,
yesterday, he only stirred when she
called, and the day before he had taken
no notice at all.

Then a singular thing thappened—
something that showed her there were

- people ever so much worse off than she.

Truly, it was sort of ridiculous, and she
laughed when she told Mother Rosen-
berg the details. That day, it seemed,
the superintendent had introduced her
to another young mother who was all
in black and whose heart was broken.
A rich woman, she was, a Mrs. Bone-
waur, the widow of Bonewaur, the
“pants” manufacturer. And now the
poor woman was all alone in the world
because her little boy had died in the
hospital, of scarlet fever, not a month
before. Sce how little good money 18
when it will not save your child!

But here was the foolish part. The
young woman wanted to adopt her
Morris because he was just like the
dead little boy. Think of it! If Rosa
did not understand how that mother
was suffering she’d have told her some-
thing! Of course it was a great com-
pliment, everybody seemed to want him;
but anvhow, a mother should know
more than to offer such a thing. Money!
Huh! Did that give excuse for robbing
another mother, because she was poor,
of the only thing she had worth living
for? They might talk of fine prospects
for Morris, of the beautiful home and
the fine education he would get. But
he would not have the love of his real
mother: and, anvhow, now that brother
Hermann was to help, she would be
able to give him future prospects
enouch. And she had made them under-
stand that the matter was settled for
good.

In this Rosa was mistaken. Every
day the widow Bonewaur was at the
hospital with more coaxing and argu-
ments, and trying to win her over by
bringine flowers and things to - Morris.
And cven the superintendent, who had
seemed <o kind at first, took the side
of the widow. That was because she
was rich! Why did he have to argue

for her and point out things so clearly,
and make Rosa feel sometimes that she
was rather selfish? But such nonsense!
Words are nothing but, words, Just
two days more now and Morris would
come home, and she would be.done with
their everlasting prattle about duty
and self-sacrifice. The letter from
Er?]ther Hermann would settle all their
alk.

The letter came that very evening
and Rosa, gloating in her exhilaration,
carried it off to have the first> glimpse
all to herself. An hour later Mother
Rosenberg beckoned- us down the base-
ment stairs. Outside Rosa’s door we
listened to the low, hopeless wailing
of a soul sorely tried. There was the
letter from brother Hermann flung on
the pile of baby dresses that Rosa had
prepared against Morris’s home-coming.

Brother Hermann wrote that he was
sick at heart because he could do so
little to help. The jewelry business had

. failed. Just now ha and his wife and

their three little ones were living in
one small room, earning their bread by
sewing buttons on coats. He had, how-
ever, scraped up enough for one rail-
road ticket, and she could bring the
child since he was young enough to ride
free. They would managé somehow.
Rosa would be able to do some work;
and by and by, when the little fellow
got big enough, say seven or eight, he
could learn to sew buttons on like his
cousins.

We left Rosa 'in the apathetic calm
of one who mercifully has been numbed
by a blow. Later, ¥hen Mother Rosen-
berg found excuse to go to the room,
Rosa had packed all the little dresses
in a capvas bag and was trying to close
it and fasten the strap with her ome
hand. Through the night, Mother
Rosenberg uneasily alert, heard Rosa
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pacing back and forth, back and forth.
When we came down in the morning,
Rosa Eppman was gone. She had taken
the bag, but left her own belongings be-
hind.

It was raining that afternoon when
she dragged herself up the stoop. She
passed us in the hall, seemingly un-
conscious of our presence. Her eyes,
glowing hectically, were set straight
ahead; her cheeks were pallid; her
mouth and lips dry and drawn. Her
breast heaved in quick staccato rhythm.

Mother Rosenberg followed her down-
stairs, pretending to blow her mnose.
The old hypocrite! As though that
would deceive us. A great boarding
house convenience are banisters. One
can nevér be certain whether you are
eavesdropping, or just going up or com-
ing down stairs. We were grateful to
Mother Rosenberg for leaving the door

'ajar.

“Rosa, girl,” we heard her say with
over cheerfulness, “why are you pack-
ing up? Surely you don’t think of
taking the boy out to that hard life!”
“Oh, mo,” came in a dull, lack-life

monotone. “He’s not going. I'm going
alone.”
«\What’s that? <“snapped Mother

Rosenberg. “You’ll bring him right here
and stay with him—that’s what you'll
do! And right now I'll go with you to
the hospital and we’ll get him.”

“No, no,” came in the same even,
tense voice. “I'd be afraid to see him
again. I didn’t even go to-day. I
might change my mind. DI've decided
it all, but I’ve got feelings, you know.
Just suppose he reached up and patted
my cheek and made play faces at me!

“It’s too late, anyhow,” she continued,
droningly. “T’ve been to the lawyer’s
and signed papers. He’s to grow up and
think she is his mother. T’'m never to
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see him again—never to go mear him.
And it’s best. He’ll forget me after
awhile and then he’ll be happy.”

Mother Rosenberg was frankly snivel-
ing. “And to think of the way you
used to love him,” she gurgled.

“Used to love him!” Rosa Eppman’s
voice swept up to a wavering pitch.
“If I didn’t love him now a million
times more than I ever did, I'd’ take
him to my brother’s or I'd keep him
here and struggle on somehow. That
wouldn’t tear my heart out and make
me feel all dead, this way. But he'd
grow up to sew buttons,.to be hungry,
to be always bound to sorrow and
trouble. It’s because I love him that
I'm giving him up!”

.

THE LITTLE CARES

The little cares that fretted me,
I-lost them yesterday, -
Among the fields above the sea,
Among the winds at play;
Among the lowing of the herds,
The rustling of the trees,
Among the singing of the birds,
The humming of the bees.

The foolish fears of what may hap,
I cast them all away,

Among the clover-scented grass,
Among the new-mown hay;

Among the husking of the corn,
Where drowsy poppies nod,

Where ill thoughts die and good are born,
Out in the fields with God.

What a world of gossip would be pre-
vented if it was only remembered that
a person who tells you the faults of
others intends to tell others of :your
faults. .
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END A POST CARD

request for a copy of our

FaLn aNpD WINTER CATALOG
_which containg wearing ap-
parel of the very latest styles,
and of the most favored
materials, marked at very
moderate prices.

OU CAN FEEL per-

Y

fectly satisfied that you

will get excellent value for
your money in all orders sent
to us for goods shown in any
of our catalogs.

Our buyers

do not select the cheapest
goods so as to have lowest
prices, but they consider value
and -serviceability as prime
necessities, thus keeping our standard of value high.

SEND FOR CATALOG

'BEFORE YOU FORGET IT

25

REMEMBER— VE PAY ALL SHIPPING
CHRISTIE GRANT LIMITED

WINNIPEG [ovms=auss | CANADA
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Oanada’s Best Poultry Fencing

The shut-in and shut-out Fencing—a poultry fence strong enough to withstand the combined i

weight of two big horses. And that without a top or bottom board either.

of its strength—a real protection to large fowls and little chicks too. If you are interested in such SISt
b fencing, writcus. Ask forour literature. We also manufacture farm fence and ornamental fenc- |
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Gei Your

VICTOR
RECORDS

IN PERFECT
CONDITION

We guarantee delivery of any
Victor Record listed in Canada,
to any address.

Catalogues of machines and
records sent free on request.

WRITE TO-DAY

829 Portage Ave. WINNIPEG

Bassinet, Crib and Play Pen
Combined for the price of a
good Crib alone

Give your baby the benefit of out-
(t‘ll?orz;’r (‘;nlpor(g) or verandah. Keep

m healthy, happy and safe in ¢
Kiddie-Koop. e a
Kiddie-Koop promotes the “better
baby' and the healthier, happier
mother. Day and night, indoors
and out, from baby’s birth to his
fourth year, Kiddie-Koop protects
the tot from floor draughts, insects,
animals, and saves mother steps
and abolishes worry wien baby is
alone. Safetyscreened —sanitary—
folds tocarry. For saleby the better
class of stores. Ask your dealer for
a demonstration, or write for free
folder.

LEA-TRIMBLE MFG. CO.
291 King St. West  TORONTO, Can.

Children’s

To Make A Chicken Fountain

Take a quart bottle
and fasten it with
wire loops to &
wooden up-right
nailed to a base

on which is a metal
or earthenware pan.
The mouth of the
bottle should be
half-an-inclt above
the bottom of the
pan. Fill the bottle
with water, invert
the holder and slip
the bottle into the
wires, place the pan
over the top of the
bottle and turn the

whole thing quickly over. So longasany
water remains in the bottle the level in
the pan will be just above that of the
mouth.

A Pretty Hat Band

Have you a big shady “picnic” hat
or an old garden hat or pretty panama

that needs a new little “‘touch” girls?
of cretonne

or chintz, there may
be ascrap in the
house, you will
want a piece six
inches wide and
abyut %4 of a yard
long. you are

buying it, choose the brightest colors you
can get, a design with birds and flowers.
With gray or white wool (angora if you
have it) do a blanket stitch all around
this strip. Put a band of it round the
crown of your hat, and with the end that
is left make. an imitation bow of one
straight picce blanket stitched all the way
around also, and caught through the
centre with @ narrow cross strip in the
manner shown in illustration.  Place this
bow at the back, front, or side, wherever
it is most becoming and you will have
a pretty new trimming for your hat.

Something to Learn

The Peacock has a score of eyes,
With which he cannot see;

The cod-fish has a silent sound
However that may be;

No dandelions tell the time,
Altho they turn to clocks;

Cat’s cradle does not hold the cat
Nor fox-glove fit the fox.

Rosette.

What does it take to make a rose,
Mother—mine?

It takes the world’s eternal wars,

And the everlasting love as well,
Little child.
Noves.

Something to Read

* Among the very curious superstitions
of modern sailors may be mentioned the
following:

Captain, cook or cabin boy consid-
ers it unlucky to ship with a man who
has forgotten to pay his laundry bill.
A sailor, nearing port after a lengthy
vovace will gather up old clothes and
shoes unfit for further use -and cere-
moniously commit them to the sea, in
order to ensure him=clf luck on his
next voyvage.

Nailors like to ship on a craft that
displays a shark’s tail firmly mailed
to the bowsprit or jibboom.

Jack Tar places great faith in the
merits of a pig as a weather prophet.

Durineg very rouch weather it is
difficult to convinte any old-timer

The God that died to make it, knows

Tt takes the moon and all the stars;
It takes the micht of heaven and hell,
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Cosy Corner

Conducted by Bobby Burke

that there is not a Jonah on board.
Many captains of the old school, who
ought to know better, are so super-
stitious in this regard that it is not
uncommon for them to evince an in-
tense dislike for officers who have
happened apparently to be the harb-
ingers of bad weather, especially fog.
It is quite usual on board ship to find
members of the crew nicknamed
“Foggy Jones,” “Heavy Weather Bill”
or “Squally Jack.”

Cats on board ship are held to be
lucky, and many a stray {feline finds
a comfortable home and careful -at-
tention with Jack for its friend, al-
though on the other hand, our do-
mestic friend has at times been held
responsible  for the continuance of
very bad weather and forced to ac-
cept the role of Jonah to the fullest
extent.

One of the most curious of the
superstitions of the sea . is that
pertaining to the capture of a shark.
The natural dread and antipathy with
which these monsters of the deep are
viewed cause a capture to be hailed
with much rejoicing. All hands, from
the captain down to the cabin boy,
take a keen interest in the proceéd-
ings, and, having successfully landed
the shark on deck—an operation in-
volving no little excitement—it is Kkill-
ed and its tail cut off. This trophy is
then nailed either on the end. of the
bowsprit or the jibboom and is con-
sidered an infallible charm, capablz
of bringing the craft the fairest of
winds and weather. It is' mot uncom-
mon to observe sailing vessels lying
in port with this peculiar emblem of
the sailor’s superstition, but the cus-
tom is fast dying out, since, in the
case of steamers, a shark capture at
sea is a very rare occurrence.

Father—Why do you want to leave
school and go to work when youre so
young?

Son—It’s this way, Dad. School is
going to be a tough place for the next
few yecars. We shall have a new majp
of Europe to study and if we fail the
teacher is likely to give us_the con-
stitution of the Lecague of Nations to
learn by heart.

B

Making the most of educational facilities.

The three children in this picture, al-
though they live four miles from school,
have an enviable record for school at-
tendance which, we doubt, is excelled by
many, ifoany, in Western Canada. The
tiny tot in front has just completed her
sixth birthday, and had done her eight
niles cach day for quite a time, while
still in her fi‘th vear. It is only very
extrome weather which keeps these girls
out of school for a day.

_ Our country schools in the west could
do with a few more examples like this.

The happy trio. on their faithful pony,
are the children of Mr. Les Jespersen, &
prominent farmer of the Taber District.
Alberta,
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m one at a time instead of on a ch, by
1:1akmg 5 ch, d ¢ in corner of last’ m
153 ch_, turn, d ¢ in corner of last m’
Continue until 15 m are made. Turn an(i
fo]lp\\' design for 16 rows, or place on
design where m are dropped. Break
thread. Fasten thread to corner of 16th
m_from bottom, 5 ch, d ¢ in next d ¢,

The suggestion has been made by one
of our subscribers to ask all readers to
gend in their favorite knitting and cro-
chet patterns, for garments and house-
hold articles. This idea seems a good
one and the editor of “Work for Busy
Fingers” will be glad to receive an°y
instructions for such work. Illustra-
tions should accompany the instructions.
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Work for Busy Fingers

the doubled end, thus forming a knot.

Belt—Cast on 18 sts. K for 27 ins.
Make 2 buttonholes as follows: K 3
sts, bind off 4 sts, k 4 sts, bind off 4
sts, k 3 sts. Turn—K 3 sts, cast on 4
sts, k 4 sts, cast on 4 sts, k 3 sts.
K 2 ridges and bind off. With sc cover

T 2 buttons.
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Sports Cap

Materials required: 2 balls yarn; 1
pair No. 5 and 1 pr. No. 3V knitting
needles; bone crochet hook No. 4.
On No. 5 needles—caston 47 sts, *k

) |
T

across, turn and k back to within 3 sts

The needlewoman who takes pride and

. of end (that is, do not k the last 3 sts),

'pleasure in crocheting will find the

LD turn as if at end of the row and k

towel and scarf ends illustrated here
very attractive pieces of work. Towels
with such attractive ends as depicted
make exceedingly nice gifts or may be
made to swell the “Hope Chest.” “The

back. Repeat these two rows, always
Jeaving 3 more sts unworked at the
same end until there are seven sets of 3
sts. Then k all the way across line and p

continue across row

and follow desizn

back. *Repeat pattern from*to*for 18

basket design for scarf ends will be very

to end. If wlcn

times. Bind off. Band—With No. 3V,

easily made if the instructions given T
. L

finished lace should

needles pick up sts on long edge . (about

are followed carefully. B

< -PBasket 'Design for Scarf End

Materials required—12 balls of No. 60
crochet cotton for two scarf-ends and 6
tasscls. No. 10 steel erochet hook.
Ch 272, d ¢ in Sth ch from hook, ch 2,
d ¢ in 3rd ch from last d ¢, centinue
across, making 89 meshes on first row
¢h 5 turn.” Row 2—1 m, 87 bl, 1 m cl;
5, turn. Follow pattern to 1'0w’61.
Row 62—1 sp, 1 bl, 4 sp, 3 bl, 2 sp, 3
bl, 4 sp, 2 bl, 5 sp, 3 bl, 3 sp, 6 bl, 1
sp, 5, bl, 1 sp, 2 bl, 1 sp, 5 bl, 1 sp, 3 bl,
4 sp, 1 bl, 1 sp, ch 5, turn. Follow

attern to end. Tasscls—Cut a piece
of card board three inches wide. Wind
the cotton over it 50 times. Run a
thread under one edge and tie the -
loops together tight. Cut loops
at other edge. Wind thread
arovnd tassel about a half-
inch from top. Make a
chain of 18 'sts, slip
through top of tasel
and fasten both endg

of chain to end of
scarf.
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Bird Design for
Filet Towel End.
Materials used — 0 s 550 o %0, 2%
No. 70 crochet cotton %, " %5 ¢ 000w, 038 S0

and No. 12 steel crochet X
hook; 22-inen  width linen
tewel. Row 1—Ch 71,dc on
9th ch, and every third ch to end,

with 2 ch, between, forming 22 m 2 %

L iy ) ’ g <« 1 Ve 20200 ¥4 o000
Row 2--1 m on each of 22 m Row—3 ¢ "::: f:: ::’: % "ol
—m, 1b], 10 m. Row 4—11 m, 1Dl 19 0, SN et b otes DT
m. Row 5—9 m, 1 bl, 12 m. Row 6—12 m b, SO o e o X

2bl 8m. Follow design through to 26:h ToF
m ollow design through to e on

At the end of this row add 53 ch. Row 27—L
9th ch, 1 d ¢ on every third ch, forming on this row 16

additionalm, 3 m 5 bl, 1 m, 2 bl, 1 m, 2 bl 8 m. Follow

design to row, 42. Row 43—12m, 1 bl, 10 m, turn. Follow
design all across center part to end ofpattern. Begin 220, wit
design at row where arrow is shown and follow attern
backwarls until row is reached where mare added. Add thesey

as given

Scarf End

Basket Deigns for

Basket Design for Scarf End , 2 or 3

¢,
3"’000'0 *
(%4 ﬂ%f

7
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tan, light blue and yellow, etc.
cap 18 becomingly attractive when made to
match with the’ shawlette. Most women who
are fond of creating knitted garments will find this
an easy set to ccmp'ete by following the directions

be shorter than towel

ows of 96 sts). This allows about 5 sts on

the end of cach section so that crown
is fulled on to band. K 4 sts, p 4 sts,

m may be added at each end to make
for 21, ins. Then with larger needles

length right. Lay lace on towel, baste
on pencil line and with embroidory 4 . S
Y k plain for 12 ribs and bind off.  Sew

thread (1 strand) go all around, over g
and over as in eyelet-stitch. Cut cloth T scam'and roll back the plain border.
out underneath. Lace for towel ends—
12 ch, d ¢ on %th ch, 2 ch d ¢ on 12th
ch, forming 2 m; 6 ch, turn; dc on 5th
and 6th ch, d ¢ on d ¢, 2 m over first
2 m, 5 ch, turn; 1 m, 1 bl, 2 ch, 1 tr
on last d ¢ of bl, 1 tr in end of tr just
made, 1 tr in end of this tr, and one
in last tr, making 4 tr, forming lowest
bl; 1 ch, turn; sl st in 2nd, 3rd and 4th
tr, 3 ch, 2 d ¢ under m, dconlstde
of m, 2 m, 5 ch, turn; 2 m on next
row, adding 6 ch, for beginning
of another flower. Continue
untl length of towel is
made. Make piece
for each end
y and whip on.
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The New Shawlette
and Sports Cap

The knitted sweater and
spo:ts coat have foun
their .place in nearly every.
woman’s wardrobe, 80 should
the shawlette and sports cap- The
shawiette illustrated on this page
is very easily made wand most effective
in contrasting colors such as olive green

and pink, navy blue and tan, light blue and
The sports

Shawlette and Sports Cap

Balls—Using double yarn, ch 3, join and
make 6 s ¢ in rTing. Crochet tightly.
ond round—2 s ¢ in each st. Increase In
every other st until there are 15 sts.
Work 8 rounds even. Decrease as ‘in-
creasedl to about 5 sts, ‘fill ball with
cotton, draw up opening and fasten off.
Tasten to hat with a cord of ch sts.

low.
Navy Blue Shawlette {{ﬂlile calling with her mother,la Bos-
. . . ton child was given a piece of uscious
Materials required—l  pai No. 5 cake. In ecstasy she exclaimed: ‘Oh,
1t is aw-

1 just love chocolate cake!
fully nice’

« «Clarita, her mother corrected,. ‘you
Jdo not love cake, you like it. Nice 18

needles; 9 balls blue yarn; 1 ball tan
(1% oz balls). With blue cast on
75 sts. K plain for 54 inches and bind
off. Roll collar—Pick up sts on one of

the long sides—1 st to each rib, k 8 . ?
ridges. Then attach the tan yarn, k not the proper word in that_connection,

21, ridges, attach blue yarn, k 2% and “awfl:!ly” is ab’s’aurf!. ”You s‘,hou}'(’l’
ridges, attach tan varm, k 21, ridges have used “very good”. Oh” and “jus

and bind ofk Pockets—Cast on 25 sts. are. redundant, and should have been
K 25 fidges. Attach tan yarn, k 1 ridee. omitted. Now say the sentence cor-

Then decrease one st each end every rectly”

ridge for 12 ridges or until 1 st remains. (larita, who W
Fasten off and turn over {he tan pomnt. rcctions, said, meekly:
Fasten down with  blue crocheted  cake; it is very good.’

as used to such cor-
I like chocolate

covered buttons, Make two poit Qe scemed so miserable, however,
and place in position on cach front be- “'1 /t" ) )
. : o hostess came to her rescue
satckline TSI disa conts Wi h I.zl, |I<1 \
low walstline. i edge of fronts WIth (i), . “\What is the matter, dear? You

said it quite correctly.’

Yes, T know,’ the child replied, ‘but
it sounded as though 1 was talking
about bread.’—‘Il\’erybody’s.’

blue and tan fringe. Fringe—Take 3
strands of wool 8 inches long. Double
this and with a crochet hook pull the
doubled end through a st on end of
gash. Then pull ends of strands through




48

The Greater Duty
Continued from page 34

. But now, with the boy’s last uttered
word, striking like a blow in the face, all
in a moment he was no longer officer
but a man fired with just some compre-
hension of where a greater duty lay.

“Yes, boy; you're right—a mother’s heart
is too precious a thing to break, even for
the sake of duty.” He walked over to
the fire, now but glowing embers from
inattention, and stood for a long time
thinking. At last he came back again
to the boy, still seated on his sleeping
bag. “To-morrow you be on your way
to the outside, and go home—surely now
youll be good.”

“And you?” Charley’s voice was in-
terestedly questioning.

“Pm going back and turn in a report
of suicide of Piano Jack. The boys are
pretty. good friends of mine, they’ll seo
me through on that. And then,” his
voice was suddenly old and listless, “and
then I'm going to resign, for I couldn’t
go on upholding the law when I’d broken
it myself.”

The Romance of a Railway
Man
Continued from page 43

“We're almost half an hour ahead of
time, ain’t we? What ails her any-
way?”

“Don’t know,” said- George, “there’s
1o holding her; she’s sure got a hunch
of some kind, haven’t you, old girl?
1 guess it's the frost maybe.”

The train sped along. -In the Pull-
man the passengers slept. In the
other coaches people sprawled, hats
atilt, doubled in all kinds of positions,
gome asleep in the strong light, others
Jooked idly at their own faces in the
car window, or peered beyond at the
spectral, moving landscape. The crew

ursued their business; the newsagend
tried to arouse interest in his fruit or
.magazines.

They were nearing the shack. George
looked eagerly, expecting to see it ly-
ing peacefully in the wintry whiteness,
the abode of his slumbering divinity.

But—horror of horrors!—The shack
was afire, yes, undoubtedly afire!—the
roof blazing at one end!

«Good Lord,” said the
“Look!”

George was looking. Immediately he
stopped the train,' gave a wild war-
whoop. “Fire! fire!—come on boys!—
and ran for the shack. .All immediately
gized up the situation. The fireman,
conductor, brakeman, .and some pas-
scngers struck out for the fire at ter-
rific speed.  All knew and realized the
plight of the helpless victims. Lying
no doubt asleep, chloroformed by smoke
to deeper slumber, death was certain.
Theirs it was to smother and burn, or,
if awakened to dash outside and freeze
in the wilderness at 30 degrees below
zero—fearful alternatives.

The shack was beyond saving, with no
fire-fighting facilities anyway. They
were none too soon, if soon enough, were
the rescuers.

The frail door yielded to George’s
choulder. In the smoke-filled room
Ceorge spied the girl lying asleep. He
picked her up, covers and all, and start-
ed ahcad, by the light of the blaze
which had now penetrated the roof and
was licking up the inner walls. The
father and mother and little boy were
grabbed by the rest and a dash made
for the train, its lights twinkling a
welecome in its friendly dark length.

The passengers took charge of the
awakening and bewildered creatures,
and the engincer started the train.

«We're still in time,” said he, joyfully.
«Qood old engine; you had a proper
hunch, hadn’t you!”

«She sure had,” yelled the fireman,
stoking up.

George sped her along. In his
thoughts the girl’s cheek was still against
his. her black hair falling on his
choulder.  How white was her throat,
the pink of her gown against it! He
knew just whet kind of a dress and

[

fireman.

Impulsively he threw his gun away. -

i

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

hat and coat she would want at the
end of the run—yes—and, with & burst
of generous feeling—there would be
things needed for the little. boy and
mother and dad. He longed to agsume
his responsibilities, and, just as surely
as he had become engineer, he assumed
them at the end of that run.

UNMUZZLING MARY
«But what does Mary think about it?

She hasn’t said a word. Speak up,-

Mary!”

“Thanks for the opportunity, Isabel,”
» responded Mary, lightly, “but 1 prefer to
remain, like the model secretary in
Frank Stockton’s story, ‘an excellent
listener and an appropriate smiler” 've
listened - excellently; now see me smile
appropriately, and retire.”

She took a book from the table, nod-
ded, and suited the action to the word.
As the door closed behind her Isabel
exclaimed, “That settles it! I thought
so, and now I'm sure. It serves us
right, too; but something must be done
about it right away!”

«Done about what? If you could ever
begin at the beginning, Isabel,” suggested
Laura.

«“Mary’s as sensitive and high-minded
as she is high-spirited, and she won't
have anything more to do with our
wrangling, jangling kind of arguments.
She'll talk, and argue, too, when she’s
treated différently. Polly Morton told
me that at her mother’s literary luncheon
the other day, Mary had the liveliest sort
of argument with the biggest lion of all,
and held her own with so much sense and
wit and spirit and modesty that every-
one was delighted; especially the dis-
tinguished lion she disagreed with. The
Mortons say we ought-to be proud of

Mary.” ‘

“Well, so we are, aren’t we?” de-
manded Tom.

«Of course,” soothed Isabel, “but all
the same, we’ve driven her to silence—
and we can’t very well be proud of that.
We’ve got to reform. We can be just as
honest and earnest and true to our con-
victions, and yet be civil and considerate,
can’t we? And each treat the others as
if we didn’t belong in the family?”

“Oh! oh!” protested Betty.
that sounds!”

“Sounds like a fact to me!” growled
Tom. “Well, henceforth my favorite
sister shall be as a stranger to me. Any-
thing to unmuzzle Mary!”

“HO“’

EllllllllllllllllllIIIIlIIIIIIlllllllIIIl"lIIIIIIIIlIIlllllIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlllIIIlIIlllllllllll;

My

ND your heads, ye tall trees above;
EE Listen, oh, listen, sweet flowers below—
He’s mine forever—my love, my love!
My secret of secrets now you know.
Gayly rustle the leaves as I pass;
All the blossoms smile in the grass;
Carol the birds upon every bough:
“Happy,” they all say—"happy art thou.”

‘And the flowers will whisper my tale to-night

To the fairies that come in the clear moonlight;
And the leaves will murmur it, soft and low,
To the summer winds that among them go.

Oh, birds, will you leave us when days are cold?
Will the flowers wither, the leaves grow sere?
Little brook, will the frost your wavelets hold?
Will the earth be sad, as it was last year?
To the earth shall winter come by-and-by;
Bt when the leaves shall fall, and when flowers die.
And the woodland singers are over the sea,
This summer-time still in my heart shall be.

Dear little birds, throughout all the land,
Ye will tell this secret of mine ere long,
But none will be able to understand;

=
= They will only say: “How sweet is the song!”
=

Secret

IIIIIIIIII|II|||IIIIII|II|lIIIlllll|IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlllI||IIIIlIIIlIIIIIllIIIllIIIIIF

“Haven't you noticed,” demanded
Isabel, “that Mary doesn't talk any
more? Converse—speculate—discuss the
big things, the real things, the things her
head and heart are full of ?”

“She’s cooled down in some of her mad,
millennial enthusiasms, I suppose, and is
less ready to fight for ’em than she used
to be” suggested Tom, adding defen-
sively, “if it’s hurt feelings you're driv-
Don’t

ing at, say it out like a woman!
Thint!”

“I've poked fun at some of her notions,
too,” admitted Laura, “but she needn’t
have been touchy; it wasn't personal—
at least, not often.”

“And as to losing tempers,” added
Betty, “Mary has more of the hair-trig-
ger kind than any of us “You know how
it is when we make fun of any of her pet
hieroes, or heroics—"

“When we do—ves,” agreed Tsabel.
“When in the course of our arguments,
we've thought it necessary to jeer, ridi-
cule, attribute silliness, assume superior-

ity, raise voices or sharpen tongues,
Mary can give us as had as we aive,
But she doesn't any more: and she

doesn’t talk for fear we'll provoke her to.
We've muzzled her!

TO-DAY

By Grace G. Bostwick

To-day is all there is of life for each.

The day that’s. past may nevermore
return

No matter how regrets may weep and
yearn

For its lest hours. Ambition cannot

reach
To-morroav. Even sages, urged to speech,
Declare’that all is now. And man must

furn
His efforts to the hour if he would learn
The lessons that the truth of life would
teach.

There is no future and there is no past;
To-day is all. Then let us make it grand!
With glowing vision let us vise and stand
God's image—glad, untrammeled, free at
last!
And thus the radiance of our jovous day
AMay licht for somcone all the hidden
way!

To-morrow may be eternity with von:
therefore live as on the marzin of etern-
itv. as next door to heaven

: JULY, 1920

MRS. McEWAN

Several years ago I met & woman
whose personality left an impression
that I shall never forget. She con-
ducted the programme. at the first
women’s section of the Brandon Win-
ter Fair. A pioneer in women’s work
who helped pave the path of progress
on the lines of women’s organizations
of service and influence.

When someone writes a book on
«Pioneer 'Women of Canada,” Mrs,
McEwan’s biography will be an impor-
tant chapter. Mrs. McEwan has gone
from us but her work shall live and
grow on through generations for she

is among the makers of Canadian
History.
The Pioneer Women— .

“They cut a path through tangled
underwood of old traditions, out to
broader ways. They lived to hear
their work called brave and good,
but oh! the thorns before the crown
always.

The world gives lashes to its
pioneers until the goal is reached—
then deafening cheers.”

Someone called today to ask me if
I had a book on “Pioncer Women of
Canada.” Will someone write the
book ?

<
~

Dynamiting The -Pothunter

The newspapers of the country have
almost everywhere been a powerful
force in erystalizing the sentiment for
the protection by proper laws of fish and
game as important resources of the com-
monwealth.

A New Jersey editor, a thorough
sportsman, says Wild Life, recently
received from a rcader who desired to
take fish by questionable means a letter
that contained this request:

¢Please advise me how to dynamite
a stream.”

The newspaper man sent the following
advice:

“Four sticks of dynamite are sufficient.
Tie them securely round your neck, at-
tach fuse, licht it, and run as fast as
you can away from the water, to avoid
injuring the other snakes and reptiles.”

Outranked

War, under present conditions, is &
great social leveler. The son of a well-
to-do family had recently entered
service as a private, says the Toronto
Saturday Night, and was spending his
Christmas leave at home.

His mother, rcturning from a walk
with him, espied a figure in the kitchen
with the housemaid.

“Clarence,” she said to her son.
“Mary’s got some one in the kitchen.
She knows perfectly well that I don’t
allow followers. I wish you'd go and
tell the man to leave the house at once.”

Clarence duly departed to the kitchen,
but he returned somewhat hastily a few
seconds later.

“Sorry, mother,” te said, “but I can’t
turn him out.”

“Can’t turn him out? Why on ea.lh
not ?” .

“He's my sergeant!”

Entirely Unnecessary

The town council of a small Scotch
community, says Reedy’s Mirror, met to
inspect a site for a new hall They
assembled at a chapel, and as it was 2
warm day one of the members suggeSlted
that they leave their coats there.

“Some one can stay behind and watch
them.” suggested another.

“What for?” demanded a third. “If
we are a‘gangin’ oot togather, what need
is there for any o’ us tae watch the
clothes?”

Tt is certain that the nearer we comeé
to heaven or to a meetness for glOl‘yv the
more we are impressed with the valpe
and privilege of prayer.

The preaching of the world in some
places is like the planting of woods,
where, thouch no profit is reccived for
twenty vears tocether, it comes after-
ward.

/
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“Beyond The Codé¢”

Written for The Western Home

Monthly by Charles G. Booth.

- HE unbroken, desolation radi-
Na BB ating from the tiny fire,
‘ blinking like a feeble eye in
the snowy wilderness, match-
ed the desolation in the hearts

. of the two men within the circle of its

light. ;
One of the men was hunched. up be-

fore the fire. Occasionally he stirred to
yeplenish ' the hungry flames from thg
pile of spruce boughs at hand. Then
e would turn to the flames again. His

ay eyes seemed to bore through the

os red heart. The other man was

ing in a sleeping bag. His head moved
restlessly from side to side. His eyes
continually sought the fire, then his
companion, then the eternal wilderness.
He groaned querulous!y, cursing his
broken leg from time to time.

A rifle and meagre provision pack lay
petween the two men. A stunted spruce
pluff Swas immediately at their rear.

«We were fools to come on this trip,
Jim,” said ‘the injured man uneasily
after a long silence.

“Yes,” returned the other wearily.

The injured man.became still. Jim
cast more wood on the fire. It had
been intensely cold all day despite the
brilliance of the northern sun now but a
red remembrance on the distant horizon.

“] got you to come here, Jim, and
this leg of mine—"

«You couldn’t help it, Don,” began
Jim.

“You can make it, Jim, if you go on
alone. Leave me. Take the rifle and
the grub—there’s enough to see you
through.”

“Shut up, you idiot!” snapped the
other abruptly.

“I can’t possibly move. If you go on
and leave me you can get through, I
tell you! You can!” he added passion-
ately.

“WWe came out together, Don, and we’ll

back together, or not at all,” said

im briefly.

“No! I tell you, no! You must go!
You must!” A vibrant new born power,
quite foreign to his usual nature seemed
to hurl the words from Don’s lips. Jim
watched him curiously. He quietened
under his companion’s calm serutiny.

Melting some snow in & tin cup Jim
added a little beef extract. After it
became hot he roused his companion
from the lethargy into which he had
fallen and held the cup to his lips.
Instead of drinking the liquid, Don’s
eyes fastened on Jim’s face.

“Drink it, Don,” said Jim quietly.

As he spoke the other’s body stiffened.
The fear in his eyes became horror.

His inarticulate cry rang wierdly into

the night. His arm struck upward spas-

modically, knocking the cup with its

precious contents into the snow.

“You fool, Don!” cried the other.
Food, man! It’s

“That’s the food!
priceless!”
“I can’t take it, Jim!

I tell you!

go—now, Yes, you cam,

No, you can’t keep me quiet! Listen to
me, Jim. I lied to you back there—
about her—Mary. I said—she did not
care for either of us— that there was
someone else. We agreed I should ask
her first and she told me—it was you.
You, Jim! I lied! It is you she loves,
(Glo—to her. You

Jim—always you.

You musb
leave me! Get away—you can if you

must leave me! Take the rifle, and the
grub—you can make it before the snow
comes., Go...”

Exhausted he fell back. His body
quivered. Fear and shame struggled in
his eyes. =
- Stunned by Don’s sudden tumultuous
revelation, Jim’s brain refused to grasp
the facts forced upon it. Both had
loved the same girl and when Don had
tpld Jim there was someone else, all the
light and color had passed from his
life. Then Don had eagerly suggested
the hunting trip. Jim didn’t care very
much what became of him and had
fallen in with the urgings of his com-
rade in disappointment.

As his brain cleared his companion’s
conduct stood out in all its pitifulness.
Jim’s eyes smouldered as they rested
on the cowering man at his feet. His
fingers ached to break the man at his
mercy.

Then he remembered the changed
value of his life. If before existence
had been of any consequence now its
value was enhanced & hundred fold.
A new desire to win out arose within
him. He would win out and go back
to her! Then he thought of Don. He
could mot return and say that he had
left Don alone. It did not occur to him
to lie. They had barely a week’s supply
of food and there was mo means of
moving Don. Resignation to fate was
doubly hard mow. He looked at the
man at his feet. It was mnearly dark.
The tumbling flames lit up the other’s
face. For the first time Jim noticed
how weak it was. Unconsciously his
hand passed over his own rugged chin.
Don was watching him piteously. He
seemed very childish and pitiful. And
suddenly Jim’s heart warmed to this
man who had wronged him. They were
the only two human beings in that
great white solitude.

“Jim, you're going, arn’t you?” cried
Don, a mixture of hope and fear in his
voice. 'The stormy vehemence had
abated with the stammered out con-
fession.

“No, we'll stick it out,” said Jim
turning to the fire. Condemnations
seemed inadequate.

Don trembled. He had not expected
that.

“Jim, you must go. She’s waiting for
you. She thinks youw'll return. It will
kill her. Jim! Jim. answer me!” The
consciousness of his responsibility for
their predicament stirred the torment-
ing fires of conscience. ‘

Jim did’ not reply. He was prepar-
ing more beef extract. Don watched
him, fascinated. .

«Jim, is that for me?” he cried.

His companion nodded absently.

«]—Y won’t have it?” screamed Don.

«T tell you I won’t! It’s all my fault!"

Why do you treat me like this? Kill
me, Jim! Kill me, and go! This is
hell!!” Foam whitened his lips.

Jim turned to him.

«Be quiet!” he ordered sharply.
«Youwll have yourself in a fever if you
go on this way!”

His cool tone aggravated Don’s hys-
teria. Forgetting his broken limb Don
struggled into & sitting position. Draw-
ing his hand from the sleepmg bag he
reached toward the other. The fire lit
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phonograph.

If you, yourself, are not partictilarly critical, you
will still wish to have the best —a phonograph you
will feel proud to have your musical friends hear.

The Sonora is the leader in the phonogra h world. It has
won this supremacy because of its mah:hges

clear, true and incomparably lovely.

The Sonora received at the Panama-Pacific Exposition &
higher marking for tone quality than that given any other

phonograph.
The Sonora pla

. ﬁv: all records.
beautiful—the finest examples of the woodiorker’s art.
Hear a piano record—the critical test of & phonograph—on

the Sonora. .
’ Nearly all Sonora Models are
‘ now made entirely in Canada
. Montagnes & Company
Wholesale Distributors - ;
Dept. W Ryrie Bldg., Toronto

| Save Yuraelf' the Trouble of
Constant Needle Changing

Get better tone, too,
use the new Sonora
play from 50 to

mellow the tone of the

_record. Whether your

instrument is a Sonora
or any other make,
you should use these
wonderful needles.

SEME-
Sonof=Needles]
Three Crade:——Loud—Medl'um—-Soft
At All Dealers, or Write
1. MONTAGNES & COMPANY

Wholesale Distributors

Summer Evenings

If you are a trained musician, you will be most
exacting as to tone quality when you select your

Semi-Permanent Silvered Needles. The
100 times without requiring to be cha.nge(i

Enchanting— |

tone —sweet,

Its cabinets are wonderfully

out of your phonograph and records—

" The Sonora Needle has
parallel sides permit-
ting it to fit the record
groove perfectly, at all
times, as it wears—
thus prolonging the
life of the record.

40c

For Package
of Five

Dept. ** W,” Ryrie Bldg., Toronto
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- Incorrigible James
Continued from page 5
remember your father, Jimmy ?”

There was a little pause, then the
close-cropped head nodded eagerly.

“Well, it’s like that,” said Carson. “1
haven’t any little boy, you know, and
so youre to live here with us and be
our little boy, and I'm going to be your
father, as soon as I learn how, and you
are going to have a mother, too; and we
are going to love you for always and
always. Do you understand?”

As Carson talked the boy’s brows
drew down in a deep frown. With the
?uestion he positively scowled, then his

ace cleared, and sighing deeply, he
nodded again, almost smiling at the
success of his mental effort. -

“Qood,” said Carson. “Now, I want
to talk to you about that scratch on the
door. I know you made that ome, be-
cause Y saw you do it. You arn’t going
to do that kind of thing any more,
Jimmy. It isn’t very much fun, anyway,
and it’s foolish to go around scratching
yoir own house. You see, if you are
going to be our boy and this is our
house, then it’s your house, too. You
must be just as careful of it as you
can. - You mustn’t take little things,
either, Jimmy. If you want a thing you
ought to ask for it. I wouldn’t go up
in your room and take one of your new
chairs unless I asked you. And when
you break something, come and tell
about it. Nothing is going to happen
to you for something you didn’t mean
to do. But you come and tell about it
right out and see how much better
you'll feel around your middle.”

Jimmy nodded again and the ghost of
@.smile flickered at the corners of his
mouth. .

«All right,” said Carson. “You look
up mother now, and tell her that’s all
fixed.”

This talk with Jimmy was supple-
mented by finding him something to do.

“He can learn the school things when
he gets over his mental paralysis,” said
Carson. In the meantime, we’ll get him
ready.”

has the happy
combination of
liberal rainfall,
smiling sun-
shine and rich,
mellow soil.

other province in Canada.

Telephone Service.

SOIL AND CLIMATE

Through thick and thin, Manitoba’s deep
black soil is the kind to depend upon. Crop
failures practically unknown.

SOCIAL CONDITIONS

Manitoba has done more to improve its
schools during the past five years than any

to make a success of Consolidated Schools.
Churches.

So Jimmy was introduced to the de-
lights of gardening. Carson was him-
self a gardener of sorts and his heart
warmed - at the boy’s first evident en-
thusiasm. For Jimmy, once gardening
was explained to him, once his little,
lonely, cramped mind in same Wway
glimpsed a fragment of the majestic
panorama of delving, seedtime and har-
vest, lavished his restless activity of
mind and body upon the six-foot cor-
ner that had been staked out as his own.
And with the garden he was endlessly
patient; although plants were mistaken
for weeds, or died of too much inspection,
with his garden Jimmy never lost heart.

“It seems as if he grew with it, Sam,”
Mrs. Carson said, and Carson thought
her quite right. For although the mis-
chief continued, it grew less and less,
and day by day Jimmy learned better
what Mrs. Carson was pleased to call his
“lessons in demonstativeness.”  This
does not mean that he succéssfully kept
out of trouble. Little by little the Car-
sons discovered that Jimmy was a liar.

“It’s the one thing I won’t stand.”
Carson said, “and we’ll make it plain
to him as soon as we can get hold of
one thing we’re sure of.”

The opportunity was not long in com-
ing,“and it came in such a way thad
Carson was able to “kill two birds with
one stone,” as he explained it after-
wards to Janey, when they were com-
forting each other about what they had
done, and refreshing themselves with
mutual assurances that they had lived
up to their convictions. Carson had
acted swiftly and promptly, but when
he had finished found himself unex-
pectedly sick and in need of his wife’s
reassurance.

“I am sure that there will be welts
on him, Janey,” he said. “It was perfect-
ly disgusting.”

“Never mind,” Janey repeated for the
twentieth time. “Any sensitive child
would rather have it than be sent to
Coventry. You had to do it, you know,
Sam, but now you may never have to do
it again. You have always said, you
‘know, that a whipping should be a

thorough job, something to be always
remembered.”

NITOB/

Again in 1920 Manitoba promises to sustain its well.
earned reputation as the “Sure Crop Province”

GILT-EDGE PRODUCTS

Mgnitoba’s cereals are the standard.
Manitoba supplies top price animals for the
big sales, Manitoba’s creamery butter wing

Manitoba

First province

Convenient Markets.

OWN A FARM
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Splendid Rural

c Over
30,000 members in Boys’ and Girls’ Clubs. One of the finest
Agricultural Colleges in America.

T shall alwayg remember it, at any
rate,” Samr answered ruefully. “Y got
the poor kid in my room, Janey, and
gave him plenty of chance to tell me the
truth. At first he wouldn’t say & thing,
then he lied out of it amazingly. If you
and I hadn’t seen him take the thing
from Dora’s bureau, I should have
thought he was really innocent.”

“Then what did you do, Sam?”’ .

«Well, I took the knife out of his
ocket and showed it to him. I had
already told him I would let him off if
he told me the truth. Then I explained
to him that he was to get two licks fer
stealing, because it’s sneaking and un-

gentlemanly, and three licks for lying,
because that was worse. I told him
I was going to hurt him a lot and that
I hoped he would be man enough to try
at least not to cry about it. And by
some marvel he didn’t, Janey; only &
tecar or two sneaked out. That was.
doing pretty well, for I hit him aboub
as hard as I could, and a bamboo cane
is no joke. I am afraid I blubbed as
much as he did.”

Carson blew his mnose savagely and
swore under his breath. “I am going
to look the kid up now,” he said, “and
help him dig up that last corner of his
garden. The poor little soul needs some
help” And all the rest of that after-
noon he and Jimmy grubbed side by
side together, conversing in intimate
monosyllables.

And as the summer advanced, it com-
menced to look as if Carson really had
killed two birds with one stone; for
Jimmy’s petty thievings came abruptly
to an end, and as far as anyone knew,
he had overcome his more deep-rooted
habit of lying. His look of stupid terror
had gone, too, banished by care and
outdoor work and the thralling interest
of two great and growing passions, only
one of which, however, the Carsons
realized. This was the interest he took
in his garden in general and in a freak-
Ehly tremendous watermelon in particu-

X -

It was, really an enormous melon.
Carson himself bragged about it on the
train, and to Jimmy’s dreams it ap-
peared as big as the promises of a seed

they sell.

IN MANITOBA

MANITOBA DEPARTMENT OF AGRICULTURE AND IMMIGRATION

The Land of

Railways and Markets
Winnipeg is the focussing point of ever
railway that crosses Cana%arj From ,th?;

Mani i “hub” the spokes radiate in all directions.
anitoba, therefore, has splendid transportation advantages.

Its farmers save freight both on what they buy and on what
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catalogue. Janey, too, took a vivid
interest in it, and fopnd it a sort of
Rosetta stone by which she read the
obscure writings of Jimmy’s heart.
They all agreed that the melon would be
ripe about the time of Jimmy’s birth-
day, and that then there should be a
feast and the neighbours and their child-
ren asked in—the elders to admire, the
children to banquet in Jimmy’s honor,
at a table where the birthday cake
should be only incidental ;and the won-
derful melon the piece de resistance.
Jimmy always went out to see it the
first thing in the morning and bade it
tender farewells beforey going to his
supper. ’

It was in the garden that Carson found
fim one evening on his return from the
city. To his surprise there were two
other boys with him, bigger boys, whose
rough voices and oath-spangled speech
told Carson, even before he came near
enough to make out the trouble, that
they were what Jimmy and boys of his
acquaintance called “muckers.” He heard
Jimmy’s voice rising in shrill protest,

and started toward them at a rum, but ,

.changed his mind and hid behind the
sparse hedge of lilac bushes which part-
ly hid the garden from the house. He
stopped with the deliberate intention of
eavesdropping, for it seemed to him an
excellent opportunity to observe the con-
duct of Jimmy.

One of the boys had a watermelon
already in his arms, not the sovereign
and incomparable melon, but a smaller,
ordinary one of Carson’s own. They
were not standing in Jimmy’s part of the
garden.

“You can’t have it, I tell you,” Jimmy
was saying. “It is one of father’s mel-
ons.”

“WWho’s going to stop me?” the boy
asked roughly. “Not you,” and he de-
scribed Jimmy’s slightness and physical
ineffectiveness profanely. The other boy
shoved Jimmy back with a laugh.

“You’re—you’re thieves,” Jimmy pan-
ted. “It doesn’t belong to you. It
belongs to us.” i

Carson glowed at the “us.”

The boys laughed again, scornfully.
The old look of pallid terror and ob-

Black Soil

the highes§
score at the
leading
Canadian
exhibitions.
Manitoba’s
vegetables
secure first
honors in coms
petition with
all of Norta
America.
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gtinacy had begun to show in Jimmy’s
face. Carson told himself argumenta-
tively that this was not cowardice; it
was perfectly natural to be frightened
at such odds.

“Hey! Jimmy called out, when the

poys had gone only a few steps.

“Well?” the one who held the melon
gnarled.
~ Jimmy’s face was working with a great
internal strife.  “It’s poisoned,” he
blurted. _

The boys turned and came back to
him. «Poisoned ? Wotcher mean ?”
Jimmy shifted his eves to the ground,

as was his habit of old; but now that he
had taken the plunge, he was glibness
itself.

“Yes,? he went on, “my father got tired
of having his melons stolen, and so he

isoned a lot of them, an’d that’s one
of them.”

«Well, show us one that ain’t,” the
boys said, half convinced.

“«—I don’t know them apart,” said
Jimmy.
The boy cast the melon from him,
where it thudded without breaking in the
soft earth. Jimmy skipped between it
and the foe. TFor a moment the boys
lingered, undecided whether to believe
him or not, but dark shadow of possible
death was too inuch for them, and at last
they turned away. Carson from his
lace of concealment heard Jimmy’s
sharp sob, and saw something in Jimmy’s

face which almost frightened him.

_ “Hey!” Jimmy called again, and again
the boys stopped. “I—I lied,” blurted
Jimmy. “They’re not poisoned at all,
but you can’t have them. Won’t you
please go away and not touch them?”

'_I’heir answer was to pick up a melon
apiece. Jimmy was sobbing openly now. ,

“If you put them down,” he blurted,
“Tll give you my melon, a much, much
bigger melon , truly, the biggest melon
you ever saw, the biggest melon in the
world.” o8

Carson had heard enough. With a
ghout he sprung out from behind the
hedge, and swept down upon them, ven-
geance incarnate. It was the work of a
minute to dispose of them, to crash their
heads together, and kick them from his
boundaries. He caught Jimmy up in his
arms as if he had been a baby. “Good
boy,” he said, “good boy,” and Jimmy
looked up at him, surprised at the queer
roughness in his voice.

“Sam,” said Mrs. Carson that evening,
when she came down from tucking the
children into bed, “I had a telephone
from Hilda this afternoon.”,

‘Anything particular?” Sam asked ab-
sently.

“T can’t understand Hilda, Sam. She
said her conscience had been troubling
her and she was worried because she had
put such a great burden upon us, that it
wasn’t fair we should have the entire
worry of that little incorrigible.”

“Huh,” said Carson, “what did she pro-
pose to do?’

“She wants to share the expense with
us of sending him away to school.”

. “She does, does che ?” said Sam angrily.

Well, you tell her that when Jimmy is
old enough and wants to go, we’ll send
l_nm ourselves, but just at present Jimmy
is enjoying himself being a part of a real
family.” He laughed and reached for the
hand that rested on his shoulder. “If she
doesn’t believe it,” he said, “she can ask
Jimmy. He’s got the right idea now.”

“,Th@ri’ is no greater mistake,” says an
eminent divine, “than to suppose'ﬂmt
ChnSt.m“S can impress the world by
?gree-mg with it. Now, it is mno con-
q%limlty that we want; it is not being
b e to beat the world in its own way;
itutal,f llstto stand apart from and above
ll(’)]~ a to ])l‘OdllC(’. the impression 01. a

v and separate life; this only can give
us a true Christian power. ’

to'Il?ojitékO up the cross” is not so much
fsision ~'1‘“hl_1?"\\‘11;c11 the Christian pro-
e e and expects—as to bear
urden which the unbelieving world
I({‘l?r}ivaém'l’-“w. The idva.of suffering \\:iih
Thefg 1~ connected with a:oss-bearmg.
bem'in‘?\- “('f‘ much of the original eross-
disciple ;’! the world now. And yet true
<hip implies the same spirit, &

633 to bear the cross. -
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VANITY

The craftsman paused 3
th -
. rctrons plr)gle , then viewed, witn
e prod i i |
IE)i " S;:lc::f his brain—the casket by
g‘rusted with gems.
>ause in that self-sufficie i
1 - ncy, va '
And gaze into the star-in\}:r’ovellnc?rm::'t.
& 1of the skies! P
nd think of Him whose th g
. lightest wish thought, whose
orms from the woof of Time, and
ol thoset S;{)arkling worlds. : gt
1en, watch this insect crawli
| the prass wling through
So small, the eye can scarcely see it
pass; °
Yet conscious, eager, full of life, and
sense—
Tt hurries onm, its s i i
. peed is so inten
That the. eve aches to trace it. e
1t sees; it hears; it feels; it tastes;
It thinks and worries—watch its pace;
It loves and loving—has a voice— ‘
If we could but hear it, and its minute
choice
Whispering together!
It has a heart, also a brain;
It has its joys, and sometimes pain.
More wondrous yet—it has its young;
And knows them, too; yea, everyonc.
If to thy casket then, thou cans’t impart
One gem of life, they mantling pride of
handicraft
Is jugt—but thou dost know no life
within it moves,

Therefore, in all humility, it thee be-

hooves

Thy pride to master, as thou hast well,

thy trade,

Then by the wiles of vanity thou cans’t

not be inveigled.

A Knitting Song
By Grace Atherton Dennen
Over and under, up and through,
Stitch upon stitch in the lengthening
TOWS,
Yarn of khaki ot yarn of blue,
Day after day the knitting grows.

Who is the one shall wear my work?
Lad of America, lad of France?
Pray he be young with eyes of blue
And the eagle’s look in his steady
lance.
Into the stitches I will weave
Prayers of a woman’s tenderness,

Whispers of hope and high desire,
Holy - thoughts that shall guard and

bless,
Till they shall fold him and shield him

from harms
Like the loving clasp of a mother’s arms.

Over and under, hopes and fears,
We weave our hearts with the yarn of

ay.
Love and sacrifice, triumph and tears,
Row upon row the livelong day.

Who is the one shall wear my work ?
Soldier of England or Ttaly’s strand?
Pray he be steady and strong of soul,
Lost in the mists of No Man’s Land.
Pray he be gentle with maidens all
For the sake of her who is knitting
here.

Kill as he must, but not in hate,
Battling with wrong till the right
appear.
Qtitches of mine, weave holy charms
To guard him body and goul from
harms!
-
! be content to sow
be patient to wait
i be strong

Co-worker in Christ
little seeds for him;
a long time for their growing;
to endure much opposition; be hopeful,
expecting sublime fruitage; these are
the chief lessons of the parable of the

seed and the leaven.

PR

A transcendent faith, a cheerful trust,

turns the darkness o
of fire, and the cloud by day into a per-
petual glory. They who thus march on
are refreshed even in the wilderness, and
hear streams of gladness trickling among

the rocks.—Chapin.

PR

0O wives and mothers! be wise before it
is too late! Live so a3 to enjoy every
day of your life. Ten years hence, or
even to-morrow you may die. Live so

‘e will gladden the lives

that your presence % v
of vour dear ones, more than anything
i

hands. can. 23
e
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where recipes require |

both milk and sugar.

Send for Borden Recipe Book
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f night into a pillar’

Bruised Knee, Bog Spavin|
Thoroughpin, Wind Puff

i
AND SIMILAR mpﬂll ARE QUICKELY REDUCED WITH

SORBI

TRADE MARK REG u.s

soothing, cooling and Thealing—

strengthens an ame muscles and tendons; stops lame-

ness and allays pain; takes out sorencss and inflammation § reduces

swellings and soft bunches. It is mild in its attion and pleasant to use.
ABSORBINE does not blister or remove the hair, and horse can

og Ssnvim

3 to reduce Bursal Enlargements, B
Absorbme Thoroughpins, Puffs, Shoe Boils l;ipeJ
Infiltrated Pasts, Thickened Tissues, Rheumatic
eins, Painful Swellings and Affections; to reduce

any strain or lameness; to repair strained ru_ptured tendons, ligaments or
muscles ; to strengthen any part that needs it.
END FOR FREE HORSE BOOK B .
Your druggist can 'sup ly you_ with ABSORBINE, or we will send
Write us if you have a case requiring

bottle postpaid for 2.50. )
goil 3 Dot bns ¢ ¢ which you would like information.

special directions or abou
p 952 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, Can.

PAT.OFF

is powerfully penetrating
d invigorates tired,

used.

Use

Hocks, Swollen Glands,

Deposits, Enlarged

W. F. YOUNG, Inc.

’ ° d i Buyers’
Peach’s Curtains &ia. “Free. Sy
saving items. Direct from the looms. Unique

opportunity; save difference in exchange—2a5c¢.
on dollar. Curtains, Nets, Muslins, Casement
Fabrics, Cretonnes, Household Linens, Hos-
jery, Underwear, Blouses. 63 years’ reputation.
Write to-day for Guide. S. PEACH & SONS,
658 The Looms, Nottingham, England.
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v A iWreck on Sambro Ledge on the
dre_’aded “Blind Sisters” off Halifax

By Bonnycastle Dale -

HE night of March the first
found ‘that the “lion” had
come instead of “the lamb.”
Whilst it grew dark a tremen-
dous . wi whirled a snow-
squall over the little harbour on the
Nova Scotia coast, where “Little Hope
Light” warns the mariner to beware.

We had shoveled a load of spruce chips
into the- fireplace, closed it up with the
big iron shield, and had eaten our supper
in the kitchen near the warm stove.
Outside, the wind howled madly,
shaking the ancient house we live in
until the floors fairly thrummed. The
drift banked the windows and slid over
the roof until we exclamed “I hope there
are no vessels passing along tonight.”

“Sniff! sniff” went laddie’s nose and
off he darted into the front room where
the: fireplace was.

“Come here” he yelled. I ran in. The
chimney was on fire. Great .red embers
were dropping down from the kitchen
flue and had set fire to the pile of dry
chips. We threw all the water in ‘the
house on it and then had to use snow,
as the boy could not make headway
against the gale, to the well not a hun-

* dred yards off. For hours we watched
that great chimney blazing and roaring.
Finally it died out and we went to bed
—glad we were on the good firm earth
and not out at sea.

used from the tin.

in coffee and cocoa.

and natural milk flavor.
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- TORONTO.

While we were fighting the fire there
passed seven miles out in the Atlantic
the “Bohemian”, Capt. Hiscoe, Boston
to Liverpool, making for Halifax for
coal, with a large number of passengers
in her brilliantly lighted saloons, and a
huge cargo of cotton and miscellaneous.
She sighted “Little Hope.” On she went
with sixty-four passengers and well over
one hundred of a crew. On she sped
past our harbour ahead of the heavy
gale then blowing.

The Captain, after picking up another
coast light, retired, giving orders to be
called at one-thirty in time to take his
ship into Halifax harbour. All the
passengers slept secure in the care of the
man who had brought the “Bohemian”
through several submarine attacks and
many times over this very course.

The night was of fair visibility be-
tween snowsqualls, and shortly after the
Captain was called, -Sambro Light was

_picked-up. Just a_few miles short of a

T - e -
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CANADIAN MILK PRODUCTS LIMITED
81 Prince William St.,

clear inward passage into Halifax har-
bour, he did not order the lead to be
used but turned towards the shore under
reduced speed; with the result that the
mighty vessel struck the “Blind Sisters”
-at about five knots headway. Instantly
her wireless picked up Halifax and called
for help. The weather at this time was
calm. They had run out of the wind,
and there was very little sea on. She

filled with water to the orlop deck, just
above the lower hold, so to lighten her
it would be nicessary for the cotton
cargo in the fore hold to be removed.
Wireless called for tugs and lighters and
men left Halifax, three hours steaming
off.

The Captain, with memories of vessels
that had broken their backs on similar
ledges, ordered all passengers to the
boats. Stewards called. They came half
dressed, not dressed, fully dressed and
everyone was safely passed into the
boats and swung behind the wreck by
long lines. One boat stuck, ropes jam-
med, within ten feet of the slow heaving
swells. Clever work cut it loose and it
fell right side up into the sea and was
swung back with the other boats. It
seemed needless hardship for the pass-
engers to sit there in the biting cold,
insufficiently clad, but they began to
toss bundles of warm clothes and blan-

kets to them and the occupants started

a hymn to pass away the long hours
before daylight. \

Now came a wireless from a passing
steamer, the “Maplemore,” but the squall
shut her out of sight. Although eac}
ship heard the other’s horn, the “Maple-
more” stood by until daylight. All this
time the strong little tug the “Roebling”
was breasting the swells, outward bound
with help. Soon the lights of the tug
bobbed up over the dark swells and the
shivering passengers sang and cheered.
Over they drifted and were lifted aboard
the -“Roebling.” By nine o’clock the
passengers disembarked at Halifax and
sought warmth and comfort at the wait-
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ing hotels (Halifax is always the Gooq
Samaritan to the great numbers whe
yearly seek her aid from the rough
Atlantic). They left the “Bohemian”
sitting upright on the reef, holds one
two and three were full of water. ’

Jettisoning of cargo mow took place
and wireless calls for lighters. The geg,
was soon bobbing with precious bales of
cotton, each worth a high priced market
value. The boat was still firm on. The
passengers were safe and a score of Hali.
fax lightermen were aboard with the one
hundred and ten of the crew. The great
ship rested lightly as the weather con.
tinued moderate, but the ledges lie ten
miles off shore and who can tell just
what the uncertain North Atlantic will
do? All the bagegage was transferred to
the tugs—a dismal sign, not hopeful, of
finally getting the huge hull off that well.
known reef.

Night fell and all the tugs left for
Halifax. Even the “Roebling” with her
load of baggage went westward—leaving
the great vessel groaning on the rocks—
groaning because the swell had been
slowly getting up. Towards midnight
the mighty hulk was sending out a
terrific note. Great booming shots of
rending plates, a rattle of sprung rivets,
ghastly roars of splitting and bending
beams. The high upperworks swung
dangerously and the masts swayed in
the increasing swell.  So terrible was
the grinding and crunching noises aboard
that each and every man of the crew

knew that the death groans of the.

mighty fabri¢ told of her soon snapping
asunder and disappearing in the sea,
The wind by this time was howling out
another gale and mnot a light of any
ship that might bring help was to be
+geen in all that black waste. True, the
Sambro Light gleamed within two miles,
but what of that. Men cannot walk on
lighthouse rays.

“She’s going,” each man told his neigh-
bour. “Launch the boats,” came word
from the Captain. Three were dropped
over and swung back all ready for that
last moment. The great giant built by
puny man reeled and pounded, swung
and screeched above the gale. The noise
was terrific, she was actually splitting
apart. Some of the men crowded into
the boats and drifted off, others cried
out that they “saw a light!” True, it was
so. The “Roebling” was again pounding
her way towards the reeling giant. Now
she swung into the lee, a little dark
shadow in the calm of the mighty
passenger vessel, that at times actually
hovered over her as if she would take
her down in her final plunge.

Each sailor put on a lifebelt and the
lifclines were swung over and the little
tug careened in on a giant wave, now
the dark figures slid down towards the
little tossing deck. The tug’s crew were
trying hard to save her from pounding
to pieces on the massive sides of the
great vessel. Many a man, Captain,
officer or crew, made that perilous trip.
Most made it in safety, but every one
who missed the swaying edge of that
small, stout bulwark, perished instantly,
crushed, drowned, alas! alas! In haste
they slid, tender hand of waiter and
callused palm of deckman. Above them
the lurching monster was ripping into
clanging bits that leaped out and, as one
sailor said, “struck at me as I swung
No sooner were the last men
off the “Bohemian” than she ripped out
the last holding beam and stanchion with
a mnoise never heard by mortal man be-
fore, then that wonderfully built struct-
ure ]it(‘l‘zll]y split into two huge pieces
and plunged down to the bottom. Nearly
all of the crew were safe, some in the
drifting boats, others on the tug. Even
a dog was safely transferred, and away
they went towards Halifax., All that was
visible of that huge liner then was the
funnels and the mast on the forward
bit, the stern piece of the steamer had
disappeared altogether.

Before miohtfall the drifting boats
were gathered in by searching volunteers
of passing “tramps.” Even the {rozen
bodies of the dead were taken up and
later buried with all the loving care
comrades and citizens could give them.

Then came the naval inqiliry. Capt.
Hiscoe loses his papers for a three months
§u<pen<ion term, six of the crew, poor
insid orlars nnt need ta th lopen

v

e Tl . L ASTESgt N

b bt N8 bl PP e ol PP S bedni s Demdbed A Pond AR bl beed M R Lt A bh bl et —h e . PP el

(U O D S, tf poud bdo g ™ ™ A P A

-

et



)20

- Good
3 who
rough
mian”
S one,

place
he seg,
es of
narket
. The
" Hali.
he one
great
I' con-
ie ten
1 just
¢ will
red to
ul, of
5 well.

ft for
h her
aving
cks—
been
Inight
ut a
ts of
rivets,
nding
swung
ed in
 was
board
crew

f the-

pping
> sea,
g out
f any
to be
e, the
miles,
1k on

neigh-
word
opped
r that
ilt by
swung
noise
itting
| into
cried
it was
nding
Now
dark
lighty
tually
take

d the
little
- now
s the
were

nding

if the
ptain,
, trip.

one
ythat
antly,
haste
- and
them
- into
S one
wung

men
d out
 with
n be-
truct-
pieces
early
n the
Even
away
Lt was
s the
ward
g had

boats
iteers
rozen
) and
care
.
Capt.
onths
poor

men

JULY, 1920

cold of the deck workers, lost their lives.
A vessel the Huns could not put away
guccumbed to the wiles of the “Blind
Sisters,” and you good prairie dwellers,
and v/e poor maturalists can thank God
that we have the solid earth beneath

. our feet instead of the unstable Atlantic.

Now, if some of you prairie dwellers
lived along this coast you could get your
supplies for the picking up, all along
the three hundred miles of the western
shore of Nova  Scotia, sweeping up in
the surf and crashing on to the rocks are
boxes of lard, sides of pork and all the
miscellaneous flotsam that old ocean
flings ashore from her many victims,
chief of which was the “Bohemian.”
Halifax and its noted Atlantic Salvage
Company have their big wrecking tugs
on the scene where the poor old passenger
liner beats herself to pieces on the
ragged “Blind Sisters.” Three boats
and five divers are at work saving the
precious bales of cotton, each one worth
one hundred days wages of the best

aid laborer. The ill-fated Leyland
iner is split and rent. The mighty
platds and Heams and stringers of
fiercely and cunningly wrought metal are
just so much glass in the grasp of the
giant seas that sweep the ledge and the
wreck now lies in five distorted picces
in about 75 feet of water, nautically I
should say 12 to 15 fathoms. The divers
have hard dangerous work fixing tackle
at that depth. The.lifting and surging

has pounded the bottom of the wreck

right up against the second deck.

The “Amphitrite” was the tender at
work when these notes were taken and
she had a load of soppy bales of cotton
and many sides of leather, about four
dozen, so that her load was worth a few
thousands of dollars. The boiler, thrown
out, lies a tug boat’s length away off on
the bottom. Very little of the wreck
is to be seen, only a couple of derrick
booms slop in the sea and the top of the
mizzen mast rides in the swell. The
divers have not been able to find the
engines yet, they may have been thrown
out, but they did get the ship’s safe.
There is yet a long, cold job for the
divers and salvage men, as the under-
writers will urge them on as long as a
plate holds to a frame.

Close beside the throbbing traffic of
the North Atlantic on the lane from New
York to Liverpool this band of men
labour to snatch from the greedy maw
of old ocead, bits of her latest and
largest victim.

<
=

THE FRIGHTENED LION

In the familiar stories of the unarm-
ed man and the lion, it is not the former
who trifles with the situation. There is
a sort of poetic justice, therefore, in the
following incident. A group of loung-
ers were discussing the recent escape of
a lion at a zoological garden, and one
expressed his belief that it must have
been something of a scare.

“Scare!” echoed a man connected with
the garden. “I should say it was &
scare.  The people made such a din I
was afraid the poor old fellow would
die of fright before we could get him
back to his cage.

“We found him hiding behind a, tree,
and it was ten minutes before we could
induce him to face that yelling mob and
get back to where he knew he was safe.
He is the gentlest old fellow in the
world, and never would have wandered
out had he not been fl'ighgened by the
man who fell into the cage from the
cycle whirl above. Of course that upset
him, and when he saw the door open he
naturally ran out.

Then the people made such a noise
that his one idea was to flee. The more
he ran the more they yelled, and when
We did get him back it was hours before
he stopped trembling.

“Tt was a shame to scare the poor old
fellow like that.”

a

With love, the heart becomes a fair
and fertile earden, with sunshine and
warm hues, and exhaling sweet odours;
but without it, it is a bleak desert
covered with ashes.

and can be installed in one day in any home, old or new,

furnace ever built. It gives quicker and

[ =—m

Burns Coal, Wood or Gas

CLARE BROS. WESTERN LIMITED

WINNIPEG MANITOBA
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Furnace brings
the comfort of balmy June air in Janug:

ew Heating System

that saves expense, saves coal

large or small. The most compact
eater radiation than most furnaces

larger space. It heats every room in the largest house with a corstant and
current of pure, warm, moist air. The fused joints preclude all

The Hecla Pipeless

in a manner that is beyond all criticism or
cost. Its installation occasions no te

partitions or ceilings, and the cellar re
tables can be safely kept within afew feet of the furnace. Asits name indicates

There is no Maze of Pipes and Registers
The ‘“Hecla Pipeless’’ has but a single large register directly above the

ir the warm air rises and passes
wn through the same register, as

Beyond °
Get to know

comgoldnt at a remarkably low
of floors or mutilation of walls,

up
80 cool that stored fruit or vege-

Through the centre of this r
to every room in the house. .
seen in illustration.

is the grea!
introduced in home heating. k
all about it by writing at once for our free
booklet, ‘“‘Buying Winter Comfort’’
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possibility of gas escapements

’ We positively guarantee that the Hecla Pipeless Furnace will heat your home

L COUPON
.Clare Bros. Western Ltd.

SUMMER TOURS

Via the CANADIAN NATIONAL RAILWAYS

EASTERN CANADA

RIP EAST HAVE YOUR TRAVEL PLANS INCLUDE A FEW DAYS AT
On YO 1 he beautiful Resort Hotel, 116 miles east of Winnipeg, or at
«Pprince Arthur’’ Hotel, Port Arthur, Ont.

MINAKI ¢ INN’—T

PACIFIC COAST

ALL RAIL and LAKE AND RAIL
TO

TORONTO, HAMILTON, OTTAWA,
MONTREAL, QUEBEC, HALIFAX and
OTHER EASTERN CANADA POINTS

CHOICE OF ROUTES

DAILY SERVICE UP to SEPT. 30

PRt ROUND TRIP TICKETS

TO
VANCOUVER, - VICTORIA, SEATTLE,
TACO POR

TLAND, SAN FRAN«
ANGELES, SAN DIEGO
NOW ON SALE

From Points in Ontario (west of Arm-
strong and Port Arthur) Manitoba and
Saskatchewan

Return Limit OCT. 31, 1920

For full information as to Stop-overs, Train Service, Fares from this District

w
e e
FOR
SERVICE

apply Local Agent or Write—

OSBORNE SCOTT, General Passenger Agent
innipeg, Man.

Canadian Narinnal Railmqs

w. STAPLETé)N, District Passenger Agent

askatoon, Sask.

Winnipeg, Manitoba

Please send me your booklet,
“Buying Winter Comtort.” )

FOR




OU ARE SAYING TO YOURSELF—

“If I only knew of something to stop

that Backache—help my Rheumatism—cure my
Neuralgia, I would send and get it at once.”

Get It. Gombault’s Caustic Bal’sam will give you immediate
Relief. A Marvelous Human Flesh Healer and a never failing
remedy for every known pain that can be relieved or cured b
external applications. Thousands testify to the wonderful healing ang

I! curing powers of this great French Remedy. A Liniment that will
f, ‘E ' soothe, heal and cure your every day pains, wounds and bruises.
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The Great French Remedy
Will Do It

It Helps Nature to Heal and Cure. Penetrates, acts quickly, yet is
perfectly harmless. Kills all Germs and prevents Blood Poison. Nothing
so good known as an application for Sores, Wounds, Felons, Exterior
Cancers, Burns, Carbuncles and Swellings.

I had a bad hand with four running sores on it. The more I doctored the

worse it got. I used Caustic Balsam and never needed a doctor after that.”
—Ed. Rosenburg, St. Ansgat, Ia. .

Mrs. James McKenzie, Edina, Mo., says: ‘Just ten applications of
Caustic Balsam relieved me of goitre. My husband also cured eczema with it,
and we use it for corns, bunions, colds, sore throat and pain in the chest.”

A Safe, Reliable Remedy for Sore Throat, Chest Cold, Backache,
Neuralgia, Sprains, Rheumatism and Stiff Joints. Whenever and
wherever a Liniment is needed Caustic Balsam has no Equal.

Dr. Higley, Whitewater, Wis., writes: *Ihave been using Caustic Balsam
for ten years for different ailments. It has never failed me yet.”

A liniment that not only heals and cures Human Flesh, but for years
the accepted Standard veterinary remedy of the world.

Price, $1.75 per bottle at all Druggists or sent by us express prepaid.
Write for Free Booklet and read what others say.

THE LAWRENCE WILLIAMS CO., TORONTO, ONT.
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. ") CreamSeparator

There is only one “Melotte”—The “Melotte’
that we have been selling to Canadian
Farmers for 25 years.

Skims Cleanest
Turns Easiest
Lasts Longest
Everybody Knows It.
TheCream Separdtor with the Suspended Bow!

¥ Think of it! A bowl hanging naturally
' on a ball-bearing spindle—a real self-
balancing bowl.

; Large stocks of the *Original Melotte® just received
Sfrom England. Order now from neares]tulsocar;fzeégzt.

~© R.A.LISTER & CO(caanALIMITED
« TORONTO 8 WINNIPEG

UBLICIT 7 is the power that will keep
: your business humming. An
advertisement in The Western Home Monthly will prove
this to your satisfaction.

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY
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About the Farm
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Roses

One of the loveliest of flowers ix the
Rose. Its presence in a gavden adids a
grandeur that has a style of its own.
Its perfume is one of the rarest obtain-
able and it makes an ideal bouquet or
button hole. As far as popularity goes,
there does not seem much danger ot its

“dethronement from the regal position it

now holds.

Tn this country it has heen found that
roses will give a good show of Boom. and
there are some that nced little or no
protection’ in the winter. Tt is well
worth while to try at least a few rose
bushes as even a few roses in bloom are
worth a great deal more as a means of
ornamentation than a garden over-run
with a miscellancous riot of blossoms.

The hardicst roses are Rosa rugosa,
Austrian Briars, Damask roses, ete.

In choosing the site for the rose bushes
it should be borne in mind that they
require a good deal of sunshine. A
location where the sun plays on all day
would be an ideal one. If the location
is one of those where there is a choice
of giving the rose bushes the iforenoon
or afternoon sun. the former should be
chosen. The plants should be allowed
plenty of moisture and should be pro-
tected from the elements that tend to
rob moisture. such as wind, and the
intruding roots of trees. In the choice
of soil the moisture retaining ones should
be given the preference, other conditions
being favorable. Tt payvs to build up
conditions for the benefit of the rose
bushes by preparing a bed that will
have gravel about two feet under good
soil that has had well rotted manure
worked into it. Let the soil thoroughly
settle before planting the rose bushes.
Of course such preparations are not
absolutely essential as roses are to be
found growing in various kinds of soil
ard under various conditions, but if
time and means allow it is as well to
cive the roses every encouragement to
do their best.

The surface =oil should be kept loose
for the conservation of moisture. It is
better to give roses a thorongh watering
accasionally than to give them frequent
licht waterings. Another item in the care
of roses is that of syringing. This may
be done every day and is not for the
parpose of adding moisture to the ~oil
but. for the cleansing of the foliance and
is one of the best preventives of in<cits

In regard to planting. two vear o'd
budded plants are considered to he the
best for the purpose. Tt is advisable
to plant them in the fall just hefore
winter sets in. When planting <ce that,
the soil iz well tramped elose up to the
stem <o as to hring all the particles into
contact with the roots and thus ensure
a moisture supply at the heginning. A5
roses have few roots, none should he
pruned oftf when planting except in the
cese of a very vinshapely projection that
would prevent proper planting. The rule
observed in the planting of other yvoung

‘an Campbell

trees should be strictly observed in the
case of the roscs. \i.',..
the roots to the =un or air more than s
absolutely  necessavy. @t is sugoesed
when the stems look withered on arriv.
ing at the purchaser’s residence, that
the plants be buricd for two days in wet
soil so that the stems may take up water
from the soil. When the plants are pr
in in the fall. the =oil should be heaped
up around them for protection and in
the spring this should be removed. 1Ip
the spring the stems should be cut back
until there are about six buds above
ground on ecach stem.  In the case of
spring-set plants it is more Important
to do this.

never to CXpose

The Selecting of the Best Strains of
Poultry

The Egg Laying Contests taking place
in various parts of the Dominion have
brought more into prominence to the
general  publie the value of  =elected
breeding than conld have been accom-
plished i such a short space of time by
the wsual formula of dry tables and
other statistics.  We are told by poultry-
men that it takes two eges to producs
one chick, meaning that for every suc-
cessfully hatehed ecgg there is one that
does not produce a chick.  Then agaln.
there is a period of uncertainty between
hatching and the time when the chick
becomes a mature bird.

The incubator 1z sometimes blamed
for failure of a hateh when ~uch fail:ve
is due to other eauses. If the eggs are
fmm )‘Hli_l‘ own (‘]li\'l{>. Of COUrse "\4'1'1
should kilow something in reeard to
their reliability, but if they are pur-
chased egzs, it is as well to buy fronm
very reliable sources, but of course it is
natural that the seller does not wish to
gnarantee eges to produce chicks when
the manaccment  of  their  incubation
passes out of Lis hands,

The method of selecting the hest
strains is to place the settings fromstle
best layving hens in wire baskets, the
baskets having lid< and fasteners. Iach
setting has it= own basket so that as
the chicks come out they are unable to
mix with other c¢hicks and thus retain
their individuality as the progeny of the
most productive hen-. The chicks are
then taken from their haskets and bhand-
e on the leg<, after which identification
they ave safe to be allowed to run with
the other chick~ By the leg hand num-
bers the chicks are known, and thus a
“social ~cale™ is =tarted among the voung
birds, a~ certain numbers will show on
the record hoo! < that certain chicks are
from extra productive hens.

3v this svstem of selection, success is
far more assured than by indiscriminate
methods of treativg all ¢hicks as equals
more or less The nailes and females
of the hest <frains are carefully noted,
and are maied with oa view te the con-
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tinuance of high production by the
svstom‘dcscribcd above {111(1 thus in time
the poor producers will r}nd their way to
the table via the fattening crate and in
that way pav for their board instead of
pecoming  boarders on  the poultry

plant.

The Insect Problem.

Each spring brings in its wake the
usual
lans of production also that of de-
struction. It is not an casy task to
pecomt advised of their arrival at the
preciso moment and it is .gvm-r:llly the
discovery of some of their destructive
work that is the first knowledge we
have of their arrival, which means that
one must have more or less of a scouting
gystem on field and ;_':u‘dvl_l in order to
k‘ecp ahead of these uninvited guests.

The methods of defense must be ar-
ranged in various ways as unfortunately
there is no curc-all prescription that
will rid the garden of all kinds of insect
pests.  As in warfare, a knowledee of
vour np[mu'nt's plans is an essential to
success. therefore a study of insect life
is becoming more and more a necessity
to the tiller of the soil. Then again, as
the oft used saying goes “A little know-
ledee is dangerous” “when it is mot
sufficient for us to discriminate between
insect friends and foes.

The method of attack by insects varies
considerably and it is only by a study of
their methods that we can control them
effegtivelv.  With some insects their
doprod:\ti.ons are so well concealed, as in
the case of boring, that the effect of
their work is often well advanced before
measures can be taken for their control.
Some insects may cause injury by at-
tacking the roots of the plant, while
others may work on the buds or leaves
and thus seriously weaken the plant.

Gra=shoppers are a bad pest and are
a menace to ficld and garden crops.
They may be controlled by hopper dozers
or the “Criddle Mixture.” The latter is
prepared by thoroughly mixing one
pound of Paris green and two pounds of
galt with sixty pounds of fresh horse
manure. This is seattered about the in-
fested places and proves a very attract-
ive but fatal food.

The Colorado Beetle appears when the
potato crop is coming up and it is wise
to keep a sharp lookout for its first ap-
pearance as when they once get a start
on the crop the leaves of the plants
rapidly disappear with the result that
the tubers will lack development ac-
cording to the amount of loss of foliage.
It is not advizable to wait until the
vines become stripped of leaves, but it
is necessary to start spraying as soom
as the first bues are observed. As the
egos are not all hatehed at the same
time it is advisable to repeat the spray-
ing at eiven intervals in  order to
thoroushly rid the crop of the insects.
The mixture recommended to be used as
a spray for this pest is eight ounces of
Paris ereen to forty gallons of water.

The Cut Worm is capable of doing 2
considerable amount of damage and its
taste covers a varied range, including
grains, roots, alfalfa. and various vege-
table crops.  The Cut Worms remain
below the surface of the ground during
the day. rising to the surface at night
to feed. Tllt"\' pl‘(‘fﬂl‘ to feed a little
below the surface of the ground. and in
dry vears they are able to do much more
damase, as in the dry soil they pass
more casily from plant to plant, whereas
in wet soil thev find their travels below
the surface {'(.\n.\ixl(‘l‘ﬂbly retarded &Illl
%lfl\"‘ to feed above ground.

*ﬁ“‘ moths  which lay their eggs
¥hrouzhout the months of August and
fhe oreater part of September, select

_'f"""wllv summer fallows. A field that is
fmooth is less likely to be infested with

Cut Worms, as the moths choose the
clod< to be found in roughly cultivated
ficll under which to lay their egos.
Swor fallows should be kept  free
from cpeen  orowth  during  the (‘nt:
Worm's eus-laving period, as the aim of
the vioths is to lay their eges near green
er

A Lond poison mixture for the control
of 1 ineccts i= made up of the pro-
o of twenty pounds of hrm. half 2

P of Paris ereen, one quart of mo-

. - L)
army of inscets which add to our

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

]:lfj.\(‘i, and two or three gallons of water,
Mix the bran and Paris green dry; mix
the molasses and water ln_‘_'(‘thv;‘ until
the former is dissolved, then wet the
Lran aixture with same and see that
the bran is thoroughly dampened.

The Cabbage Worm is a common gar-
den pest and is the larvae of the Cabbage
Butterfly. These larvae are a pale green
color and do damage to the plants by
cating holes in the leaves.

A dry mixture of Pyrethrum powder
should be used against this pest. Mix
thoroughly one part by 'weizht of the
Pyrethrum powder to four of cheap
flonr and keep in a closed vessel for
twenty-four hours hefore dusting over
the plants which have been attacked.
A zood method of dusting is to make a
bar of cheese eloth or some other such
open material, partly fill it with the

mixture and shake it over the plants.

Occasionally ants will establish them-
selves on a lawn and are hard to get
rid of as they are very persistent work-
ers. The remedy recommended for their
destruction is to place a saucer contain-
ing carbon bisulphkide mext to their
burrow and over this place a box to form
a cover that will prevent any wind from
blowing the fumes away. If this is
placed in position as night comes on, the
ants will be in the burrow and the
poisonous fumes which are heavier than
air, will have penetrated the burrow and
killed the ants by morning.

During some seasons the plant lice on
the Manitoba Maples will be particularly
active. These are sucking insects and
live on the juices of the tender parts.
As they are sucking insects, the ordinary
poison solutions are mnot sufficient for

their control but require a “contact”
poison such as kerosene emulsion which
is made up as follows:

Kerosene (coal oil) ..... 2 gallons
Rain water ........... 1 gallon
Sl | T T 1, 1b.

Dissolve soap in water by boiling:
take from fire and, while hot, turn in
kerosene and churn briskly for five min-
utes. For use, dilute with nine parts
of water so that the above three gallons
of stock emulsion will make thirty gal-
lons of spraying mixture.

Trees for the Prairie Farmer.

The value of ‘the tree, especially to the
farmer on the wind swept prairie is
manifold. As a windbreak it means a
degree of comfort in summer and win-
ter, retarding the force of the wind ere

Whether you shave first thing in the morning, or
wait until the day’s work is done, you should get
real satisfaction out of your shaving. Then,
invigorated and refreshed, the next few hours should

be the best part of your day!

/
Do not overlook the pleasures of life that cost but little,— 4

including the possibilities of Gillette shaving.
20,000,000 Users

Men whose work lies in the city’s turmoil or on the good brown
earth—men who are giving brain and sinew to the develop-

ment of Canada as a producing nation—appreciate the
efficiency and reliability of the Gillette Safety Razor.

The great proportion of men using the Gillette proves this.
¢ Let a Gillette dealer show you his

~4l NS o
il A

\ - »:

MADE IN

assortment of Gillette sets at $5—ask
particularly to see the new “Big Fellow”
—the longer, heavier handle appeals
to men who are used to weighty
tools. See how you like it !

CANADA

WORLD OVER
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MusIC

—more than

anything else
will bring Joy and happiness_into
your home and keep it there. Nothe
ing that you can put into your
home will benefit every member of
the family so much as

A Good Piano

To make sure of a Good Piano
and Good Value, buy from the
Housc of McLean.

# Thirty years of Reliablo Dealing **
Weite fos Particulars, Prices apd Terms

The West’s Greatest Music House
Tho Homo of the Heintzman & Co. Plano
and the Victrola

Dept. W

329 Portage Avenue WINNIPEG

ABSORBINE

Reduces Strained, Puffy Ankles;
Lymphangitis, Poll Evil, Fistuls,
Boils, Swellings; Stops

and allays pain. Heals Sores, Cuts,
Bruises,

Boot Chafes. It is a
SAFE ANTISEPTIC AND GERMICIDE

. Does not blister or remove the
hairand horse can be worked. Pleasant to use.
£2.50a bottle, delivered. Describe your case
for special instructions and Book 5 R free.
'ABSORBINE, JR., antiseptic liniment for mankind, re
duces Strains, Painful, Knotted, Swollen Veins. Concene
grated—only a few drops required atan gpplication, Price
$1.25 pes bottle at dealers or delivered.

W. F. YOUNG luc., 138 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, Can.

Absorbloe and Absorbine, Jr.. are made 1o Camads,
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it dashes against the barn or house.
In the blazing days of July when the
sun casts a shimmering heat over the
home grounds, the shade of the tree 1s
a haven of refuge. As home makers,
trees play a very important part for we
are always influenced by our environ-

ments and where there are trees to

beautify our home a more contented at-
mosphere is established than is the case
of the bare prairie-homestead.  Trees
have sheltered mankind from the earliest
days and we are ever looking for their
companionship and where they are lack-
ing there is a tendency to tire of the
home that offers a bare outlook. In
fairness to the children born on the
newly established farm, trees should be
provided to give them a better outlook
on life in general, and in later years
these same trees may prove the deciding
factor when the matural restlessness of

outh asserts itself in the usual inde-
xnite way bringing up the question as
to whether the old farm is to be run by
hired help or by the sons and daughters
who were born and grew up on it.

Trees are not hard to obtain, and the
labor of planting them is an extremely
small item when one considers the ad-
vantage of the investment. . Of course,
like all other young things, they need
some care to start them successfully on
the road of life, but once a good growth
is established, they become objects of
pride and interest to the owner as each
year they transform the farm home into
a beauty spot on the prairie.

A few trees and shrubs may be men-
tioned offhand that will be found suit-
able for average conditions.  The Cara-

(ihtroduced ' fnto (Canada from

ussia) is hardy, handsome, and makes

a tight hedge. The Tartarian honey-
suckle and the Lilac are both handsome
flowering shrubs. Spruces provide an
all year round green and are a splendid
windbreak though they are slow growers.
For a quick shelter the willows are to
be recommended. The Mountain Ash is
a very fine tree for individual ornamen-
tation as its berries turn a rich red in
the fall and add a bright dash of color
when some of the foliage of the other
trees has turned.

Amidst the green of the home plan-
tation the white bark of the White Birch
adds a touch of beauty that is remark-
able. 'With a plantation of Cottonwoods
in a convenient corner of the farm one
has a good investment growing into fuel.

.
HOUSEHOLD HINTS

" A Home-Made Soap Shaker

An excellent soap-shaker can be made
by perforating the lid of a baking-pow-
der tin, making about twelve holes in
the lid. This I find is a good way of
getting rid of scraps of soap that are

~ too small to handle.

To Sprinkle Clothes
When sprinkling clothes use a whisk
broom. It is easier and quicker than
doing it by hand, and also distributes
the water evenly without wetting the
clothes {00 much.

To Thread a Needle
When threading a needle with yarn,
if you will lay the eye of the needle
on the yarn and pull the yarn up through
the eye with a pin, you will have no
trouble in threading a needle, even in the
dark.

cnsem——

Hot Milk Sponge Cake

Two eggs beaten five minutes, one cup
sugar (beaten with eggs three minutes)_.
one cup flour, one large teaspoonful bak-
ing powder, one-half cup boiling milk,,
flavor with lemon or orange extract.

This makes an easy and cheap cake,
but like all other cakes its success lies
in the beating of the sugar and eggs and
tha folding in of the flour.

How to Mend a Wringer

If one of the rubber rolls of your.

wringer is worn out, take a piece of
cotton cloth about four inches wide and
long enough to roll around several times.
Turn the handle and run the cloth
through, wetting and rolling it tightly.
As the cloth wears out, put new picces
in.

Make Your Own Corn-Starch

Take white field corn after it has
passed the roasting ear stage; grate the
kernels down to the cob. Place in a
bowl, cover with water, and let the pieces
of husk rise to the top, then skim them
off. Let the remaining substance set-
tle; when the water is poured off there
will be a sediment of fine white starch
ab the bottom of the vessel. This will
soon dry and can be put away in boxes
or bags. Use it in your puddings ani
in starching your clothes.

To Mend Collars

For years I shared, my Yusband’s feel-
ings that celluloid collars were ‘‘impos-
sible.” But when living in the country,
& dozen miles from a laundry, we founa
some of these collars which are hard to
detect from linen. Then we found that
the breaks in the buttonholes can be eas-
ily mended with gummed cloth tape,
used on the wrong side. The repair can
easily be made so that the buttonhole is
“just as good as new.” “

To Make Comforters

Pretty “comforts” for winter, light and
warm, may be made by covering two
worn blankets with silkaline or cheese-
cloth and tacking together with
worsted like any “puff.” These ‘“com-
forts” may be washed each year and
kept immaculate. Old white bedspreads
may be doubled and stitched together
to form mattress protectors. Cut blank-
ets in two, bind the cut edges and usc
the top for the bottom. Blankets and
spreads which are nearly square may be
used, sides for top and bottom, thus
equalizing the wear. If an end of a
spread wears thin, reinforce it by un-
derfacing it with a wide piece of loosely
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CESSARY
Better Bread

as goad flour
and perfecs baking

Guaranteed to give excellent results

Standard Cakes Each Carton
ITE OT
et AR

11k J

FORTUNA

SWEDISH
Cream Separator

Pesitively the skimming marvel of the age—Bar none
Deraag ——
“Shefeld ot;
Sweden’’,
wherefor

the t_of
the world's finest

father of cream
separator improve-
ment and perfec-
tion.

Send for Catalog
and most Liberal
Selling
Plans

You can’t aiford
to buy any ma-
ching without
first getting our
book and propo-
sition. You will
easily under-
stand why the
Fortuna runs so
light, skims so
close and
clean, and
sweeps the
field of all
fion: Phe
ion. e
book 18 free— write £l
for a copy to-day.

Factory Representatives for Canada:
Fortuna Cream Separator Co.

Limited

308 Owena St. s Winnipeg, Man.

woven cotton.

Catalogue Notice

SEND 15c. in silver or stamps for
our Up-to-Date SPRING AND
SUMMER 1920 CATALOGUE, con-
taining 550 designs of Ladies’,
Misses’ and Children’s Patterns, &
CONCISE AND COMPREHENSIVE AR-
TICLE ON DRESSMAKING, ALSO
SOME POINTS FOR THE NEEDLE H
(illustrating 30 of the various,simple
stitches), all valuable hints to the
home dressmaker.

Flying trestle on thc Robson trail.

Canadian National Railways.

IF IT’S MADE OF

RUBBER
We Have It

Camera Supply Co.
P.O. Box 2704, Montreal

mock
can |
they
the
the 1
fessi
they
hood
Th
bang
eurre
this
The
amu
“Tf
said
the |
Tt
that
ness
for
nurs
busi
said
Tt
minc
Mild
silke
then
“F
the
“T
coul
Tl




20

m

© JuLy, 1920

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

“The Mothers”

By E. Mortimer Batten

—=aHE nurse came down to the

Ml kitchen fire, and sat for a time
' g into the flames. Pre-
7 ‘sently she raised her face, the
4 sweet, wan face of a woman
well beyond her prime. “The boy—the
baby, is dead!” she said simply.

The housemaid went on with her
jroning.  She had no special use for
purses.  Omly she _snivelled a little.

«poor thing,” said the cook. “And
her busband gone, too!”

For a time they were silent. Only
the purse seemed unmoved. After all,
this was what she was paid for, a part
of her business. Paid?  The cruel
mockery of it rang in her lpind. Who
can pay anyone for their lives—for all
they have to give? No one knew what
the last few months had contained for
the nurse, but it did not matter. Pro-
fessions may kill much in women, but
they cannot kill the sense of mother
hood.

The housemaid, cnivelling loudiy,
banged about with her iron, till it oc-
curred to her that if she went on likeo
this she would have no fieed to sprinkle.
The idea occurred to her as faintly
amusing, and she sniggered and sniffed.

“If you are going to turn hysterical,”
said the nurse, “you had better go into
the back kitchen and clean the knives.”

The murse was indirectly reminded

that those who attend their own busi- -

ness are least likely to stir up trouble
for themselves. Her business!  The
nurse smiled over the irony of it. “My
business in this house is ended,” sh:
said quietly. Then she hid her face.

The cook also wept. She said it re-
minded her of the night when their little
Mildred lay a corpse, but the sound of
silken skirts on the staircase roused
them. The nurse rose and went out.

“Have you been crying, nurse ” askel
the mistress of the house.

“I haven’t. I can’t cry. I wish I
could!”

The face of the professional woman
was radiant now. “Why should we
cy?” she asked. “He is happy mnow.
Are you going out ?” she added suddenly.

“Yes. Perhaps it will do me good to
get thoroughly tired.”

“Let me come with you?
ing, and very cold.”

“No. I would rather not. I want to
be alone with God’s night.”

The nurse closed the door behind her,
and returned to the kitchen. It was
the warmest, brightest place in a house
that contained no other warmth.

It is rain-

ﬁ
These Columbia

@% Dealers
(.,.Kg Carry a
Complete Stock of

COLUMBIA RECORDS
and GRAFONOLAS

MANITOBA
Heises Music Store . ...........-- Brandon
Swedish Canadian Sales, 208 Logan Ave.,
(Full stock of Scandinavian Records) Winnipeg
W. R. McCormack ...........--- Dauphin
W.Collins ..........conveneennns llou:den
A.J. Roberts . . . .Logan Avenue, Winnipeg
The McAskill Adamson Co- . . . .. Gladstone
John Worthington ..............: Minto
SASKATCHEWAN
D. W. Yaughan Music Store, N. Battlef?rd
R. H. Williams & Sons Ltd......... Regina
Child & Gower Piano Go........... Regina
Walter Cowan ...............» Saskatoon
Southey HardwareCo. ........-: Southey -
J.H.Bamford ...............--- Macklin
B.S. Menzies.............- Kincaid, Sask.
ALBERTA g .
ve.,Edmonton
E“B..Kl:'i‘t'::ﬂﬁ ! ?‘.’?’?".e.r_n ..... Red Deer
R. W. Russel . .. .. i s e 3 s e sy s i Mcleod
Willis & Kgabe, Piano Showroorgd,mo“ton

Farmers Départmental Limited, Daysfand
Assiniboia Music Co. Ltd.,Lethbridge,Rita.

Wholesale Distributors for
Western Canada

Cassidy’s Limited

. comfort her?

WINNIPEG

“Gone to do away with hersel
shouldn’t wondert” sx{’ivelled the hotfnse:E
maid, and was implored by the nurse
not to talk such utter nonsense.

“You hadn’t ouglt!to have let her
£o,” the maid persisted, sticking to her
guns.. “It’s your job to comfort her!”

The nurse uttered a dry laugh. Com-
fort her! Who in all the world could
She herself had done
everything within human power, and
she said so.

“If she throws herself in the river,”
snivelled the cook, “it will be the best
thing she could do. I would have done
it if it hadn’t been for Herbert—and
him ont of work too!” At this her cup
of sad retrospect overflowed, to be
stifled by a gurgling of stout.

The mpther — the little bereaved
mother, made her way through the
gleaming streets as though with some
fived goal in view. The cold rain beat
erainst her cheeks, renewing the blush
¢t girlhood; the sleeping buildings drip-

ped and guttered with the tears ghe
could not shed. At the end of the
avenue & policeman on point duty gleam-
ed like a pillar of light, and as the
mother watched he turned to speak to
a -bedraggled figure trudging in
the slush. “You go ’ome, missus,” he
advised. “You’ll get your baby drown-
ed a night like this.” ‘

The bedraggled worldling tramped
slowly on. “Home!” she echoed. “There
is no home for me!”

And so the two mothers came face to
face in their poverty, the one pleading
with tired eyes for help, the other envy-
ing her for what she already possessed.

“Can you help me, madam? T have
nowhere to go, and I am worn out!”
said the bedraggled mother of the world.

The bereaved mother might have drawn
in her skirts at any other time. She
knew nothing about such lives, save
what she suspected—too unpleasant for
contemplation. Now she said: “You
are better off than I' God took my
baby an hour ago.” .

The face of the other mother was like
a faded flower. There was nothing vile
about it. Only her mother remained.

57

“Would that he would take mine!” she
said. “There is no other place for him
here, and God does not want his
mother!”

The bereaved mother was feeling for
her purse. She had left is at home—
it was always so when she needed it.

“Come to my house to-morrow,” she
said, “and I will help you.” .

“To-morrow!” Thiere was unuttered

_pleading in the woman’s eyes, “Not to-

night?” ) ot

“No, it was impossible tonight. - Come
to-morrow; and the bereaved mother
gave an address s'llli?z; left no question
as.to her status in life, and they.parted.

The rain passed by and the stars came
out. It was bittedly cold  now, and
to the bereaved mother the wind-:about
the eaves and
“To-morrow! Not to-night?” .

Presently she retraced her steps. How
blind: and cruel she had been! Of what
use was to-morrow to a cold and hun-
gry woman faced with {o-night?

She went back to the policeman on
point duty, but. he had seemn no more
of the mother of the world. She gave

Continued on bage 64

A Portable Columbia Grafonola Adds .

Mousic and Games to Picnic’s Pleasures |

Mighty few people can afford
to take an orchestra or band to
thake music at their picnics.
But anyone can have the band
and orchestra selections,
special musical games and
marches which Columbia

children’s records

children’s

provide

Make your picnics musical
milestones in happy little

lives. Take along

a Vacation Model Columbia
Grafonola.
easy to carry.
always ample in volume
for outdoor games.

Type D-2 is

Its tone 1s

Some Jolly Columbia Records to go along

Kismet, Fox-Trot, Accordion.

Karavan, Fox-Trot, Guido Deiro. A2931 $1.00

First Whisper of Love and Dear One Far Away,

Schottische. Columbia Orchestra, and Carrots an_d
Schottische, Columbia

She’s Such a Love.
Orchestra.

Guido Deiro, and

A6152 $1.65

Oh, By Jinjo ! Tenor Solo, Frank Crumit, and So
Long, Oolong, Tenor Solo, Frank Crumit.

A2935 .SI 00

Ticklish Ruben, Cal Stewart (Uncle Josh) gznd |
Laughed at the Wrong Time, Cal Stewart
(Uncle Josh).

A2923 $1.00

New Columbia Records out 10th and 20th of the month

Columbia Graphophone Company

TORONTO

S e

\

Ste'nway, Gerhard H

Quarterly or Fall payment te

for Illustrated Catalogue

Columbia Grafonolas and Records
On Easy Payment Terms

rms arranged to suit your convenience. Write us to-day

DAANN R et

GREATEST PIANO SELECTION UNDER ONE ROOF
eintzman, Nordheimer, Haines, Bell, Sherlock-Manaing, Doherty, Lesage,

Canada, Brambach, Autoplano aad Imperial

ables seemed to.echo—
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The Kitchen

FISH

Fish must be perfectly fresh. Frozen
fish may be kept a long time, but must
be used at once when thawed, as it spoils
very quickly,

How to Enow a Fresh Fish

1. - Gills a bright red. 2. Flesh along
backbone firm and elastic. 3. Eyes
bulging and bright. 4. No unpleasant

odor, »

Preparation of Fish

To remove scales, scrape with a knife
from the tail slowly towards the head,
holding the knife nearly flat on the fish.
Rinse the knife often in cold water. The
inner organs of small fish may be press-
ed out through an opening near the gills.
Large fish are cut nearly half way down
and scraped clean. Remove with a

sharp knife any clots of blood, wipe the
fish thoroughly inside and out with a
cloth wrung out of cold salted water.
Do not put the fish into water. Skin
from head to tail. Bone from tail to
head.

To skin a fish—Cut through the whole
length of the skin, close to the fin on
the back, and remove that. Then cut
the skin on the other side, loosen it
areund the head, and pull toward the
tail. When a fish is'not fresh, the skin
is difficult to separate from the flesh.

Boning—After skinming the fish the
flesh can be taken from the backbone.
Begin at the back and with a sharp knife
scrape the flesh from the bone all the
way from the tail to the head on, one
side. Then turn the fish, and remove’
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the flesh from the other side. A piece on them, If the fish is not too large

; skin ib may be coiled in the frying basket,
:fndﬁls)gn:ai;gin%l;v:l‘zsma f‘rﬁfﬁetf;’om Immerse in boiling salted water. Cook
Fish is sufficiently cooked when the from 20 to 30 minutes.
flesh begins to separate from the bones. To Bake Fish
ge;::il? ¥ St jﬁi:: "t dded Yo the _ Grease a flat Pyrex dish, or cover the
1 r ; ]
z&teﬁeﬁs’lln ‘z\hllx(;:le the Ff‘insqlllx l:hggllgd;;ll\;:yg Sprinkle with mixed onioh. Lay o

. : : this a slice of halibut ,or any smal
ke poryad with souetiiing: aid. whole fish eplit down the middle and
Garnishes for Fish

stuffed if desired. é\dd one tablespoon
Shreds ©f vinegar. Spread with butter or
Lt ureley. & Water sroes, &) ¢ other fﬁ:r Dredge with flour. Bake
of red or green pepper. 4. Slices of one hour 8
lemon, either plain or sprinkled, with e . .
finely chopped parsley. 5. Hard cooked Halibut en Casserole
. 6. Tomatoes. 7. Cucumbers, 8. Clean, a thick slice of halibut anq
Stuffed olives. 9. Sliced pickles. place in casserole, with half of the fol.
lowing sauce poured around it:— 2 cups
Boiled Fish tomatoes, 1 cup water, 1 slice onion, 3
Unless the liquid is used, this is an cloves, 1, Ib. sugar, 2 Ib. fat, 3 Ib. flour,
extravagant way of cooking fish. Qlt half teaspoonful pepper, three-quarter
large fish in thick pieces. Tie in a picce  teaspoonful salt. Cook together two
of cheese cloth to prevent froth settling minutes, the tomatoes, wat et, onion,

bottom with thin slices of fat pork, |

BLUE RIBBON

F you are not already using

Blue Ribbon Baking Powder in 'your\

home, we would like you to try it ~ If you
are eager to improve your baking, select now the best
family baking powder, and stick to it. Blue Ribbon
Bakinfg Powder maintains unfalteringly its high stand-
ard o

quality, its goodness never lessens, each tin

contains baking powder that will

' act like the last tin, and give you
) splendid results--try it.

Buy it by the package
from your grocer

An

Evening Dress
in the Kitchen

MACARON], in any one of its hundred and more
different recipes is a builder of health and strength,

A pure wheat product, better than bread, meat,
eggs, or fish—and more nourishing. '

Try It!

N\

is out of place. But MACARONI is so
simple and easy to prepare that you could
wear an evening dress while cooking it.

A food for the hungry

—rich or poor

cloves, and sugar. Melt fat, add flour,
then liquid gradually. Add seasonings
and strain,

Bake fish in casserole one hour. When
nearly cooked add remaining sance, and
serve from casserole.  Forty-five min-
utes is sufficiently long time for a one.
pound slice of halibut.

Halibut au Gratin

Place pieces of boiled or steamed hali-
but or other fish in ramekins. Moisten
well with Bechamel sauce, sprinkle with
Buttered erumbs, around the edge, place
a border of mashed nicely seasoned po-
tato, forced through a pastry tube.
Place in oven till thoroughly heated and
the crumbs are browned,

Sauces for Fish

Drawn butter sauce:—Quarter cup but-
ter, 3 1b. flour, 1 one-third cup hot water,
half teaspoonful salt, a little pepper.
Melt half the butter, stir in flour, mixed
with seasonings. Add boiling water,
boil five minutes, stirring constantly.
Stir in remaining butter, '

Egg Sauce

To drawn butter sauce, add hard
cooked eggs, sliced or chopped.

Pickle Sauce

To drawn butter sauce, add sour cu-
cumbers pickles, chopped or sliced.

Bechamel Sauce

1 cup stock, 4 cup hot milk, quarter
cup butter, quarter cup flour, 1 small
onion, half-teaspoonful salt, one-eighth
teaspoonful pepper, quarter teaspoonful
thyme, I bay leaf. Cook onion, thyme
and bay leaf in butter, slowly five min-
utes.  Stir in flour, add hot milk and
stock, stirring constantly till thick and
boiled.  Strain, The seasonings may
be cooked in the stock, instead of but-
ter, then strained, but be sure there is
a full cup after straining. A yellow
sauce may be made by stirring the sauce
into begten egg yolks.

The Use of Fats

The ever-full cookie jar brings a
decidedly comfortable recollection to the
mind of the grown-up child. It seems to
be a symbol of the thoughtfulness of
mother and of the plenty always in her

ome. In reality it is a very small thing,
even in these days of doing our own work,
to keep a cookie jar full.

Yet too many of them to-day stand
empty. Let’s fill them and keep them
full, both for the nourishment they give
and the happy memories they bring.

Every woman wants to prepare the
oldtime favorites when relatives come to
visit. It makes no difference whether or
not the favorite dish is one of the season’s
accepted ones, the visitor must have it.
While mention of the cost of anything 18
always taboo in the best-regulated families,
the wise housewife always keeps within
the bounds of economy. ~ Experience has
taught her how to reduce the cost but not
the quality, in many cases, and just how
far to go.

Oldtime Favorites

She recalls that John liked doughnuts
so well that she immediately plans &
batch for his visit, .

When Molly used to go into ecstasies
over deep-fried fritters there must be

fritters and maple sirup for one meal, at
least.
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or others fried biseuits, croquettes,
It:)t:) chips, or potato puffs will be thc
rites. i
av'l?he fat you use for frying plays a great
in the ultimate success of the dish.
timate success means more than appear-

' ance and taste, it means digestion as well.

Fats for Cooking

Food chemists and those trained in
ic_science have always grouped

mediums, shortenings, and spreads,
as fats. Madam Housewife seemed un-
declded to a.dopt this term. Lard popu-
larly seemed to mean all fats for use as
spreads. But housewives are becomirg
more and more professional in home
ing, s0 we now group the food in
our minds just as the experts do.

From a food value standpoint the

ing of fats according to their source
would be the most ‘helpful.

It is the wise home manager who puts
all technical information she finds into
constant use until it becomes part of her
everyday technique of buying and cook-
ing. By this method she 1s always read

to adjust her buying so as to avoid hig

Wh;an buying fats for cooking purposes,
the entire group of cooking fats should
come to mind. Lard is the animal fat

" on which many cooks absolutely rely; but

up of cooking fats lard is only
one. Cooking experts have demonstrated
that you will get equally satisfactory
results with the best brand of vegetable
ghortening, or cooking oil. Therefore,
be prepared and ready to make uce of
these other fats, if reasons of supply or
economy make it desirable to do so.

Richness of Fats

Shortening will vary a trifle according
to richness desired, according to the
ghortening used, or whether nuts, cream,
full evaporated milk, or chocolate are
used. Pure lard, vegetable shortening, or
galad oil is the richest shortening. Oleo-
margarine comes next, then butter.

A large amount of shortening makes a
cake close-grained; a small amount makes
it porous, but it dries easily. Too much
fat causes the cake to crumble and it may
be heavy. .

If melted fat is used in a cake, add it
when it is cool. If added hot, the cake
will be tough, coarse in grain, and not so
light as desired.

Kinds of Fats

Animal fats are pure leaf-lard, lard made
of rendered back-fat, suet, tallow, oleo
oil and butter.

Vegetable fats commonly used are
cotfon-seed oil, peanut oil, corn oil and
olive oil. ..

The high-grade salad oil is a highly
refined vegetable oil, and may be used in
any way that lard or oil may be used.

The cracking point of fat is the. tem-
perature at which the fat begins to give
off a blue smoke. This smoke is caused
by the decomposition of the fat and the
development of fatty acids. The smoke
has a pungent, skarp odor, and if foods
are fried in these decomposed fats they are
apt to cause digestive disturbances.
When using fats for frying, use those that
have a high cracking-point, or the veg-
etable fats and lard. .

Fats listed according to their burnirg

int are as follows: Vegetable fats, pure

eaf lard, compound drippings, oleomar-
garine, nut margarire and butter. It will
Pe seen’ from this list that the vegetable
fats have the highest burning point, while
butter decomposes at the lowest temper-
ature. Bacon and ham drippings lead in
variety and satisfaction of uses for dripp-
ings; beef comes second; mutton third.
Bacon becomes a really inexpensive food
when you use the drippings.

Equal in Food Value

Thefood value of these fats is practically
the same—equal amounts of fats giving,
approximately, equal amounts of calories.

he cooking results can be made the same
with equal usage. Where any budgeb
calculations are necessary, they will deter-
mine which fat to select.

If fat is increased in making a cake, a
arger proportion of flour and leavening
will be needed. )

If water is substituted for milk, uce
seyen-ei~hths cupful of water where cne
cupful of milk is called for.

If cream is substituted for milk, lessen
the shortening and use more cream than
the quantity of milk called for.

in the
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Frying Notes
Rules—

1.—Do not pile fried articles.

2.—Drain on brown paper.

. 3.—Strain fat after using it, and clarify
if necessary.
Tests for temperature—

1.—Fat should be motionless.

2.—A piece of bread will brown in forty
seconds if hot enough for cooked articles.
A piece of bread will brown in sixty
seconds if hot enough foruncooked articles.
Articles soak fat if —

1.—Not hot enough—that is, if fat is
not hot enough. “

2.—1If articles to be fried are too rich.
3.—If articles to be fried are too moist.

_ 4.—1If too much soda or baking powder
is used. ‘

The fats to alternate for spreads are
butter, oleomargarine, nut butter and
peanut butter. With a varied diet and
with plenty of milk and leafy vegetables
for the children, the use of one fat is as
good as another for a spread.

EMERGENCIES

Wounds.—To check bleeding apply firm
pressure with a pad of dry lint or a clean
handkerchief, kept in place by-a bandage.
If the wound is dirty cleanse with a
warm boracic lotion.

Bruises.—Treat with application of cold
water, compress to allay the pain. If
it is a limb, let it be elevated. ~ When
pain disappears rub morning and evening
with vaseline till discoloration disap-
pears.

Burns.—If slight treat by running
warm water over the affected part, then

59

apply a boracic lotion—one to thirty.In
severe burns apply the boracic lotion and
send for a doctor. Do not apply an
oily dressing.

Choking.—Turn the child, head down-
wards and smack hand on the shoulders.
1f that is not effective, open the mouth,
push a thumb well in at cheek between
the gums to hold the mouth open, and
pushing the index finger of other hand
downward and inwards into the throat
try to get the obstruction. If serious call
a doctor at once.

Dust in Eye—~Pull eyelids apart and
wipe away particle with a wet rag. If
the particle is not in the eyeball examine
the inside of the lids. First pull dowh
the lower lid and examine it. If mot
there then examine upper lid by ttrning
it back over a flat pencil held horizon-
tally over the lid. °

o

up again and

care of their health.”

restorative trea

down.

«gT has long been a favorite idea of
mine to compare the
with my old clock here.”

“Without proper attention the old clock
gets run down and stops until I wind it
then it ticks away just as

rtily and-regularly as ever.”

he?‘;n()ir so it isgwith the human body, but

the great difference I find is that the human

clock usually breaks down instead of runs
down because peoplc,a neglect to take proper

“Through all these years I have managed
to keep well and to keep young by using
tment whenever there are

indications of the system becoming run

“Fortunately I learngd
years ago of Dr. Chase’s

The Human Clock usually Breaks Down

instead of Runs Down

human body

Nerve Food
energy’.”

the value some genuine there

Nerve Food and

to its use I largely attribute my healthful
condition at this age.” )
“When I hear people talking about being
unable to sleep or of suffering from nervous
headaches, indigestion or worn-out feelings
I ask them, ‘Why do you not use Dr. Chase’s

“So man i
from a low):ar?ng of the vitality, from h.lgh
blood pressure or hardening of the arteries,
but I have found that th/e use of this restor-
ative treatment, when d
health at the high water mark.

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 50 cents a
box, dll dealers,
Co., Ltd., Toronto.

of A. W. Chase, M.D.

to increase Yyour mnervous

eople, es age advances, suffer

required keeps my

or Edmanson, Bates &
On every box of the
is the portrait and signature
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IKE the most caretully tailored suit,
Mercury Seamless Fashioned Hosiery

is shaped to fit.
stretched, inte shape.

It is knitted, not

LY g

The new narrowed ankle, the shapely full-
- fashioned calf and the extra wide, roomy
top, make Mercury a true work of art in

hosiery.

Mercury Hosiery is featured in Silk and

Sport Hose in all fashionable shades. The

same fine quality in weave and textures that

makes these lines popular is in the more

$ 5 durable cashmere, mercerized lisle and cotton

osiery.

In Men’s Half-Hose and Children’s Hose
of Mercury make “Mercury” Quality is
maintained to the same degree.

MERCURY MILLS, LIMITED, Hamilton. Can.

TH E hand processes—seven of them—by
"L which every single Spencerian Pen is
carefully and separately fashioned, are what
make Spencerian Pens so long lived, so uni-
form in quality and so perfect in their writing
points. We might add that this same indi-
vidual care has made them the standard for
At all good dealers.

* SPENCERIAN

over half a century.

PERSONAL

Steel Pen

Made in England

Send 10¢for 10 sample
pens, and get free, that
Jascinating book,
“What Your Hand-
writing Reveals.”
Address:

SPENCERIAN PEN CO.
349 Broadway, New York
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| Fashions and Patterns

CATALOGUE NOTICE

Send 15 cents in silver or stamps for
our Up-to-Date Spring and Summer 1920
Catalogue, containing 550 designs of
Ladies,” Misses’ and Children’s Patterns.
A concise and comprehensive article on
dressmaking, also.some points for the
needle (illustrating 30 of the various
simple stitches) all valuable hints to
the home dressmaker.

A Popular Style of School Dress.
Pattern 3121 is here portrayed. It is
cut in 4 sizes: 4, 6, 8 and 10 years.
Size 8 will require 3%, yards of 36 inch
material for the dress, and 1!} yards
for the bloomers. This style includes
the bloomers illustrated. It is a prac-
tical, serviceable model, suitable for all
wash fabrics, and also for serge, gabar-
dine, plaid or checked suiting, velvet
and taffeta. A pattern of this illustra-
tion mailed to any address on receipt of
15 cents in silver or stamps.

A Very Attractive Dress for Home
Wear. This is very good for gingham,
Chambray, lawn, drill, linen, serge,
gabardine, voile, poplin, repp or percale.
It is a dressy model that may be
finished with a comfortable sleeve in
bishop style or one in short length,
with a turned back cuff. Width of
ekirt at lower edge is 13 yard. The
pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38,
40, 42 and 44 inches bust measure. Size
38 requires 51, yards of 36 inch mater-
ial. A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 15
cents in silver or stamps.

A New and Stylish Sports Costume.
Comprising waist pattern 2365, and
skirt pattern 3252. This shows the new
bib skirt worn with a smart blouse.
The bib portions may be omitted, the
blouse may be finished with or with-
out the collar. The skirt is cut in 7
sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30, 32 and 34
inches waist measure. A 24 inch size

will require 3% yards of 40 inch mater-
ial. The blouse is cut in 7 sizes: 34
36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust
measure. A medium size wil] require
2% yards of 27 inch material. The
width of the skirt at its lower edge is
a little over 2 yards.

One could haye
this in sports satin, serge, taffeta, s&

tung or linen, with braiding or embro

ery for decoration. This illustration

, calls for two separate patterns which,

will be mailed to any address. on receipt
of 15 cents for each pattern in silver or
stamps. %

A Simple Pretty Frock for the Little
Girl. Pattern 3261 is here portrayed.
It is cut in 4 sizes: 2, 3, 4 and 5 years,
A 4 year size will require 23 yards of
27 inch material. - As here shown dotted
challie in white and blue was wused,
Pipings of white poplin trim the dress.
This model is pretty in dimity or Swiss
with lace or embroidery. It is also
nice for gingham, percale and pique.
A pattern of this illustration mailed to
any address on receipt of 15 cents in
silver or stamps.

A Popular and Practical Undergar-
ment. Pattern 3264 supplies this style.
It is cut in 4 sizes: Small, 32-34;
medium, 36-38; large, 40-42; extra
large, 44-46 inches bust measure. A
medium size will require 37 yards of
36 inch material with 23% yards of
flouncing 15 inches wide. The garment
may be finished without the. flounce.
Cambric, lawn, batiste, crepe, crepe de
chine, silk, satin, and sateen may be
used, with embroidery or lace and inser-
tion for trimming. ‘This makes a good
“slip” or foundation, and is a good
model for mature figures. A pattern of
this illustration mailed to any address
on receipt of 15 cents in silver or
stamps,

—A Pretty Summer Frock.—Pattern
3268 is here depicted. It is cut in 3
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BABY CONNOLLY.

« Qwres-herdife
"to Virel”

i Ne. 43, St. Amm St.,
i Bolton.  24/8/1918.

Sirs,
1 bave much pleasure in forward-
; ing to you a photo of my little girl
il - who I am quite sure owes her life to
! Virol. Fyom birth she would not
take her natural food, and I tried all
the patent foods I knew of, but
il nothing would suit her; then I took
I} her to tbree different doctors, after
that I took her to the London
Hospital ; then when I was giving up
in despair I was advised to try Virol.
She is now 3 years of age and I |
think the picture speaks for itself.
Yours faithfully,

(sgd.) C. CONNOLLY.

Virol is invaluable for the expectant
i h:sell. whilst for

> ciples that are destroyed in the
sterilising of milk; it is also a bone
and tissue-buiflding food of immense
value. Virol babies have firm flesh,
strong

bones and good colour,

ﬂ

Sole Importers: BOYRIE, Itd., |
27, St. Peter’s Strest, Montreal

Oc
Pacsz of \\
WILSON'S

FLY PADS |

\WILL KILL MORE FLIES THAN /
$8° WORTH OF ANY /
STICKY FLY CATCHER/

Clean to handle. Sold by all Drug-
gists, Grocers and General Stores.
t t 5 Trade Marks

a Bl’( and Designs

Write for booklet and circulars, terms, eto.

FEATHERSTONHAUGH & CO.

Pred. B. Featherstonhaugh, K.C., M.G.
Geufd 8. Roxburgh, B.A. Se.

I8 Canada Life Bldg., Portage Ave., WINNIPEG
(Corner of M}ln)

When writing advertisers, please mention
The Western Home Monthly

sizes: 12, 14, and 16 years. A 14 year
size will require 4% yards of 36 inch
material. The tunic may be omitted.
The sleeve may be finished in either
length illustrated. The style is pretty
for challie, voile, batiste, linen, gingham,
chambrey and. organdie, crepe and
gabardine also are attractive for this
dress. A pattern of this illustration
mailed to any address on receipt of 15
cents in silver or stamps.

Two Up-to-Date and Practical Acces-
sories for Dress or Coat. Pattern 3251
supplies these pretty models. It is cut
in 4 sizes: Small, medium, large and
extra large. A medium size will require
2 yards for No. 1 of 27 inch material
and 1% yard for No. 2. Satin, silk,
linen, pique or crepe could be used for
No. 1. For No. 2, lawn, batiste, mull,
dotted Swiss, dimity and organdie, chif-

-fon and crepe de chine are desirable. A

pattern of this illustration mailed to any
address on receipt of 15 cents in silver
or stamps.

A Becoming Dress in “Over Blouse”
Style. Pattern 3278 is illustrated in
this design. It is cut in 4.sizes: 8, 10,
12 and 14 iyears. A 12 year size will
require 4% yards of 40 inch material.
As here depicted, plaid gingham is here
combined with chambrey. Linen, voile,
percale, challie and serge with contrast-
ing material would also be attractive.
A pattern of this illustration mailed to
any address on receipt of 15 cents in
silver or stamps.

A Cool Comfortable Apron. Pattern
3263 illustrates this style. It is cut in
4 sizes: Small, 32-34; medium, 36-38;
large, 40-42; extra large, 44-46 inches
bust mmeasurd. A medium size will
require 43 yards of 36 inch material.
Figured percale is.here shown with
facings of white cambric. Gingham,
chambrey, sateen, linen, lawn and alpaca
are also appropriate for this style. A
pattern of this illustration' mailed to
any address on receipt of 15 cents in
silver or stamps. .

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY
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A Simple Set for the Little Tot.
2880—This comprises a pretty ' bonnet,
a sack and a dress with kimono sleeve
and simple-lines. It will not take leng
or be difficult to develop these models.
Lawn, dimity, crossbar muslin, challie,
poplin, voile or crepe are nice for the
dress and sack. Flannel or silk may
also be used. The cap may be of silk,
cloth, or velvet, lawn, or batiste. The
pattern for this attractive set is cut
in 4 sizes; 6 months, one year, 2 and 3
years. Size 2 will require of 36 inch
material, 2 yards for the dress, %
yard for the sack, and % yard for bon-
net, with a %, yard of lining, A pattern
of this illustration mailed to any ad-
dress on receipt of 15 cents in silver or
stamps.

A Smart Summer Frock. Pattern
3260 was selected for this style. Tt is
cut in 3 sizes: 16, 18 and 20 years. An
18 year size will require 3% yards of
40 inch material for waist and skirt
and 1Y% yard for the jumper. As here
shown shantung in a natural shade and
embroidered in white was used. This
is a good model for batiste or voile,
also for linen and gingham. Width of
skirt at lower edge is a little over 2
yards. - A pattern of this illustration
mailed to any address on receipt of 15
cents in silver or stamps.

A Pleasing Costume. Ladies waist
pattern 3274 cut in 7 sizes: 34, 36, 38,
40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust measure is
here combined with skirt pattern 3259,
which is cut in 7 sizes: 24, 26, 28, 30, 32,
34 and 36 inches waist measure. The
width of the skirbt with plaits extended
is 234 yards. As here shown, embroid-
ered and plain pongee are combined.
One could have the skirt of serge, taffeta,
or linen and the waist of crepe, silk or
linen. It will require 3 yards of 36 inch
material for the skirt, and 23 yards
for the waist for a medium size. This
illustration calls for two separate pat-
terns which will be mailed to any ad-
dress on receipt of 15 cents for each
pattern in silver or stamps.
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The Chaffless Coffee

The delicious Aroma is re-
tained in the vacuum-sealed
tins.

Ask your grocer for

Gold Standa;d

Gold Standard Mig. Co. Lid.
Winnipeg

& _ )
Lift off Corns
° Fo
with Fingers
Doesn’t hurt a bit and ‘‘Freezone’®
costs only a few cents

You can lift off any hard corn, soft
corn, or corn between the toes, and the
hard skin calluses from bottom of feet.

Apply a few drops of “Freezope" upon
the corn or callus. Instantly ib stops
hurting, then shortly you lift that
bothersome corn or callus right off, root
and all, without one bit of pain or sore-.
mess. Truly! No humbug!

Tiny bottle of **Freezone’’® costs
fow cents at any drug store

When writing advertisers, g}ease mention
The Westerd Home Monthl§



ITH & “Collapso Queen”
Adjustable Dress Form in

Your home, you can have

any gown you desire—for only the
cost of the material. And often
the saving effected by making it

Yourself pays for even the ma-
terial.

The “Collapso Queen™ is adjustable
.to any type of figure, normal or other-
wise. T e “patented” hinged waist
allows independent and accurate ad-
Justment of the waist and hips, while
each and every section of the form
may be changed without affecting the
other sections.

$10 will bring the*“Collapso Queen”

So that you may test the wonderful
saving cffected by using the “Collapso
Queen” we are offering the form on
an easy instalment plan. Simply send
us an express or money order for $10
and the form will be shipped im-
mediately. ~The instalment price is
$31.50 (ycash price $30).

Address Dept. W.

'What Size Form to Order

If your bust measurement is smaller
than 35 inches order No. 1 Adjustable
Form. If your bust measurement is
Jarger than 35 inches and you have
no occasion to use the form for any
other member of the family who has
a smaller bust measure, order size 2

Y For those whose bust measure-
ment is 40 inches, or over, we make
a special size, No. 3.

Adjustable Dress Form Company
of Canada, Ltd. Dept. W
14 MILLSTONE LANE TORONTO

When writing advertisers, please mention
The Western Home Monthly

A Becoming Play Dress. Pattern 3268

is here portrayed. It is cut in 4 sizes;

-2, 4, 6 and 8 years. A 4 year size will
require 33; yards of 27 inch material.

- Checked gingham, striped seersucker,

spotted percale, pongee, poplin, drill,
linen and crepe are good materials for
this style. As here shown blue and

white gingham is combined with white
linene, and tiny frills of the gingham.
A pattern of this illustration mailed to
any -address on-receipt of 15 cents in
silver or stamps.

A Becoming Dréss For Home ot Porch
Wear. Pattern 3249 supplies this style.
It is cut in 7 sizes: 34, 36,88, 40, 42,
44 and 46 inches bust measure. The
width of the skirt at its lower edge is
2 yards. It will require 64 yards of
36 inch material for a medium size.
Blue plaid gingham was used in this
instance, with pipings of blue. Collar
and cuffs are of embroidered linene.
Serge, gabardine, taffeta, percale, linen
and chambrey are also good for this
model. A pattern of this illustration
mailed to any address on receipt of 15
cents in silver or stamps.

A Pretty Dress for the Growing Girl.
Pattern 3262 was used to make this
dress. It is cut in 4 sizes: 8, 10 12 and
14 years. A 12 year size will require
41, yards of 27 inch material for the
dress, and 2% yards for the “jumper”
or overblouse. Plaid gingham in blue
tones is here combined with plain cham-
brey. One could have serge and plaid
or checked suiting. Linen, embroidered,
or figured and plain voile combined
would be attactive. A pattern of this
illustration mailed to any address on
receipt of 15 cents in silver or stamps.

A Stylish Gown. Pattern 3275 is
here illustrated. It is cut in 7 sizes:
34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust
measure. A 38 inch requires 514 yards
of 44 inch material. The width of the
skirt at lower edge is about 154 yard.
Embroidered voile is here portrayed.
The style is also good for linen, foulard,
printed voile, sateen, taffeta and serge.
A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 15 cents
in silver or stamps.

A Dainty, Simple Dress. Pattern
3267 was used for this design. It is
cut in 4 sizes: 6, 8, 10 and 12 years.
A 10 year size will require 3% yards
of 40 inch material. Lawn, batiste,
voile, dimity, dotted Swiss, crepe, wash
silk, gingham and chambrey could be
used for this. As here shown white

THE WESTERN, HOME MONTHLY

organdie was used, with self frills, and
outline embroidery for decoration. A
pattern of this illustration: mailed to
any address on receipt of 15 cents in
silver or stamps.

2047—Here is an apron model neat
and pleasing. It is sleeveless and so,
is cool and comfortable. Gingham,
seersucker, lawn, cambric, drill or alpaca
are good materials for this style. The
pattern is cut in 4 sizes: Small, medium,
large and extra large. Size medium
requires 4% yards of 36 inch material
A pattern of this illustration mailed to
any address on receipt of 15 cents in
silver or stamps.

PATTERNS

Straight but not scant are the lines
of the summer frocks, with draperies,
bandings, ruffles and flounces on dresses,
of. summery materials.

It looks indeed as if this summer were
to be one of lingerie dresses, there are
so many exquisite frocks of sheer cot-
ton and linen; dainty little gowns of
batiste, handkerchief linen, organdie or
cotton voile, simply made with tiny
hand-run tucks and plaits, beaded seams
and hemstitching.

Embroideries are not so much in evi-
dence and lace is sparingly used.

Ribbons play a very important pard
in the new styles; all colors, widths
and weaves are employed. Velvet rib-
bons are well liked for lingerie dresses,
also for chiffons, printed georgettes and
crepe de chine.

The more glaring color combinations
are used; some that at first glance are
not pleasing grow on one’s fancy.

Green has proven to be the right
spring color, and it looks as if it would
be popular during the summer; vivid
grass and jade green are indeed suggest-
ive of coolness.

Just now red is favored for founda-
tions of vestees on street dresses, for
undersleeves, guimps and pipings. Very
narrow belts of red patent leather are
used with suits and dresses.

Yellow, too, has many followers, and
nothing seems quite so pleasing as yel-
low in an organdie dress with black
velvet ribbon at the waistline or a sash
of just the right shade of blue.

Dotted net and organdie are a good
combination in either black or white.

Short sleeves, so much in vogue now,
are of course real summery and in good
taste on frocks for country wear, but
the intelligent woman will always have
the sleeves in accordance with the line
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of her dresses and with her own ingi.
viduality.

For morning or business wear the
tailored suit or dress is suitable.. After.
noon dresses in one piece style are
shown, also those with flounced or plait.
ed skirt, little ripple basques, high eo].
lars and bell sleeves. In taffeta, satin
or crepe de chine all with a touch of
white organdie the afternoon dress jg
very correct,

While sleeves appear to grow shortep
waists grow longer, and one will geq
many models, even before the end of
summer, with the fitted bodice ang
waists an inch or more below normal
waistline.

The figure lines will remain the same,
the widened hip and smaller waists be.
ing brought out by soft folds at the
waistline and an arrangement of
draperies. With the new waist effects
will come the widened hip, and there
will be many variations.

The slender woman may select the
pufly draperies for which the light, sof
materials are excellent. The woman
of generous proportions must, as ever,
exercise care so as to get the rhosd
charming results for the “full lines”

Lace skirts are worn with long
waists of taffeta that are sometimes
belted or often merely drawn about the
form in tiny folds.

A charming fancy is shown in the
use of bows, belts and loops in skirt
decorations.

One sees novel apron overskirts made
much like the straight full gathered
aprons for maids. They tie at the back
where the edges almost come together,
and the foundation skirt is very narrow.

There is a tendency to lengthen the
shoulder line, some new waists showing
a decided drop shoulder in cap or epaul-
ette effects which is really a modified
kimono expression.

A very interesting feature of summer
styles is the sash or girdle, for accord-
ing to its adjustment the lines of the
figure may be broadened, narrowed,
lengthened or shortened. The wide sash
has the widest sphere for usefulness.
It may be turned into panels, looped
like pannieres or crushed about the hips
in oriental fashion.

Just now one finds sashes in bold
striped patterns, in flowered and bro-
cade designs. For street dresses of
linen, pongee and taffeta a sash of
Roman coloring is very attractive.

The string sash is holding its own,
and nothing can replace its suggestion
of youth, decoration and serviceability.

Ribbon is used for collars on summer
frocks; sometimes it is seen combined
with maline for stocks with stand-out
loops over the back.

Hats have sash trimmings and ribbon
streamers,

There are also sunshades of ribbon
and parasols of plaid teffeta. °

A serviceable “country dress” of sports
silk has trimmings of linen crash.

A dress of foulard may be trimmed
with bands of satin.

A dress of plain organdie has the
waist of flowered organdie with collar,
cuffs and frills of the plain material.

A dress of English sateen is trimmed
with loops of grossgrain ribbon and &
double round collar of organdie.

A kimono blouse of tricolette is bor-
dered with satin.

Satin ribbon was used to simulate
stripes on a blouse of organdie. The
ribbon forms loops below the belt.

Blue and black embroidery trims a
dress of white crepe de chine. .

A frock of black taffeta has for its
only decoration a frill of organdie from
shoulder to belt at one side

Try orange and black embroidery on
a frock of blue taffeta.

A dress of black and green challie is -

trimmed with loops of green ribbon.

Black satin and blue georgette is
smart for a gown finished with a vestee
of ecru lace and a blue velvet sash.

A cool looking dress of green a_nd
white gingham is trimmed with white
linen pipings and a narrow belt of
white kid. .

A dress of Dlue serge is finished with
stitching in self color. .

Printed lawn in rose and white W}H
be pretty comhined with white organdie.

Beige colored taffeta and ecru organ-
dic are a good combination, ©
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Yyour skin is rough an

[ FREE COUPON

Cuticura Is All- You
Need For Your Skin

Bathe with Cuticura Soap to cleanse
and purify the pores. If signs of pimples,
redness or roughness are present smear
gently with Cuticura Ointment beforebath-
ing to soothe and heal. Forevery purpose
of the toilet, bath and nursery Cuticura
Soap and Ointment are ideal.

Soap 2 Ointment 25 850c. 1

Soa et theDominion. ol Moepoad
Limited, St. Paul St., Montreal.
ticura Soap shaves wi mug.

Evéry Blemish
Removed In
Ten Days

Wil Tell Every Reader of This
Paper How FREE

YOUR COMPLEXION MAKES OR MARS
. YOUR APPEARANCE

s 2671 Za Sage, former actress who offers
women her remarkable complexicn treatmené

This great beauty marvel has instan ced &
! @ sen®
sation, Stubborn cases have been cnredtl{hap?dnbaﬂied o
cians for years. You have never in all your life uses anye
tlll!ll g like it. Makes muddy comglexion, red spots, pim-
ples, blackheads, eruptions vanish almost like magic, No
crmma_lotxon, , salve, plaster, band: , as-
gze. iet or apparatus, nothing to swallow. It doesn’t
:tter whether or not your complexion is a “tﬁﬁ',“.:):
: ether your faceis full of muddy spots, peppery =
embarrassing snmples and eruptions, or Whethe2
“‘porey,’’ and !you've tried almost
o ing under the sun to getrid of the blemishes. This
on treatment in just ten days, positively removes
e blemish and beautifies yourskin in a marvelous way.
ting otook years fyounger. It gives the gkin the bloom
the purity of a freshly-blown rose. In10days youcanbe
e F':l‘llnect of wild admiration by all your friends, nomat-
bk .::yonr ageor condition of health, All methodo
1y wn_ are cast aside. Your face, even u'msE
ands, shoulders are beautified beyond your fondes
od“&m All this I will absolutel prove to you before your
vwn eyes in your mirror in ten cays. This treatment is
ery pleasant touse. A fewminutes does it,
t me tell you about this really astounding tmen®
o You take no risk—send nomt;l'lsr ust your name
'nd address on coupon below and & ] gfve gou full pare
by next mail—Free. !

PEARL LA SAGE, Dept. 269 .
69 St. Potor St.,, MONTREAL, P.Q., Can.

Please tell me how to clear my complexion in ten
ays; alsoscnd me Pearl La Bage ByenutypBook,nll FRCE.

Namc
Stree
Oy scisiciioiiiniin onnmnsmonyommmmensisns g - RO —
J.H. M. Carson
Manufacturer of
ARTIFICIAL LIMBS
338 Colony Street Winnipeg
Established 1900
The Latest in Slip Socket. Satisfac-
tion Guaraatsed.
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Correspondence

We invite readers to make use of
these columns and an effort will be
made to publish all interesting letters.
Kindly note that we do not give oub
the name and address of any writer to
the Correspondence Page, but a stamped
letter sent to the Correspondence Depart-
ment, will be forwarded to the right
party.

s

Teachers’ Problems

Dear Editor afid Readers,—Love Sick
Farmer” asks “May a lonely bachelor
of twenty join the circle?” Well, may
a lonely spinster of nineteen become a
member? I have been teaching a few
months so I am not a “regular school-
marm” yet. I agree with “A Reformer”
that teachers should discuss their prob-
lems with other people. Indeed I think
that their greatest problem is how to
obtain the active co-operation of
parents in their work. My opinion is
that few people are practically inter-
ested in Education. A teacher’s column
in the paper would be of great value
if others besides teachers were inter-
ested in it. To change the subject. I
agree with “Happy-go-Lucky” about
girls. Ithinkalso that “Violin Lover” and
“Ex-Sergeant” wrote very interesting
letters, but “Violin Lover,” what kind
of young men are there in fyour district
that the girls should be so cool? I
should like to hear your opinion of the
modern young man, and yours also,
readers. It seems to me that the re-
turned boy has been made a great deal
of—and justly so—but has the atten-
tion he has received gonme to his head
a tiny little bit? Of course, “The
more one has, the more one wants”
With apologies if I have offended any-
one.” Del.

An Overall Enthusiast

Dear Editor and Readers,—“For the
last few years we have been taking The
Western Home Monthly and I find the
Correspondence Page the most inter-
esting. I agree with “Happy-go-Lucky.”
I like to go out and enjoy an evening
with a boy friend. Just because a girl
goes out with a boy friend some think
they are to marry. I am only 17 years
of age and too young to marry. I think
a girl shouldn’t marry before twenty,
but she need not be tied to her mother’s
apron strings until then. Do you think
she should? I have nine sisters, three
being married. I have only been out in
the country since last April and just love
the fresh air, horse-back riding, motor-
ing and cycling. I have a pair of over-
alls and oh, boy, you should see me jump
around in them. All you girls who are
on farms should wear them. One feels
so free with no skirts around them,
especially after having come from the
city and being used to wearing hobbles.
I have a small camera and was taken
with my overalls on. T'd like to show
some of you what I look like in them.
Some city girls say, what do you d’o
all the time in the country, I couldn’t
stand it, too lonesome for me. To tell
the truth you have not much time to
be lonely on a farm. We have eight
men working at our place taking night
and day shifts with two engines plow-
ing. Others are harrowing and seeding.
The season being late we had to do this
to get in our grain. This work does
not keep me employed most of the time
but I have to be dad’s chaffeur this year
making trips to the town (8 miles) for
repairs, ete. We have very sociable
neighbors around here and we always
have company in the evenings. I took
a fancy to “Love Sick Farmer,, only I
wish he’d drop a note first. When 5
read the letter from a “Lope]y Bach.
I could almost picture the sight of his
face when his flapjacks were all gone
and him so hungry. Why doesn tgi}rlle
«Pop the question” to some nice girl,
bublz'u-en’t (tlhe oirls around there taking
advantage of leap year? 1 would be
glad to receive letters and snaps fr;m;
s iolly people about my own ag
?(11;_11)? JI \3’islr1) arl the readers would get
{o work and write long letters to the
(‘orrespondence Page :\nd.make it the
best in the Magazine. T will be a boost-
er of this Magazine until the North I?ole
melts. Hokus-Pokus.
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A Voice From Toronto

Dear Editor and Readers,—“Like so
many others, I have been a silent reader
of your paper for many months, and
at last have decided to send a line.
There certainly seems a good many
lonely people out West. Poor “Lonely
Bach” must have an awful time. So
sorry I cannot send you another recipe
for flapjacks, for to tell the truth I

cannot do much in the line of cooking -

or baking. Being a business girl I
haven’t time to try. “Violin Loyer”
seems to be a very energetic young man.
I must tell you something of myself. I
love dancing, skating, swimming, music,
motoring and in fact all sports. My
business occupation is a telephone oper-
ator and stenographer. This is my first
letter to your columns and I must not
make it too long, and if I am lucky
enough to see this in print I will write
again. Wishing the editor and every
correspondent every success.”

Torontonian.

Will Torontonian kindly send her
narnie and address to the editor so that
correspondence intended for her may be
forwarded.

Come Again Reader

Dear Editor,—‘For many years now I
have taken the Western Home Monthly
and have spent many happy hours read-
ing its columns. I like the editorials,
the Fashions and Patterns page, and
Work for Busy Fingers, and most of all
the Correspondence page. I have learned
a great deal from the different letters and
have come to the conclusion that folks
in the country, especially out West, have
a very happy time. The days from now
on are the most anxious ones I suppose
for the farmer. Like most of the
writers to this page, I would like to hear
from the old time bachelors. Where is
“Sky Scraper” these days? He used to
write such interesting letters, and while
1 can’t remember him among the
very old timers, it is_quite a long while
since we have heard from him. The
Teacheragg subject has been very well
discussed, and I thigk that we should
have more teachers write to our columns.
I do not know much about farm life,
but I have an invitation to spend my
holidays on a farm this year, which I
think T will accept. I am fond of music
but cannot play very well. I am not of
a studious turn of mind unless reading
comes under that heading. I am ex-
tremely fond of books and magazines.
I am also fond of sports of all kinds,
especially swimming in the summertime.
I said swimming in the summertime, as
if one could swim in the winter in this
country. I am afraid one does not go
swimming for choice in the winter, (in
the lake or river anyway). The warm
days are with us again and I love the
heat. I like the winter too, but the
summertime for me. Well, dear editor
and readers, if you see fit to print this
letter I shall be very pleased. If mot,
I shall know its doom, that W. P. B.
If T see this in print, I will perhaps
come again. Thanking you for space
and with best wishes.” Reader.

v
e

The First Attempt

Dear Editor and Members,—“I have
been an interested reader of the West-
ern Home Monthly for a mnumber of

months. I love tlie Correspondence page.

One often gets valuable news from the
other members’ views, There has been
quite a number of Leap Year dances
around this community. The girls here
are not quite so slow as the ones where
«Violin Lover” lives. They have man-
aged to get up two dances. 1 certainly
agree with “Happy-go-Lucky” about the
jolly girls. Spring is here at last and every
thing is green once more. I play the
piano a little and like it very much m.l(l
am fond of all kinds of good music.
Well, as this is my firet letter, I will
close with best of luck to the editor
and paper. My address is with the

editor if anyone in their teens wishes to
write.

Lonesome.
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GIRLS! A MASS
OF WAVY, GLEAMY

BEAUTIFUL HAIR

Let ““Danderine’’ Save and
Glorify Your Hair

In a few moments you can transform
our plain, dull, flat hair. You can have
t abundant, soft, glossy and full of life.

Just get at any drug or toilet counter
a small bottle of “Danderine” for a few
cents. Then moisten a soft cloth with
the Danderine and draw this through
your hair, taking one small strand at a
time. Instantly, yes, immediately you

have doubled the beauty of your hair..

It will be & mass, so soft, lustrous, flufly
and so easy to do up. All dust, dirt and
excessive oil is removed.

Let Danderine put more life, calor,
vigor and brightness in your hair. %3
stimulating tonic will freshen your gc:b:,
check dandruff and falling hair, and » <™
your hair to grow long, thick, strong anl

beautiful.

We carry a full line of

WIGS
TRANSFORMATIONS
TOUPEES, SWITCHES

POMPADOURS
CURLS, Ete.
and fill all orders by
return mail.
Send Us Your Combings

and we will make them
up for you into hand-
some switches at a
very trifling cost in-
deed.

e g < i
Write us for prices.

New York Hair Store
301 Kensington Bldg.
WINNIPEG

| COMBINGS

Special
to Ladies

Any amount of combings
made ug for $2.00. New
bair added, if desired,
from $2.00 worth up.

16¢. postage.

% ELITE HAIR PARLORS
W' 283 Smith St., Winnipeg, Man.
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_ The House of Colgate

There is an- old English poem little
read but very fine, which begins:

The .glories .of our blood and state
Are shadows, not substantial things,

and ends: .

Only the actions of the just
_ Smell sweet and blossom in their
T dust..
O more b::ituble lines could be

ingcribed uponi-the reposito
_ Which holds the family po?-

sessions and heirlooms of the
: - ‘house ;of : Colgate.. Nor in-
deed, would “the’ pleasantry of the
allusion to the actual business of the
-house be itsélf more ‘than ‘a perfume to
;enhance the reality of the tradition it
“describes.
' William Colgate the founder of the
house was the son of a French refugee
in New York, who, on coming of age,
inhetited his father’s debts and the fruits
of , four years apprenticeship to ithe
industry of soap boiling. .

At that time he rented a two-story

“brick house in Dutch street; New- York,
~wherein, being a just man, he began the
Poiling on his own account of just soaps

‘and essences, to the @ventual great
glory and enrichment of the blood and
state of his numerous descendants.
.They, however, regard less these in-
substantial things than the solid tra-
dition of justice in the compounding of
soaps and essences transmitted from
their ancestor.

Let him assert that the idea of
justice in the matter of soap boiling is
ridiculous whose skin has never been

-assaulted by an unjust soap, a soap
~of apparent honor and good outward

seeming, but in reality alkaline and
deadly, or whose nostrils have never
inhaled a perfume, approaching under

the guise of rose or violet, only to-

affront his inner and more tender sen-
sories with the horrid effluvium of a
gas-works,

There, in this two-story house on
Dutch street, William Colgate lived and
flourished and it remained for 104 years,
till 1910, the headquarters of the house
of Colgate. It was his custom to consult
with himself and his family over the

- morning cup of coffee and to this day

the custom is retained, and every Mon-
day morning the directors of Colgate’s
discuss thcir vast business over coffee
served in the French manner. While
the two-story brick house has disappear-
ed, the ledger of William, his original
aoag kettle, the faded sign that used
to hang above the door, and even the
dlock which secured the door, are
ealously preserved as heirlooms, along
with the receipts for all his father’s
debts paid by the just and honourable
William without legal obligation.

Thus do the members of the house of
Colgate venerate a tradition of honor
transmitted from the founder of the
house who was their ancestor.

It is easier to worship a tradition of
honor than to live up to it, still the
jdea of honor entertained as a cherished
tradition comes, like other things,
habitual, and if it is not always easy to
live up to it, to live down from it be-
comes equally difficult and highly
repugnant. Herein is touched upon the
foundation of true aristocracy, nowhere
a more noble thing than in trade and
commerce, because nowhere more sub-
jected to the insidious assaults from
greed of gain wunscrupulously pursued.

To William, the original soap boiler,
succeeded in the business of making
soaps, his sixth son, Samuel. Samuel

irected the business and presided over
thet matutinal coffee for forty ‘years.

ut the vast soap and perfume business
was not all that grew upon the solid
foundation of saponaceous integrity
laid down by the original founder. The
glories of the Colgate blood and state
include & university, a powerful bank
and a great manufacturing trust. To
Samuel succeeded his eldest son, Richard
who, with his brothers Gilbert, Sidney,
Austin and Russell, carried on the busi-
ness until 1919, when he died and his
son Henry A., fourth in the direct line,
now rules in his place. “Colgate’s” is
a household word for delicate soaps and
rich perfumes, but the real perfume that
clings to the name is a subtler essence,
that smells sweet and blossoms in cen-

tury-old dust from the honesty and
integrity of the man who boiled honest
soap in New York in 1806.

It is a frequent allegation that such
traditions are vanishing in the modermn
orgy of finance. If so, the fruits of
honorable commerce will themselves
perish, and not the requirement of
honest dealing in commerce alone. For
in the history of the Colgate family is
seen a long continuance and growth of
prosperity, of which the acquisitions of
fraud and violence afford no examples
in the structure of society. .

In Canada Colgate is represented by
one of Montreal’'s most progressive
business men, Mr. W. G. M. Shepherd,
the Branch Factory in that city is con-
ducted on the principles khat made
Colgate an honored name in the busi-
ness world.

<>

THE SHEEP AND THE PIG

One morning, bright and early, a sheep
and a curly-tailed pig started out through
the world to find a home. For the thing
they both wanted more than anything
-else was a house of their own.

“We will build us a house,” said the
sheep and the curly-tailed pig, “and
there we will live together.”

So they traveled a long, long way, over
the fields, and down the lanes,«and past
the orchards, and through the woods,

“May I live 4vith you?” asked the
barnyard cock.

“What can you do to kelp 7 asked the
sheep, the pig, the rabbit and the gray
goose,

The cock preened his feathers and
strutted about for a minute, and then he
said: “I can crow very early in the morn-
ing, I can awaken you all.”

“Good!” said the sheep, the pig, the
rabbit and the gray goose; “you may
come with us.”

So the five went on a lopg, long way
until they found a good place for a house.
Then the sheep hewed logs and drew
them; the pig made bricks for the}r
cellar; the rabbit gnawed pegs with his
sharp teeth, and hammered them in with
his paws; the goose pulled moss, and
stuffed it in the cracks with her bill; the
cock crowed early every morning to tell
them that it was time to rise, and they

all lived happily together in their Little .

house.—C. S. Bailey.

MISSED THEIR CALLING

The British general Sir Douglas Haig
is a soldier first, last and all the time,
and he is sincere in regarding all other
professions as of quite negligible im-
portance. He was recently inspecting
a cavalry troop, said the “Minneapolis
Tribune,” and he was particularly struck
with the neat way in which repairs had
been made on some of the saddles.

One of British Columbia’s Majestic Waterfalls.

until they came, all at once, upon a
rabbit.

“Where are you going?” asked the
rabbit of the two.

“We are going to build us a house,”
said the sheep and the pig.

“May I live with you?” asked the
rabbit.

“What can you do to help?” asked the
sheep and the pig.

The rabbit scratched his leg with his
left hind foot for a minute, and then Le
said: “I can gnaw pegs with my sharp
tecth; I can put them in with my paws.”

“Good!” said the sheep and the pig;
“you may come with us.”

So the three went a long, long way
farther, and then they came, all at once,
upon a gray goose.

“Where are you going?” asked the
gray goose of the three.

“We are going to build us a house,”
said the sheep and the pig and the rab-
bit.

“May I live with you?” asked the gray
goose.

“What can you do to help?” asked
the sheep, the pig and the rabbit.

The gray goose tucked one leg under
her wing for a minute, and then she
said: “I can pull moss, and stuff it in the
cracks with my broad bill.”

“Good!™ said the sheep, the pig and the
rabbit; “vou may come with us.”

So the four went a long, long way
farther, and, all at once, they came upoﬁ
a barnyard cock.

“Where are you going ?” asked the cock
of the four.

“We are going to build us a house,”
said the sheep, the pig, the, rabbit and
the goose,

“Very good work,” he remarked to
the sergeant-major of the troop. “Who
did it?” ‘

“Two of my troopers, sir,” was the
reply.

“You’re fortunate to have two such
expert saddlers in your troop,” =aid
Sir Douglas Haig.

“As a matter of fact, sir,” was the
reply, “they’re not saddlers; in ecivil
life they,are lawyers.” ,

“Well, ejaculated Sir Douglas, “how
men who can do work like that could
have wanted to waste their lives in the
law I can’t understand!”

)

THE FINAL TEST

The “old-timers” in the Great Lakes
region tell the story of a prospective
marine engincer who was bcing exam-
ined by the captain. The captain had
asked a number of diffeult questions
in order to confuse the man, but the
candidate was always ready with an an-
swer. At last, in a tone of deepest,
concern, the captain asked:

“Supposing the water in your injector
was working properly. your hoiler check
was mnot stuck or your pipes clogged,
but you weren’t getting any water in
your boilers—what would you do?

The engineer looked puzzled for a mo-
ment, unable fully to orasp the situa-
tion; then, with a knowing smile on his
face, he answered: )

“T'd go up on deck and see if there
was any water in the lake.”

“You'll do,” said the captain.

JULY, 1920
-~ ¢The Mothers

Continued from page 57

him- the: address to which to send the
woman if ghe appeared again, and he
promised to comply. “Did she beg from

you, ma’am?” he concluded, almosg
apologetically.
O what did that matter? What did

anything matter when she and her baby
were cold and hungry? The ‘policema,n .
explained. “If she is begging,” he sajq
“I can take her along of me to the’
station—the best place for her a night
like this.”

The bereaved mother went back to
her home, where the nurse was await-
ing her with gentle cheeriness. They
joked over the hot gruel on the hearth
for she did mot need it mow. They.
warmed her wet and tired feet, anq
the bereaved mother went to her sileng
room to. sleep the sleep of long weari-
ness. :

“Many hours later the policeman goin

the round of his beat found the little
mother of the world seated in the gloom
of the great stone portico of the house
where the other mother lived. Her face
was bowed over her baby—a face so
coldly sweet that no one could have told
that it was the face of one whom the
world had soiled and cast aside. The
cold rain streamed from her tattered
finery, and dripped like tears from her
tresses on to the tiny, budding life in her
arms. The mother of the world was
dead.

“And the best thing too!” said the po-
liceman, when he rang the bell and the
nurse and the cook came down.

The women wept over the atom of
purity as they took it in. They placed
it in the robes of the little life that
was gone, and Wwhen the bereaved
mother awoke she heard familiar noises
at her side, and thought that she was
dreaming.

* » * *

It was dawn. A woman and a tiny
child walked slowly hand in hand up the
winding path that led to the gates of a
lustrous castle, rising fairly-like against
the glory of the day. There were flow-
ers on the hillside, such flowers as
they had never séen before, and above
them those shining gates were open
wide.

The face of the woman was very, very
beautiful, upraised towards the light.
Her streaming, tattered finery shone
like the day, spotlessly pure, and her
eyes were open wide with a great new
Wwonder.

“My mother was a lady,” said the
little child, whose hand she held. “But
in our garden there were no flowers
like these.”

The woman smiled. “In our garden
there were no flowers at all!” she said.
“And my baby’s mother was cold and
placed silken slippers upon them, then
tired. But O—they are so happy now!”

<

HIS FIRST WORDS

The Scottish people are thrifty, as
everyone knows. Harry Lauder, the
famous Scottish comedian, is authority
for the statement that they are as sav-
ing of speech as of silver. This is the
story he told to a Chicago audience in
illistration of the fact:

A man and his wife, who lived in
Peebles, had a boy whom they believed
to be a mute, for up to his tenth year
he had never said a word.

One day his father and he were at
work in the hayfield, and, getting thirsty,
they made their way toward a jug of
cold tea. The father took the jug and
began to drink. As he gulped the tea
down slowly the thirsty boy said:

“Hurry up!” .

The father put down the jug in as-
tonishment.

“Why, Tam,” he said, “you’re talkin’}
Why didn’t ye never speak afore?”

“Naught to say,” said Tam.

A NATURAL CONCLUSION

“Father.” said Flarry, “what would be
the name of a little boy whose father

wis trring to get him into a crowde

“I'm sure T don’t know, my son.”
“Well, father, wouldn’t it be Ben-
,jam-in ?”
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CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited

ToroNTO, CANADA
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SELECTED HARD
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PURITY FLOUR

More Bread and Better Bread
Use it in all your Baking




