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Are you thirsty for something different—
more satisfying? Millions of town people
and farmers have learned the way of
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A case of two dozen bottles is the
cleanest, most convenient method of
meeting the unusual and every-day need
for a natural and satisfactory beverage.
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CJrandmother used

RS COCOA
and she Knew

Cocoa and Chocolate are

‘ particularly valuable at the

present time as they are the

only popular beverages con-

| taining fat; more than one-

quarter of

BAKER’S COCOA
and more than
one-half of

Baker’s
‘Chocolate

isa pure, nutritious,
and easily digested

\ fat.
Delicious and W holesome

Walter Baker & Co.Limited

Established 1780
Montreal, Can. Dorchester, Mass.
Csoada Food Board License No. 11-690

Butter
| Losses

S long as your butter is in
your possession, you can
control its surroundings, But after
it is shipped it is beyond your con=
trol. It may meet with all sorts of
contamination on the road.

EDDY'S INDURATED FIBREWARE
BUTTER TUBS

afford positive insurance for your
butter while it is in transit. They
. are impervious to taints and odors.
The hard baked, glazed surface is an
effective protection, They are light,
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The Subscription Price of The Western Home Monthly is $1.00 a year, or three years for
$2.00, to any address in Canada or British Isles. » subsctiption to foreign countries is
$1.50 a year, and within the city of Winnipeg limits and In the United.States $1.25 a year.

Remittances of small sums may be made with safety in ordinary Tetters. Sums of one
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A Chat With Our Readers

“The Editors of The Western Home Monthly can
always be relied upon to give yow good advice when
you are confronted with some domestic or business
problem which is one too many for you. :

Their daily work is with the very problems that
may be puzzling you. There is no theory about them
they do not guess, they work things out to a practical
conclusion. You are invited to use their time and
experience in solving your problems. They will not
undertake to run your farm or to do your thinking,
but when some problem comes up that your own study
and experience leaves still a problem, put it up to one
of them. Write us fully and it will be a pleasure to
help to the extent of our ability and experience.

This issue contains in its every departinent
matter of pressing interest with which every W ester-
ner should be more or less familiar.

The Editorial deals crisply and impartially with
problems that are urgently seeking solution at the
hands of government and people. Regular readers o f
this page will be intelligently informed and helped to
wise action.

Under the direction of one of Winnipeg’s most
successful and wpractical educators, the page, “The
Young Man and His Problem,” will be found inter-
esting and educative and most helpful to all ambitious
young men.

“The Philosopher’ page has for years been «
popular feature of the Magazine, and.with each issue
that interest increases.  World wide matters arc
treated with masterly skill -and in a manner as
pleasing as it is interesting. :

“What The World Is Saying’’ is a bright and
lively collection from the brightest minds in the
newspaper world. '

© It s unnecessary to deal here withthe popularity
attained by the many departments for women. They
continue to serve a splendid purpose and are under
the charge of leading experts.
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and donotincrease shipping charges,
while they are so durable that they
can be used over and over again.

An Eddy Tub will keep your butter
out of bad company. and will
save its cost many times over.

The E. B.EDDY CO. Limited
HULL, Canada

Editorial

The Steeple—“The next Sunday
he rang his old cracked bell for
all he was worth.”...........

Laddie, Jr.—“Sees many a law-
breaker on our long trip.”. ...

4

6

' Page
The Young Man and His Problem 26
The Philosopher 28
What the World Is Saying 30
The Steeple—Continued. .. ... . .32-34
The Young Woman and Her
Problem

% b ?
Vit o0 e W8 LB AR SBLYIT

Styles for every room
in the house

Kitchen walls and ceilings are & it
smoke, and water opon.‘nl:m
is lheon‘ wall covering thatdefies themall.
Dirt and dust can Iw\vde off with a damp
cloth. (@, The same durable can be
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does not crack, peel, fade or tear. Mede on
. achine- surf 1

cloth wictham ace.’ !
to paste on any flat surfuce. More Mm

styles to choose from. Ask your dealerot . -

decorator to show you Sanitas before you

decorate any room.

Write for Booklet and Samples :

and address the manmfactutets of

SANITAS MODERN .
WALL COVERING: .

Depe. 12 320 Broadway, New York
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recipe book — over 100 dishes
described. Catelli’s Macaroni
makes a satisfying and
nourishing meal. - Cooks
quickly. Have you ever tried
it? Write for that book.

The C. H. Catelli Co. Ltd.

MONTREAL QUEBEC
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THE PRINCE'S VISIT

e H E visit of the Prince of Wales to Western
I | Canada was, in many ways, a noteworthy
event, and it undoubtedly did much to in-
" tensify the friendly feeling that exists
between this country and the Motherland. The best
thing about the visit was the behaviour of the
Prince. As future sovereign of the Fmpire, he made
it his aim to mingle with and understand all sorts
and conditions of men, so that in his administrative
.capacity he might be a friend to all:and an enemy
of none. He was equally at home with and equally
loved by soldiers and civilians. He could find enjoy-
ment on the golf course or at the vice-regal ball. He
could mingle with the members of government and
feel equally at ease among the cowboy or even the
Indians of the plains. He was a true cosmopolitan
and a democrat of the democrats. If in some
rs there was an attempt to limit his smiles
and favors to the wealthy or to officialdom, he was
not a party to it. He came to us and left the im-
pression that he is a pure, fresh young soul without
affectation or pride, but rich in human feeling and
kindly in his thoughts and deeds. Because of this
we honor him and we are proud to know that
Britain’s King will still be the first gentleman in the
land. :

~

THE BEAUTY OF THE COUNTRY

i IT would be impossible to find a land which
} l | has greater natural beauty than the land in
MBSl which we live. The forests, the fields and
the lakes vie with each other in their appeals
to .the eye, and each has its own music to delight
the ear. Yet it is not uncommon to find men
and women who are blind and deaf to it all. They
are surrounded by beauty and they see it not, they
are living in- a world of music and hear it not. It
is all there for them to appreciate and yet they
never make it their own.
Now, there is nothing more educative and more re-
fining than communion with Nature.

“A breath of unadumbrate air,
The glimpse of a green pasture, how they cheer
The citizen, and brace his languid frame!
Even in the stifling bosom of the town,
A garden in which nothing thrives, has charms
That scothe the rich possessor.”

And this great work of Nature, how it leads him
who studies it up to Nature’s God.

“He looks abroad into the varied field -
Of Nature, and though poor perhaps, compared
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight,
Calls the delightful scenery all his own.
His are the mountains, and the valleys his,
And the resplendent rivers. His to enjoy
With a propriety that none can feel,
But who, with filial confidence inspired
Can lift to Heaven an unpresumptuous eye
And smiling say: ‘My Father made them all!’”

It is a mistake to go through life with the eyes
cast downwards. We are meant to look upward
to the skies and onward to the hills. It is a mis-
take to keep our thoughts cast downwards to our
ledgers and our vaults. They should dwell upon
the glories and the beauties of the universe. It is
a mistake to teach children that the first duty of
life is to save and to hoard. They should first learn
to love and appreciate. That man is not rich who
has only natural wealth to boast; he is rich beyond
the telling if he revels in the truth, if he appreciates
the beautiful, if his deeds are kingly.

One of the greatest things parents in the West
can do for their children is to enjoy with them the
beauties of Nature. How many have becn driven
from the farm because its beauties have been over-
looked! Every vear beys and girls are flocking into
t}ie city to get away from the miserable unattractive
life on the farms, though farm life may be and often
is the .ﬁm'st, freest, fullest. life possible. A young
man will stay on the farm if-he finds in it sométhing

attractive. That is the beginning and end of the .

philosophy ¢f keeping boys in the country. Any
farmer who starves the souls of his children deserves
tha.t they should leave him. There is a divinity
which watches over young people and which protects
them. even against parental neglect or error. Every
boy is born with a capacity and a desire to enjoy
t]}e beauties of Nature. He will not be denied his
{;ght. The mercenary farmer, who appeals to only
w\}t}?g}}()\\“;mt‘ln his children will lose their respect, and

e ey grow old enough to leave, he will lose
thm‘r company. Therefore, let men and women be-
:?]‘h(:f u.f"‘h.» (-ﬂ'v(-t_ upon _thomselves. and because of

e effect upon children, live in communion with the
beautiful

“Nuature never did betray

The “Hv‘l'. that loved her; ’tis her privilege

PH‘“ all the vears of this our life to lead

T{“”* oy 1o joy; for she can so inform

“;'f“I” ©othat is within us, so impress
\rl:.il (ietiess and beauty, and so feed _
Vit bt thoughts; that neither evil tongues,

B

Editorial

Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all
The dreary intercourse of daily life,

Shall e’er prevail against us or disturb

Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold
Is full of blessings.”

THE BOARD OF COMMERCE

WaeR HE appointment of the Board of Commerce
U | was intended to regulate and perhaps reduce
B the cost of high living.' There are indications
that it. will in a measure effect its purpose.
It must be given time to make investigations and
too much must not be expected of it, for though it
may reveal much that is generally unknown it
cannot do the impossible. It cannot, for instance,
make a dollar worth more than' sixty or seventy
cents. For a dollar is worth just what it will buy,
and for many, many years it will not buy as much
as it, did previous to the war. The reasons are
obvious.

When the war broke out prices increased because .

there were fewer people to engage in industry, be-
cause thousands of factories were closed, because
millions of acres of land were impossible of cultiva-
tion, and because tramsportation of supplies was
practically prohibited. Naturally prices advanced.
Fortunately the standard was fixed for wheat, and
this in a measure fixed all other prices.

When prices of necessities doubled workers began
to demand higher wages. This caused manufac-
turers to increase the cost of their wares. This led
to further demands from the workers, and this was
met by a further increase in the selling price of
goods. And so the thing proceeded in a never-ending
cycle—higher wages, higher cost; still higher wages,
still higher cost. And so on for ever.

The matter was complicated by the attitude of
labor, which demanded a shorter working day at &
time when the world needed twice the nmormal pro-
duction. Tt was further complicated by the fact
that in many lines workmen refused to do as much
work as formerly in a given time. One bricklayer
says he used to lay 2,000 unite in a day. Now his
union will not permit him to go beyond 900. It
may be this is an over-statement. A manufacturer
informed me last week that before the war he paid
his men 55 cents an hour and they did 175 units
of work per week. Now they get 80 cents an hour
and do only 100 units of work. As a result he has
to charge two and one half times as much for his
goods as formerly and yet not make the same profit.
People who have to buy in these times must have
larger incomes. Otherwise they will starve.

There are always some wage-earners such as
preachers, teachers, book-keepers and clerks who are
outside the circle. They are the people who feel
the squeeze most of all. They have to pay the in-
creased cost of production and have little or mno
increase in salary to meet it. Nor can they increase
their production nor of their own accord raise their
wage. As the chief sufferers at this time they began
to place the blame where it seems to belong. At
first they vented their wrath upon producers and
distributors—farmers, manufacturers, packers,
clothiers, and retail merchants. Now they are be-
ginning to accuse labor, as well. Can anyone blame
them?

Apart, however, from the increases due to the
causes mentioned there have been abnormal increases
brought about in other ways. The trusts have flour-
ished—meat trusts, flour trusts, fruit trusts and
the like. Tt is unnecessary to repeat what is com-
mon knowledge and belief. It is for the Board of
Commerce to get at the real facts of the case.

Tven such a Board will not and can not get to
the root of matters. Preventive and restrictive
legislation and punitive measures will not remedy
a wrong moral attitude, and that is where ¢the
trouble lies. Germany died through her world am-
bition. We are likely to perish because of common
greed. And if the greed and injustice continue we
deserve to perish for we are as faulty in a personal
and social way as Germany was in a national way.
No nation can live where class is arranged against
class and where each man thinks it no crime to
rob his neighbor.

When a scale of remuneration is once fairly fixed,
as depending upon amount and quality of service,
it should rise and fall automatically with the price
of necessities of life. This should apply all around
and not only to such as chance to belong to unions.
The only union worth anything is the One Big
Union of Canadian citizens. Anything less inclusive,
whether a umion of all employers or all workers is
not to be trusted. It will of necessity be biased in
its actions and utterances and unfair in its demands.

In these troublous times the nation that first
learns the art of living together is the 'nation that
will thrive.

PASSING THE BUCK

=g HIS is a very pleasant pastime. It was never

I f better illustrated than in the matter of the

| discussion of the high cost of living. The

man in the street says, “Why don’t

you get after the big interests?”  The re-

tailer says, “Get after the wholesale men.”

The wholesalers say, “Our profit is only % of a

cent a pound. Get after the farmers.” The

farmers say, “Get after the manufacturers of cloth-

ing, boots and shoes.” And so it goes. The follow-
ing is a fair sample of the method:

“E. C. Drury, Crown Hill, prominent in the United
Farmers of Ontario, speaking at a convention of
the United Farmers of Simcoe, at Elmvale, on
Saturday, when H. G. Murdoch was nominated, at-
tacked W. F. O’Connor, vice-chairman of the board
of commerce. He declared that the agitation by
‘that man O’Connor’ against the price of foodstuffs
was simply a red herring drawn across the trail of
the real high, cost of living at the behest of the
manufacturers. The high cost of living, he said applies
to all articles, and yet not the slightest move had
been made against the cotton combine, with its 310
per cent profits; the woolen manufacturers, with

" their 74 per cent profits and the milling trade, with

its enormous profits. The only thing O’Connor was
tackling was the food stuffs. ‘The farmers have pro-
duced every ounce of food possible,’ he said.

there been any combine to raise the selling price?
Absolutely none.””

It may be that we are mistaken in Mr. O’Connor-
and Mr. Robson, but we have the impression that
before they get done they will go the whole round.
Because of this they will have enemies in plenty.
Also there -will be laid before them all sorts of
figures, explanations which tell how a gain of 67
per cent, is in reality a loss, and how a yield of 4,000
bushels of wheat of necessity means a loss of several
thousand dollars. Really, the thing to worry over is
not the high cost of living, but the fact that in
Canadian industry there is so much heartless greed
and so much misrepresentation of actual conditions.

SETTLE IT IN A NEW WAY

JHE world has attempted up to this date
settle its problems by fighting to

It is now groposed to settle

differences by an appeal to reason. That

is the meaning of the League of Nations. The
following words by General Smuts is, perhaps, the
best summing up of the situation that has been

made. Let every pessimist read and consider:

“If the future peace of the world is to be main- .
tained, it will not be sufficient merely to erect an
institution for the purpose of settling international
disputes after they have arisen; it will be neceutrr
to devise an instrument of government which will
deal with the causes and sources of disputes. The
need is there and the end of the great war has
brought an unequalled opportunity for dealing with
it. For not only are men’s minds prepared for the
new peaceful order, but the sweeping away of the
Imperial system of Europe leaves the space vacant
which the new institution must occupy. The need,
political and psychological, is imperative; the oppor-
tunity is unique; and only the blindness of statesmen
could now prevent the coming of the new institution,

which will, more than anything else, reconcile the .

peoples to the sufferings they have endured during
this war. It will be the only fitting monument to
our heroic dead. It will be the great response to the
age-long crop from human heart for ‘Peace on earth,
goodwill -among men.’ It will nobly embody and
express the universal spirit which must heal the deep,
self-inflicted wounds of humanity. And it must be
the wise regulator, the steadying influence in the
forward movement now set going among the nations
of the earth.

“For there is no doubt that mankind i8 once more
on the move.- The very foundations have been
shaken and loosened, and things are again fluid.
The tents have been struck, and the great caravan
of humanity is once more on the march. Vast social
and industrial changes are coming, perhaps upheavals
which may, in their magnitude and effects, be com-
parable to the war itself. A steadying, controlling,
regulating influence will be required to give stability
to progress, ‘and to remove that wasteful friction
which has dissipated 8o much social force in the past,
and in this war more than ever before. These great
functions could only be adequately fulfilled by the
League of Nations. Responding to such vital needs
and coming at such a unique opportunity in history,
it may well be destined to mark a new era in the
Government of Man, and become to the peoples the
guarantee of Peace, to the workers of all races the
great International, and to all the embodiment and
living expression of the moral and spiritual unity
of the human race.” ¢
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Syrup

for Preserving

Real home-made Preserves, and the woman who
puts them up —how they 're both appreciated.

Preserving is not difficult to-day. ‘The LILY
‘WI-{ITE way has removed the uncertainty.

Most of your preserving troubles have come from
using sugar alone.
on success if she will use half LILY WHITE and
LILY WHITE blends the sugar with
the fruit and makes preserves that will -never
crystallize.

LILY WHITE and CROWN BRAND

Even' the beginner can count

are bqth Dandy for Candy

Your grocer sells Crown
Brand and Lily White
Corn Syrup in 2, 5, 10
and 20-pound tins.

The Canada Starch Co.

Limited
MONTREAL

Write for Booklet
of Recipes

LILY WHITE
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THE STEEPLE

By Mary E. Wilkins-Freeman

“The next Sunday he rang his old cracked bell for all he was
worth, but everybody in Snow Hill who could go to meeting at
all, went to Snow Center.”

Hill. - The beetling elevation
from which the little village
"had  its name sheltered it
_ from any cooling breeze which
might blow from the east and the sea,
and when the afternoon sun blazed from
the west, the heat-waves were echoed
back from the broad bosom of Snow Hill.
Two men who sat on the bench in front
of Dyce’s grocery store were discussing
it.

“Yes,” said one, Sam Dyce,sthe store-
keeper, “that damned hill that they say
holds the snow longer than any mountain
in these parts, in the spring, makes this
whole place hotter than tophet sum-
mers.”

Sam was in his shirt-sleeves, and his
suspenders, which his daughter Daisy had

T was blisteringly hot in Snow _

customer, and of no earthly financial
use to him. Sam had not once thought
of his pretty daughter, but her mother
had, and Daisy had worn her pink and
white dress at breakfast next morning.

The stranger came again. He was an
odd, incidental sort of man, not very
voung, seemingly rather aimless, or un-
certain concerning his aims. Daisy had
fallen in love with him but nobody knew
whether he had falleh in love with
Daisy or not. Sam, prodded by his wife,
had found out what little there was to
know about him. ’

His name was Weston, Lee Weston.
He was a bachelor and his réputation
was exceedingly good. He was much
sought by society people, but hung aloof
in the lazy, courteous fashion which he
-had inherited from a Southern grand--

“ That old Sabbath bell rang out a chime of prophecy of endless happiness.”

embroidered with rosebuds, were in evi-
dence. He had removed his collar, and
his long, stringy throat showed Sam was
Yankee from way back. He was Yankee
from head to toe, and that meant a
goodly length of Yankee, for he was over
six feet tall. He kept his country store
in the fear of the Lord and the deter-
mination of profit.

He was constant in attendance at the
church in Snow Center, three miles away.
Ile was a deacon, and superintendent of
the Sunday school. He was well-to-do.
He had remodeled the old Dyce home-
stead. It had bay windows, a double
colonial piazza, and a front yard designed
by a landscape gardener. His wife kept
two maids, and every spring she and her
daughter went on an excursion.

The daughter, Daisy, had been away to
school, and her father had bought an
electric victoria for her. She was a pretty
girl, very sweet-tempered, and not in
the least above her father and his store.
Some Saturday nights when there was a
rush of customers, she came over and
helped at the dry goods counter. It was
there the other man had first seen her.
He had been motoring; his car had
broken down and he had stepped into
the store in search of a supper of bread
and cheese. Sam had sent him to his
remodeled mansion where he had feasted,
and finally, as the car was still balky,
rémained over night. quarters being pro-
vided for his chautfeur.  The ear was
installed in the barn at the risk of
losing insurance.

Sam was Thospitable, although a
Yankee, and this stranger was not a

mother who had been a Lee. He lived
alone with servants and an old house-
keeper, and -his house was said to be a
museum of art.

That Sam Dyce regarded as distinctly
not in his favor. Sam scorned art in
spite of his rosebud suspenders. He did
not in reality care for them, but Daisy
had worked them, they were her first em-
broidery, and Sam did care for his aisy.
He liked the other man well enough.
He would have preferred Daisy to marry
a man of Snow Hill or Snow Center, but
Lee Weston, regarded as a possible son-
m:law., did not overawe Sam Dyce. A
prince of the blood could not have done
that. He scarcely saw Weston’s immacu-
late summer attire and the determined
crease of his trousers, and was perfectly
unconscious of his own shirt-sleeves.

All that troubled him was the fact
that Weston had come and come, and
put up his touring car in his barn, and
as yet his intentions regarding Daisy
were doubtful. Now another man want-
ed her, and Daisy was urged by her
mother that a bird in the hand— Sam’s
Wife was so set of mind that affairs at
home were becoming strenuous, and poor
Dalsy was unhappy. ~

Now Sam was very uncertain whether
\\_(fston would be well received by his
wife, since the other man had come to
l»‘u:‘ml for the summer next door, at Mrs.
Eliza Angel's, and was courting Daisy
assxiduously, and had acquired favor in
the eves of her mother. He was much
Younger than Weston, and very hand-
some. and the covert air of high breed-
mg which Sam’s wife’s acute feminine
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STEEP LE dent in the - new-
‘ comer.

“He don’t put on
airs;,” She said of

Continued from Page 4

" Weston, “but he’s got them, and I don’t

like to- feel that my own daughter is
marrying a man that knows he’s above
her pa and ma, even if you want her to.”

“Weston don’t act a mite stuck up,”
Sam had retorted.

“He’s up so high he don’t need to act,”
said the woman. “The other one is just
as good, and well brought up, but he’s
on the same rung of the ladder as we
are.”

“Well, they’ll have to settle it,” said
Sam. : :

In the lower depths of his mind he was
revolving the matter as he and Weston
sat on the bench. The silent car stood
glittering painfully in the road, brilliant
with scorching dust. The chauffeur was
in the store, sound asleep in a chair.
Daisy and her mother had gone to Snow
Center visiting, in the little electric
victoria, and Sam was entertaining.

“Arabella always leaves the key under
the front door mat, and you can go to
the house and wash ard make yourself
at home, if you want to,” he had said.
“The hired girls ain’t there. One has
her- afternoon off—blamed foolishness,
paid seventeen dollars a month—and the
other has gone berrying.”

But Weston had seated himself on
the bench, under the shadow of the store
where it was somewhat cooler than in the
road, and Sam had remained beside him.
He had not risen when the car had stop-

ed. Sam and his forebears received
sitting if they chose, otherwise not; but
always it was a matter of their own
choice.

Possjbly that attitude of Sam’s at-
tracted Weston, as well as the innocent
charm of his daughter. He looked
approvingly at Daisy’s father, long and
sinewy and yellow and shrewd, and
redolent of his staples in trade. He had
said to himself long before that the girl
and her father were of the true blue
blood that recognizes no necessity of
asserting it. -

The mother was of less degree in
Weston’s eyes. In fact, she was uncon-
sciously, even to him, the slight barrier
which delayed his decision, leisurely in
any case. She had been very kind to
Weston, and he liked her, but the fact

[

that she placed him on a higher rung
of the ladder was so evident that it
annoyed him, while he did not fairly
know it. Weston’s reasons for delay
were very subtle, and he was not fond
of unraveling the subtle, and the summer
had been a very hot one, not conducive
to strenuous mental process. He had
just remarked inanely but inevitably

upon the heat, and Sam had rejoined
with his statement concerning the hill
Weston eyed it lazily. It reared itself
precipitously before them — rather a
magnificent hill, almost a mountain, a
great rise of land covered with green
almost to the summit, where a bare
expanse of rock shone out like a great
jewel.

“l cannot, wunderstand,” remarked
Weston indolently, “why, in the name
of common sense, since it was obviously
impossible to move the hill, the people,
the original settlers, could not have
founded the village somewhere else.”

“That’s as plain as the nose on your
face,” said Sam. “The Snows owned the
land, and when the Snows owned any-
thing they wanted to sell, they sold it.
If they hadn’t owned anything but that
ledge of stone on the top of the hill,
they would have sold that. The Snows
were the greatest family to make a
trade in these parts. Some of it I've
seen myself, and some I used to hear
about from my father and grandfather.
The Snows were as smart as whips
comin’ down through the generations, till
they wound up in Seth.”

Weston nodded. He had not paidemuch
attention. He was thinking regretfully
that since Daisy and her mother were
away, he supposed before long he might
as well go himself. Straws were turning

him, at this point of his life, and not -

much wonder, since the point was un-
precedented with him. Weston had
never thought seriously of any woman
until he had seen that.young country
girl, with her innocence, and ignorance
which was not stupidity, simply the
lack of knowledge of the unexperienced.
Her beauty also attracted him, although

not in- as large a sense as her character,

which seemed to him of such absolute
clarity that it revealed her own future
self after the passing of years as a being
even more desirable than now.

While Daisy was pretty, even beauti-
ful, her beauty was of a small, clear,
almost severe type, which could easily
be passed unnoticed. Regular, clean-cut
features, a straight gaze from dark blue
eyes, little color, and thick neutral hair
brushed back smoothly from full brows,
and a habit of silence, did not tend to
make her conspicuous. Daisy was called
scarcely pretty at all in her native vil-
lage of Snow Hill. She was admired,
however, because she was Sam Dyce’s
daughter, had been away to school, had

e .

B

‘Arabella got red in

the face. ‘Sam,’ says

she, ‘I'm going
home.””

her clothes made by the most expensive
dressmaker in Snow Center, and lived in
the handsomest and largest house in the
village.

When Guy Bird had come to board at
Mrs. Eliza Angel’s for the evident pur-
pose of courting Daisy, there had been
much covert jealousy and néarly every
Continued on Page 32
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Whole Grains
Made Bewitching

Puffed to airy, flimsy bubbles,
eight times normal size.

Made into fragile, toasted tid-
bits with a nutty taste—delightful
food confections.

Children revel in Puffed Wheat
and Rice. Yet these are whole
grains made wholly digestible—
thé greatest grain foods in exis-
tence. - Every food cell is exploded,
every atom feeds.

All mothers believe in whole-
grain foods. Then why not serve
them in this form, to make the
whole grains tempting?

Bring the Milk

Dish Back

One great Puffed Grain service is to bring the milk dish back. For
luncheons, suppers and at bedtime float Puffed Wheat in milk.

Think what a combination. Milk is a premier food, rich in vitamines.
Every child should get at least a pint a day. ' :

Whole Wheat supplies the 16 elements which everybody needs. It
is rich in minerals. In Puffed Wheat every food cell is exploded so. that

every atom feeds.

Here it comes as thin, crisp, toasted bubbles, four times as porous
as bread. It is made by Prof. Anderson’s process—shot frdm guns.
There is no other way to serve whole grain in such inviting, such hygienic

form. -

‘ Puffed

Wheat

Bubble Grains
Puffed to Eight Times Normal Size

Puffed

Rice

The Quaker Qats ©Ompany

Sole Makers

Peterborough, Canada

(3230)

Saskatoon, Canad;t
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Fairy Soap creains up into a
velvety, soothing .lather. This
lather does not remain in the
pores to clog them and diminish
theiractivity. FairySoap leaves
pores cleansed and freshened.
It rinses away— easily—

completely,

Make friends with pure Fairy
Soép for your complexion and
your bath. I:s day-by-day
use will help to keep your
skin soft, fresh and young,

THECKEFA IR BAN K 2SR

What soap

to keep skins
_youthful?

HE pores of the skin are
the “workshop™ of skin.
beauty. And unless they are
kept free and active the skin
cannot be kept fresh and young.

LIMITED
MONTREAL
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The Health of our
The world belongs to those who come

it is for us to see that our children have
heritage of health.

A EAR ST
i

Careful choice of the stockings and /%

n.
last, and
their full

detail of hygiene, and there is no more sanitary and

socks worn by children 15 by no means an unimportant ﬁ
Stockings

comfortable hosiery than, Cotton or Thread

and Socks, dyed with ** The Deepest Dye''—the Dye @

that will not come out in wash or wear.

Hawlevs
Hygienic
Black

British Dve

ForCotton and Thread Hose and Socks

WHATEVER MAKE OF COTTON r
OR THREAD STOCKINGS OR “N‘-EVSHYGIE///(.
SOCKS YOU BUY. INSIST ON DYE (

SEEING THE HAWLEY MARK. WARRANTED

WHICH IS THE GUARANTEE OF %”155& Aﬂbmﬁ k}

THE DYE.

staining or irritating the most delicate skin.

A. E. HAWLEY & CO. LTD,, [
Sketchley Dye Works, HINCKLEY, England.
SOLE DYERS : for the Trade only.

ENQUIRIES FROM THE TRADE INVITED. €

Absolutely permanent, and thoroughly i)ygiemc. not Q
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Laddie Jr. sees many a law-breaker on

our long trip
Weritten and Illustrated for The Western Home Monthly by Bonnycastle Dale

HATEVER are those Indians
doing ?” asked Laddie Jr.,
as we stood by the bank of
a brawling Pacific Coast
stream. “What are they

setting the dogs on?” questioned the
boy. .

%‘,IOW a peal of yelps broke out and
all the long, lean, hungry, half-wild
beasts darted out into the ferns that
grew just next to the pebbly beaches
of the river.

These ferns were over a man’s height
and we could not see what the prey was
—but they were coming towards us—

“I sce it!—it’s a deer!” burst from
the boy. Here was a sight to make
your heart swell with sympathy, for the
poor hunted thing. A thrashing, splash-
ing mass of baying mongrels plunging
into the water, and one lithe, slim,
young blacktail fawn dashing ahead in

Game warden watching illegal ice fishermen

shallow .

noble bounds, throwing the
water aside in spurting, sunglinting
masses.

“They’ll get her!” screamed the boy as
the wild procession passed us—true the
dogs were gaining; and the Indians were
now in their canoes firing their rifles.

“Good!” squealed Laddie, as
went a rifle and a dog turned feet up
as if he had been connected with it.
The white .and yellow beast never even
wriggled—just drifted dead with the
stream. Now the fawn felt the hard
sands of the tideflats beneath its shape-
ly feet and it made most wonderful
bounds, its feet flying into groups and
then streaming away like
came the howling host not more than
fifty feet behind.

Now the deer has reached the end of
the spit and the deep water. It made
valiant way for a few yards but no
doubt it was tiring—the dogs were gain-
ing, and the yelling Indians were sending

‘bullets that cut the water into tiny
fountains all about the puffing, panting
little thing. Now it is a race between
the dogs and the canoes, and the dogs
win and pile on top of the sinking deer.
Now the canoes dart in and one man
beats the savage beasts away—for they
are dangerous to man and deer now. A
flail of paddles glint in the sunshine, and
we too paddle down and sce the body
of "the deer lifted into the canoe—and
we paddle ashore beside it, begging them
not to kill it. A very tired, but not
quite dead deer, was lifted out and T
pictured its poor tired head; and a wee
bit later snapped it, very much alive,
at the end of a rope in the reservation.
Now it is distinetly against the law to
hunt deer at this date yet no one prose-
cuted the guilty parties.

The lad and T had many a langh at

the denseness of these Indians, T Knew
they took deer for food all year and
managed to hide or destroy the sking i
case a game warden came alono, One
way was to throw the hide over the cliff

bank into the deep river.
“What is it, wash davo quericd

)
+1
the

“ping” o

tails—on |

lad as we paddled up the river one day.
He pointed at the skins of several deer
caught and swinging on the bushes on
the side of the cliff near the reservation,
We took. the lowest one for a mat and
called the chief’s attention to the new
way the tribe had of advertising their
guilt. .

“Cultus mahsh,” was all he said—“bad
throw.”

All along the way wherever our ex-
peditions have led have I seen the
lowest and poorest in the population
visibly breaking the law—and teaching
their own boy to be a thief. No! I
don’t mean Indians alone, as the whites
break the game laws constantly, I
cannot see how a father, in this age of
great chances for his boy, can make him
a thief for a few cents’ worth of fin,
fur or feathers. )

It is remarkable the temptation that
assails the honest trapper or hunter or
fisherman. When the long line of traps
are out so many of the most protected
of the game birds get a foot in and
often survive until the owner of the
trap comes. Every man knows that
amputation will save the bird, but how
many will let it go? An odd thing
occurred to Laddie Jr. He caught a big
Black duck in one of his spring set traps
and brought it home to me. I promptly
set him to work amputating its leg. His
knife slipped when he took the poor
injured leg off and it cut a tiny mark
in the web of the remaining foot. The
bird promptly dived from his releasing
hands into the water and swam awa
off; alarmed but safe. That fall, while
I was shooting along the shore behind
our island, I flared a black duck and
promptly killed it. When I came to pick
it up I found it minus one leg, and later
found the gash in the web, so that in
October we ate the bird we had liberated

in April.
* T thought the youngsters of the Coast

Laddie Jr. and the Muskallo;lge

. : . s
Indian tribes with their unique nets

and snares were the boldest lawbreakers
I had seen (always excepting the dear
lmocent little chap I met early one
morning coming out of the pond in one
of our great city parks with his young
b.atll tub under his arm. Dear, clean,
little innocent, up thus early to purify
his body. Not a bit of it! The little
rascal had tubbed across to rob some
wild fowls mests in the park).  But
these little brown-faced chaps of the
outer coasts knew no game laws.

“Take the glasses!” said the lad to
me one day.  “What are those kids
doing 77

Well might he ask, for it was quite a
zame. —On the sand, half a mile below
the shoreside cliff We were on, some
dark ficures were creeping—through the
elasses T could see them on their hands
and - knees approaching one another.
Mhen T saw them jump up and run in
and “eize some  struggling birds and
trme it mecks, Then they hurriedly
Continued on Page 56
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“"BULLY ™

A~ story every soldier should read

Weritten for the Western Home
OTHER was a Texas longhorn,

long, lean, and lanky, but
with such elegant ears;
| father, a Durham Bull, on the

contrary was fat and portly
with a great voice that rocked the air,
especially when he was mad, which was
quite often, as some of his harem were
always casting sheep’s eyes at the young
bucks of the Hereford and Angus family.

I was born in Alberta, on the bald-
headed prairie, in the spring of 1906.
My! how damp and all-in I felt as I hit
the ground; a kind of tickling feeling
gradually revived me, I opened my eyes
only to shut them quickly as a long,
queer, rough sort of thing curled around
them; hearing a not unpleasant cooing,
gurgly sound I looked up again—and
understood! Ma-a was giving me my
matutinal massage! It was alright too!!
Beginning to feel quite spry I jumped
up, stretched my legs, then started to
have breakfast; as I was getting down
to the creamiest part of it two cow-
punchers rode up—I was curious, so
were they; -they stopped, so did I.

“Holy mackinaw” laughs the ugliest
one. “Why, you old maverick I didn’¢
think it was in you.”

“What is it, Elmer?” whispers the
other hoarsely, as if in pain, “It kind
of hurts my eyes so’s I can’t see proper.”

“Search me,” says Elmer, “It looks
like a cross between a clothes-rack an’
a hair-trunk.” >

I felt so embarrassed and indignant
that I dashed around to ma-a’s off-side
and tried to hide, they whooped -like
Indians at my agility, then rode off—
thank goodness! I.finished my break-
fast and lying down, pondered on the
gaucherie of some of these here humans.

Time rolled on; we had lots of com-
pany, fun and change. It was very
pleasant, though at times I had some

“pretty close calls from prairie-wolves but

ma-a was right there with the crumpled
horn stuff and soon “put the wind up
them.” Then came the round-up; ma-a,
however, was too slick for them, no
brand had ever singed her hide, she was
on to all the wrinkles of the game, so
we escaped.

In the long summer evenings, lying in
the tall bunch-grass, ruminating and
chewing the cud of reflection ma-a put
me wise to all the dodges for fooling
the cow-punchers, and, believe me, I
certainly listened to her with both ears.

Then came that terrible winter when
we were so hungry we chewed each
others tails till the hair was al]l gone,
when thousands died, and how we came
through, I don’t know, but ma-a was
a tough old girl sure enough and I guess
I must have taken after her. A peculiar

thing was that the sterner sex died first .

—first the bulls, then those others—.

When spring came at last you should
have seen ma-a!! She was never much
for looks anyhow, but now! Oh my!!

That summer she stepped on a rattle-
snake—he did his bit—she did hers—
but, getting rattled, she lost out, and
I was left an orphan.

Some time afterwards I was nearly
caught in the fall round-up by a par-
ticularly bull-headed cow-puncher, but I
gave him such a time he let me go,
exclaiming, “You measly-no-account-
ornary-raw-boned streak of gristle, go
plumb to then.” His insults made
me think, so ambling over to a near-by
slough T had a good look at myself, and
had to admit he was correct in a sense—
I was rather homely-looking sure enough,
but my eyes, I thought, were rather
nice, aud so expressive, in spite of the
fact that he’d had his rope around my
throat for about ten minutes.

Neveral luscious, peaceful years fol-

lowed—years of long juicy grass; few.

flics, and deep cool” water. Then came
the year when so many of us disappeared
off the range; we learnt, on inquiring,
that the Head of our family, John Bull,
was in  trouble and needed all the
family’s assistance. The next round-up
I went in voluntarily, anxious to do my

Monthiy by T. C. C. Beamish

bit; being passed B2, whch was a new
brand of the boss’, I guess.

While waiting in the corals for our
train east I was singled out by the bums
and loafers that always infest those
places as a mark for their wit, “More
frightfulness” laughs one idiot, “An
almighty good harness rack I calls it,”
said another poor fool, and so on, but
I didn’t mind, we were off for France!!
Chicago! Ah! what memories that name
recalls! What poignant partings! How
quickly we were sorted out, and up!
The great concentration!
finement!

Then the boat! fellows from all over
were packed in the hold, cheek by jowl,
shoulder to shoulder. Some few of Ger-
man extraction who were bottled wup
with us we gave the cold shoulder to,
and told our abattoir experiences to each
other with compressed lips.

France at last! Here we went differ-
ent ways. In Havre I met some of the
Aristocracy of our clan—the Flay-Bentos
—they were sure some swells, not a bit
stuck-up or hard to get on with, in fact,
they had a good name with everyone.

Later I was given to a splendid look- °

ing youngster named Hugh, who was in
an English regiment just off for the line.

I was his emergency iron ration, and
trembled with fear (knowing my lack
of enbonpoint) lest he might take a
distaste for me on.becoming acquainted.
But he was such a jolly optimistic sort
of kid that my fears, I guess, were
groundless. T could feel the excitement
increasing, just like being in a round-up.
Over the top we went; only a few yards,
then he stopped and-suddenly collapsed;
moaning, “Mother; mother, I’'m coming,”
he twisted about a bit, then started
murmuring “Lulu, old girl, please don’t
cry—please—that’s a good kid, it had
to be you know.” Then he gave a sigh,
a cold sort of shudder shook him, and
he was very still.

Two or three days seemed to have
passed when I felt a hand groping for
me. “Hah! Great! Eureka! Bully”,
A. Westerner I knew at once by the
accent; Montana I surmised he was
from. I was yanked out, then dropped,
stopping over Hugh the Yank muttered,
“You poor kid! Right through the head!
Tll bet his folk will feel pretty sick
when they get to know.” Searching
Hugh’s pockets for some little keepsake
to send his folk, he found a letter and
a photo of Hugh’s sister, Lulu.

He looked at the photo and in a voice
that kind of trembled "with a peculiar
passion, exclaimed, “T’ll bet this Lulu is
a thoroughbred alright; game as they
make ’em, too. It beats the devil how
they keep that cool quiet look on their
faces even when their hearts must be
breaking. I’d sure like to meet one of
them' just to shake hands, that’s all—
just once. But I guess a guy like me
hasn’t any chance of meeting high-toned
folks like her. No wonder these Brit-
ishers are so damn obstinate in defend-
ing their country. Tl sure send this
kid’s things on if T get through, but by
the bald-headed judaspriest, I'm going
-to take a crack at these dog-gone
square-heads first, and if I have any
luck they’re agoing to get it good and
plenty.”

Straightening the kid out and covering
him with his ground-sheet, he picked me
up and crawled back into the shell-hole
where he had been hiding for three days
—with nothing to eat.  Opening the tin
he saw me and ejaculated, “Some old
maverick you, Mr. Bully, you’re about
the gristliest sight I've seen so far, old-
timer, and that’s not a few, but I guess
your a stayer so here’s to you,” and
with that we amalgamated.

Becoming a new man in a few min-
utes, he collected a bunch of grenades
lying about and, playing a lone-hand,
cleaned up a machine-gun nest, killed a
pile of huns and brought back to our
lines a heap of prisoners.

Have I done my bit? Well, T guess
yes! “Stubble.”

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

The close con- °

Income Tax Returns
Made Easy for Farmers

)
¢

% T is now necessary that In-
82 come Tax -Returns be made
i g to the Government by
Farmers as well as men in other lines
of business. Accurate returns cannot .
be made without the keeping of a set .
of books. We are issuing a “‘Farmers’ |
Record and Account Book' which re-
quires no knowledge of bookkeeping
whatever. The book will be sent free
to any farmer sending us his name,
address and date of birth. -

Send for a copy—while they last
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Canada’s Duty is E
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Canada’s Opportunity -
Live stock losses in the European war area are -
variously estimated, but an authority places them
as high as 115,000,000, Confronted with this
appalling shortage abroad, the Canadian producer
must immediately recognize a duty as wellasa

paramount opportunity. We will be glad to dise
cuss financing problems with reputable farmers, .
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. trapping expedition.

uée Réail F lowriné Bulbs

For Winter Flowering indootx]-: andﬂSpring _Flowter-
ing outdoors. A House without flowers is not a
FOR FALL( Hone, Prices Postpaid. EACH DOZ. 100
PLANTING ceeer $.05 $.30 $L75
Delivery not ,08 ¥ 2.25
e e 25 250 ....
15th Oct, 25
e Lilies, Chinese Sacred....... .28 2.60 ....
Write for Hyacinths, Roman, fourcolors .12 1.20 8.50
our free Hyacinths, Dutch, four colors .10 1.00 7.00
28-page Narcissus, Single, 6 varieties .06 .60 4.00
illustrated Narcissus, Double, 4 varieties .08 .60 4.00
catalogue— Narcissus, Paper White...... .07 65 4.50
Bulbs Scilla Siberica, Blue ....ccce.. 08 45  8.25
Seeds Snowdrops, Single, White... .05 40 275
Plants Tulips, Single Mixed...ce0es 05 60 3.50
Poultry Tulips, Double Mixed .cee0ee 08 .60 4.00
Supplies Tulips, Parrot, Mixed.,...... .08 .55 8.50
Tulips, Darwin, Mixed..esee .06 .55 3.50
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LURE

““I could forgive you some things, but not this.”

Written for the Western Home Monthly by C. D. Pogson.

GE banks of snow lay around
the old mountain cabin. The
& wind roared through the tops
of the pine-trees. It shook

the small four-light windows
until the panes rattled. A loosened
slate on the roof clattered incessantly,
and a sliver somewhere about the eaves
gave voice to intermittent shrieks. At
short intervals-the ghostly rat-tat, rat-
a-tat-tat of a lone pack-rat sounded
from the roof.

On a rudely-constructed bunk overlaid
with cedar boughs, in one corner of the
room, lay an aged man. He was fully
dressed, and covered by a couple of
blankets. Nearby stood a small sheet-
iron camp-stove in which a few embers
were smouldering.

Little Joe Dupres, though past the
three-score period, had been tempted by
the high price of furs to shoulder his

pack of traps, and make his way up the-

steep mountain trail to an old cabin
which he had built while on a former
Necessity had not
compelled him to do so. He had ample
means, but the wander-lust and the
desire for a little more gain had finally
overcome his better judgement.

It had been his intention to make
fort-nightly visits to the nearest settle-
ment for supplies, and to keep in touch
with the war-news. He was favored by
good weather while setting his line of
traps, and had also cut sufficient wood
to do for some time.. His mnext care
had ‘been the securing of a supply of
fresh meat. He spent several days
stalking. deer, and finally succeeded in
shooting one about two hundred yards
from his cabin, but separated from it
by“a deep ravine.

Nothing daunted, the old man dressed
the carcass, quartered it, and proceeded
to carry it piece-meal across the ravine
to his cabin. He, however, found the
task a very arduous one, and dangerous
also, on account of the steepness and
loose nature of the gravelly banks.

He reached the bottom of the ravine
in safety, and made his way up the
opposite side without mishap until with- -
in eight or ten feet of the top. There
a small rock slipped from under his
foot, thus throwing him off his balance.
He quickly threw out one hand to grasp
a sapling, missed it by an inch or two,
and fell headlong d wn the embankment
until he crashed; with terrific force into
a thicket of underbrush, where further
progress was arrested. Half stunned as
he was, the old trapper at length suc-
ceeded in freeing himself, painfully
hobbled to the cabin, and crawled into

the bunk. There he lay for the remain-

der of the day and all that night.

Though racked by pain, he had for
several days thereafter been able to keep
the fire replenished and to cook his food.
But a day came when the last stick
of wood was burned, and the last ounce
of flour used. Then, and not until then,
had fear gripped the heart of plucky

Joe. He realized that his only hope lay
in the vague possibility of a stray trap-
per’s finding his way to the cabin, and
who would care to breast the storm then
raging? For hours the aged man lay

contemplating his probable fate, then he

fell into a troubled slumber.
* * * *

A broken limb fell from one of the
forest giants, and crashed upon a corner
of the cabin. The sleeper awoke with a
start.

“Ha, Grim Reaper, is that you? Say,
ye think ye got me this time, don’t ye?
But I ain’t quite ready yet. This may
be your turn to win the game; it’s hard
t’ say. Ye’ve had me cornered several
times, but little Joe gave ye the losing
hand. : .
“D’ye mind the time that I walked
over a snow-covered crevice in Crag
Mountain, and broke through? I drop-
ped fifteen feet, and the walls were like
glass. ’Twas well for me that my rifle
went with me. It had six shells in it
and the last shot in it was the one that
brought Bill Smith to my rescue.

“Or the little fright ye gave me when

I was driving the tunnel into Windfall .

slope? I had worked my way in, a hun:
dred feet or so, when one day a piece
of the granite roof dropped, not two
inches from me. It puffed out my

candle, an’ filled the tunnel with black, *

chokin’ dust.
went near the tunnel again for two days.
“T could mention a few more times
when yer grin was too close fer comfort:
Say, what ’er ye troublin’ bout me fer?
Can’t this war satisfy yer hunger?
Greed’s yer best ally, Reaper. Think
of” tlie millions who are being sacrificed
on her altars now. And why? Because
Wilhelm and his henchmen want a little
more territory. They’re not satisfied
with what they grabbed in 1870. But
listen! listen! France isn’t so easy to
pluck; her sons will fight t’ the last
ditch. T tell ye this; before this little
scrap is finished, Germany’s iron heel
will ‘be on the other side of the Rhine.
Vive la France! Vive la Allais! Here’s
luck for dem!” ¢
With a quick movement the excit

.man snatched up his rifle and sent half-

a-dozen shots tearing through the roof.
“How is dat fer a serenade, eh? I

Continued on Page o
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THE * wish I could get one
on you, Death.

LURE “Der”s one thing

. 8 that I’ll mention

Continued from Page & yiont yow. I could

fergive ye some things that ye’ve done,
but not this. It’s the cowardly way

e snatched Marie away from me, just
when.it was in my power to give her
the desire of her heart.

«Yes; we were as merry as children
in the vineyards of old France, where
we toiled side by side in the sunshine,
and skimmed over the ri\jer by moon-
light. Her laugh was the tinkle of silver
bells, and the look in her eyes as wine
to the heart of a sorrowful man. -

«But we were poor. I heard of this
land of promise, where fortunes were to
be had for the picking up. Night and
day I dreamed of its wealth, but never
thought to leave the old land uqtll
Justus Qu’Appelle returned to us with
his gold, a hundred thousand francs.
How we gazed, wide-eyed, as he told.of
the riches lying hidden in the moun.tams
of Canada. At last I would hear it no
longer. I told Marie that I would sail
for Canada and gather up a fortune.
Then I would go back home and we
would be married. How she did plead
with me not to go.

“<Joseph, we are poor, but we have
each other. Oh, if something should
happen and you come to me no more.

“But I was deaf to her pleading.

“No, no, Marie, only wait two, tree,
maybe five year, then I come back with
a hundred thousand francs; then we go
to the good Father and take our vows.
Then you be my happy bride; you have
a beautiful necklace of pearls, and a
silken gown. Oui, and we shall own our
own little vineyard.’

“One morning in June I said adieu to
little Marie. I can see her brave smile
as she stood in the arbor where we
plighted our troth, and wished me a
safe and prosperous trip. I can feel the
warm caress of her lips. Ah, but the
tear in her eye bade me stay; the birds
in the trees said ‘stay’; the vines in
the trellis and the fleur-de-lis by the
arbor pleaded with me to remain. I
have one of the flowers yet, the one
Marie pinned to my coat; and the dew
on its petals matched the tear in her

eye, Brave, true little ‘Marie. I felt
that I could not leave her.

“Then a laugh broke the spell.
turned and saw Justus. ‘Come, cried
he, ‘Today we set out for the land where
your fortune lies waiting.” My heart
said that he spoke not the truth, yet I
took up the knapsack and followed him
down the roadway. At the bend I
turned and waved a last farewell to my
sweetheart, my little Marie.

““You'll forget all that across the
ocean, Joseph.” laughed Justus.

L]

“Idle words, methought. But when we
reached this nmew land with its hurry
and rush, and unrest, I could sece that
his words bore some truth.

“You know the rest of my story—the
hard days of labor to repay the money
Justus had lent me;how I joined a party
of prospectors, and at the end of three
weary years had a claim of my own;
the days of drilling, and blasting, and
mucking, when hopes rose and fell like
mercury; the nights when the spell of
the mountains drew near. Then the
voice of the past awoke; again I talked
and laughed, and sang with Marie. By
the light of the candle I read her letters,
and longed for the day of re-umion.

“Fortune came in due course; I struck
a pay streak, and sold fer my own price.

“Now it’s home to Marie,” sang my
heart.

“I bought me fine clothes and big
presents, and had my ticket to start
the next day. But you, sacre! what
happened? That night I got a letter
edged with black. It told me that you
had blasted my life, and taken my little
Marie.

“What followed, you know very well.
When I came to myself my fortune was
gone; it had melted away like snow off
a fence on an April day. Once more I
set out for the mountains. I’ve struck
some good pay-streaks since then, but
T'd give it all, all for one day with
my gentle Marie; yes, for one glance
from her eye. Marie, Marie, come to
me!”

The outstretched arms grew rigid;
the rugged features became fixed. Afar
in the distance a wolf howled; the cry
of a pantler broke weirdly on the night.
But the old prospector heard them not.
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Pretty Teeth

Are White Teeth—Free From Film

All Statements Approved by High Dentfal Authorities

¢

Film is What Discolors

When teeth discolor it means
that film is present. That slimy
film which you feel with your
tongue is a stain absorber. When
tartar forms it is due to the film.
The film clings to the teeth, gets
into crevices and stays. Remove
that film and teeth will glisten in
their natural whiteness.

Film causes most tooth troubles.
It holds food substance which fer-
ments and forms acid. It holds the acid in contact with the teeth to

cause decay.
s

M;nions of germs breed in it. They, with tartar, are the chief
cause of pyorrhea.

The tooth brush alone does not end film. The ordinary tooth paste
does not dissolve it. That is why the old-way brushing fails to save
the teeth. ’

Dental science, after years of searching, has found a way to com-
bat that film. Many clinical tests under able authorities have proved
it beyond question. Leading dentists everywhere now urge its
daily use. |

The method is embodied in a dentifrice called Pepsodent. And we
are supplying a ten-day test free to anyone who asks. |

Watch the Teeth Whiten

We ask you to send the coupon for a 10-Day Tube. Use like any
tooth paste. Note how clean the teeth feel after using. Mark the
absence of the slimy film. See how teeth whiten as the fixed film
disappears. It will be a revelation.

Pepsodent is based on pepsin, the digestant of albumin.. The film

is albuminous matter. The object of Pepsodent is to dissolve it,
then to constantly combat it.

Until lately this method was impossible. Pepsin must be activated,
and the usual agent is an acid harmful to the teeth. But science has
discovered a harmless activating method. It has been submitted to
four years of laboratory tests. “Now pepsin, combined with other

. Pepsodent ingredients, gives us for the first time an efficient film

destroyer.

It is important that you know it. To you and yours it means
safer, whiter teeth. Cut out the coupon—now, before you forget
it—and see the effects for yourself. :

Papsadénd

The New-Day Dentifrice

A Scientific Product—Sold by Druggists Everywhere
287

Ten-Day Tube Free

THE PEPSODENT Co., Dept. 751
1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, IIL
Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to

Send the Coupon for
a 10-Day Tube

Note how clean the teeth feel
after using. Mark the absence
of the slimy film. See how the
teeth whiten as the fixed film
disappears.
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Use Sweet Milk—Sour Milk
Buttermilk or water

w1

Malted Milk
Used everywhe

re nearly % eenhg
Made under sanitary conditions from clean, ri
milk, with extract of our specially malted grain,
The FOOd-DrinklspremdbyaﬁrﬂngthepOWdeﬂn water,
Infants and Children thrive on it. Agrees with ¢the
weakest stomach of the Invalid and Aged,

!nvlgoraﬁngasaQuickLunchatofﬂeeortable.
And Get

AS" for Hor liCk’s The Original

= 519
“The next Sunday fie rang his old cracked bell Jor all he was worth, but everybody in
Snow Hill who could go to meeting at all, went to Snow Center."
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Horlick’s

FOR MAXIMUM OF SERVICE CONSIGN YOUR GRAIN TO
The Old Reliable Grain Commission Merchants

JAMES RICHARDSON & SONS, Limited

Established 1857

CAREFUL CHECKING OF GRADES
LIBERAL ADVANCES, PROMPT ADJUSTMENTS

WESTERN OFFICES :
Grain Exchange, Winnipeg, Man.
Grain Exchange, Calgary, Alta.
Canada Building, Saskatoon, Sask.

® € GRAIN %@ &

We continue to act as agents for Grain Growers in the looking after
and selling of car-lots of Wheat, Oats, Barley, Rye and Klax, on com-
mission only. The members of our firm give personal expert service in
checking the grading of cars, and have been frequently successful in
getting grades raised. Liberal advances made at seven per cent interest
on grain consigned to us for sale. Write to us for market information
and shipping instructions.

THOMPSON, SONS & CO.

Grain Commission Merchants

700-703 Grain Exchange

Winnipeg

Patents sl (VOLPEE

3
Write for booklet and eireulars, terms, ete, «-'k-/‘_\M‘NDs POTS U pA.NS

il Mends Graniteware, Tin, Iron,

FEATHERSTONHAUG!" & CO. Aluminum, ete. intwo minutes.

. Without tools. 80 mends for 1be,

tred. B Peatherstonhaugh, K ¢ 0N (G, ) From your dealer or us, postpaid

A Gorald 8. Kol wrah, AL Se, Vol-Peek Co., P.0.Box 2024, Montreal

16 Cuiils Ufe Ble, Portage Ave., WINNIPEG : : \ . =
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Sidelights on the Foreign Farmer

Continued from last month—By D. B. Bogle

“I know one foreign section laborer . . .

who has $30,000 |

on deposit in a Canadian chartered bank™

HAVE spoken of a young man

standing alone at the railway

station, where the foreign family

I have been telling about was

waiting on the last lap of its
long journey. This particular young
man _represented the unattached male
unit in the swarm of foreign immigration.
He possessed no family resources of labor
to aild him. He had no slender heard of
gold for the purchase of the inevitable
heifer, even an inferior one with “no
place for hay.” Therefore he sought a
job and speedily found one as a scction
man on the railway. Wages were good,
better than they are now, because a day’s
wage would more than buy a sack of flour,
and now it will by no means do so.

The abundant demand for common
labor at this stage of Canada’s history
was the great leverage which helped the
foreigner both to get on the land and
to stay there until it became productive.
Strange to say this never scems to have
been consciously recognized, and the
wage earner whose traditions and capaci-
ties were entirely agricultural was never
helped on the land after he had saved a
few dollars. We spent millions of dollars
enticing American farmers on to our land
when there were thousands of just as
good or better farmers dgging sewers in
Winnipeg. The irony of it is that they
arc still sewer diggers when there are
no more sewers to dig, and their children
are job hunters and not producers.

When I say as good or better farmers I
am not drawing a comparison. It is a
difference in the blood, in the point of
view. When a Canadian or American
farmer, a good one, in driving through the
country, passes a dirty ficld -he sneers or
swears at the owner as a man who is
neglecting his business to the loss of
dollars and ruin. The foreign farmer
mourns over the field itself. To him it is
sin, and his soul is gricved. His view-
point is different.

I know of one forcign seetion laborer
(he is now a foreman), who has $30,000
on deposit in a Canadian chartered bank.
All his life he has worked on the track.
He has drawn aside and leaned on his
pick while countless trains went by
bearing their loads of scheming, planning,
agonizing humanity, and turned again
to his labor upon the solitary track.
I count that an infertile hoard the aceri-
tion of an infertile life. ‘There is neither
Joy nor purpose in such a phenomenon as
this. It is unhuman and unsocial.

Very different is the history of the
voung man in this sketch. He worked
as a scction man and he . aved money.
He gathered his little hoard  together
and insensibly his hoard began to be
conneeted in his mind with the possession
of a bit of land, and with the possession
of the tall sturdy girl towards whom we
may at least imagine he had cast the glance

. of preordination on the railway platform

now a few years ago. He had at length
enough money to farm as he understood
a beginning, but he had no land, nor
could he get any that was good in the
neighborhood, and from the neighbor-
hood he had no desire to depart.  Girls
after all are just girls, and if he went

away, no it was not to be thought of.
There was a section of good land quite
close, mighty good land, and vacant,
Why should he not settle on this? 1 cap
imagine his patieat and painful inquiries,
“Good land, me work quarter. No?”

“No, you cannot go on that land.”

“No, why?”

“Why that’s school land, you stupid.”

Perhaps there would be an interval,
weeks or months, with a little more added
to the hoard and a stronger tugging at the
heart strings. Then a slow return to the
charge.

“Good land that school land. Me work
a quarter, No?”

““You cannot settle on that land. It ig
reserved to be sold for school purposes.”

“I work that land, nobody throw me
off, no?”’

“No. Nobody will throw you off, but
yeu'll lose your work.”

“I get the crop mebbe, no?”’

“Well, I suppose you could take the
crop if your raised it, but your breaking
and improvements would make it fetch
more at the sale.  You lose all that.”

“I got the crop, I buy at the sale.”

“Oh, get out of here. You're past
talking to. You're crazy.”

Crazy or not the young man went on
the school land and began to break and
build his mud plastered cabin and stable.
He got a crop and sold it, and another
crop and sold 1t, and broke more and more.
He performed prodigies of labor and
prodigies of saving. In the talk of the
district every acre he broke put the land
further out of his own reach. He was
making a farm for another man. He
became a byword. He was the crazy
Galician who had settled on the school
section. “We’ll get him out of there,
and serve him right. These foreigners
think they can do what they like in this
country. The fool is just working for
somebody else and does not know it.”

In due time the land was put up for
sale. The day of the sale came on.
The young man counted over his hoard.
It was quite a sum of money. It was
not enough. His own people would bid
against him to the full value of the farm.
Then some of these rich farmers would
bid more just to get him out. They
did not like what he had done. They
would bid over his little savings just for
spite. His heart swelled, his eyes filled
with tears. He turned away. He would
not go to the sale. He would not let the
people see his shame. He could buy
another farm perhaps. The girl—no,
he would go to the sale, he would bid

“every dollar he had. If he lost he lost.

A gencral dislike against foreigners
exists. A particular desire to rebuke this
forcigner in particular was not absent
on this occasion. But it is one thing
to feel spite and another thing to gratify
1t by the outlay of cold cash in excess of
the value of a property. Besides a
fereigner at an auction sale is not to be
despised.  If he has set his heart on any-
thing the auction ceases altogether to
be an appraisement of value and becomes
a contest of wills for the possession of an
article. Not infrequently a second-hand
Continiud on Page 11
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Sidelights onthe Pit

Continued cheerfully

office charges prepaid, will

tion would involve.

Our young man got his farm, and he
got his girl, too, and if you ask me, he
Consider what he

did. He paid the government the full
value of his own labor in breaking and
improvements for three or four yecars.
But he took it out of the land. He did

deserved them both.

not. He took it out of himself.

are millions of acres just as good or better

in Canada. They lack the man.

1A of hlilrd&varo,
. which any hardware
Foretgn Farmer ‘merchant would
contract

to duplicate new,
and lay down at the. nearest express
sell for
nearly double the money this transac-

high school, to the son of a neighboring
farmer, the combined ages of bride and
groom
indeed a wedding. The clans gathered
from far and near. All Saturday night
they danced and froliced and drank orange
cider. On Sunday they trooped to the
church where the marriage was solemnized
and returned to more feasting and more
draughts of orange cider No less than
$50 worth of this delectable beverage was
consumed and other things in proportion.

Whether there was anything else
.:wzulal)le than orange cider I do not know
The views of the foreign farmer on pro-
hibition are unimportant, he has no
views on_the subject. Alcoholic drinks
are to him simply a not unimportant
part of the joy of life, sanctioned by

There
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making 36 years. Therc was

he certainly has not done so yet. He
drinks whisky or beer in the same way as
he drinks water or buttermilk, and to
upset his head. with the one is the same

kind of wrong doing as to upset his

stomach with the other His attitude
towards a man for getting drunk is the
same as his attitude towards a child for
making itself sick with sweets He does
not and cannot see anything more in it
than this At the same time he has a
great fear of the law He is emphatically
not a law breaker When you stop to
think about it, a great many laws are
broken by us, not only with impunity but
with virtuous self-approval, not because
we are law breakers but because we
cither obey a higher necessity or recognize
the essential harmlessness of some par-
ticular breach of the law The foreigner

his consent for either 1ts making or en-
forcement ~ This is where his citizenship
is still incomplete He does not yet at
least regard himself as part of the public
opinion without which a law cannot come
into being or existing, cannot be enforced
Our obedience is based on respect for the
law, respect for ourselves as its authors,
his upon fear of an external and punitive
for Hence his obedience is likely to
be cleore particular, but less essential
to the maintenance of law as law This
attitude is the fruit of long centuries
under tyrannical government. It extends
into his whole relation to government
and law. The true conception of de-
mocracy in its relation to law and libert;

will take a while to grow up in his min

Rome was not built in a day, nor was true
democratic freedom built in a day either

My pen is not suited to the heroic
measure. No sooner am I started upon
some adequate description of a really
great achievement when some whimsical
or ridiculous aspect of human endeavor
seizes me and deprives my pen of all
requisite enthusiasm. The history of
this young man is really an epic of the soil.
But when I think of its triumphant climax
being capped and illustrated by the lavish
purchase of $50 worth of orange cider at
one fell swoop, gone is all hope of any
Homeric or Vergilian strain. 1 love the
orange and admire it as a fruit. Occasion-
ally, and for no apparent reason, I have
a disagreement with some particular
orange and in the argument which ensues
I get very much the worst of it. This does
not interfere with my high respect for
the orange, but compounded with sugar,
fortified with ardent chemicals which are
as unslaked lime to my inward parts, and
tempered by none of that narcotic which
is divine or diabolical to the reader’s
taste I approach even a modest five
cents’ worth of orange cider with con-
vulsive shuddering. Fifty dollars worth
at a gulp as it were, Gorgantuan evidence
of stupendous financial and organic
resources though it be, there is something
about the notion that diverts and twists
all epic inspiration. I'll come to the cider
in a moment.

The present position of this particular
foreign farmer who formed and carried
out the project of locating on and working
a quarter of school land is this. He owns
and works three quarter sections. What
of cattle, pigs, chickens, geese, turkeys
and ducks he owns I do not know. He
has eight head of horses which are always
fat and in fine condition. Here I may
pause to observe that the foreign farmer
is without superior in the care and feeding
of horses, that is so far as my observation
goes in the district to which it has been
limited. A great many of them have a
very shrewd knowledge of horses Nothing
but poverty will induce them to buy a
poor horse and no horse is too good for
them if they have money. They keep
them well conditioned Public opinion
among them runs very strongly upon this
point. They are sentimental about all
animals, but especcially about horses.
One that I know had a horse stray on
him and was in a great state of mind
over it. A friend of his was describing
his agitation to me, how he had come to
him with tears in his eyes, saying in his
own tongue, “My dear little horse I
shall never see it again.’* True his friend
was ridiculing him, but it was not for his
language or for the tears, but because
there was almost no danger, one chance
in a thousand, of the horse being really
lost. Exceptions there must be, no doubt,
but I must say that the foreign farmers
I have known have been kindly and
clever with animals and, from the teams
I used to sce on the roads and their con-
dition, this characteristic must be general.

Out of his eight head of horses he
drives a team of matched greys which are
almost as good as he himself thinks they
are, which is saying a good deal In the
matter of harness he is luxurious, not to
say ostentatious, so much so as to excite
remark. He possesses besides an automo-
bile which cost him $1100 cash. He is
the happy father of twelve children, and
a great handsome wife. 1 have thought
of many words, but can hit upon nonc
better than “great” to describe her build
and stature at once with delicacy and
truth. -

~ This man is the type of a successful
farmer anywhere, rough in feature,
physique and voice but mostly jolly and
good natured.
@ word or two of English himself, he has
eiven, and is giving, his children the best
cducation procurable.  This spring as 1
Live mentioned before, he married his
cldest daughter after she had finishied with

Not possessing more thaff

religion and immemorial custom. Whether
he ever will or can arrive at the idea of
alcohol being a curse to the community,

is quite different The law is to him
an external force which does not require

But I become too philosophical.
(To be continued)
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Egison’s Favorite Invention

or years, the world’s greatest inventor worked night and day to
make the music of the phonograph true to life. At last his efforts have
e T W e o iy bs made DaoDOETaDh music fife-
on 80 is onlyone
ike, Now read our great offer, who

. ’ . i
TﬁénNewEdmn Amberola in Your Home on Free Triat
tertain your family and friends with the latest song hits, with
your favorite, old-time melodies — with everything from grand opera
comie vaundeville. Roar with laughter at the side-splitting
shows. Then, after the trial, send it back if you choose.

Only

Rock-Bottom Offer Direct !

If, atter the free trial, you decide to keep Mr. Edison’s superb new instrument,
send us only $1.00. Pay the balance on the easiest kind of monthly payments. Think of it—a $1
payment, and a few dollars a month to get this wonderful new style outfit—Mr. Edison’s great phono-
graph with the Diamond Stylus reproducer, all musical results of the highest priced outfits—

the same Diamond Amberol Records—yes, the greatest value for §1 down, balance on easiest monthly terms. Convince
yourself—free trial first! No money down, no C. O. D., not one cent to pay unless you choose to keep instrument.

free trial without a penny down. On this offer you can

Your name and address on a
der (or just the coupon) is enough.

Yes, we will send you the New
Edison Amberola, the product of the world’s
greatest inventor’s genius, the phonograph with the
wonderful diamond stylus reproducer and your
choice of the latest Diamond Amberol Records on

now have the genuine Edison Amberola, the instru-

ment which gives you real, life-like music, the
finest and best of all phonographs at a small fraction of the
price asked for imitations of Mr.Edison’s great instrument,
Seize this opportunity. Send the coupon now for free catalog,

&
4 Gentlemen: Please send

tal or let-
o obligations

®
f me your New Edison Catalog
w IS on a and full particulars of your
free trial offer on the new
: mode) KEdison Amberola.

FREE'!

in astki:gwf(;’rh the cata}:x.cl-‘én{ih ou(t1 about Mr. Edison's .’.
at nev onograp e e details of thi
while this offer lasts. Write now. 18 offer=

K. BABSON, Edison Phonograph Distri 355 Portage Ave., Dept, 107 &
F.K ? U. S.ll Office: gdb%l;B‘:ock.C:uicasE}llEg::ig Winnipeg, Man. Address

Name _
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not otherwise be eaten. : !
If it is not in- the Bovril bottle it is ‘not Bovril.

must be Bovril.

And

Dollars saved by.Bovril
: Bovril used in the Kitchen means dollars saved in t\he

It makes nourishing hot dishes out of cold food which would
But see that you get the real thing.

it
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“California Syrup of Figs”

Constipated Children Gladly Take

For the Liver aiid Bowcls

EVSARD Tell, your druggist you want genuine

‘."Gal.ifomia Syrup of Figs.” 'Full directions
#and dose for babies and children of all ages
who ‘are constipated, bilious, feverish, tongue-
coated, or full of cold, are plainly printed on
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- making-up factories at Belfast;

the bottle. Look for the name ‘‘California’
and accept no other ‘‘Fig Syrup,’’—Beware |
N L LY
M

28 & CLEAVER’S

LINEN

and Queen.

t W orld Renowned for Quality & Value

e=llo TABLISHED in

to their Majesties the
King

1870 at BELFAST — the
centre of the Irish Linen Industry—we have a
fully equipped factory for Damask and Linen
Weaving at Banbridge, co. Down; extensive
and, for the finest work,
and lace making in many

hand-loom weaving, embroidery

‘cottage homes throughout Ireland.

We are unable to quote prices on account of the present
market fluctuations, but always give our customers the
full market value at the time of receiving the order,

IRISH DAMASK AND BED LINEN
IRISH CAMBRIC HANDKERCHIEFS
IRISH COLLARS AND SHIRTS
IRISH HOSIERY AND WOOLLENS
Hlustrated Price Lists and Samples sent post free to

any part of the world. Special care and personal
attention devoted to Colonial and Foreign Orders.

ROBINSON ‘& CLEAVER LTD.

Donegall Place, BELFAST
IRELAND

Bevare of parties unsing our name; we employ neither agents' aor trave'lers.

!
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STARVING ON DAKOTA PLAINS

Weritten for The Western Home Monthly by *“Kootenai® Brown

“We broke trail all that day, and night caught us still several
miles from Mouse River. :

Fe REMEMBER almost perishing
on Dakota plains in the
winter of 1869 and 1870. The
weather was very cold and

heavily crusted snow covered
the plains of Northern Dakota to a depth
of from eighteen inches to two feet. It
was good going for dogs and snow-
shoes.

I was in the service of the United
States Government as scout and despatch
rider, and at the time of this experience
I was going from headquarters at Fort
Stevenson to Mouse River, about a four-
day trip there and back. We used dogs—
huskies from the north—some of which
would weigh one hundred pounds. These
dogs were so savage they would snap the
finger off a person if he were not careful.

It was in the month of February, and
with me was a Frenchman named Bap-
tiste Guardepuy, and a little white boy,
Bobbie Mulligan, born at Fort Garry, and

- afterwards frozen to death in the vicinity

of Edmonton. The three of us were de-
tailed with three teams of four dogs
each, and heavy mail for Mouse River,
about half-way to Fort Totten, but not
in a straight course nor along a regular
wagon road. In the winter we used ice
roads wherever possible and travelled in
the shelter of scrub brush or timber if
there was any on the way.

The government had men at all sta-
tions, and in winter mail was relayed.
That is, our route was about sixty miles
from Fort Stevenson to Mouse River and
return. Another party with dogs would
meet us at Mouse River and we would
take the mail for Fort Stevenson, and
give them our mail for Fort Totten.
There was a large store of provisions at
these stations, and we carried only
enough with us to last from one station
to another.

This trip it stormed something fierce.
All of the first day we fought cold and
blinding snow, and late at night got to
a point half-way to Mouse River called
“The Dog’s Den.” The Sioux word was
“Skunk-a-teepee,” meaning dog’s lodge.
There was a cabin here for shelter, but
no provisions, and no one in charge. Next
morning we were off early for we knew
it would take us all day to get to Mouse
River if it were still storming. And it
was. The second day was as bad or
worse than the first. There was not a
living soul for two hundred miles all
around us, except at the military posts
and stations, save the wandering bands
of Sioux making depredations wherever
possible. There was no trail or road of
any description, nothing but bald wind-
swept prairie with little islands of small
trees dotted here and there. There was
some timber at the “Dog’s Den,” enough
to ensure good shelter. We had great
difficulty keeping our direction. The
Mulligan boy was only sixteen years old
and hadn’t the experience of Guardepuy
and myself, so it fell to us to break trail
for the dogs.

We broke trail all that day, and night
caught us still several miles from Mouse
River. We didn’t carry watches in those
days, but we knew we were about six or
seven hours late in our time schedule.
We finally got down to the ice on Mouse
River, and we thought ourselves out of
danger, for we could not then get lost.
Guardepuy knew when we should have
been in sight of the station of Mouse
River where Louie Bellearde was keeper,
and he called out to me: “Must be some-
thing wrong. Don’t see any sparks com-
ing out of the chimney. And how is it
that little Louie’s dogs do not run out
and bark? T'm sure there is something
wrong.” )

There was no sign of life about the
station; and what was particularly sioni-
ficant to Guardepuy and myself: there
were no dogs around. We micht not ex-
peet to find them in the daytime, but at
night it was impossible to vet to any
such station without a half a dozen

« savage brutes rushing out to devour vou,

So we took our dog trains ashore ‘and

tied them up. We did not tie them in
reality. We took one fore paw of each
of the three lead dogs and put it through
the collar. He can’t get it out and will’
not try to go very far on three legs.
Then we stole quietly up to the house,
carrying our guns in our hands at full
cock. When we got to the cabin we
found the door ajar and Guardepuy whis-
red: “What will we do?” We were
rather puzzled as  to the next move.
Finally I whispered to Guardepuy: “I’'m
going in there anyhow.” He whispered
back: “Don’t do such a foolish thing.
Maybe the keeper is killed and the cabin
full of Indians. If it is, you’ll be shot
as soon as you pop your head in.”
“Well,” I answered him, “sooner be
shot than frozen to death. I’'m tired
standing here like a poor relation.”

The Keeper Murdered

So I walked in and started poking
around with the muzzle of my gun. It
was pitch dark and it wasn’t just a
pleasant feeling to think that at any
moment the muzzle of a gun might be
stuck into your face by a hostile Indian,
or perhaps a knife stuck into your back.
When I was reasonably sure that there
were no Indians in the place I lit a
match. There lying on the floor was
poor Bellgarde dead as a door nail and
frozen stiff. He was shot and stabbed,
and his throat cut. The ghastly deed
had apparently been committed three or
four days before.

There were no lamps in those days,
and we could find no candles, but we
located a bowl of grease with a rag in
the centre, and with the light this gave
we could see clearly that it was the
work of Indians. The station was en-
tirely looted; blankets, food, dogs, every-
thing gone. As we hadn’t eaten anything
since noon we searched eagerly for food,
but there was nothing to eat, not a
thing. We had a little left from noon,
enough for ourselves, but none for the
dogs, and twelve dogs needed a lot of
feed.

Finally we lay down on the beds with
the body of Bellegrade laid out on the
floor. We couldn’t move a leg or an
arm; it would have broken off for he
was as stiff as a .poker, cramped up in
a corner. We couldn’t put him outside
because the dogs would eat him. So we
just left him in the corner and went to
sleep.

We were up early in”the morning,
made a good fire and had a look around.
As soon as it was light enough to see
outside we discovered that the party
from Fort Totten had got to Mouse
River ahead of us, left the mail, which
was looted and strewn around the sta-
tion, and had probably been murdered
and carried off.  Sitting Bull and his
Sioux were blamed for it, and were af-
terwards proven guilty.

We then had a conference to consider
what it was best to do. I was for hik-
ing right through to Fort Totten. 1
said: “We can kill a dog and have a good
feed here and then start out.”

Guardepuy said: “No, don‘t think that
a good plan. Enemy are not far away
and maybe laying for us on the way to
Fort Totten.  When our mail does not
get in day after to-morrow, soldiers at
Fort Stevenson will know something has
happened and will send relief. We have
lots of dogs we can spare to eat, and
surely we can get some game, antelope
or something.” To this I found it hard
to consent. so we asked the boy Mulligan
What he thought. He replied that he
was only a kid and would not advise one
way or the other.

Finally as Guardepuy was much older
than T, T gave in to him, and we decided
to stay. Tt was storming again just as
bad as the first two days, but we all took
«uns and went out to see what game we
could get. We came back in the even-
me without having seen a thing. ,We
were all as hungry as bears. We had

Continued on Page 56
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LOVE'S MEMORY

Weritten for The Western Home Monthly b C. M. Watson

«__[t's my thanks for the friendshipuancii the pin you gave”

SOLITARY pedestirian had

j just reached the bend of

the river when he con-

fronted a young lad seated

on the trunk of a fallen tree
absorbed in reading.

“It’s a fine place for reading, my boy,
is it not?” he inquired more pleasantly
than he had spoken to a child for years.
In fact having no children of his own,
he so seldom spoke to a child that when
he did so his voice and manner were
generally crisp and sharp.

The boy nodded a quick little nod.

Somehow Carrington expected that
nod and the glimmer of a smile that
accompanied it. “What book are you
reading ¥’ he asked.

The boy held it out. It was that old
classic of boyhood, “John Halifax,
Gentleman.”

“It’s lovely,” he said. “Teddy Clark
lent it me and I have to finish it today
because Lionel Appleyard is to have it
next and he would like it as soon as I
will give it him.”

“It’s a good long time since I read
‘John Halifax’,” said Carrington more
to himself than the lad, “but when I
did it was at this very bend and on this
same tree. There was a Clark and

Appleyard in the partnership then too. °

——the fathers, I have no doubt of Teddy
and Lionel. What is your name, my
boy ?”

“Guy Smith, sir.”

“Guy Smith’s son!” Carrington re-
coiled as if he had received a blow. His
face grew so grey -and hard that the
young lad involuntarily glanced upward
to see if a cloud had fleeted across the
sun. .

“Your father was Guy Smith, I sup-
pose?” Carrington said shortly.

The boy nodded. “Yes, I was called
after him, but he’s dead. He’s been
dead ten years. I cannot remember
him.”

“Have you any brothers and sisters?”

“I have a little sister two Yyears
younger than I am. The other two are
dead. They died ever so long ago. I'm
the only boy mother had. Oh, if T was
only bigger and older! If I was I could
do something to save our home. It is
breaking mother’s heart to have to
leave it.”

“Oh, she has to leave it, has she?”
Carrington mimicked in his usual crisp
and sharp tone. '

“Yes, thére’s a mortgage on it and
we’re to be sold out very soon,—so the
lawyer tells us. Mother tried hard to
make the farm pay but she couldn’t.
T could if T were a man. I know I
could. If they would only wait a few
years. But I’m afraid it’s no use think-
ing of that. Mother is always crying
about leaving. She went there with
father when they were married and she
says she cannot live @nywhere else now.
Dorothy—that’s my sister—and I do
all we can to cheer her, but it is very
little we can do. If I was a man! If
anly T were a man!”

“What was your mother’s name before
she married your father?” Carrington
acked abruptly.

“Maud Heighley,” answered the boy,
his brow contracting with secret
thought.

Carrington flinched again. Maud
Heighley! He might have known it.
“What woman in all the world could give
her son those blue eyes and firm mouth?
So Maud had married Guy Smith—little
Maud Heighley, his schoolboy sweet-
heart. He had forgotten her—or he had
tried to. Yet sometimes in the midnight
watch from the bridge of his ship he
had seen the phantom-shape of a little
girl with golden curls and clear blue
eves gliding ahead on the water.

And now the same vision presented
itself as he absently looked straight
before him. He was silent for a long
time.  All old memories came back with
their full recollection and he again lived
in his boyhood days.

The boy had returned to his book.

Finally Carrington aroused himself
from his reverie.

“I used to know your mother years
ago when she was about the same age
as you—perhaps a little older,” he said.
“I wonder if she remembers me. Ask
her| when you go home if she remembers
Dick Carrington?”

“Will you come to the house with me
and see her, sir?” asked Guy politely.
“Mother is always very pleased to see
her old friends.”

Carrington was not going to tell Guy
Smith’s son that he did not want to
see his little Maud of long agwa in the
figure of Guy Smith’s widow. The name
even spoiled her for him, just as those
blue eyes spoiled the lad for him.

“But you may tell her something. The
mortgage will be left as it is being paid,
she shall stay in her home. It was I
who was the power behind the lawyers,
but I did not know that the present
owner of the farm was my little play-
mate, Maud Heighley. You and she may
stay there as long as you wish. Tell
her Dick Carrington does this for what
gshe gave him round the bend there. I
think she will remember and under-
stand.”

Here he drew from his tie a little gold
pin in the shape of an anchor.

“Tell jer,” he continued, addressing
the pin more than the lad, “but for this

“No, I have not time today.” Richard ¥ would have drifted many a time. It
/

13-

has kept me off the rocks and held ‘me
on firm ground. As for you, Guy, be a
good lad and stick to your mother. She’s
the best friend you’ll ever have. I hope
you’ll make the farm pay when you are
old enough to take it in hand. At any
rate there’ll be nothing to disturb you
in possession of it.” . B
“Oh, sir! Mr. Carrington!” ‘stam-
mered Guy in his ecstasy of ‘delight. “Do
you really mean it, it sounds too good
to be true. Do you really mean that
we can stay in the old home and not be
sold out. Won’t you come and tell
mother yourself? She’ll be so glad—
and grateful: Do come with me and let
her thank you herself.” ;
“No, Guy, not today. I would rather
not. Off you go and give hér my
message. The sooner she gets it the
better.” 0 . .
Richard Carrington watched the lad
(Continued on Page 56)
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"THE FINEST IN

When Everything is
To Be Especially Nice

make sure that the “sweets” are
“DELECTO" Chocolates.
‘These are the ﬁncst of oll GB.
Chocolates—a delectable assort-
ment of rich chocolate coated
Creams, Nuts, Fruits, Hard

Centers, Nugatines ax‘\d‘
Marshmallows. '

In %. 1,2 and 5 pound boxes.
Ask for the "_DELECTO ** Box.

GANONG BROS., LIMITED

St. Stephen, N.B.
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Weritten for The Western Home Monthly by Annie Sheppard Armstrong.

AnOld Irish Lady and the Mounted Policeman.

ORPORAL Birch, of the Royal
North West Mounted Police,
Hardisty detachment, rode
meditatively along the road-

~ allowance on a December day of 1916

The thermometer stood only at zero, and
the Corporal enjoyed the winter sun-
shine on his trusty bay.® With moc-
casins, fur chaps, fur coat, cap and
fanntlets, he was comfortable and his
resh English skin glowed with good
health.

But he was not inwardly at ease; dis-

‘content was eating at his heart. He had

just had a look at the railroad: bridge
over which a troop train would pass

-that night, from Edmonton—a man was
hired to guard it, but in these times no-

chances could be taken, and even the
watchers must, in turn, be watched.
Birch was chafing to be away overseas
with the other fellows, but his time was
not out with the Dominion Government
until some time in 1917, and, chafe as he

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

\V_hen Corporal Birch Stayed for Dinner

would, he must stay with it—but, then,
if the war was not over by that time,
hooray for the front!

If only, he cogitated, he were even
stationed away up in the North, where
the Mounties were still the head push,
and there was some adventure, it
wouldn’t be so bad, but here, in a
province, in a little rut of duties, hedged
about by important little town magis-
trates and civilian constables, it was
unbearable. Even now, he was to do
some little summons serving chore be-
fore returning to barracks.

Here and there in the thinly populated
district through which he rode there
could be seen amongst the fields of
whiteness, some straw stacks, relics of
threshing, with cattle sheltering and feed-
ing around them. Bands of horses,
turned out to winter, pawed and played

“about. At long intervals a thin column

NEW AND EASY WAY
TO LEARN MUSIC

Q’. |

\\\'&.

sorry, but I can’t play.” 3

At all social gatherings, some one is sooner or later sure
When the others gather around for the
fun, the one who can take on part feels hopelessly out of it
a wtll flower—a mere listener and looker on!

Or those long and lonesome evenings at home, when minutes
seem like hours —how quickly the time would pass if
you could spend it at the piano or organ—or in making a

to 'suggest music.

violin “talk,” or in enjoying some other
instrument.

And now—at last—this pleasure and
satisfaction that you have so often wished
for can easily be added to your daily life.

No need to join a class or pin yourself
down to certain hours for lessons or prac-
tice. No need to pay a dollar or more per
lesson to a private teacher. . Neither the
question of time nor expense is any longer
a bar—every one of the obstaclcs that have

been confining your enjoyment to mere

listening have now been removed.

My method of teaching music by mail
—in your spare time at home, with no
strangers around to embarrass you—
makes it amazingly easy to learn to sing
by note or to play any instrument.

You don’t need to know the first thing about music to
begin—don’t need to know one note from another. My
method takes out all the hard part—overcomes all the diffi-
culties—makes your progress easy, rapid and sure.

Whether for an advanced pupil

SUCCESS

"glgool I've b?en u\klgg
Y essons I've made
over $60 with my violin.
Your lessons surely are
fine.”"—Melvin Freeland,
Macopin, N.J.
“‘When I started with you
I knew nothing about the
Cornet or music, but now
I can play almost any
ece of music.”—Kasson
wan, Denmark, Col. Co.
Nova Bcotia.
“I want to extend the
heartiest agprovnl of
our Plano Course. It
done more for me

methods used by

Print-and-Picture

made as clear

than years of other
lessons.”” — Moxie N.
Lewis, 319 Jeflerson,
Neosha, Mo.

‘“The folks at home are
delighted to hear me g}ay
the Organ so well. ou

mail.

have a wonderful system

of teaching musie."—M.
F. Allard, Caraquet, N.B.

\/ Step Made Simple as A B C by Print-and-Picture Lessons

\\§\ : Learn to Play and Sing in Spare Time at Hbme——Every
Y That You Can’t Go Wrong On.

TRY IT ON APPROVAL

)_Entire Cost Only a Few Cents a Lesson —and Nothing
Whatever to Pay Unless You Are Satisfied.

How often have you wished that you knew how to play
the violin or piano—or whatever your favorite instrument
may be—or that you could take part in singing?

How many an evening’s pleasure has been utterly spoiled
and ruined by the admission “I can’t sing,” or “No, I am

lesson of any kind—have found my method equally easy. My
method is as thorough as it is easy. I teach you the only
right way—teach you to play or sing by note. No “trick ”
music, no ‘“‘numbers,” no makeshifts of any kind.

I call my method “‘new”’—simply because it is so radically

different from the old and hard-to-understand ways of teach-

Learn to Play by Note
For Beginners or
Advanced Pupils

Piano Harmony and

Visin Sight Senains

o

Viola Guitar

Banjo Ukelele

Tenor Banjo Hawaiian

Mandolin Steel Guitar

Clarinet

Flute Cornet

Saxophone Piccolo

Cello Trombone

or a beginner, my method is a revo-
lutionary improvement over the “old

The lessons I send you explain every
point and show every step in simple
form
can’t go wrong on—every step is
as A-B-C. My
method makes each step so easy to
understand and practice that even
children only 7 to 10 years old have
quickly become #ccomplished players
or singers under my direction by
Also thousands of men and
women 50 to 70 years old—includ-
ing many who had never before tried
to play any instrument or taken a

private teachers.

that you

When learning to play or sing is so easy, why
continue to confine your enjoyment of music
to mere listening? Why not at least let me ;
send you my free book that tells youall about my methods? /
I know you will find this book absorbingly interest- 4
ing, simply because it shows you how casy it is to

turn your wish to play or sing into an actual Mx,
fact. Just now I am making a special short-

tion — simply use the coupon, or
send your name and address in a
letter or on a posteard. 7/

ing music. But my method is thoroughly time tried and
proven. Over 225,000 successful pupils—in all parts of the
world, and including all ages from boys and girls of 7 to 8
to men and women of 70—are the proof.
astic letters from some of them, which you will find printed
at the left—samples of the kind of letters I am receiving in
practically every mail. My file contains thousands of such

Read the enthusi-

letters. Largely through the recommend-
ations of satisfied pupils, I have built up
the largest school of music in the world.

But I don't ask you to judge my
methods by what others say or by what I
myself say. You can take any course on
trial—singing or any instrument you pre-
fer—any judge entirely by your own
progress. If for any reason you are not
satisfied with the course or with what you
learn from it, then it won't cost you a
single penny. I guarantee satisfaction. On
the other hand, if you are pleased with
the course, the total cost -~ °
amounts to only a few
cents a lesson, with your
music and everything in-
cluded.

David

; /F.x
time offer that cuts the cost per lesson in s/ rmﬁ:&
two —send your name now, before this 7/ U.S.School
special offer is withdrawn. No obliga- /_ ©of Music, 1210

/ Brunswick Bldg.
New York City.

Please send me your
free book, “Music ILes-
7 sons in Your Own Home,,

and particulars of your Spe-

Uo So SChOOl // cial O .

Of M“Sic // Name

1210 Brunswick / dress
Bldg. y / Addres .
NEW YORK /“ciy....... . . Sy s

of smoke ascended from a settl_ei"s shack,

The point of view is_ eve'rythmg, and a

city man viewing this wilderness, as it

would appear to'him, would scarcely

understand the Corporal’s discontent at

being in such a “tame,” “civilized,”

“hedged in” place, but away from Indian

Reserves and big game, away from the

untrodden lands where the Riders of the

Plains were still detective, judge, jury,

and, possibly executioner,. in_their . pro-

tective capacity in preserving law.

But his ‘'wrist watch and the stirrings

of a mighty English appetite warned

him of the dinner hour, and he guided

his horse toward a new car-roofed shack

‘on a claim that had recently been taken
up.

p“Come, Klonkilty, we’ll try the
vintage here,” he said to his horse, as
he rode up to the yard gate. The dog
barked, and the officer could hear, as he
thought, sounds of revelry from the
house. A gramaphone was playing,
“Come Back to FErin,” piano and harp

. accompaniment, and a very cracked voice

in the house was following—-a long way
off—and in several keys lower.

The Corporal left his horse at the
gate and betook his six feet two to the
shack door, the old dog instinctively
admitting his reliability.

In answer to the rap a very clean
looking, short, round, grey-haired old
woman appeared, who squinted up at the
policeman with keen blue eyes.

“Could I—ah—take dinner here,
please, if it’s not too much trouble?”

“God bless your wee heart, me boy,
that could ye.”

“Thank you—TI shall put in my horse,
if you’ve no objections.”

“Lord love you—put in the poor
baste, and ye’ll find feed there—me man
and me son’s away the day.”

The Corporal bowed and took away

the “poor baste” in question, and re-

turned, minus the chaps.

He “sat up” to the fire while the ol
lady got dinner for the two of them,
talking all the time,- while the mountie
answered at random, in the pleasant
sort of stupor that always comes upon
one for a time on coming in from the
cold.

The house consisted of three rooms, &
living and two bed-rooms. The gramo-
phone evidently inhabitated one of the
latter for it was not in sight. The
rafters and studding were uncovered
save for some’ “holy pictures” around,
proclaiming the faith of the inmates.
To utilize space a high shelf ran all
around the room, on which stood in neat
array, canned goods, grocery parcels,
and kitchen utensils in the section near
the stove; over the table, shining cups,
plates and saucers, and in other parts,
sewing ‘and knitting materials, and
clean, meatly folded clothing, and read-
ing matter. The chairs, home-made
lounge and wash-stand were compactly
arranged. The smiling old woman in the
lilac apron was setting out a good meal
and lots of it. There was bacon, beans,
potatoes, pickles, bread, cookies, and
strong, aromatic green tea.

“Sit over,” invited the hostess and
the Corporal sat over accordingly. He
wore the brown duck tunic buttoned up
to the neck with RN.W.M.P. on the
shoulders and a corporal’s’ stripes om
the sleeve. The old woman paused at
the back of his chair in the act of
going to the stove for the tea-pot and
put her knotted hands to his shoulders,
“man,” she said, turning to an imaginary.
hearer, “would ye look at the shoulders
on this broth of a boy. And a back
like a board, would ye?”

The Corporal laughed good-naturedly
;lpd reached for the edibles set before
11m.

“By your accent voure maybe a
French woman, mother?” he remarked.

“Aye,” she answered, “a French wom-

an be the name iv O'Reilly; and, be the

same token you’re a German spy, I'm
thinkin’.”
__“Cor-rect,” laughed the Englishman—

I thought T heard a gramophone as I
came up.”

"0}}. ave,” said the old lady, jumping
up, “they do say the grand folks has
music while they ate; sure were as
goold as any., I'll go and put on a
i ('l'()].d,”

3 “Let me sce,” he could hear his hos-
tess cogitating aloud over the gramo-

(Continued on Puage 15)
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‘Mounted Po-lice.

' phone, “what'll it
When Cor bor al be?”—and presently

Birch stayed  a rich tenor began
dinner “Everbody loves an
fOI’ inn Irish Song.”

Continued from Page 14  “Tha t’s fine,”

“That’s fine, ’commented Birch,re-
ferring, no doubt, to both the provender
and the music.

“Man, but I’'m proud to have ye here
this day,” said the old dame, “the
dandiest and the finest boys in the
wurruld is the R-royal North West
Manny’s the time
when I lay in me bed at night wid the
kiutes howlin’ in thjs wilderness, and
knowin’ there’s them murtherin’ devules
of furriners all around us, thinks I,
only for ghe dandy boys pat-rollin’
around I'd be murthered and massacred
over and over a half a dozen times in
me bed.” .

“Oh, well,” said Birch, “that’s what
the police are for.” '

“Aye, there’s police, and police. I’'m
speakin’ of the mounties, that ivery
man, woman and child, red, black, white
or yellow, thrusts as they would their
mother.”

“Well, the mounted got a good name,
and each one feels that he has to live
up to it. But, mother, I’'m longing to be
away to the war. I'm just waiting for
my time to be up. I was fretting about
it as I came up to your place for dinner.”

“Aye, God help us, it’s you and the
likes of ye that’ll go. Sure,soon there’ll
be better men below ground nor above
it.”

In the pause came the voice from the
gramophone:

“Oh gramachee, macruiskeen, slanter gal
mavourneen,
Everybody loves an Irish song.”

The old woman wiped her eyes with
the lilac apron.

“Sure, didn’t I have a grandson killed
in the war only last month. He went
with his father from Ireland. He was
to follow us out here, but now, he’ll be
goin’ to a betther country, be the grace
iv God. It’s grieved I am when I think
iv him, but I’'m not wishin’ him back,
for when the red blood’s flowing’ in a
good cause the O'Reilly’s and the
O’Rourkes, my people, were never spar-
'in’, not like some traithors iv Irish that
it boils me wid shame to think on.”

The old woman held her head high and
there was a blue flame in her eyes.

“You’re the stuff, mother,” said the
policeman. “Yes, I’m impatient to be
away too, the moment I’'m allowed. In
the meantime I’ll do my duty that I’ve
bound myself to.”

“God forever bless ye, me brave lad,
in your uprisin’ and in your down-
sittin’, asleep or awake, now and in
the world to come. The saints watch
over ye, and may your bed in heaven
be aisy.”

The Corporal reverently bowed his
head to receive this typically Irish
blessing.

‘_‘VVell,” he said, rising, “I must be
going.”

He laid down two silver quarters and
drew out a little account book.

“Just sign your name here, please, -

Mrs. O’Reilly,” he said.

The old lady looked at him with an
add expression of hurt menace.

“TFor why would I sign?”

“A receipt for pay for dinner and
horse-feed.”

“Ye spalpeen ye, I want no pay for
dinner and horse-feed.”

The Corporal laughed with un-
diminished good humor. “The Dominion
Government allows for this sort of
thing, and I appreciate your kindness
Just as much as if I weren’t paying for
it. I mean as if thé Government weren’t
paying for it. This receipt and its
duplicate are really a benefit to me.
They show by your signature that I
really am right here on my job, and it
tallies with my report about other
things.”

The old woman listened thoughtfully
to this explanation, and became sudden-
ly tractable.

“All right, T'll sign your wee book.”
So she signed on two papers in a re-
markably firm, bold hand, “Mrs. Pat.
O'Reilly.”

She took up the silver in her worn
hand. “So this is mine to do as I like
wid?”

“I should say so, and many thanks,”
returned the policeman,
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And made them whole.

As the Corporal rode away from the i Minat

shaking the barn the gramophone was busily playing

ashes out of his pipe, preparatory to “The British Grenadier.”

filling it.

“Well,” said the old dame with a
cunning smile, “just buy yourself some
baccy wid it.” And the quarters clinked
in his coat pocket.

Birch held up an admonishing finger.
“Youre a sly woman,” said he, “but
thanks just the same.
tobacco all right and think of the kind blew,
old lady who gave it to me. I know

<O
<>

Assurance binks:
By Frank Steele
Beside the tranquil pool of Siloam lilie

W,
Ang(;ebli'ds piped joy in melody of song;
I'll buy the A cooling zephyr, o’'er the green swa

in tears;

fears.
Laden with perfume as it stole along.

your kind, you couldn’t sleep easy unless

you gave it back.”
The old woman laughed light-hearted-

ly

.They shook hands, the mountie with I :
a bow fit for a oouré, to the “God bless Pleading for mercy. And Jesus heard Will fall like dew upon the
you and good-bye,” of the old dame.

nigh,
And followed Him the sick, the lame, the
blind,

power;

their cry, flower.

is fai i t Lord drew If we but seek His great, effulgent:
To T Tais; quies apok o e v And plead as children for His
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O Master,

His feet no longer tread o’er Siloam’s
" The sick’, the lame, the blind now }_egve
But though we see Him not I.do give
thanks i ik

That He will heal us still and quell our

Love
Tl

The riches of His mercy from above

thmmng j

S lgeam/ine
By J /endant
S

The Doctor

0l /7 / E all contribute something 'to the world
g >k\ y #* —some men, much; others, little. .Those
NBV) wno give their lives to the healing of

,ﬁ the sick and who, night and day, bring relief
PP4 N to the suffering, are indeed a blessing to

" mankind.
Their spirit of achievement is an example for you gnd
me. i
The Doctor fights against time for life. He lives by the
tick of the Elgin. He must do to-day’s work to-day.
With a life trembling in the balance, he must reduce the

raging fever; he must ease the maddening pain; he must
operate; and minutes, yes, seconds count.

The Elgin is the instrument of accuracy at the sick-bed,
in the operating room, and throughout the Doctor’s busy

_ ==  hours as he makes his rounds of mercy.

Depend on the Elgin to carry out your daily schedl.xle g.nd
thus make each day’s work a supreme and satisfying
achievement.

There is a jeweler in your vicinity who is equipped to kelp

R et you safeguard your Time.

CANADIAN ELGIN WATCH COMPANY LTD.,
Torontoe

’

g. One o/’{Ae ﬁmous
4 q/l?r"eam/ine models
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rol built ip his

161, Cambridge Road,
Seven Kings, Essex.

S
Dg;thbcby seemed to be quite healthy

, but being. unable to feed him
: differentfoods at various times.
first he appeared to be making
progress, but after a few months it
me evident he was wasting, and
advised to try Virol. He soon
began to pull round, and in a short
ﬁp-nmie considerable weight and
whs altogether brighter and happier.
satisfac! ss has con-

: tory progre
hued, thanks to Virol, which has
gilt up his strength, making him a
plendidly sturdy little fellow.
pf the gratifying results obtained,
I do pot hesitate to recommend Virol
jever the (}uestion arises of the
best alternative food for baby.—Yours
by G. C, CoLEMAN,

.l Virol increases the power of resistance
to the germs of disease and replaces
wasted tissue, it is therefore a valuable
food in Measles, Whooping-cough, In-
fantile Diarrheea, Influenza, etc.
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Made in all sizes for
men, women and

A fully illustratea

catalogue free on
application.

For Sale at J. Stores and
Sasacies thronghost Canade.
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Toronto Montreal Winnipeg
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*still lives the spirit of the Indian.
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The Trail of the Chippeway Snowshoe

- Written for The Western Home Monthly by H. Mortimer Batten.

“Because God of the white man’s sun is just and powerful.”

ETER Angus, the halfbreed,
sat alone in his cabin that
December evening, when sud-
denly the door was softly
opened and a woman entered.

was an Indian woman, She

She
had slipped her moccasins from her
snowshoes on gaining the door, and now

stood using them for support. There
was fear in her eyes, and Peter saw that
she was infinitely weary. He motioned
her to a seat by the stove. Then, as
she sat there, he quietly prepared food
and placed it beside her. No word had
passed between them as yet.

“You have come far, little sister?”
asked Peter at length.

She nodded gravely. “Far ahd fast,”
she answered quietly. She looked at him
keenly, then she rose and flung out her
hands. ' “Peter Angus,” she cried, “you
are now of the white man’s world. You
have been away to the white man’s city
and learnt those things which the In-
dian cannot understand. A great wisdom
is yours, Peter Angus, for you possess
both the knowledge of the white race and
of the red, and my people tell me that
you are a friend to the Indian in need.
Is this so?”

Her eyes were on his face again, but
Peter did not look away. His handsome
face was grave with enquiry.

“What is your name, little sister?”
he asked.

“Moniave,”

“Well; Moniave,” pursued the half-
breed, “you know my name. You called
me by it.at our meeting. Where and
when have you heard that name?”

The woman looked away. “At Moose
Factory, at the Hudson Bay, at Fort
William—yes, at every fort and trading
post I have visited from Ungava to the
prairie. You are widely known, Peter
Angus, as a brave man and a great
traveller.

“And have you heard anything bad of
that name?” enquired Peter. His eyes
were upon her, but she looked away.
Peter rose, and his fist crashed down on
the bench. “Have you ever heard of an
Indian who came to my door for help
and did not get it? No, never! Moniave.
I may belong now to the white race. I
may wear white man’s clothing and eat
white man’s food, but in my soul there
At
times it calls me away into the woods
to hunt the caribou, and for many moons
I live like a wolf, sleeping where the
nights find me.

“Moniave,” and Peter sat back again,
“cat, child, while I tell you. My mother
was of your people. Very beautiful she
was, and in my boyhood I loved her. My
father was of the white race. He be-
came a mighty trader, all powerful in
the land of the whites. He had many
dog teams and many Indians, and his
sleds were adorned with golden bells. To
my mother he was all gentleness and
truth, and when she died she said to me:
‘Peter, I have tasted the fruits of the
white man’s world and found them very
sweet., I have learnt many things that
my sisters of the teepees cannot under-
stand, for the red race cannot compre-
hend the ways of the white, nor the
white the ways of the red. But you,
who are both red and white, can under-
stand both. Between the two races there
lies a mighty river, but you, Peter, are
a bridge across that river. You span it
from bank to bank; your feet are upon
the shore on either side, and many may
come to know the country which lies in
the territory of the other so long as that
bridge stands firm. See to it, Peter,
she told me, ‘that the spring-time floods
do not shake the foundations of that
bridge, so that it can never break loose
from one shore to the other. Let it
stand between the two nations, so that
each can come to know the other’s land,
for none can cross by a bridge that be-
longs to one shore only.””

Peter looked into the woman’s face.
“Do you understand, Moniave?” he
asked.

“A little,” she answered. “She meant
that, just as a bridge spans a creek, 80
you are to span the stream that lies be-
tween the white race and the red, that
cach may pass to the land of the other.”

“It is so,” said Peter. .

The woman rose. “But I do not .w1sh
to pass into the lands of the whites,”
she cried savagely. “There are many
things I do not understand, Peter Angus.
Everywhere the white man goes sorrow
and loss and sickness befalls the Indians.
It creeps from tecpee to teepee like un-
derground fire, and there is no fighting
it, yet the white man himself is all
powerful. If I eat poison I die; if my
dog eats the same poison, he, too, dlf!S,
yet there is a poison on which the white
man would seem to flourish though to
the dndian it means death. How can

these things be, Peter Angus?”

“Little sister, it cannot be otherwise.
The Indian has known only the life of
the woods, and when, with the coming

Xi)vf the white man, he tries to live as the
hite man lives, the great cough gets
him. But there will come a day when
the Indian is used to the white man’s
ways, and he will then be a thousand
times happier and stronger than he is
to-day.”

The woman pondered it, then she said:
“And there is the white man’s law.
Once these woods were ours, and we were
free to come and go whence and whither
we chose. Now if a man raises his hand
against us we must not strike back, or
we offend against this law. Peter An-
gus, how are we to understand?”

“Understanding will come,” replied the
halfbreed. “And believe me, Moniave,
the white man’s law is all just and all
powerful. I who have seen the railways
and the great ships on the seas, I who
stands as a bridge between the white
race and the red, know that the white

Camping out

man’s law is good. It is stronger than
the wind and mightier than the snows,
and the Indian who desires to be happy
must learn the white man’s law. If
then one of your people has sinned
against it, go back and tell your tribe
sust how he sinned and how he was
punished, that no other will do the same,
And tell your tribe that Peter Angus
says that the white man’s law is good.”

Again the woman pondered.  “Then
there is the white man’s God,” she pur-
sued. “We worship the things we gee
and understand. We pray to the sun to
ghine, and when it shines the flowers
bloom. When our enemies are on the
trail we pray to the Snow Moon, and lo,
the snow comes and hides our tracks.

<The white man worships neither sun nor

moon, yet for him the flowegs grow and
the birds sing, and the Chinook wind
bears him homewards.”

“Moniave, the white man’s God is all
powerful,” Peter Angus told her. “It is
He who bids the sun to shine and the
snow moon to send her storms. The
sun and the moon and the stars, and the
very earth, are but atoms of powder in .
His hand, and the power of the white
man is not in the man himself, but in
the God he worships. The white man is
all powerful because his God is the right
God. I who am a brave man, I who
have travelled far and learnt much wis-
dom, know that this is so, and I know
that the God of the white man’s sun
loves the Indians as I myself love them.
I have spoken.”

The woman sat silent for a long time.
“If that God is all powerful,” she said
at length, “if He loves the Indians with
such great love, it cannot be that an In-
dian will suffer wrongly at the hands of
the whites?”

“If he is a good Indian,” replied the
halfbreed, “I believe that the white man’s
God will protect him.”

The woman rose. Her dark eyes

flashed fire. “He is a good Indian,” she
answered. “For ten snows have I shared

his teepee, yet never once has he beaten
me nor driven me out.
band.”
Peter Angus looked at her keenly.
Continued on Page 17
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> “Tell me about it,
m Tra‘l Of little sister,” he com-

the Chippeway manded her. And
nows e
: : iwem ,6 . Her husband had
* ma.lfbreedbdee':iri arrested for
' ing a h og driver away on
g:ottrl:‘;l for Portage of the Woods. The
man was found dead on the trail, though
so mauled either by wolves or by his
own sled dogs that he was ically un-
; izable. His dogs arrived back
at :g trading post trailing their harness,
and the police, setting out to search for
the driver, found what has been de-
gcribed. In the.snow near the murdered
halfbreed they found snowshoe signs—
saw where the man wearing the snow-

' ghoes had followed, then finally drop)

on one knee and fired, evidently the shot
that killed the dog driver. The police
forthwith searched the forest, and found
the Indian, this woman‘s husband, camp-
ing near. Searching him the police found
that he had pilfered the packet, for in
his possession were many of the things
the halfbreed was carrying, among others
the latter’s hunting knife.

By this condemning evidence it was
pretty clear that the Indian had shot
the dog driver in order to rob him, and
go they had arrested the man for mur-
der and robbery on the trails.

“But he did not do it!” cried Moniave.
“He found the driver lying dead, just as
the police found him later, so was he not
justified in taking such things as he
wanted when he went his way?”

“It was foolish of him,” said Peter An-
gus. “But, of course, he did not under-
stand. When did this thing happen?”

“Ten sleeps ago. I have come straight

here.” ;

“Ten sleeps,” repeated Peter. “Then
no snow has fallen since.” peHde rose, took
up his parki and his stampede pack.

l)“Whel:-’:e are you poing?” asked the
woman.

“To the Hudson’s Bay.”

“It is ten sleeps distant,” she cried.

“T shall do it in five.”

“When do you start?” asked the
woman. -

“Now,” replied Peter. He stood at
the doorway, looking back at her. “Sta
here till you are fed and rested,” he sai
“Close the door when you go. I am go-
ing to see for myself what happened,
and if we find that your husband is not
guilty of this thing you will know, when
he returns to you, that the God of the
white man’s sun is all just and power-
ful. I have spoken.”

And he was gone.

II. ;

. Peter Angus knew thé locality where
the crime had happened. The halfbreed
was travelling between Moose Factory
and Portage of the Woods, trading posts
about two hundred miles apart. There
was only one stopping place between
these two posts, the cabin of a French-
Canadian settler named Blaton, a half-
way house, so to speak, where every
traveller was sure of a bunk and plenty
of grub. It is to be feared that Blaton
dealt also in another kind of refresh-
ment—that, in fact, the loneliness of his
life had got him down, and like so many
similarly placed he had taken to
drinking. :

The murdered halfbreed had been
found only a few miles on the northward
side of Blaton’s cabin, so it was for
Blaton’s cabin that Peter Angus headed,
over silent lakes covered with wolf
tracks, through dense timber and along
shadowy creeks, guided by his. superb
knowledge of the country and by his
equally wonderful sense of direction. At
an easy, swinging lope he went, mile af-
ter mile, making camp long after dark-
ness fell, and rising, white with frost,
from his wolf-like crouch before the
dawn. Many times he heard wolves
skulking after him, but he took not the
least notice of them—save for once, when
thgy came too near. Then he turned, a
grim and motionless figure, his rifle
ready, and waited till the cold warned
him to move on, but by then the wolves
also had moved on, having no mnerve for
an encounter with that erect and fear-
less figure. .

At the end of the fifth day Peter
swung up to<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>