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: Some People Want Quality,
Others Price

Sensible people get both when they drink Blue Ribbon Tea.

If you don’t find this tea superior to what you have been ‘
using, please return it and get your money refunded.

Don’t take our word for it. 'We may be'prejudiced. Be
your own judge. Buy to-day a packet of Blue Ribbon Tea and

if you don’t find it satisfactory your money will be promptly
returned to you. ‘
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40c. and 50c. a pound. Sold by grocers all over the West
Ask your own dealer for Blue Ribbon Tea.
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 Music
gssons Free

IN YOUR OWN HOME

SPECIAL OFFER TO READERS OF
THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

e

In order to make their home study
courses known in every locality the
famous International Institute of Music
of New York will give free to our
readers, 48 or 96 lessons for either Piano,
Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo
or Cornet. In return they simply ask
you to recommend their Institute to
your friends aiver you learn to play.

It matters not whether you are a
beginner ' or an advanced pupil, the
less&)ns will be made suitable to your
need.

It is not necessary that you know
one note from another. The lessons are
po simple and easy that they are recom-
mended to any person or little child who
can read English.

You will receive one lesson weekly,
and your only expense during the time
you take the lessons will be the cost of
postage, and the music you use, which
is small.

Thousands have learned by mail and
you can do the same. You and your
friends should know of this offer. Write
at once. It will mean much to you to
get the Institute’s FREE booklet, which
gives full information. *

Every lover. of music should take ad-
vantage of this generous offer at once.
Tell your friends about it—cut out this
article and show it to them. The lessons
are marvels of simplicity. Photographs
and drawings make everything plain.

Don’t say you cannot learn music till
you send for the free booklet and
tuition offer. It will be sent by return
mail free.

Address International
Music,, 98 Fifth Avenue,
New York City.

Institute of
Dept. 162

Dominion Express

. Money Qrders and
" yforejgn(heques

are payable all over the World.

Absolutely the best way to re-
mit money by mail.

Travellers’ Cheques Issued

Money sent by Telegraph
and Cable. Foreign Money
bought and sold

Rates for Money Orders

$5and under - - 3 cents
Over 5 to $10 - - 6 ¢
“ 10to 30 -~ - 10 “
“30to 50 - - 15

On Sale in all Can. Fac. Ry,
Stations.

Vol. XII.

States $1.25 a year,

to send by registered letter or Money Order.

pay for it another year.

done i leads to confusion. If you have recently changed
let us know the address on ym{r label. v

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

) Published Monthly
By the Home Publishing Co., McDermot and Arthur Sts,, Winnipeg, Canada.

THE SUBSCRIPTION PRICE of the Western Home Monthly is $1 perannum to an
Isles. The subscription price to foreign countries is $1,50 a year, aud within the City of

No. 1.

address in Canada, or British
innipeg limits and in the United

REMITTANCES of small sums may be made with safety in ordinary letters. Sums of one dollar or more it would be wel;

POSTAGE STAMPS will be received the same as cash for the fractional parts or a dollar, and in any amount when it

impossible for patrons to procure bills. We prefer those of the one cent or two cent denomination, v oun " "

o WE ALWAYS STOP THE PAPER at the expiration of the time paid for unless a renewal of subscription is received.
0se Whose subscriptions have expired must not expect to continue to receive the paper unless they send the mouey to

CHANGE OF ADDRESS.—Subscribers wishing their addresses changed must state their former as well as address.
All communications relative to change of address must be réceived by us not later than the 20th of the pmedl:"month.“
WHEN YOU RENEW be sure to sign your name exactly the same as it appears on the label of your paper.
your address and the paper has been forwarded to you, be sure to

f this is not

As Others See Us.

It is pleasing to note that our efforts
to make the - Western Home Monthl
more and more acceptable to our rem{
ers’ tastes are meeting with a ready re-
sponse. Many of our friends have been
kind enough to take the trouble of writ-
ing to us and expressing their appreci-
ation of the way in which their favorite
magazine is forging ahead, and gaining
for itself such a high and enviable posi-
tion in the magazine world. We are
unable to resist the temptation of re-
producing here a few of the many kind
criticisms which have recently come to
hand.

Thedford, Ont., December, 17, 1910.
To the Editor,
Western Home Monthly,
Winnipeg.

Sir;—I have been a reader of the
Western Home Monthly for over a year,
and am taking the liberty of telling you
just what I think about your magazine.
What specially appeals to me is the
high moral status of the contributions.
I greatly admire “The Young Man and
His Problem,” as I think the subject
discussed is the greatest theme in the
universe; namely, the young man. We
may boast of the greatness of our na-
tion from the standpoint of our educa-
tional institutions, also our agricultural
products, shipping, and commerce, but
they are all only secondary matters.
The real basis of true greatness is the

is just here where the value of such
an article appears, as it encourages the

youth of our rising nation. Just here
let us ask ourselves the question, what
makes the difference between the best
man of a community and the worst?
It is not education, it is not wealth
measured by dollars and acres, it i3 the
presence of moral qualities in the one,
and the absence in the other. A ship
with 3,000 horse power machinery, but
no steering apparatus, is worse than
useless, for you cannot control and guide
it to any desired destination, for the
power she possesses will drive her into
the pier and destruction. Just so the
man with a mighty intellect minus
moral qualities; for instance, Lord
Byron is evidence of this.

Thew#rticle “The Young Woman and
Her Problem” has a genuine ring and
is of a high type. The matters dis-
cussed should be of interest to every
young woman.

With reference to the editorials, I
say all honor to the man who will not
be yoked in thraldom to any political
party. I admire the manner in which
live problems of the day are discussed.
There are few journalists who are not
hampered in partizanship. Long live
the Western Home Monthly to carry on
the strife of the masses for the better-
ment of their conditions. ‘

In a recent number I noticed a letter
from a young man suggesting debating
| on some live problem of the day, for
| instance, woman suffrage. T heartily
agree with the idea, and if this subject
is discussed I should be glad to contri-
bute a letter, showing why, in my opin-
jon the franchise should not be extended
to women I think debating is very

educational.
Yours truly, C. Medcoff.

Webb, Sask., November 12, 1910.
To the Editor,
Western Home Monthly,
Winnipeg.
Sir:—T have just been reading the
| October number f your magazine, and

building up of all moral fibre in the

moral qualities of the people, and it

found on page 39 a most interesting
article, “The Economic Position of the
Farming Communities,” in which the
writer offers his solution for solving the
problem of social evils. I would like
to make a few comments about this
subject myself. Look about you, the
products of labor are on every hand;
you could not maintain for a moment
a well ordered life without them. Every

object in your room has in it for dis-

cerning eyes a mark for ingenious tools
and the pressure of labor’s hand. But
is it not the cruelest injustice for the
wealthy, whose lives are surrounded and
embellished by labor’s work, to have a
superabundance of the money which re-
presents the aggregate of labor? In
every country the laborer is kept so
Lusily at work that he has no time to
scquire the education and refinement
of life which would make him and his

family agreeable companions to the
rich and cultured of the country. I shall
look forward to seeing further articles
of this description in forthcoming issues
of your magazine.

I think that the Western Home
Monthly improves with every issue, and
there is no magazine which I anticipate
with such pleasure as it.

Yours truly, A. G. Olsen.

Caron, Sask., November 22, 1910.
To the Editor,

Sir;—Your paper comes to hand every
month, and I must say we enjoy read-
ing its columns very much. T was
greatly interested and profited by your
recent editorials on the Hudson Balyl
Railway and protection. Hope you wi
continue to hammer away at these mon-
sters who are endeavoring to enrich
themselves at our expense. Coal and
lumber are two items which I would
like to see you attack. The latter com-
modity is beyond reason.

“The Young Man and His Problem”
is very interesting, as well as “The Phil-
osopher,” but we think the Correspon-
dence Column falls a long wa low
the rest of your paper,  which is excel-
lent and entertaining.

Long may you continue your good
work. A suggestion: Instead of the
weaker sex spending their health on the
suffrage, let them advocate homesteads
for themselves. Would like to see the
subject discussed.  Another = subject
worthy of discussion is: How best can
we assimilate the different nationalities
into good Canadian citizens? :

Hoping I have not trespassed on your
valuable time, I remain,

Yours truly, A. E. Sturgeon.

T ———

If you require a new set of teeth or are not satisfied with the set
wearing, consult our specialist’in.plate. work,. We are sure we can

ou are
ve you

the best satisfaction it is possible to -get in this line of work. Our plates range

in price from $10.00 upwards, and include every form of rubber or metal plate
made. The metals usually ised are gold and aluminum, both of which give the
greatest comfort possible in plate work. This is due to the thinness, the
strength, and the fact that the mouth is always cool, as in its natural state
when the roof is not covered by anything. Patients using metal plates claim
that they can taste and speak much better than with rubber. Ask to see our
samples, which include a set of all porcelain gum teeth, the most natural and
lifelike in appearance, as well as the strongest teeth made. Your teeth are a
part of your body- which ate always in demand. You require them every time
you smile, every time you speak, every time you eat, and wherever you go.
Therefore, you require the best, and we are sure we have them. We have go
equipment to make them perfectly, the experience to overcome difficulties, and
the stock of teeth to select from: Therefore, why should we not be able to

satisfy you?

If you require teeth extracted before getting your plate, we have two meth-
ods, one which is absolutely painless, and the other by a local treatment, which,
although it cannot be guaranteed to be perfectly painless in every case, is s0 in
many cases, and in a large number of the remainder nearly so. At any rate
you will be used gently, carefully and skilfully.

Tf you do not wish a plate, ask to see our samples of Alveolar and Bridge-
work, by means of which you can have new teeth inserted without a plate, and
have them as strong, comfortable, and durable as your own teeth. You couldn’t
distinguish from your own teeth after you had worn them three or four
days. Do mot be afraid of dental work. We will use you as gently and as care-
fully as it is possible to use a patient. Make up your mind now that you have
got to have something done sometime, and the sooner, the easier and cheaper-for
yourself.

Look for our name on the door. Office on third floor of Kennedy Building,
diretly opposite Eaton’s.

New Method Dental Parlors

317 Portage Ave., Winnipeg
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.The Western Home Monthly.
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During the first two weeks of January, in num-
berless places of business throughout this country,
managers and clerks will be engaged in the inter-
esting business of taking stock. A week or so
later, those in charge will be consulting the figures
and laying their plans for next year’s work, so
that there may be greater returns for less expendi-
ture of money and effort. Similarly, it will be quite
in order for the people of any community to review
the work of the year, and to plan for intelligent
action in the year that is to come.

CONSERVING OUR RESOURCES.

One of the first lessons we have learned during
the year is that if our country is to become per-
manently wealthy, and the people permanently
happy, we must conserve our great national re-
sources. The protest that has been made in many
quarters against the dissipation of wealth has
been heeded, and on every side there is a demand
that the natural resources of the land be used not
for the enrichment of the few, but for the good
of all the people. -

There is a demand; in the first place, that our
forests be preserved to us. 1t is evident that unless
the railroad companies are held responsible for the
disastrous fires that have entailed millions of dollars
loss to our people, matters will not grow better
but worse. No corporation should enjoy any rights
that are not equally shared by the humblest indi-
vidual. If a private citizen, through carelessness
or by design, were to set fire to the prairie or
forest, he would be summarily dealt with. There
is no reason whatever why legislation should not
demand that great railway companies should exer
cise: the same care and be subject to the same
penalties as individuals.

Then our mines must be conserved for the people
The day of giving over great coal areas to the
owners of capital has passed by. The member of
parliament or legislature who will agree to any
arrangement of this kind must be considered as a
traitor to his country. No man has a right to a
seat in the parliament of the nation whose first
inierest is not that of the people whom he repre-
sents. Most fortunately, in the legislatures of the
mation and the provinces there is arising friction
within the parties themselves, and in this there
is some hope. What -the people cannot get by
right, they are going to get because of the jealous
rivalry of opposing factions. 7

The fisheries of this country must become to us
a great asset. The Fisheries Commission has done
good work. We have yet the wealth of the great
northern lakes, although the lakes near the centre
of civilization are depleted. It is too bad that we
must seek for a remedy after the damage is done,
yet, if great care is exercised, perhaps we shall
retrieve our position.

e

MANUFACTURES.

Tt is not enough that our resources be conserved.
Our progress will depend upon our capacity for
utilizing these resources. Manufacture must be
encouraged; power must be developed. It seems
that the best way to encourage manufacture is
not by bolstering it up artificially, but by confining
attention to those branches which may be operated
more cheaply than in any other country. There
is nothing to be gained by an unnatural policy:
there is everything to be gained by focalizing our
efforts on the things that we can do.

INTELLIGENCE.

But even though our natural resources are con-
served to us, and though manufactures are estab-
lished it will not follow that we shall become a

A wise writer has said that “no nation

f
i
%
%
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ever attained to permanent greatness in art, science,
literature, or politics, which derived its wealth too
easily from the soil.” There is just a possibility
that, with us, wealth is too easily obtained, and
that our people may degenerate for this very reason.
In the long run the permanent welfare of a nation
depends upon the character of its people. The first
characteristic that they should possess is intelli-
gence. An ignorant and superstitions people cannot
attain to distinction, but where people know clearly
what has been dome in other parts of the world,
and where they are free to benefit by racial expe-
rience, they are bound to make progress. It follows
that Schools of general culture and technical schools
of every kind must be established if the nation is
to live up to its opportunities. In the leading tech-
nical schools of Great Britain, the United States,
and Germany, there are to be found men from China,
Japan and Corea studying diligently day by day

e e g, T NN s

THE NEW YEAR

e

By Mrs Wilham G Matheson

He stands at the door—bu his face is veiled
From ous wistful eyes—with the yeamning gaze,
And he bears in his hands—the mooring lines—
That sends on their voyage—the coming days.

Would vou peer neath that veil—so dark —to know
What the New Y ear bring: for you heart tobea ?
Would you scan his chart for the hidden shoals ?
Ah no! we just pray—that the way may be fair.

For we trust the Pilot—who holds the wheel,
He can stil! the waves—on the troubled mam,
He will bring his own—to the “‘harbor buoys” —
Till the ripples of Time—turn back again.

While He steers the course of the rolling years—
We are safe—no matter what wind prevails,
And we'll have no fears at the morning’s dawn

When the New Year looses —the thrashing sails.

in order to carry back to their native lands the
best that is known, so that these countries may
lead in the competition of the world. It is only a
few years and we shall find the east the greatest
rival that we have. It has such a population and
such a wealth of resource, that unless our people
lead in intelligence we shall find that we must
cease to be the dominating power in the world.
and this will apply not to trade and commerce
alone. In every field of endeavor we shall be
outstripped. It is of the utmost importance
then, that our activities from the lowest to the
highest should 'be grounded in intelligence.
This means to wus very much more than
the establishment of the poorest kind of elementary
schools in the country. It means well-equipped
high schools, and the very best of technical schools
in connection with the Universities. Any cheap-
John polliou\' may be pleasing to those who do not
look beyond their own immediate interests, but it
is mnationally ruinous. It will not make for per-
manent stability.

The Programme for 1911.

BEAUTY.

If we are to become permanently great we must
become refined. The character of all our produc-
tions must be dominated by this thought of refine-
ment. The soul of a man comes out as he beauti-
fies what he has created. (In a country so rvich in
material wealth, we are apt to overlook this element
of beauty. We cease’ to feel and to enjoy because
we make no room for the appreciation of the lovely
and the artistic. It must be a point with us to
surround our children with all that is beautiful in
speech, in thought, and in deed. There must be
beauty of environment in the homes, and on the
streets, and in all places of business, otherwise we
shall continue to be, in our own eyes and in the
eyes of the world, a low-grade people. It is par-
ticularly necessary for us to keep this point in
mind. Though savage races first sought decoration
and then dress, it is the very opposite _wiﬂi people
like ourselves. We first endeavor to obtain the means
of subsistence and then to guarantee ourselves
against future mishap by amassing fortunes. Con-
sequently we become worldly and gross. This will
rever lead to permanent excellence, for excellence
depends primarily upon what we are, and not upon
what we have.

MORALITY.

Even though the conditions mentioned have been
fulfilled, a truly ambitieus nation must go a step
further. It must be imbued with morality. In the
long run, it is the conduct of people that establishes

their place in the world. Therefore, in all onr in-

stitutional life, we must emphasize right doing,
right living. This does not mean that our homes
and our schools shall devise systems of moral in-
struction, but that they must insist upon consistent
moral practices. Nor is morality a term that is
limited in its application to the individual. It
has reference to institutions, to corporations, to
governments. One of the greatest needs today is
that in our political life, and even in our religious
life, the. people should become thoroughly Honest
and upright. Behind the exploitation of natural
resources, and behind the greed of manufacturers,
there is the wrong mental attitude which permits
these things. The cure for any ill iy not in super-
ficial coercive legislation, but in the regulation of
the passions and the appetites of men. It is there-
fore necessary in our schools and churches and
homes, that first importance be attached to moral
culture.

CO-OPERATION.

But even if our resources are conserved .to us,
and if they are developed through manufacture,
and even though personal righteousness is secured,
our people have yet another step to take. They
must become co-operative in the highest sense.
They must recognize that no man can live to him-
self. He must live for others, and he must be free
to benefit from -the labors of others. There is a
socialism which is not the result of coercion by
law, but the outcome of voluntary self-sacrifice.
This is the kind of socialism that we would see in
every place in our land. It is that socialism which

is included in the phrase, “Thou shalt love thy

neighbor as thyself,” and this seems to be the only
socialism that is worth while preaching or prac-
tising. If, then, during the year 1911, our country
is to make progress, it must be along these lines.
We must take all the treasures that, kind Nature
has given us; we must preserve them for our own
people; we must utilize them to our best ability;
and in using them we must be guided by intelli-
gence, and dominated by ideals of beauty and mor-
ality. And in all things we must learn to make
progress together without class distinction, class
hatred, or division of any kind.
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‘ The above picture was made from a negative on a WELLINGTON -"Xtra
Speedy Plate, lns‘ the half-tone from a print on Carbon Bromide.

: For quick exposures d the dull months, the "Xtra speedy plate is unequalled.
| R poueug a vel;PE:e grain, a iong scale of graduation and absolute freedom from fog.

The *Xtra Speedy Plate and Carbon Bromide make an ideal combination for pic-
torial photography.

Wellington & Ward, 13 St. dohn St., Montreal, P. Q.,

will mail you full particulars on request.
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WROBINSON & CLEAVER

" |IRISH LINEN

WORLD RENOWNED FOR QUALITY & VALUE

' Established in 1870 at Belfast, the centre of the Irish linen trade, we have developed
our business on the lines of supplying genuine Linen goods direct to the public at the lowest
net prices. For manufacturing purposes we have a large fully-equipped power-loom
o | factory at Banbridge, Co. Down, hand looms in many cottages for the finest work, and

! extensive making-up factories at Belfast. We hold Royal Warrants of Appointment to
| H .M. King Edward VII.. H.R.H. the Princess of Wales, H M. the King of Spain, and
{ have furnished Hotels, Clubs, Institutions, Yachts and Steamships with complete linen
! outfits in almost every country in the world. '

SOME OF OUR LEADING SPECIALITIES:
Household Linen. Handkerchiefs.

Dinner Napkins, § X} yd. $1.42 doz. ' Table- Ladies’ All Linen Hemstitched Handker

y : 3 chiefs, } & §in. hems, .84c doz. Ladies’ Linen
°l:=:h'i§!l:u3 ’l;iil\l;v‘vl éﬁ ::; Lr'r':ﬁ:(?h?{:' :ncf: Handkerchiefs, hemstitched with drawn

. thread borde ,$1.08 doz. Gent's Linen Hem-
C;IO‘::I %?cﬁ'gxkxmﬁ.‘:i‘:i&eﬁ ";‘1232(;“';: stitchd Handkerchiefs. ¢ in. hem, $1.66 doz.

.Embroidered Linen. Underclothing & Laces.

Ladies’ N ghtdresses frg&\ .940Cea. l(Ehemileo

. fi i . Sideboard trimmed embroidery, . ea. Combinations,
| | &%:::m;:ﬂgfau:ﬁﬂnﬁfzm l!roem?:;c $1.08 each. Bridal Trousseaux, $32.04. Lay-
| " ea. Bedspreads for double beds, from $3.0

ettes, $15.00. Irish Lac: goods direct irom
ea. Linen Robes, unmade, from $,.00 each. workers at very moderate prices.

Collars & Shirts.

Gentlemen’s Collars, made from our own
linen, irom $1.18 doz. Dress Shirts, ** Match-
less "’ quality, $1.42 each. Zephyr, Oxford, and
Flannel Shirts, w.th soft or stiff cuffs and sof/
fronts, at manufacturers’ prices.

Dress Linen.

o Whit: Dress Linen, 44in. wide, soft fnish,
.48¢c yard. Coloured Linen, 44in. wide, 50
shades, .48¢ yard. Hcavy Canvas Linen, in
colours, 48in. wide, 42¢ vard.

SYSTEM OF BUSINESS —Samples and price lists post free anywhere—
Goods packed securely by expe:ts for shipment abroad. —Merchandise for-
warded against bills of lading or bank draft.—Carriage paid on orders of
$4.80 and upwards to port of shipment.—Foreign orders receive special care
and attention.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER LIMITED

44 S. DONEGALL BELFAST,IRELAND Also
PLACE Telegrams: “‘Linen, Belfast,"” LONDON & LIVERPOOL

"| and that, like all other servitors of man,

A Fantasy.

HAT was a pleasant
shower,” said the
scarecrow to him-
gelf. “So sudden, so
fresh and, withal, so
cool! The song of
the robin and the lilt
of the lark are mnot
more welcome. No

weather like April weather. A light

breeze, a bright sky, a streaky cloud in
the west. A sudden shadow, a gwxsh of
raindrops and the sun in the tail of the
shower again, like a marriage gift in the

ocket of a lover. To feel the joy of it all
is to be more than recompensed for the
long, weary winter’s incarceration in the
dusty hay loft. Truly, the vernal implse
is beyond question, the most t{angmlhzmg
thing in Nature. The oat in its husk,
the bee in its hive, the wild duck a_nd
the swallow flying north, all feel its
genial influence as much as does this old
withered form—this battered and weath-
er-stained piece of masculinity I call
myself.”

“Everyone who is at all observant
must have noticed that we scarecrows are

a profoundly meek and modest race,

we are each of us endowed with our
own particular degree of sense and sensi-
bility. To this broad rule I profess my-
self no exception. Although duty in-
variably compels us to wear a ferocious
aspect, I am, nevertheless, at heart as
mild and gentle as the burnished dove. The
clothes that adorn my somewhat angu-
lar anatomy, and the hat which, with un-
mistakable artistry protects my venera-
ble locks, proclaim, in no uncertain man-
ner, the transparent simplicity of my life
and the amiable quality of my senti-
ments. Indeed, I am disposed to have
it accounted unto me for righteousness,
rather than matter for self-condemna-
tion and reproach, that I held the fash-
ions of today in light esteem. I cannot
but admit that those of yesterday have
an irresistible fascination for me.
er a thousand times would I prefer to
hold true to the customs, forms, man-
ners and dress of yesterday than trick
myself out ip all the gay absurdities of
the hour. How often have I beguiled
the solitude of moonless nights, in sad-
cyed contemplation of the apathetic at-
titude of present-day people towards
the dress and ceremonies of their fathers
and mothers? When I reflect that what
is the joy and pride of one generation,
becomes, inevitably, the pet aversion of
the next, I confess to a boyish desire to
put my tongue in my cheek. But, after
all, the difference between my point of
view and theirs is not to be stated with
the gravity of a clown in a circus ring.
For the truth is, most people dress to
create a good impression, whilst I dress
to create a bad one. Of my own success
there can be no question, but, in the
language of Dave Carruthers, “I hae
my doots aboot their’s.’”

“Yesterday was my first day in the
open this spring. As usual, my long
imprisonment had reduced me to the
condition of a frosted bean-sheaf. I was
wilted and woe-begone. Today, thanks
to the genial April breezes, I am already
beginning to fill out a little. But I must
guard against any expansive tendency
in my general appearance. No self-re-
specting scarecrow, I am convinced,
would ever think of cultivating a rotund
form. A lean and hungry aspect is the
one adorable quality of our race: our
hall-mark and patent-office number, our
cover design and frontispiece.

"It was early morning when Dave Car-
ruthers; otherwise known as “Westerha,”
brought me down from the dim regions
of the hay-loft, and set me in this pleas-
ant corner of the field, over-looking the
river. I had not seen the old man for
many months. He was bright and cheer-
ful as ever. but his appearance served to
confirm a belief T had previously enter-
tained, namely, that he was guilty of
occasional lapses in the matter of sobri-

The Scarecrow.

By Alec Lam bie.

But there was no sign of trouble in his

face as he raised me upon his shoulder

and started across the yard. Indeed,

before he was clear of the farm build-

ings he was humming one of his favor-

ite tunes.

“Aye work awa, my frien’, aye work
awa;

'Mang the simmer sunshine, and the
cheerless snaw;

Never lippen to yer frien’s, though they
may loudly blau,

Help yersel’ where’er ye gang, and aye
work awa.”

Rath- |

“ Westerua’s song ceased as he entered
the field, but in a little he began to
speak his thoughts aloud:

“‘He’s comin’ hame! He’s comin’ hame!’
he mused with evident enjoyment. ‘Do
you hear that, you auld bogle? He’s
comin’ hame! It’s eight lang years
since we pairted, but there’s an end to
grief at last,—and he’s comin’ hame!
Haud up your heid, you puir misshapen
bundle o’ clouts, “Mang the simmer
sunshine and the cheerless snaw.” Let me
tell you, my frien’, it was a cauld day
and a bleary ane when Magnus went
oot frae amang us. -Nae blither lad
e’er stepped ahin a ploo, till that feck-
less, faithless limmer jilted him on the
very nicht we met to celebrate the wad-
din’. Magnus, puir callan, took his
trouble withoot a word, but eh! the
heart o’ him was wae! and, like a shad-
ow across the face of the harvest moon,
he drifted oot o’ oor ken. But even as he
went the judgment o’ God was on the
track o’ his heartless queen. Her rin-a-
gate loon proved as wicked and as cruel
as hersel’. And within a year she and her
bairn cam’ back to spend her last hours
in the hame she had done her best to
wreck. The laddie, I'm free to admit, has
been a source o’ comfort through it a’,
but what have I tawld you? Magnus has
written and there’s an end to a’ oor
grief at last. He’s comin hame! He’s
comin’ hame.’

“As Dave concluded, I spied from the
vantage point of his own broad shoulder,
two boys start from the farmplace to-
wards the wood on the right of the
field we were traversing. Something in
their manner told me that they did not
desire to attract the attention of Wes-
terha. The wood was separated from
the field by hawthorn and beech
hedgerow. Behind this the youngsters
ensconced themselves for a little, then
proceeded to creep along the edge of the
Wwood towards the angle of the field of
which, (I say it with unassumed humil-
ity,) I am the sole warden. By the
time that Dave had set me in mine
own appointed place, the boys had
reached a point immediately behind us.
Westerha did not return by the way
he had come, but dropped over the fence
on to the roadway and proceeded along
the river path. Not till he wecs out of
view did the lads venture to speak
above a whisper. It was Hugh, the old
man’s protege, who broke the silence:
‘I aye said I wad dae it, Tam,’ he ex-
claimed. ‘Last summer I often thocht
aboot gettin’ an auld pair o’ shoon for
the scarecrow. It seemed gey cruel to
let the puir chap staun’ nicht and day
in the field withoot onything on his feet.
Hoo wad you like to be treated like that
yversel’, Tam? Juist tell me. Nannie,
the hoosekeeper, says it was wet feet
that gaed her the sair hoast that keeps
her at hame frae the kirk on sawbbath.
I'm thinkin’ a tattie bogle wi’ a hoast
like Nannie’s would be a fearsome
thing? hat do you say, Tam? Of-
ten at nicht when the raid played dire
on the window, I used to lie and think
of the puir bogle shiverin’ in the field.
Ance I dreamed I saw him cow’rin under
the hedge, blae and chitterin, his een
stelled in his heid and glourin’ like a
tabbie-cat in a damp cellar. I minded
this when I saw grandfeyther carry him
doon frae the hay loft this mornin’, and
sae I slipt into the hoose and brocht this
awld pair o’ Sunday buits. T ettled
to bring a pair o’ stackin’s forbye, but
Nannie kind of’ jaloused T was up to

etv.  From various expressions I had
overheard in the field, T was aware of a
secret sorrow that gnawed like a canker,

at the old man’s heart. It required no |
great streteh of faney, therefore to con- |

nect the one circumstance with the other.

some  miseh ~he watched me over
her specks like a weasel watchin’ a rab-
bit: and when the hoosekeeper looks
that cait it’s time to steek the door
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on the ootside, I dandered oot, but I
brocht away the buits to prove she’s
no sae gleg as she thinks, wee thing,
she is.’

“There was now no danger that wester-
ha’ would detect their presence, accord-
ingly Hugh crawled through a gap in
the hedge, dragging the boots behind
him. Tam followed a moment later.
They made directly towards me with
their backs bent. With the haSte of a
pair of rabbit poachers laying a net
under cloud of night, they proceeded to
put the frayed ends of my trousers in-
to the boots. I cannot honestly say,
however, that I experienced a single
pleasurable sensation throughout this
performance. Indeed, my esthetic sense
of the fitness of things received rather a
rude shock when I indulged in a furtive
glance at my extremities. I had be-
come so decidedly respectable that, with
the addition of an eyeglass, I felt I
might easily have been mistaken for
one of Armour’s true-blue hunting
aristocrats crawling out of a ditch.
However, I was fain to excuse the deed
because of the humane, I might almost
say tender, sentiment by which it was ac-
tuated. Their mission fulfilled, Tam
and Hugh turned to go. It is doubtful
if they observed my lips move, or were
cognizant of a bosom heaving under the
influence of an almost poignant emotion;
but in the moment of their departure,
I had the happy inspiration to invoke
a bogle’s benediction. It is seldom that
this act of blessing is performed now-
adays, but, (and they may laugh who
will,) it is a well-attested fact that no
harm can befall the recipient of such- an
expression of goodwill.

“The day passed without further in-
cident, sunshine and shower filling the
interval with that uncertain glory which
is the inalienable heritage of April.
Towards evening I was attracted by the
sound of someone singing on the road-
way. It was a man’s voice, strong and
clear, yet of a melting quality and full-
ness of tone seldom heard on the King’s
broad highway. As the singer approach-
ed I began to distinguish the words of
his song.”

* * * * *

«“And the wild waves cleft behind us
Seem to murmur as they flow,

There are kindly hearts that wait you.

In the land to which you go.” .

“He stopped at the fence; and while
he proceeded with the chorus of his
song, he honored me with a searching
glance. I naturally returned it with a
fixed stare. Somehow I had a creepy
feeling that this tramp had designs upon
my apparel. I fervently hoped he was
not attracted by my coat. The truth
is;, I didn’t specially prize this parti-
cular article of attire; but I have been
compelled, from motives of policy, to
change it so often that I am in Im-
minent danger of being taken for a
politician. So far as our respective gar-
ments were concerned, there was little
to choose betwe.n us. L say it with
reluctance, but I honestly believe, that
my own appearance would have been
considered by any unprejudiced ob-
server as, at least, a degree less out-
rageous. The newcomer could not be
more than thirty; he was big and broad-
shouldered, but his unkempt beard and
massy head of hair made his age a
matter of mere conjecture.’

“My friend,” said he with great
cordiality when he had concluded his
song. “It almost appears to me that we
have met before. The cut of your coat
and the unhappy manner in which your
trousers fall away at the knees, sup-
port me in this belief. Was it at the
club, I wonder; or the theatre} do you
think? Neither? You deny the soft
impeachment? Well, perhaps it was
only a chance resemblance to myself
that caused me to think we were mno
strangers to each other. Certainly, the
gay mnature of your habiliments, or
properly speaking, your g.l-ne'ml sar-
torial “effect, gave the impression of a
familiar acquaintance. Believe me, it
is so long since I had the pleasure of
meeting a person of such a prepossess-
ing exterior and suavity of manner that
I am disposed to improve the shining
hour by establishing a somewhat closer
intimacv. If vou wilhbe so condescend-
ingly n.hli;_'in;z‘. therefor, old chappy, as
to overlook the fact that I neglected

to send in my card by the butler, I will
drop over the fence at once. There is
just a possibinty that we may find some
thing to admire in each other before
we separate. Not to put it too bluntly,

I hope to be able to persuade you to |-

gart with an upper or nether garment.
fark you, I do not desire that we
should do this after the sordid fash-
ion of two miserable Jew pedlars. But,
hang it all, as a bona fide exchange
transaction between two gentlemen,
and solely on the ground of mutual
advantage. But what it this? A scare-
crow with a pair of boots? Sir, I am a
mild man, accustomed to put things in
simple, temperate, double-refined, sug-
ar-coated phraseology; but, sir, this
giddy, immodest, frivolous departure
from ancient custom takes tne inevit-
able biscuit! My inner conscience fore-
es me to a sudden resolution. For the
sake of the social amenities, I verily be-
lieve I must relieve you of your foot-
wear. I do not doubt your clothes are
of incalculable service to you in the ex-
ercise of your calling. But insomuch as
they are somewhat oldfashioned and
out of date, it is my gracious will and
pleasure that you retain these for the
present.”

A moment sufficed for this genial way-
farer to relieve me of my boots. Seated
close behind me he proceeded to kick
off his own and' substitute “Westerha’s”
less worn pair. Scarcely had he com-
pleted the exchange when the sound of
wheels on the hard road made him look
up. Rising at once and running half
the distance which lies between me and
the hawthorn and beech hedgerow, he
halted suddenly. Pushing his hat well
back on his head and raising the collar
of his coat over his ears, he stood stiffly
balancing himself on one leg, his hands
thrust deep in his trousers pockets. His
attitude, which was obviously meant to
caricature my own, was so manifestly
grotesque that it was with difficulty I
succeeded in suppressing a chuckle. At
this moment a polo-cart, in which were
seated two men, came into view. Sur-
prise spread upon their features at sight
of two scarecrows placed in such close
juxtaposition. One of ‘the occupants was
Dave Carruthers, the other a neighbor
farmer. Both had been imbibing “not
wisely but too well” and they viewed
the curious spectacle with alarm.

“Westerha,” said the younger man, as
he brought the horse to a stand close
by the fence. “Just take a keek over
yonder and tell me what you see. I'm
mair than hauf persuadit my een are
deceivin’ me.”

“I perceive—I behold,” Dave stam-
mered, hardly prepared to admit the
truth. “Indeed, Rab Struthers, I see
naething byordnar, but I ken what you
think I see.”

“Then,” said the other, though more
to himself than his companion. “I’'m
no’ juist the wastrel I was beginning to
think masel’. As an honest man and
faither o’ a family, I wad ask you, Dave
Carruthers, for what purpose you have
placed twa bogles in this corner o’ your
field ?”

“Twa bogles, Rab Struthers?” Wes-
terha’ exclaimed as if he had mistaken
the cause of his companion’s apprehen-
sion. “I tell you there’s but ane. Wi’
my ain hands I installed him there this
mornin.” Take my advice and don’t
think too much aboot this illusion, Rab.
I've been like that masel mony a time.”

“Although you’re an older man than
me, Dave,” his companion returned, “I
wandna permit you to say you can
ploo a straughter furrow, or carry a
glass to your mou with a steadier haun’
than I dae masel. It’s near the gloamin’
but you canna’ persuade me I don’t see
twa bogles where you say there aucht
only to be ane.”

“You display a contentious speerit.
Rab,” the old man complained. “But I
trust I can affix the blame in the proper
quarter. You remind me of a story I
ance heard aboot twa vlithe fellows like
oorsels that wandered into the strang-
ers’ gallery in the Hoose o’ Commons. - “I
canna see the Speaker’, says one. ‘Dod,
man!’ says the tither,” that’s wmaist
extraordin’ar’ for I can see twa.” And
Westerha’ laughed immoderately at the
obvious moral which adorned his tale.”

“Gin you put it like that, Westerha’”
answered Struthers somewhat nettled
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by the other’s obstinacy, “there’s but
one way to convince you.”

He sprang from the polocart and
proceeded “to tie the reins to a fence
post. Perceiving his intention Wester-
ha’ likewise clambered down. Rab was
the first to egsay the fence. The sever-
al lines of wire of which it was com-
posed sagged considerably with the
weight of his hands and feet. He mount-
ed with difficulty to the fourth strand.
As he was on the point of throwing his
right leg over the topmost wire, how-
ever, his left wriggled unsteadily for a
moment and he dropped to the road
again. But success crowned his next at-
tempt. He mnow signified to Dave his
intention of assisting him across the
barrier. SeVeral times Westerha’ rose
upon the unstable strands but fell heavi-
ly back at each turn. With: the des-
perate intention of dragging him over at
the next attempt;Rab mounted the inner
side of the -fence and laid hold of the
collar of his coat. - For a time they
hung in the balan¢e swaying backward
and forward. After a mighty effort they
at length found themselves on the same
side of the line. But it was Rab who had
returned; not Pave who had clambered
Lover. Standing in the roadway they
glared at each other for a moment.
' Struthers’ happening suddenly to lift
his gaze across the field uttered a start-
led exclamation. Beyond all doubt there
was now but one scarecrow! While the
farmers ‘busied themselves trying to
clear the fence, my friend the tramp
had darted behind the hedge, the. gap

Winnipeg, January, 1911.

before he plunged he succeeded in ridding
himself of his worst incumbrance—his
boots. When he rose he lay inertly on
the surface for a moment, his hands
clagping his head. In the deepening twi-
light he had not noted a tiny rigple at
the point where he dived, and he had
struck his head a fearful blow on a hid-
den rock. Blood now streamed through
his hands and dyed the surface of the
water. Recovering himself he spread
out his arms and with all the energy of
which he was capable swam. to where
the boy struggled in midstream. He

.reached him and caught him in a strong

asp. The blood from his wound al-
most blinded him, but he struck for
the bank with skilful overhand strokes.
A low, branching elder offered a safe
landing place and he made directly to-
wards it. Hugh, frightened and gasping,
clutched at a limb and dragged himself
ashore. His rescuer, faint from loss of
blood and breathless from sudden ex-
ertion, clung for a little to one of the
succouring T)ranches. But even as he
waited for remewed strength his head
suddenly fell forward, his arms relaxed,
and his hands slipped from the limb.
The eddying current carried him twice
in a wide circle, then flung him out, like
a bit of wreckage, to where in mid-
stream the torrent leapt and danced in
heartless glee.

* * * * *

There has been diligent search for
the body of the tramp, but it will never
be found, I fear; already it is sunk in

o S o

(Photo. “Canadian Alpine Journal, 1910.”

The Bank, St Pierre, July 8th, 1902.

made by Hugh offering a ready means
of escape. '

“It’s gey queer,” said Rab, “but I truly
theeht there were twa.”

“To be quite honest, I had some doots
masel’” admitted Dave with a glance in
my direction. “I now perceive—I now
behold,—in fact, we hae been deceivin’
oorsels’ ”

They got into the polo-cart again and
clattered along the road towards Wes-
terha’. Two minutes later the tramp
re-appeared in the gap of the hedge.
Crossing towards the fence he wriggled
through between two of the strands and
reached the road. As he struck towards
the bridge he resumed his song:

“Twice a thousand miles behind us,
And a thousand miles before
Ancient ocean heaves to bear us
To that well-remembered shore:
New-born breezes swell to waft us
To our childhood’s balmy skies
To the glow of friendly faces
To the light of loving eyes.”

~His words had scarcely died away
,J\‘In‘n [ saw Tam Strathers. the com-
panion of Tugh, rise suddenly from the
bank of the river and run sereaming to-
wards him.  The two boys had been
fishing all afternoon and were making
their way home. Tempted, however, b\

the sight of a trout sporting close to the |
banks, Hugh had decided upon a final |
In his eagerness, he had fallen |
into the river and was now drifting to- |

cast.

wards the further shore. At the alarm,

the tramp ran down the path with the

speed of a deer, tearing off his rags and

I throwing them away as he went. Just |
1

I will be here.
[the

. my friends.

the cruel embrace of the ocean.
night, while the search was going for-
ward, Westerha’ had an experience from
which it will take him many days to re-
cover. He was Keturning home about
midnight with a |lantern in his hand,
when he stumbled upon an old coat, a
hat and a pair of boots. The moment
he saw the boots he knew them for his
own.

“I kenned there was something gey
mysterious afoot tonight.” he groaned,
“and somehoo, I feared for Magnus. It’s
beyond the pooer o’ man to explain
every manifestation o> Providence, but
something tells me that this nameless
wayfarer was my ain boy. I know it, I
feel it. Wae’s me! I'm just like a man
in a big room when a’ the lichts are
doused. I ken nae what to dae or
where to turn. Oh! Magnus! Magnus!
my callan, but my heart is wae!”

* * * * *

Ha! there goes the sun behind a cloud
again! Swish! I can see the raindrops
dancing on the river. In a moment they
There they come across
road and over the fence. Truly,
there is no weather like April weather,
The song of the robin and
the lilt of the lark ‘are not more wel-

| come.

~ *One of the artists of Punch, famous
for his sketches of the hunting-field.
—_————

_Monev —The root that most men are
willing to dig for, recardless of soiled
hands, N

Last
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Bongoline.

The Story of an Advertisement.

\

By W. Freeman.

HE car, with a hiec-
cough, came to an
abrupt halt by the
side of the road. I
was alone, and be-
cause the machine
was new, unfamiliar
with its mechanism.

I climbed down,
and had been tinkering about for ten
minutes without the slightest success,

when a gate on my right clanged, and a

stoutly-built man of abcut fifty, with

rubicund cheeks, diminutive whiskers,
and a general air of having himself and
the universe well in hand, approached.

“In difficulties ?”’ he inquired.

“Yes"."

“Don’t quite know what to make of
her—hey!”

“Not exactly,” I confessed.

“Better let me send my chauffeur” (he
pronounced it “shuffer”) to overhaul
the works; he’s somewhere about here.
And while he’s doing it come in and
make yourself comfortable.”

“I am extremely grateful,” I said, as
indeed I was, “and if it isn’t trespassing
on your kindness too much——"

“Lord, no! I’'m in the mood to offer
the hand of friendship to all creation
just now. What do you think of our
decorations ?”

He had led me though the gate, and
we faced a big, sober stone building,
decked with strings of flags and Chinese
lanterns. The effect was startling—as
startling as the spectacle of a bishop in
tights and spangles.

“Very fine!” I said.

My host turned to send a boy who
was passing with a message to the
chauffeur. Then he looked at me again
and smiled.

“Considerin’ how the thing ended, it’s
not surprisin,’ is it? And it was a bully
advertisement. while it lasted!”

“True,” I said. I had not the slight-
est idea as to his meaning, but illumina-
tion might come to me, as to the lan-
terns, in due course.

He led the way into the house. Here
also the flag-and-lantern combination
prevailed. In‘a “$aug little smoking-
room - he produced -chairs, cigars, a
syphon, and an open tantalus.

“Now,” he said, “did you know what I
was drivin’ at, or was it swank?”

“Swank,” I admitted.

“Thought so. Then, sir, your ignor-
ance is amazin’! ”

“I am only just home from South
Africa,” I said meekly.

“Then, since you’re my guest till the
car’s repaired, perhaps youw'll allow me
to improve your education.”

I expressed my gratitude, wondering
meanwhile at the accent, that was nei-
ther English nor American, but an un-
equal mixture of both.

“Very well, then. When I:tell you
that my name is Bosking, I suppose I
needn’t offer a visitin’ card as well?”
he remarked.

“Bosking’s Beneficent Bongoline,’” 1
murmured.

“Exactly! ‘May be taken internally
and externally with confidence and
pleasure from the-age of eight months
to eighty years.’ That’s me!”

A memory of certain painfully vivid
advertisements crossed my mind. My
host chuckled, and bent to select a cigar.
Through the window we had a distant
glimpse of the road. Already it was
strewn with disconnected fragments of
my car, among whick the chauffeur
was grovelling happily.

“You must understand,”’ said Mr. Bos-
king, leaning back in his chair, “that I
came from New York about six years
ago with the notion of galvanising this
blessed little backyard of a country in-
to appreciating the beauties of Bongo-
line. Mamie came with me. She’s my
adopted daughter (her mother refused
e nine times. and then married a brute
who_ broke her heart)—and a peach!
She was nearly fifteen at the time, and
1 reckoned that if she was going to be
left anything of a pile, she ought to have
an education to match. I'd heard that
Paris was the only place that could give

the final polish, and I shipped her over
with an old lady who called herself a
Marquise to lay in the latest thing in ac-
complishments, while I stayed here to
try and lick a little business into a big
one. My, but you’re a conservative
crowd where a novelty’s concerned!
However, by the time Mamie was
twenty, Bongoline was just beginning to
be talked about, and I'd got a factory
running in the north, and a wholesale
depot in London. ‘

“I’d been over to Paris a good many
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tively and absolutely free.
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times to see Mamie, and I’d bought this

house and fitted it up in style against
the time when she would be coming back
for good. Last Christmas she came—
the finished article!”

Mr. Bosking stared gloomily into the
fire for several moments. Then the
gravity of his face relaxed a little.

“You’ll believe me when I say that
I don’t set myself up to be a critic of
Society. I’'m an ignorant man myself,
but that’s mno reason why Mamie
shouldn’t speak French and German.
But they’d taught her a darn sight
too much. A princess couldn’t have
turned up her nose in the style Mamie
did when she saw the house and furni-
ture, and watched the way I dressed,
and fed, and spoke! And as for Bongo-
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line, she said the mere sound of the word
made her ill, and she wouldn’t touch a
bottle of it if she were at the point of
death! That trade of any sort was
vulgar and debasin,’ and that dealin’ in
a patent medicine was the most vulgar .
and debasin’ of all! Lord—but she said
what she thought, forgettin’ that_she
owed every blesseéd thing, schoolin® “Hr#
clooded to Bongoline!”

He took his cigar from his mouth, and
right at all! But I put up with that,
and more, without grumblin’, thinkin

“It warn’t right, you know, it warn’t
contemplated it thoughtfully.
perhaps- that things would improve, un-
til after Easter, when, havin’ gone on
a yachtin’ tour with some of her high-
class friends, she comes back ‘again
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more contemputous than ever. Npthin’
would suit her but that I must quit the
business entirely, pull down all the ad-
vertisements, and retire to some ghost-
infested old ruin twenty miles from any-
where that she discovered. When I
wouldn’t she showed a bit of her
mother’s temper, with a few Parisian
extras thrown in. I'm fond of Mamie
~—she doesn’t guess how much—but I
thought it was time to put my foot
down, and I did. I said I'd give her
three months to think things over. She
could go back to kKrance, or Scotland,
or any darned place she pleased, with a
no more
needs a chaperon than she does a wood-
en leg, for the man who sassed her would
stand a good chance of being frozen
stiff on the spot—and that after that she
was to come back to me, and say if she
still felt as bad about Bongoline.

“At the end of a week I had a letter
from her, written in a style that made
me madder than ever. I sorter crystal-
lised a plan that had occurred to me be-
fore. I’d no other relatives or friends,
and it looked as if, when I'd gone, a
flourishin’ concern would be chucked
away simply because the girl who should
have been mistress of it thought it de-
basin’ ”

Mr. Bosking plunged a fat hand in-
to his breast-pocket, and withdrew a
slip of paper.

“If you were travellin’,” he said, “you
mayn’t have seen the English papers.
But ten days after Mamie left, this
appeared in about twenty of ’em.”

—ﬂ—’{) read the cutting which he handed
me. It ran:

WANTED TO ADOPT, by wealthy
Manufacturer, young, unmarried
Man as Heir. Three primary es-
sentials—good health and charac-
ter, good business abilities, and
comprehensive knowledge of “BON-
GOLINE.” Write, or apply person-
ally, between 4 and 6 p.n., at 20
Mulligrew Street, S.E.

“And the result?” I asked, as I hand-
ed this amazing advertisement back to
him. :

He smiled.

“In the first place, I had to explain
to the staff at the depot that they
weren’t concerned -in any way with what
wa$ simply an experiment of my own.
In the second I had to set aside a special
room to deal with the correspondence,
and engage half a dozen temporary
clerks simply to wade through it. And
then there were the reporters! I saw
fifteen before lunch the day the ad-
vertisement appeared, and about a doz-
en while' I was feeding. Every blamed
Editor in Christendom had spotted that
notice, and worried .over it, and sent
round another idiot with a notebook or
camera to make inquiries! Before four
o'clock came I was fagged to death. I
remember goin’ to the window to get
a breath of air, and then wantin’ to
crawl away and hide myself! The side-
walk was blocked with a solid army of
men, with the police—who’d made in-
quiries on their own account earlier in
the day, and seemed sorry they couldn’t
arrest me—marshalling ’em in fours.
On the stroke of the hour, the big con-
stable at the head of the procession
stepped ‘aside, and the first applicant
entered my office. He was a pale-faced,
determined-lookin’ chap, with red hair,
and I learnt afterwards that he’d been
waitin’ outside since two o’clock to make
sure of bein’ in time for the perform-
ance,

“I saw people until past eight, and
then Fewkes—the clerk—put his head
out of the window, and shouted that no
further applicatisns could be considered
until the next day. This nearly led to
a riot, but eventually the street was
cleared, and T managed to get home.

“The next day I repeated the adver-
tisement, but added:

"No candidate need apply who is not
prepared to undergo a searching ex-
amination on the origin and proper-
ties of ‘Bongoline.” Particulars with
every bottle.

“Then T telegraphed to the factory
to work at top pressure until further
orders. It was well that T did. By
noon on the following day vou couldn't
get a shilling bottle in T.ondon for
less than one-and-nine. and before six
the hawkers were selling copies of the

/

.pamphlet tl;a.t, goes with the stuff all

the way up Ludgate Hill at threepence
a time. .

“The first man who saw me at the
gecond reception was a bit different from
the others. He was decently -dressed,
physically fit, and very much alive. But
instead of the usual slobber about his

ualifications, he said:

“‘Look here, sir, I can’t expect to
get the berth because I've had mno ex-. -
perience worth speaking of. - But I want
something to do. Give me ten shillings
a day to weed out the riff-raff, before
passing the balance on to you for in-
spection.’ - :

“Well, I liked the way he spoke, and -
the idea seemed reasonable emough, for
all the other clerks were up.to their
eyes in work, :d I was gettin’ sick of -
the whole business.

“Very well I said, after thinkin’ it
over a little. ‘But you must first un-
derstand exactly what is expected of the
successful candidate.’

““What’s that? said the young man,
whose name, by the way, was Halesham.

“<Assumin ’that he’s everything that

e advertisement stipulates, he will
first be required to spend a month in
my business simply as an employee at a
fair salary, to learn the ropes a little.
If at the end of that time we’re both
satisfied, he will have to go abroad—
probably to France——'

““To France!’ says Halesham, prick-
in’ up his ears.

“‘And to find out the whereabouts of
a young lady named Mamie Wilton, who
is at present travellin® there. Havin’
found her, he will interview her. He
will bring back, in writin,’ her opinion
of Bongoline.’ B

“‘Yes? says the young man, lookin
as though he was ready to start on his
own account immejitly. '

““If her opinion is favorable—and by
that I mean a good deal—she will share
with him and myself the whole of tiie
profits of the business durin’ my life-
time, and afterwards inherit my share
as well as her own. Understand ?

“Halesham nodded.

“‘If, however, her opinion is not
favorable, she will simply receive the
interest on a few shares I hold independ-
ent of the business, and when I’'m gone,
the shares themselves. The whole of
the business will go to the young man.

“‘How about the shares,if her reply
is favorable ?”

“‘They’ll go to the man, in addition
to the one-third of the business..

Got i1t clear?’ :

“‘Quite,” he says. And begins to deal
with the problem of pickin’ one man
out of about seven thousand that same
evenin’,

“He worked hard, and I found that I
had to tackle only about three per cent,
of the applicants. We kept it up for a
week, and by that time there was a book
full of the addresses of men from whom
a final choice was to be made. The one
that T had my eye upon was named
Williams, a good-lookin’ chap with curly
hair, who answered every question like
a gramophone, and told me a few facts
about Bongoline that had escaped my
own memory.

“Ill write to him, and settle the mat-
ter,” I told Halesham at the end of the
week, when the last man had been
turned away, and I was more tired
than I'd ‘ever been in my life.

. ““Very good, sir’ His manner was
respectful enough, but there was a kink
in his voice that didn’t satisfy me.

“‘What’s wrong with him ?

“‘Nothin’ that I know of,’ says Hales-
ham. ‘Merely a sort of instinctive dis-
trust that I haven’t had time to analyse.
His testimonals were too dazzlin,’

“‘Then, if that’s all, he’s comin’, I
told him. €And I’'ve somethin’ else to
say. You've made yourself fairly use-
ful, and I understand that you’re in
want of a job pretty badly. If you care
to remain here as a sort of private secre-
tary, 'm willin’ to continue the three
pounds a week salary.’

““Thank you sir, he says. ‘But what
about my references ?’

“Tll attend to them. T told him--
though to tell the truth I took no more
trouble about the matter.

“Well, he wrote to Williams, and Wil-
liams came along by the next train like
a hunery dog after a bone. He flung

’

| himself ‘into the job at once and in




e
e T M

with the stuff all
> Hill at threepence

peg, January, 1911,

’ho saw me at the
a bit different from
s decently -dressed,
ry much alive. But
1 slobber about his
d:

I can’t expect to

se I've had no ex-. -

ing of. -But I want
ive me ten shillings
the riff-raff, before
on to you for in-

way he spdke, and -
sonable enough, for

- were “up. to their

was gettin’ sick of

id, after thinkin’ it
you must first un-
t is expected of the
t

1id the young man,
way, was Halesham.
e’s everything that
stipulates, he will
spend a month in
s an employee at a
the ropes a little.
at time we're both
ve to go abroad—

:

s Halesham, prick-

the whereabouts of
Mamie Wilton, who
lin® there. Havin’
interview her. He
writin,” her opinion

young man, lookin’
ady to start on his
y. ‘
‘yfavorable—and by
leal—she will share
f the whole of tiie
s durin’ my life-
3 inherit my share
Understand ?’

r opinion is not
simply receive the
res I hold independ-
nd when I'm gone,
es.  The whole of
to the young man.
shares. if her reply

2 man, in addition
the business..

And begins to deal
' pickin’ one man
housand that same

ind I found that I
out three per cent.
e kept it up for a
e there was a book
f men from whom
be made. The one
upon was named
n’ chap with curly
very question like
ld me a few facts
- had escaped my

nd settle the mat-
at the end of the
t man had been
was more tifed
my life. ~
His manner was
there was a kink
’t satisfy me.
th him ?
w of,’ says Hales-
of instinctive dis-
d time to analyse.
00 dazzlin,.’
l, he’s comin’’ I
somethin’ else to
urself fairly use-
1 that you’re in
adly. If you care
t of private secre-
mtinue the three

says. ‘But what

m,” T told him-——
h T took no more
ter.

“illiams, and Wil-
1e next train like
bone. He flung
at once and in

S
A K R AR T o7 e S o

' Winnipeg, January, 1911. v

The Western Home Monthly.

e

s

about a week had picked up most of
what the countin’-house could teach him.
At the end of a month I packed him
off to ' find ‘Mamie. Of. course, he knew
all the rules of the game, though we
hadn’t signed any agreement.

“‘It- must depend upon her answer,’
-T told him, when he asked.

“He left by the night boat for Dieppe
“on' Thursday, with Mamie’s last hotel
‘address in his pocket, though, as a mat-
. ter of fact, I hadn’t heard from her for
-a fortnight. Four days later I had a
-letter from him, sayin’ that he’d had a
‘long interview with her, and inclosin’
her reply. It read:

“Dear Mr. Bosking,

“I have heard all that Mr. Williams
has had to say. c¢oncerning Bongoline. I
can only tell you that the subject is
odious to me, .that I decline to have
anything to do with it, and never wish
even to hear the word mentioned again.

“Yours very sincerely,
Mamie Wilton.

“Well, you can guess that that letter
was a regular facér. ‘Dear Mr. Bosking’
—Yours very sincerely’! And I'd been
faneyin’ that when she found that I was
in. earnest, she’d drop that can’t-touch-
it-with-a-ten-foot-pole attitude ‘towards
Bongoline, and be something like her
_own self again. Well, I was wrong!

“I.showed the letters to Halesham—
he was as keen as if the affair were his
‘own, and I'd got to trust him.

“Poes  Williams know the value of
‘the shares you hold? he asked.

. ““No, I said. ‘But I fancy he’s a pretty
general idea that they aren’t worth
much.” .

“‘So that it would pay him a great
"deal better to own Bongoline outright
than one-third of it plus the shares?’

“‘Looks like it.’

“¢And when is your agreement with
him, one way or the other, to be signed ?’

“‘Immejitly on his return.

“‘Mr. Bosking,’ says Halesham, so-
lemnly, ‘I’'m convined that the letter’s a
forgery. It doesn’t strike me as bein’
the genuine thing!’

“‘The signature’s Mamie’s right
enough,” I said, yet feelin’ a twinge of
suspicion myself, ‘I’'d recognise it at
the bottom of a coalmine.’

“‘“Very good, sir] he says, handin
back the papers, and didn’t allude to
them again that mornin’.

“But what he said buzzed in my head
all day. I looked at the letters a good
many times, and the next mornin’ called
young ‘Sharpshins ’to my desk. ‘

“‘Look here,’ I said. “You’re mighty
suspicious about Williams. Suppose I
give you the chance of runnin’ over,
and findin’ Miss Wilton yourself? She’s
stayin’ at Brown’s Hotel, Rouen. Tl
wire this afternoon for Williams to
come back, and if you start at once,
you’ll be pretty nearly there before I
see him. Savvy?

“‘Very good, sir,) says Halesham.

“So he packed his grip, and caught
the mornin’ service an hour later, and
I felt the better for knowin’ it.

“At about noon on the day followin’,
Williams, who had my wire the previous
evenin’, turns up, spick and span and
smilin’.

“‘Good-mornin’, Mr. Bosking,’ he says.
half holdin’ out his hand.

“‘Good-mornin’, Mr. Williams,’ says
I, without lookin’ up from the cable
layin’ on my desk. It had come an
hour before.

“He gazed around and seemed to find
the atmosphere of the office a bit chillier
than he expected.

“¢To tell the truth, I said, after a
pause, ‘I'm a bit worried. Someone’s
been forgin’ your name!’

“‘What! said Williams.

“‘Two days ago I had a letter which
looked as if it came from you, sayin’
that yowd seen Mamie, and inclosin’
Yer reply. I've just heard that that re-
sly was mnever written by her, though
it’s true ¢nough that she met a an
named Williams at Brown’s Hotel. It’s
also true that he managed to gt hold
- of the visitors’ book, make a copy cf her
signature from it, and disappear. That’s
all. But for barefaced attempts to ruin

’

a promisin’ young man, those Continent-

al sharpers beat everything!’

“Well, he looked at me pretty hard
for a moment, and then he reached for
his hat, and began to make tracks for

the door. But I stopped him half way.

“‘One moment!’ I says. ‘Youlll per-
haps be interested to hear that the
shares I hold in the “Lucky Juggins” cop-
per mine have jumped from seven shill-
ifigs to about as many pounds within
the last week, owin’ to a fresh discovery
of ore. At the present moment they’re
worth about fifty thousand pounds.

“He opened-and shut his mouth like
a fish, and then went out and slammed
the door behind him. And never even
sent me a picture posteard to say he’d
got home safely!

“By the| evenin’ mail comes a letter
from Halesham:

“Dear Sir, .

“I beg to confirm my previous cable,
and to inform you that I have had a
further interview with Miss Wilton on
the subject of Bongoline.

“Sne requests me to state, however,
tnat—with every respect and affection
for yourself—she cannot consent to be-
come a partner in a business for which
she feels little or no inclination.

“Yours faithfully,
“Arthur Halesham.

“Well, that was facer Number 2. But
I guessed it wasn’t his fault, and I wrote
back telling him to take a holiday till
the end of the week. I wanted to adjust
my bearings and put in a day or so’s
close grind at the business—and it was
time! All the habitable globe seemed
to have spotted that blessed advertise-
ment, bought a bottle of Bongoline to
find out what it was for, and been
satisfied with the result. The sales
hadn’t climbed up—they’d shot sky-
high! I had to double the staff, have
fifteen hundred letters printed apologis-
ing for delays in delivery, and hire two
disused mission-rooms and a town hail
to put the extra machinery in till I’d
time to run up fresh factories.

“But I found myself handicapped
without Halesham at my elbow, and at
last I decided on a plan that would have
saved me a heap of trouble from the
first.

“‘Cut holiday short and come back,
I wired. ;

“By the very next boat he came,
rigged out in a new suit, and smilin’ as
if he’d come in for a fortune—which
was a fact, though he didn’t know it.

“‘Toook here, I said. ‘About this
adoption business! I was an imbecile
to start the darned thing, but since I
did, and the post is still vacant, T’ll
make you an offer of it!’

“‘Many thanks,” he says, lookin
mighty pleased. ‘But my business abil-
ities—?

“‘Hang your business abilities! I want
to punish that ungrateful minx who
doesn’s know a good digestive tonic and
cold cure when she sees it!’

“‘H’m!’ he says and then, casual-like,
‘T rather think she’s waiting outside at
the present moment.’

“Well, sure enough she was, with the
Honorable Augusta Thingummy attend-
ing on behalf of Mrs. Grundy. I sent
one of the messengers down—he has
Bongoline in gold letters. four inches
high across his chest—to ask her to come
up. She came.

“‘Well?” says I. She’d changed—had
got back that sort of warm sparkle that
I'd missed before, and looked prettier
than ever.

“‘Well, daddy!’ said Mamie.

. “‘Aren’t you.qmit of this foolishness
).et ?’ »

“‘You—you haven’t kissed me! she
says, evadin’ the point, woman-like.

“‘T want to know first if you're still

’

‘keen .on a mouldy castle and the chance

of a titled husband,’ I told her, tryin’ to
warm up my temper. -

““Ye-yes!” says Mamie, blushin’ like
a poppy. )

“I got my breath after a minute, and
then I said: ‘I knew there was somethin’
at the back of all this. 'Who is he?

“‘Sir Arthur—Sir Arthur Halesham,’
says Mamie. ‘And I ‘didn’t really mean

what I told-him to write.. It was only

to punish” you for being so—so unk-k-
kind. Boo-beo-hoo!’ »
“And there she was, sobbin’ in my

.arms,-and there was Halesham, standim’

like a ninny.and stammerin’ out that
he’d met her before in Paris, and had
come over Lo ask my permission, when
he happened-to see the ad. in the papers,
and " thought it-would be rather a novel

e ———
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way of making the acquaintance of his
future father-in-law-by-adoption. It
seemed that he’d a big house in Oxford-
‘shire that Queen Elizabeth had slept in
half-a-dozen times, but that he liked
work, and—well, well—I'd nothin’ par-
(ticular to gmmblé at.
. “So that’s the reason of the lanterns,
and so on. I'm expectin’ ’em back from
the honeymoon every minute, and——"
. A servant came to the door
“Mr. Latimer hg asked me to inform
zgg that your car 18 now in going order,

* * W - -

I departed, leaving my host in the hall
to inspect, for the twentieth time, his
scheme of decorations. At the gate I
came upon two people alighting from the
station fly, so utterly engrossed in each
other’s society that I doubt if they
even saw me. But I heard a clear girl-
ish voice say: ‘

. “Hurry up, Arthur dear, or daddy’ll
have to adopt another partner for Bong-
oline!”

And I beheld a sudden vision of Mr.
Bosking, his face wreathed in smiles,
running franticallv down the drive to
meet them.

The :'I"m Box. =

By John Barton Oxford.

HE rocking hansom
- -swung the corner
from . the avenue,
v Tolled along a shab-
by little cross street
28 and turned finally in-
to one of the nar-
;b o crooked tho-
MBI roughfares close to
the waterfront. It pulled up at length
before a decidedly unattractive house,
and the man who sat grimly on the cush-
ions ed open the apron and alighted.
be down in a few minutes,” he
called to the cabby, as he mounted the
8 and gave the bell a vigorous tug.

e door was opened by a frowsy
woman, who surveyed the man on the
stoop with more or less suspicion. He
was a tall, well-built man, broad should-
ered, clean shaven, and apparently in the
early thirties. His clothes were fault-
less in cut and texture. His gray eyes
were clear and steady. Decidedly he was
not the sort of man who generally rang
the bell of this particular house.

% LA TOW;

“Well?” said the frowsy woman, the
suspicion in her own shifty eyes growing
momentarily more pronounced.

“I'm looking for a party named—er—"

The man on the step drew a bit of
paper from his pocket and glanced at the
scribbled lines upon it.

“A party named Shannon,” he finished.
“T’ll find him here, won’t 1?”

“No,” said the woman shortly.
moved.”

The other elevated his eyebrows.

“Aren’t you mistaken?” he asked
politely. “You see, Dan Ryan sent me.”

Immediately the woman’s expression
changed. She grinned, nodded her head,
and opened the door wide.

“Three flights back,” she instructed,
and forthwith shuffled away down the
gloomy hall.

The man mounted the three flights of
creaking stairs, paused before the door
of the back room, and tappped smartly
upon it.

“Come in!” a gruff voice on the other
side commanded.

“He’s

He pushed open the door and entered
a large bare room, which was filled with
a blue haze of tobacco smoke. Opposite
the door through which he entered was
a wide bed, and stretched upon it in all
the luxury of shirt sleeves, collarless
neck, and shoeless feet, was a big freck-
led faced young man, with a mop of
fiery red hair above his watery blue eyes.
Beside him was a pile of newspapers and
between his lips a cigarette sent out its
clouds of smoke.

The man on the bed made no motion
to rise. He surveyed his visitor with a
cold and none too cordial scrutiny.

“This is Mr. Shannon, I take it,” said
the newcomer.

“That’s wot,” the other replied tersely.

“Ryan sent me—Dan Ryan, you know.”

“Uh-huh!”

“I have need of a man in your pro-

fession,” said the visitor, with a slow
smile, “and Ryan suggested you. Now
then, how are you fixed for time? Any-
thing particular on for to-night?

Mr. Shannon grunted and shook his
kead.

“Then perhaps you can find time to do
a little job for me,’ the other suggested.
“Maybe,” said Shannon cautiously. Wot
is there in it?”

“I’ll tell you what I want you to do
and let you set your price,” was the an-
swer. “I.shall want you to go with me
this evening to a certain house out on
Claverly Road, and get for me a little
tin box—just an ordinary strong-box,
black japanned tin, handle on top and
two ' yellow stripes .running. around the
lid. xou know the kind; you couldn’t
possibly . mistake . it.”

Mr. Shannon . nodded.

“Im not positively certain as to
just where it is,” his informer went on,
“but I can make a mighty good guess at
the place. In all probability you’ll find
it in a little old fashioned safe set under
the shelves in a china-closet, just at the

| left of the side-board in the dining-room.

It is a woefully old fashioned safe,” he
added. “I'm quite sure it will give you
no trouble at all. Now then, what will
it be worth to you to get that tin box
for me?” :

Mr. Shannon meditated for a moment.
He took a fresh cigarette from the box
beside him and lighted it from the glow-.
ing one he had just finished.

“A hundred plunks,” he decided at last.
“Fifty now, the other fifty when I turn
over the box to you. And if it aint
where you say, or there’s any trouble—.
a holler from tine foi.xs in the house or.
anything of that kind—the fifty already:
paid is mine jusv the same.”
" “That’s all right,” the broadshouldered
man agreed. : !

He drew a roll of bills from his pocket -
and stripped off several of them. w2

‘Here’s the first fifty. We better go -
out there about eleven. I'll meet you ' =
in a motor in front of the Day Building ;
in Jefferson Square. =~ That all right?
Good! Don’t fail me, will you?” .

“Tll be there at eleven,” said Shan-
non. “So long!™”

He picked up one of the papers, and ar-
ranging the pillows more comfortably
under his head, resumed his reading.

At five minutes of eleven that evening,
he .stood on the curb before the Day
Building, his hands in' his pockets and
a cap pulled low over his eyes, watching
the stream of traffic on the glistening
pavements. A drizzling rain was falling,
and . the biting wind which whistled
sharply  about the neighboring  corner,
made him turn up his overcoat. collar
and tap his feet on the curbing  for
warmth.

Presently, from the long line of pass-
ing vehicles, two lights swung in his di-
rection. A low, rakish road car shot up
to the curb and the man at the steering-
wheel craned forward to peer into Shan-
non’s face.

“On time, I see,” said the familiar
voice of his caller of the afternoon.

. :
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«All ready?”

“Sure,” said Shannon,
the car.

They sped away from the square, head-
ed up the avenue, and were soon making

ood speed to the morth. Shannon sat
huddled silently, his hands in his pock-
ets, and his head lowered to the driving
mist. The man beside him, too, was
silent. No word passed between them
until they feached Claverly Road with
its row of imposing houses each set in
its ample expanse of well-kept grounds.

Presently they stoppped before one of
the houses, and the man at the steering-
wheel alighted.

«This it?” Shannon asked, climbing
stiffly from the car.

“No, fourth house down,” the other
replied. “I left the car here because its
dark under these trees. Come on.”

He led the way down the road, turned
into a gateway flanked on either side by
tall stone posts, and made his way up
a winding drive. Between the trees
Shannon could see a big, rambling house
looming dimly. They kept to the drive
until they were close to the house. Not
a light showed in any of the windows.

Shannon’s companion drew him into
a clump of syringa bushes on the-lawn.
“I’m going to wait for you here,” he
whispered. - “It wont take you but a few
minutes at the most. Open the third
basement window on the back. That
will bring you into the lower hall. Then
go up the stairs and you’ll find two doors
on your right.. Take the second of them.
It opens into the dining-room. You
know about the rest of it. Safe’s in the
closet at the left of the side-board. Open
it and bring back that tin box. Go
ahead, now.”

Shannon kicked off his shoes and re-
placed them wita a pair of sneakers he
drew from his -at-pocket. Then he
slipped like a wraith through the mist
to the back of the house, found the third
window, and in the twinking of an eye

climbing into

had it gpen and was crawling cautiously |

through'it. He pulled the little electric
lantern from his pocket, took a swift
survey of the place, and noiselessly as-
cended the stairs. Anather quick blink
of the lantern and he had opened the
second door and was in the dining-room.

There was a sideboard, and to the left
the little china-closet. He opened the
door and saw beneath the lower shelf a
little old safe—the sort of safe the veri-
est tyro might open without trouble.

He sank to his knees and pulled a bit
of steel from his hip-pocket. In a trice
the knob of the lock was off and Shannon
with his finger was clicking the falls.
It was child’s play to him. He grinned
to himself as he thought of the man out
there in the bushes. A hundred for a
job like this was like robbing a "blind
man. Had the man outside but known
it, Shannon would have gladly done a
job of this kind for a quarter of what
he was getting.

Silently he swung open the door of the
antiquated safe. The whole thing had
taken less than five minutes. Once more
the lantern winked briefly. = Sure
enough! There within the safe was the
tin strong box. He lifted it out and
arosg from his knees.

And then suddenly the room glowed
with light. Shannon sprang up, blinking
and sputtering inarticulate oaths. For
a moment the flood of light blinded him;
but in another moment he saw, standing
by the table and surveying him with
steady eyes, a young woman in a blue
bath-wrap.

She was a very beautiful woman, tall,
willowy, with great dark eyes, in whose
depth was no hint of fear. Indeed, her
beauty-—the satin smoothness of her
skin, the soft waviness of her loosened
hair, the roundness of her superb throat
—filled him with a vague shame, like
some potent accusation. His hand which
had intuitively gone to the gun/in his
right coat-pocket, was sud(/i()nf_v with-
drawn empty. He stood thére with the
tin box in his fingers, staring motionless.

“What are you doing here?” she de-
manded in a low, cool voice.

Shannon said nothing, but over his
puffy features stole a sickly, apologetic
grin.

“Put down that box you have,” she
went on. *“You are making a mistake in
taking it. - It is of no earthly.good to
you.”

Shannon looked down stupidly at the
box. Then he remembered that box was
worth fifty dollars to him.

“Say, don’t make no holler,” he ad-
vised, his heavy brows drawing together
ominously. “Don’t try to put up no
squeal.” .

“I'm not foolish enough to attempt
to make any outecry,” she said in the
same guarded voice. “You may take
anything else you find and I wont say a
word. Only—only,” there was a choking
sound in the low tones, “leave that box.
It is nothing to you. You don’t want
it.” ’
“Maybe I do, at that,” Shannon
growled.

“Open it and see”
Shannon merely stared.

“Open‘ the box and see what’s in it.
Then tell me if you want it,” she per-4
sisted.

A sudden curiosity as to just what
the box contained took possession of
him. Moreover, through his mind
flashed the sudden suspicion that it
might be more valuable than he thought;
that this woman was taking a desperate
chance with him; that the man out there
in the bushes had put him up to a big
job, after all.

The woman was quick to note his hesi-
tation.

“Here’s the key,” she said, tossing it
across the table to him.

Shannon slipped it into the lock and
jerked open the cover. Within was a
pair of tiny, much worn shoes, a rattle,
an ivory ring, and two bits of pale blue
ribbon. ’

she demanded.

vou don’t want those—not

y;

“Surely
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those,” the woman was saying in
same choking voice,

Shannon grimly locked the box
stuffed it under his arm. For the.
time fear came into the wo

“Listen,” she almost sobbed,
money—a lot of it—here in the hotpe,
but you could never find it. Tl give you
the money gladly—all of it, if youll
leave the box. Or you can have more to-
morrow——" »

Even men of Shannon’s type have
their code of ethics, however warped and
distorted these may be. To break faith
with a pal was perhaps the most heinous
offence in Shannon’s particular private
code. It was something he prided him-
gelf he had never done; and the man
out there in the bushes was a pal for the
time being. Shannon had accepted 'his
money and pledged his word in this
thing. S

“Sorry, Ma’am,” said he, “but—"

“You don’t mean you still want it
after you know what’s in it?” she uh‘
breathlessly.

“Uh, huh” he grunted tersely, and like
a flash he had jumped to the French
window on the other side of the room.

The wonder of it all to Shannon was
that the woman did not scream. 'There
was a quick catch of her breath, a
smothered, broken and wholly from
Shannon’s point of view—ineffectual
cry, and she, too, sped to the window,
just as Shannon pulled it open, leap
out on the wide verandah, vaulted the
rail, and sped down tne drive. Behind
him the patter of footsteps told him of
the pursuit.

He neared the syringa bushes, running
hard and panting.

“Come on,” he gurgled. “The_ house
is up. They’re after me. Cut for it.”

The other man jumped from the
bushes.

“Bungled it, eh?” he growled. “What's
this ?”

He had caught sight of the woman in
the bath-wrap running down the drive.




Mwﬁm-w-m————'—‘m———‘ _.-__—,..___._.__..__y ottt A e At 41 et

_FREE.

,' is worrying about being bald, but
. if he would only wear a

; Dorenwend Patent
t Sanitary Toupee

Il he would be relieved of the con-
| stant recurrence of that feeling of
- sensitiveness and self - conscious
embarrassment.
100,000, men—some completely
“bald, some only slightly so—all
are wearing Toupees specially
made to suit their own individual

If you are inclined to baldness
. let us send you further particulars,

Send for book No. 22 to

Dorenaiid & Go. of Toronto, Lid.

“SEE THIS COSTUME SKIRT

It is worth $2.00. As an inducement to you to
test and prove for &uraelf the value of our goods,
we will make this stume Skirt specially to your
own measurements, from good hard-wearing York-
shire, Winter Serges, in Black Navy, Grey, Brown
‘Wine' or Myrtle, seven gores, raised seams, cut full
the most  captivating style of the [ resent season,
and will appeal to every lady of taste,for TBc.
only. State size pow worn. ,

$2 Costume Skirt and
A\ - Pair of Good
N\ Fashionable Shoes

for only

Lace or Button,

To every h)urchaser who sends us this ad-
vertisement we will, as a Special Bonus, give ab-
solu free a fashionable pair of Lag's Shoes. Do
not hesitate, catch the next mail. wtume Skirt
and Pair of Shoes carefully and securely packed in
one parcel and sent per return mail, carriage paid
250. extra, Total amount $1. . Remittances to be
made in money order or dollar bill only.

Dep. 256, YORKSHIRE MANUFACTURING CO.
SHIPLEY, YORKS,, ENGLAND

Our Graduates Are
Filling High Salaried Positions,

EARN $25 TO $100 PER WEEK

In easy, fascinating werk. Practieal, Individual
Home Instruction. Expert Instructors. Super-
ior Equipment. 12 yrs. successful. teac!

. . Financial Returns Guaraateed.
12 Separate, Complete Art Courses
For pecuniary profit, or pleasure only, as desired.

F R E ARTIST'S OUTFIT of fine instru-
ments and supplies to each student.

‘Write for particulars
and Handseme Art Book

‘| she demanded.

The Western Home Monthly.

He caught Shannon by the arm in a grip
that made that gentleman wince, and
.calmly faced the breathless woman.

“Mary!” he said simply. :

The woman stopped short. Her hand
went to her throat.' Her breath was
coming hard. She came a step mnearer
and scanned his face in the darkness.

“You!” she cried in unbelief. “You!

‘| Then—then—you were behind it all?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Why ?” she panted. “Why?”

“This is no place for explanations, he
said coldly. “It is raining, and this
ground is sopping wet. You shouldn’t
be here in slippers and a bath-wrap. Go
back to the house.”

‘“Not—not without——"

The man wheeled on Shannon.

“Bring along the box,” he command-

Shannon, thoroughly mystified, fol-
lowed the silent pair to the house. - They
mounted the verandah, and stepped
through the French window into the big
dining-room, where the lights still burn-
ed brightly. )

The woman stood by the table, very
cold and straight, but her lips quivered
now and then, despite her-evident efforts
to control them.  Opposite her, grim,
white faced, stood the broad-shouldered
man, while Shannon, with the tin box
in his clutches, leaned against the French
window, and stared in perplexity.

“You are not going to take- it now,
are you?” the woman said at length, and
despite all her outward calm, her voice
trembled in anxiety. :

“No,” he replied. “Put-the box on the
table,” he added to Shannon.

“What—what does.it mean, anyway ?”’

“Why ‘should you at-
tempt this?”

The man did not reply at once. He
stood for & moment looking at her
frowningly. S

“I have been living in London since
—since we separated,” he-said at last.
“It was there that I heard about the
boy—that he was dead. I wanted some-

| thing of his—some little thing associat-

ed with—with those days.”

“Why didn’t you ask for it then?” she
said haltingly.

“Perhaps- you’ll be good. emough to

remember that all my- letters have been
returned to me unopened—even since he
died,” said he bitterly. “As I say, I
wanted something of his. I didn’t sup-
pose youd let me have it if I asked—

not, after all that has happened. I |

came over here from London for just
this purpose—to get it—somehow, any-
how, at any cost. I shouldn’t have kept
them all—just a rattle, perhaps, or one
of the shoes. I should have sent back
the rest.” :

“I—I didn’t know you felt that way,”
she said. “I didn’t suppose you knew
or cared. I—I thought we had both
gone out of your life—he and I. I—I
was sure that to you it was as if I had-
never been—nor he either.”

He was still standing very stiffly
erect, and he was still frowning.

“May I have one of those things now
—just ome?” he asked rather huskily.

“You may have them all—all,” she
said, “and then suddenly she sank into
a chair, and burying her arms began
to sob like a child. "

For a moment or two the man stood
motionless. Then he turned almost
fiercely to Shannon.

“You bungled it, he said, “and I'm
glad you did.”

His hand went into his pocket and
came out with a_roll of bills,: -

“Here, take this,” he went on, thrust-
ing the roll into the astounded Shannon’s
hand. “Whatever there is over the
fifty is yours, too. You earned it by
bungling. Now go.”

He- glanced at the woman’s shaking
shoulders and a great light was in his
eyes. ;

“And for God’s sake, go quickly, will
you?”

Shannnon ‘with the bills in‘ his hand,
slipped’ through the French window ‘ence
more. 'On the verandah outside, he
turned to look back. The man had open-

=

ed the tin box and spread its sorry con- |

tents on the table. Moreover, he had
knelt beside the: woman and her head
was buried on his shoulder.

Shannon paused only long enough to
light a cigarette and then thoughtfully
effaced himself in the shrouding, drip-
ping mist. ' .

| Never to Wed as Indians Wed.

A Story of Seventeenth Century Love and Strife.
By C. M. Storey.

oW1y days when Canada
was New F- > and the Fleur de lis
floated over _ane Diamond. But it was
then that the exigencies of bad govern-
ment and brave soldiery were making
thrilling history and enchanting folk
lore. The intervals of peace between the
Indian allies of the French and English
colonies were rare indeed. Sometimes it
seemed as if the dove of peace was
about to bccome omnipresent, when lo!
a waiting and vindictive chief with
painted warriors ‘would swoop down up-
on an unsuspecting victim to avenge
some personal quarrel. Then savage
warfare would spread like an epidemic
from tribe to tribe.

It was during a lull in the strifes of
the seventeenth century, that Kondiar-
onk, a chief of one of the Abenaki tribes,
returned from a three days hunt to find
his wigwam burned, his squaw sitting
in its ashes and his only daughter car-
ried off by a band of Senecas.

For some act of perfidy, real or sup-
posed, Kondiaronk’s father had been a
marked - man during his lifetime, and
when he died the unsatisfied vengeance
was visited upon his son. The unex-
pected attack was made with the hope
of finding the victim unprepared—but
to secure the lovely Winona was ven-
geance 'more exhilarating than wine.
They burned the village and departed,
carrying with them only one or two
prisoners beside the girl, and proceeded
to demolish other enemies.

But a feminine prisoner of Winona’s
rank was somewhat of an encumbrance,
and passing through a Mohawk encamp-
ment, they left her with the chief’s
wife, Cheega, and a not over zealous
Seneca warrior as guard.

Among the councillors whom Kon-

They are " -
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diaronk called to discuss means of res-
cuing his daughter and punishing her
captors, was a young Frenchman.
Swarthy of skin and rather handsome
was this young man, but life in the
woods had almost totally eclipsed the
culture of his early environment. The
Spirit of Abandon called to him from
the rivers and forests of New France,
and Pierre la Salle answered, “Here am
I” and went the way of the Coureur de
bois.

The hunting expedition from which
they had just returned was to have pro-
vided the luxuries for the festivities
which were to celebrate his marriage
with the chief’s daughter. Like the
Baron St. Castine, who had married
another Abenaki maiden, Pierre was to
“wed as the Indians wed,” and great
preparations had been made by the
women, for the Frenchman was very pop-
ular and Winona was much beloved.
But now, the daughter and bride-to-be
had been stolen.

Alas! the enemy had twdo davs’
start, and by the time the Abenaki war-
riors got.on their trail the girl was no
longer with them and no trace of her
could be obtained. ' Fierce and vengeful
as her captives were, Kondiaronk had no
fear of torture or death for his beloved
chiid. His worst fear was that, in fail-
ing to rescue her, she would in time be
adopted by the tribe and married to an
antagonist. This was the worst he fear-
ed, but it was maddening.

Three months passed and the Senecas
did not return to the Mohawk camy
for the prisoner. She began to fit in
her place in the chief's tent and eradu-

. . o . &
ally pick up bits of their language. But
in spite of this, she was often lonely
for none came to whom she could talk of

:
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and effects of the finest
wall papers and fabrics,
but in a far more service-
able material of moderate cost.
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dust - and - dirt - proof, never cracks,
never tears, is instantly cleaned with
a damp cloth.

~ All the handsomest glazed tile effects
are also made in Sanitas, for bath-
rooms, kitchens and pantries.

Sanitas is sold by all reliable dry -
éood.s and wall paper jobbers in
anada.

Write us your needs fully, and
we will send you samples and
sketches and tell you how to be
quickly, satisfactorily supplied.

| sSTANDARD OIL cLOTH co.
320 Broadway, New York City
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anteed table oil cloth. For
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Any person who is the sole head of a family or

any male over 18 years old, may homestead a
quarter-section of available Dominion land in
Manitoba, Saskatchewan or Alberta. The appli-
cant must appear in person at the Dominion Lands
Agency orSub-Agency for the district. Entry by
proxy maybe made at any agency, on certain con-
ditions, by father, mother, son, daughter, brother
orsister ofintending homesteader.

Duties—Six months’ residence upon and cultiva-
tion of-the land in each of three gars. A home-
steader may live within nine miles of his homestead
((,m a faéui) ofht}t leasthSOhillcres solely owned and

ccupie y him or is rath
daughter, brother or sis{er. Fater, mother, son,
. In certain districts a homesteader in good stand-
Ing may pre-empt a quarter-section alongside his
homestedd. Price $3.00 per acre. Duties— Must
reside six months in each of six years from date of
homestead entry (including the. time required to

:i:xr‘la homestead patent) and cultivate fifty acres

. A homesteader who has exhausted his homestead
right and cannot obtain a pre-emption may enter for
a purchased homestead in certain districts. Price
33.00 per acre.  Duties—Moust reside six months in
each of three years, cultivate fifty acres and erect

W. W. CORY,

. Deputy of the Minister of the Interior.
N-B-—Unauthorized publication of this advertise-
ment wiil not be paid for.

a house worth '$300.00.
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her people and the home she had been
_stolen from, until one day.
Thoughts of the wigwam at home by

.the glistening river repeated themselves

day_ after day. She wondered where
they were searching, for she never doubt-
"ed’ that her father and Pierre, with the
,bravest of the tribe were still looking
for ‘her, and then, with a deep sigh,-if
. none’_were by, she wondered when Pierre
+ would 'come 'to her.

:it—one whose. friendship would cause
+ her much anguish.
© . Carrokese was the son' of a Mohawk

_ chief, and had for a long time béen a

prisoner of the Abenaki Indians; but was
: réleased when a temporary peace brought
+about an exchange of prisoners.

. During his captivity, Carrokese and
‘Kondiaronk had, in a measure, buried
. the "old ‘animosity. The Mohawk had

réceived many kindnesses from the hand

of ‘the native chief, and it’s an old say-
ing that an'Indian never forgets a.kind-
., ness. This was when Winona was very
small, and once the prisoner had brought
her a white rabbit. After that, to the
little girl, he was always the ‘“Whijte
. Rabbit.” This was the only name by
~which she knew him. Carrakese was ‘a
“member of the tribe with whom she was

now a.prisoner, and was sometimes in--
~vited to.the councils, and occasionally’
visited the chief’s wigwam. In this way"

“he saw the girl and learned her story,
but it was a long time before he found
.an - opportunity to speak to her. At
last’ it came.
off a debauch and the women were pre-
“paring for a banquet—all but Winona,
Yshe sat at the door of the tent weav-
:ing a basket of sweet grass. : :

¢, “Why is the chief’s' daughter sad?” he
+asked.

< "Amazed at being addressed in her own
{tongue by one who was to all outward
;jappearace, a Mohawk, arnd unable at
‘once ;to find words to reply, her dark:
eyes only answered.

" “«Is Cheega mnot kind?” he continued,
“encouragingly. :

! "“Cheega is good,” she replied, but low

iag'the voices were, they disturbed the

tsleeper, and Carrokese was compelled to

Zawait another opportunity to ask, “Does

“Winona remember the White Rabbit?”"

Then, like one just awakening, she

‘remembered who this stalwart warrior
was, and knew why floods of childish
memories always attended his coming.

:She knew he was her old friend, the
“White Rabbit.

* “The days wore on slowly and drearily
enough, and the guard becoming weary
of the monotony of his charge, hied him
off to other scenes, leaving the prisoner

- with the women of the camp, who were

“almost as indifferent as the Senecas
themselves seemed to have become. Then

. she had comparative freedom, especially
when the warriors were absent, and

+ many were the walks she took and tor-
tuous the paths she followed. Some-
times the White Rabbit walked ahead.
Sometimes he only crossed her path, but
whether he walked with her and talked
"of Nanrautsouak, or only crossed the
trail, the sun shone brighter for it, and
brought the girl the nearest approach
to happiness she had known since leav-
ing her home on the banks of the Ken-
nebec.

June came with its glorious sunshine,
and July with its ripening fruits and
wealth of blossom. Though the son of

o

" a chief and the hero of several small

expeditions, Carrokese had mno special
claim to distinction above his fellows,
but now he was going to meet the crisis
of his life. He was going off on a glory
campaign in company with other young
men of his tribe, but Carrokese was the
leader—to him would belong the -honor
or the shame of the expedition.

On fhe morrow a great tribal council
ould be in session. All the warriors
f the tribe would be there, and Decane-
ora, the greatest orator of the Con-
federation of Five Nations was to ad-
dress them. In the evening, the Festiv-
al of Dog’s Flesh would be held in honor
of the glory campaign. Carrokese and
his loyal friends would be the principal
entertainers. Seated in two rows, fac-
ing each other, the participants of the
feast would listen while the leader told
of his plans and hopes; then of the
heroic deeds he had already accom-
plished and the torture and suffering he
had endured with fortitude, making the

But Winona had a
; friend,” though she was unconscious of*

The guard was sleeping:

recital graphic with gestures and contor-
tions of the body, keeping time with the
monotonous sounds ‘of musical instru:
ments of crude Indian construction.
Then the others would follow, and in
turn each recount his feats of glory and
prowess, till of heroes and martyrs there
were only superlatives.

This was all to happen on the morrow,
but it was still today when Winona fol-
lowed in the steps of the White Rabbit
while he told her of his going away and
of the enemies he would conquer—never
for a moment did he dream of defeat.
That had no place' on his programme.
Victory, however savage, was his goal.
But Carrokese had other visions that he
told not to his friends. He dreamed of
a wigwam all his own, and to preside
over it and cook his venison, a tall,
beautiful Abenaki maiden. He would
buy her from the Senecas, whose pris-
oner she was, and he could bring about
peace with her father. But he counted
without the star of his hopes—and with-
out Pierre. Today, on the eve of his
departure, he ventured to hint to the
girl that she might share, if she would,
the great distinction that should be his,
and asked:

“Would the Sunlight like to return to
the chief’s wigwam, where clouds have
been so long?”

“Is there peace?” she asked.

“Not yet,” he replied, “but when the
White Rabbit returns he will have wam-
pum belts ‘a plenty, and one for Kon-

diaronk if Winona wishes it. Would

Winona like to carry the sunshine back
to Kondiaronk and Miamosa ?” ,
“And Pierre?” she asked, with more
animation than is usually displayed by
these people; but she had learned’it from
her betrothed, who was all vivacity.
“And Pierre,” the Indian hissed.
“Never!”  Turning swiftly, his dreams
dispelled like mists before the wind, he
strode . homewards, the girl - following
with bowed head, hardly knowing what

‘| she had done, and never a word. spoke

these two for many a long month.

On the day following the feast of
dogs’ flesh, those who were: to join the
glory campaign bedecked: themselves in
their most savage  finery—warpaint and
wampum, feathers and furs—and in a
silence strongly contrasting with their
hilarious boasting of the night before,
marched to the point of embarkation,
whjle the women in their most savage
rags followed to convey back to camp
the grandeur of their lords and masters.
And poor Winona, conscious now that
she had two lovers and that Pierre had
a bitter enemy, followed meekly and
sorrowfully behind “Cheega.

Tradition tells us that they peeled
the bark off a huge tree and committed
to its trunk pictures depicting the deeds
of valor they went out to perform, and
emblems of the tribes they went out
against, and many a tribal emblem was
emblazoned, but that of the Abenaki was
not among them.

Startled at . the revelation of the
White Rabbit’s feelings towards her,
and greatly troubled on Pierre’s account,
she prayed the Great Spirit that her two
lovers might never meet. Oh! if she
but had the courage of some of her an-
cestors, what a good use she would make
of her freedom, and Pierre, dear Pierre,
should be saved. Was she a weakling
and a craven she wondered that she
could not find her way to him. But try
as she would, she could not carry out the
plans of escape that came to her as she
lay awake in Cheega’s tent at night.
The wind swaying the boughs aboye her
seemed to whisper them to her.

Carrokese had been gone almost a
moon, as the Indians measure time, when
by a sort of telepathy hope began to
stir her being. She began to tell herself
that something must happen soon.: She
must escape before the White Rabbit’s
return. Then she would fall to musing;
if it were not for Pierre she might be
happy with the White Rabbit. He was
bravé, but then Pierre was handsome.
He was kind, but Pierre told her stories
of the great white father across the sea,
who would one day reward with gifts
and favors those who had been loyal to
him jn the forests §f his new kingdom.
The Mohawk would be a great chief some
day. but he was the enemy of her people.
while Pierre and the French were their
friends.  Yes,
Pierre.

she would be true to |

Pondering over her troubles, she ac- .

’
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quired the habit of talking softly to
herself on her solitary wanderings
through the forest. . :

“Pierre,” she would whisper,  then

louder, “Pierre,” and one day an answer-
3

came. She had followed a trail through
the thicket to the willow-draped shore
of a stream whose rippling sounds she
sometimes fancied were trying to con-
vey her messages from the be-
loved ones on: a kindred stream
far away, and she would bend her state-
ly head.close to the surface that she
might catch the message; but always it
went on singing a song she could not
interpret. On the opposite shore there
were two tall boulders that she was

fond of imagining were Kondiaronk and

Pierre waiting for her. Often she ad-
dressed ‘them in plaintive tones, telling
them how long she had waited and
how ‘weary she had grown, -and
now that they had come, how glad she
was—but. never a word of the' White

~ Rabbit.

One day, as she talked to these im-
aginary people, a voice as low and musi-
cal as the rippling of the stream an-
swered. The things she had been imag-
ining had become so real that the voice
occasioned no_ gurprise, nor was she
startled whef&nl;l\)xshes parted and the
head and shoulders of Joncaire, her

The Western

-Home MQnthly.

Winnipeg, January, ‘1911.

i
S——

“Pierre, where is he‘?” she asked.
“Pierre is- with the braves fighting and
searching for his Winona. Thy father,

the chief, is looking elsewhere, and sor-

row is making an old man of him since
the Senecas carried the Sunshine from
his home. I have lately left him, and
on my way I met a Seneca, wild with
fire water, who told me where to find
you. For two days I have waited for
You to come.” .

“And now Winona can go with Jon-
caire to Pierre?” ghe asked.

“Not yet, my child. We are among
enemies. I must get some of our people
and together we will take the Sunshine
back to the Kennebec. Meet me here
when five suns have set and then you
shall come with us. Till then, farewell.”

‘It was all so like a dream come true.
Could it really be that she was going
back to her people? - Would Joncaire
find Pierre, and would he come for her?
At the full of the moon Carrokese would
return with glory and prowess, but she
would not be there to see it—she would
be .gone.

At sunset on the fifth day the girl
took a silent farewell of the wigwam
and all that had become so familiar in
the last few months, and went out as if
only for her usual walk. One freasure,

the Mohawk camp—a rabbit’s paw that
Carrokese. had given her. i

_True to his appointment, Joncaire and
his comrades waited by the overhanging
willows for their ward, and messengers
had been sent to Kondiaronk to convey
the good mews. Joncaire’s plan was to
join the Baron St. Castine, who at that
time negotiating with the Five Nations,
and to travel under his protection as far
as their trails lay together. By that
time they would be met by Kondiaronk
and Pierre, and the long delayed restor-
ation take place.

Happy at last because her captivity
was over, and reflecting that, after all,
it had not been so bad—certainly not so
bad as if there had been no White Rab-
bit—Ilulled by the dripping paddles, she
fell asleep.

Travelling mostly by night, and con-
cealing themselves by day, for they had
to pass through the territory of the
Oneidas Onondagas, they. arrived at the
rendezvous almost simultaneously with
the Baron. They now hoped to travel
in comparatve safety, for the French and
English were treaty-bound to peace. It
seemed, indeed, that Winona’s troubles
were over. But in those turbulent days
nothing was .certain except Indian craft
and cunning, too often aided by the
white man; and so it was now. The
negotiations. with . the Baron = were

father’s friend, protruded. and only one, she carried with her from
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‘| to the bagpipes.

but a ruse to secure. his person.
He with his party, as well as Joncaire
and his friends were made prisoners.
This time, the Abenaki girl was really
a prisoner. No solitary strolls, no White
Rabbit, and she longed for home and
freedom as she had never done in -the °
Mohawk camp. ot

A courier brought the news of -the
capture to Pierre, who raged like a
Frenchman with seven devils, and swore
a fresh vengeance on those who had a
second time stolen his bride-to-be. But
helpless to rescue her with his"handful
of weary and discouraged men, like a
madman he plunged into the solitude of
the ‘forest, followed by only one oritwo,
devotees who were loth to leave. him
alone in his grief.

Meantime, Carrokese had found more
glory awaiting him than he had -antici-
ated even in his . most extravagant
oasting. The Harvest moon had waned
and September’s gold crescent hung in
the sky ere he wended his way camp-
wards. It was then that Pierre was
wandering through the woods brooding
over his sorrow. Canassatiago, next in
rank to Carrokese, leading the -band, es-
pied two men ahead of him, one of them,
a Frenchman, whose nationality marked
him as a prize not to be missed. He took
aim and fired. The man fell, and Win-
ona had but one lover left. Pierre’s two
companions were captured, and Carro-
kese, coming up, learned from them who
the dead man was, aud forbade his be-
irg scalped. £ o

Was it Indian diplomacy, or was it the
seed springing up that had been 'sown
years ago by the Jesuit missionary
when the White Rahbit was = prisoner
himself? _What was it that saved
Pierre’s scalp? Ask Winona! ‘

Poor Pierre would never “wed as the
Indians wed,” but he would be buried as
the Indians bury, in kneeling posture,
with food and tomahawk an ‘a -lightl_go
burn above his grave, thanks to his
magnanimous enemy. s

‘At last the Baron and Joncaire ‘were
released, but the girl was detained,
crushed with a grief that her stoic nat-
ure dare not indulge as Pierre had in-
dulged his. Joncaire had often acted the
part of ambassador to unfriendly tribes
with much honor and success, and he now
determined upon interceding with the'
Confederation for the release of Winona
and the other prisoners. v

He arrived with much dignity and
many gifts and asked for an audience.
It so happened that once again all the
chiefs were in council together, and Car-
rokese, now a most distinguished per-
son, was among them. With true In-
dian eloquence and French diplomacy,
for there was French blood in Joncaire’s
veins, he pleaded, promising not to avenge
the death of the Frenchman if the girl
were released unharmed. Carrokese
listened, apparently unmoved, while the
man interceded, and when the council ad-
journed for consultation, knowing their
own superiority, numerically and strat-
egically, they were all opposed to mak-
ing any terms with the half-breed ex-
cept Carrokese. His was the dissenting
voice, and his mewly acquired prestige
won the day. Not only were the pris-
oners released, but a band of Mohawks

escorted them to the borders of their own .

land.

‘When the springtime ‘came again, a
proud warrior chieftain paid a visit to
his old friend and enemy Kondiaronk at
Nanrautsouak on the bank of the Ken-
nebec. When it became known that his
mission was peaceful, there was much
banqueting and exchanging of gifts, and
when he came away, a daughter of the
pepp]e. an Indian princess, followed, car-
rying his gun and powder horn, and from
her neck hung a rabbit’s paw.

The sounds represented by the letters
A and O are, in English, compound
sounds, the first ending in E, and the
latter in OO. The Scotsman does not
add these final touches, and then wonders
why people discover from his pronuncia-
tion that he is “Scotch.” ‘

“Pibroch” is a martial strain adapted
Lord Byron, who had
some Highland blood without mueh High-
land experience was sharply criticised
for (apparently) mistaking “pibroch”: for
bagpipes. The reviewer said, ‘“Pibroch

[0 more means bagpipes than ~duett
"means a fiddle,”
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. British Columbia’ s Trails and
L . Waterways.

* . By Bomnycastle Dale.  Specially Written for the Western Home Monthly.
Photos by Fleming Bros. and the Author.

The canoe and the pack horse are the
things one learns to use out here if he
would penetrate to the unknown places.
I well remember going down one of my

-first spring-freshet, swollen rapids. The
‘guide ‘in- the stern was young but ex-
perienced in his own stamping ground.
were -darting over a dark,
swiftly rushing river—the water was up
to the forks of the low dike-land trees.
The -night was pitch black. ‘He had
never made the run to the Sound this
way. Ahead something roared like. a
thousand bulls. We backed water until
the unaccustomed muscles made us seek
the danger-ahead as a relief.. Our prog-
ress now reminded me of sea lions I had
seen plunging along in swift water—

-
stern by the bow striking the bottom
ahead of the surf and:the entire craft

“pitchpoling”—turning a complete som- .

ersault—and again striking the bottom
and splitting clear in half. If yoy want
a_moment of unequalleld excitement go
out along the Olympic Peninsula, where
the sea lions mate on the barrier reefs,
where two lines of surf exists, the
barrier line and the shore line, and let
the guides put you ashore on that nice
white shell beach a quarter of a mile or
so ahead. We had been studying the
Otary on the barrier reefs, watching
the big male sea lions and their harems
on the dry tops of the syenite rocks,
watching them drive off each aspiring
rival and then embracing the favored

as much below as above—As the noise
increased the water turned whiter until
finally we were in one long, deep, high-
rolling, swiftly breaking run of the
rapids. Luckily the water was so high
that very few glacial boulders showed.
The roar and torment about these made
me wish to close my eyes in despair
that any human thing should pass alive,
yet I had to swing the canoe continually
bow on. One great crest, tortured into
foam, completely covered me, but let
little water in the long craft—in a mom-
ent more the roar was dying away be-
hind us and we were heading for the
camp fire on the little diked field near
the river’s mouth.

If you come to this land of swift,
snow-fed rivers, where every stream is
filled with trout and every river literal-
ly gorged with salmon, during the run,
do not bring any patent canoes, the one
right canoe for you to use lies in front
of the guide’s rancherie. You will think
that a twenty-foot long hollowed cedar
log, deftly shaped, weighing a quarter
of a ton at times, is too big and heavy
a craft for you to canoe the rivers in.
How if you float her out on to the sea
where the shore surf pounds, I have
seen the cleanly divided halves of even
these strong craft split from stem to

A Pack Train.

females with their long sinuous necks,
howling and barking the meanwhile (the
surf prevented us hearing the sound,
however). It was twenty-five miles
back to the little cove harbour where our
expedition lay. The great swells made
the long craft roll and dip so much that
the mid-day meal was not to be thought
of. 4

“Ya Yat Le-ma,” I asked the Indian
in the stern (“Go'on the beach” in Eng-
lish).

Ade-de-cualoens-gung-ilisa.”
look! We will try.”)

‘Ahead a mountain of dark green water
arose. Behind us another mountain
came and passed beneath us. When we
were on the summit I could see that
desired beach, but twice between it the
walls of water broke in long, rolling,
air-filled cylinders of surf that broke
and sent feathery spurting columns
some thirty feet into the air. A word
was passed along the crew. “Les,”
(“Go”) We translated it, and go we did.

(“Friend,

'Right beneath us was a huge hill of

shore speeding water. Just behind its
crest we swept along with a curious
dragging sensation. Instantly it broke
into a myriad swirling white eddies,
whirlpools, rapids—everything it seemed
that water could form. Now the pad-

Watch them poling up stream in a seven mile current.
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TRUE WORTH
DEPENDS UPON

UALI

For nearly seventy long years
Huntley & Palmers reputation
has steadily increased. From small
beginnings Huntley & Palmers
manufactory has become a land-
mark of industrial England. To-
day, Huntley & Palmers Biscuits
are enjoyed throughout the world.

The history of this success is the
history of Quality. Quality con-
sidered, Huntley & Palmers Biscuits
are the cheapest on the market. -
Never in the manufacture of these bis-

" cuits have Huntley & Palmers used a
second-grade 'material or any substitute.

!

HUNTLEY & PALMERS
BISCUITS

Next time you buy biscuits, be sure to
specify Huntley & Palmers and reject
all proffered substitutes.

Obtainable throughout the world.
HUNTLEY & PALMERS, READING, ENGLAND.

SWAN "5

Used by every up-to-date business man.
Because it writes easier, is more com-
fortable, simpler, speedier and more
reliable than any other on the
market. Does not leak. Ab~
solutely guaranteed.

ONE NOW

HSWAN" RIGHT NOW

Don't wait and waste time. Jﬁ
try one—buy one—and you will never |
want to be without one. ¢ :

THE PEN WITH THE DUPLEX FEED

RELIABILITY Prives
SIMPLICITY $2.50 up

FROM STATIONERS AND JEWELLERS
Catalogues and full particulars Iree

Mabie, Todd & Co., 124 York St., Toronto

Headquarters—LONDON, Eng.

]

NI B,

SOLID GOLD WATCH PUZZLE
GREAT OFFER BY A RESPORSIBLE FIRM.
AT G0sT8 YOU NOTHING TO TRY.

To m{ pefion who can supply the correct names of these
two well-known Canadian Towns, and fulfils conditions
below, we offer our 15-Dollar Lady’s SOLID GOLD
WATCH, wu-n Government Stamped, fully jewelled, as
+FREE GIFT. (8!lver Watches are presented to Gents.
Sen ! your sttempt on a sheet ofrper, oget wr ith stam|
addressed envelope for re: ly, to FELLOWS & CO., Wholesale
Watch Merchants, Birmingham, England. T e winner is
required to purchase a Chain from us to wear with watch. The
name of this paper must be mentioned. Prize-winners ot last
competition were ;. —

Mrs. R. Moffat, Blackheath, P.O_
Ont.; Canada.

Mr. W. D. Gray, William Ave., »
Winnipeg, Ca
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MATHIEU’S SYRUP

of Tar and Cod Liver .0il

This famous remedy is made
of two curative agents of proved
efficacy in diseases of the throat
and lungs.

Beech~Tar directly relieves a
cough or cold, and at once begins
to heal the delicate passages; Cod
Liver Oil strengthens,and builds up
the system. These two ingredients
are scientifically combined in the
pleasant tasting Mathieu’s Syrup.

Mathieu’s Syrup does not merely
suppress the symptons of disease,
it removes their cause. It not only
relieves—it cures.

There is nothing better for

children. They like it, and should

take it on the first appearance of a

cold. Keep a bottle always at hand.

Mathieu’s Syrup When feverish take Mathieu’s

large bottle 35c. Nervine Powders as well as the

Mathieu's Syrup—z25 cts a package, contain-
Nervine Powders ing 18 powders.

18 in box 25c.
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J. L. MATHIEU CO., Prop's. S8HERBROOKE, QUE.
D-9-1n.
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He found the gold his dead partner had
left there. Then he turned south with
very little flour in the sack and no fish
for the dogs. Well, that man-destroying
bag of gold was found again later, lit-
erally surrounded with human and can-
ine remains, torn and tangled harness.
Truly, it has been a trial of the survival
of t;the fittest, and all had finally passed
out. ‘
Then we have the horse for a pack
beast, and a. nimble-footed one it be-
comes out here. I have seen them take
the precipitous side' of a shale-covered
slope, a slope never trod by foot of do-

Pushing the canoe on the ice.

mesticated animal before, make their
way across in a first descending and
then ascending river of sliding thin
rocks, then step out on the rock-crop
covered firm hillside and whinny back
for the next horse to follow in its path.
Over the great frozen plateaus, in the
long muskegs and marshes, these heavily
laden animals patiently trudge, crossing
the trail of the cariboo, where, perhaps
fifty thousand have pressed a path like
unto a city road.

Returning for just a moment to the

Pushing the canoe up on the ice.

dog teams, the Huskies and the Mala-
mutes. A friend of mine living in the
north had a very handsome dog in camp.
She was part collie and part Huskie;
this gave her a slight wolfish strain.
At the top of the snow-capped hill, a
male wolf had appeared daily for a
week. Orders had been given not to
molest it. Finally the female answered
the long yelp of the wild male and left
the ecamp for three days. In due season

W here Locomotive and Dog Trains mcet

she produced a litter of the usual strain
and they grew to hardy, big puppies.
Again the gaunt wolf appeared on the
hill’s crest. One of the pups saw and
answered the call.  Nearer crept the
wolf down the hill. Farther up gam-
bolled the playful, barking puppy. Now
they meet, and wolf and pup play to-
gether—ever leading upwards in their
gambols. Finally, they reach the crest
and pass out of sight—the pup for ever,
for when my friend’s son made the climb
to bring back the pup, all he found was
just a few blood drops on the snow—the
trail showed that the wolf had instant-
ly leaped upon the pup the moment the
(l;relst of the hill hid them from the camp
elow.

So if, brother sportsman, you come
out here to hunt bear, or deer, goat or
sheep, moose or caribou, we can provide
you with the natural picturesque meth-
ods of traversing our trails and water-
ways.

Tea Cup Invades the Office.

An 0ld Country Business Practice Mak-
ing Headway in Toronto.

(Special from Toronto, Nov. 11.)
A reporter called yesterday afternoon,

| shortly before four o’clock, on a depart-

ment manager of one of Toronto’s
large industrial concerns, and promptly
at four o’clock a young lady brought in
two cups of tea. The reporter was in-
vited to partake of what proved a most
delicious and refreshing beverage, and
business being laid aside for a moment,
the manager explained that a few
months before he had been to England,
where he had found the.four o’clock tea
custom practically universal among bus-
iness houses. @ He had enjoyed it so
much and it had seemed to fit in so well
that after coming home he had adopted
it in his own office] He said that he
always used Red Rose Tea because it
had the fine flavor and smooth richness
of some of the choicer kinds he had got
in the old country.

Rose Tea Co., it was found that the
practice had been begun there only a few
days ago, and that with their usual am-

| bition to be a little ahead of the pro-

cession, they served a cup of delicious
tea not only to every member of the
office and warehouse staffs, but to every
stranger who happened to be within the
gates at the appointed hour. The tea
is served to everyone at his or her desk.
the drinking occupies only a minute or
two and the tea is so deliciously refresh-
ing and stimulating that the working
efficiency of the staff is increased for the
rest of the day.

The remarkable success of Red Rose
Tea, and the high esteem in which the
firm is held by the trade throughout
Canada is a striking tribute to the force-
ful and progressive business methods
steadily pursued by Mr. T. H. Esta-
brooks, of St. John, N.B., the proprietor
of Red Rose Tea. This success has made
Mr. Estabrooks a national figure in the
tea business.

<
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Vicious Horses Easily Subdued.

The value of Prof. Jesse Beery’s cor-
respondence training course in horse-
manship was never better shown than

! when his students successfully handled

the wildest and most vicious horses in

| the recent exhibitions given in connec-
tion with the convention of the pupils

at Pleasant Hill. O. Prof. Beery picked
the men to go into the ring at random
from the 300 representatives of his 7,000
students. Every student who was called
into the ring succeeded at whatever he
was called upon to do. Students who
had never met before worked. together
| with perfect unison.
|  Only a master mind and a keen psy-
\'hO]O;:'iSL could write on a subject so
plainly that a student can follow written
directions and accomplish the same re-
| sults as the teacher.
| Prof. Beery will be glad to mail to
| any reader of this paper a copy-of his
| Prospectus on Horse Training. /
him personally at Pleasant Hill, Ohio.

Upon inquiry at the office of the Red’

Write |

i
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‘The Toronto
General Trusts Corporation

Established 1882
The Pioneer Trust Company of Canada . -

Paid-up ‘Capital - - - $ 1,000,000
Reserve Fund - - - 500,000
Assets under Corporation’s Care exceed 37,000,000

Chartered to act as Administrator, Executor, Trustee, Guardian,
Liquidator, Committee, Agent, &c., &ec.

Money to loan on improved Farm 'and City progtrﬁea at

lowest current rates.
Winnipeg Office :

Bank of Hamilton Building, Main Sireet

John Paton, Manager

THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO

CAPITAL, $10,000,000 REST, $6,000,000

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.0, LL.D, D.C.L,, President
ALEXANDER LAIRD, Cene¢ral Manager A. H.IRELAND, Superintendent of Branches
s

BRANCHES IN EVERY PROVINCE OF CANADA AND IN
THE UNITED STATES, MEXICO AND GREAT BRITAIN

- BRANCHES IN SASKATCHEWAN

LASHBURN REGINA
LLOYDMINSTER SASKATOON
MELFORT SHELLBROOK
MELVILLE SWIFT CURRENT
MILESTONE . TUGASKE.
MOOSE JAW VONDA
MOOSOMIN WADENA
MORSE " WATROUS
NOKOMIS WATSON
NORTH BATTLEFORD WEYBURN
OUTLOOK WILCOX
PRINCE ALBERT YELLOWGRASS
RADISSON YORKTON

?
- FARMERS' BANKING
Every facility afforded Farmers and Ranchers for the transaction of their
banking business. Notes discounted and sales notes collected.

ACCOUNTS MAY BE OPENED AND CONDUCTED BY.MAlkL

.BRODERICK
CANORA
DELISLE
DRINKWATER
ELBOW
ELFROS
HAWARDEN
HERBERT
HUMBOLDT
KAMSACK
KINDERSLEY
LANGHAM
LEANIGAN

An Attractive Invest,ment'

The issue of Empire Loan Stock .at $110:00 was
greatly over-subscribed. A small amount will now
be sold at $115.00 after which the price will be
increased to $120.00. Buy before the next increase.

THE EMPIRE LOAN COMPANY

Bank of Hamilton Chambers, Winnipeg, Man,

MONEY TO LOAN

On Improved Farm Lands in Manitoba, Saskatchewan
and Alberta.
Notaries Public and

Sherwin & Vincent, “p agens
317 Portage Avenue, Winnipeg




18

Price 40

—Blackwood’s

Black Cherry Wine, Ginger Wine, Peppermint | .
Wine, and Hot Todd,

Guaranteed Non-Intoxicants

Ask your dealer for them

—The Blackwood’s Limited, Winnipeg—
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BRIGGER'S Pure Jams and Orange

Marmalade

Put up in 16 oz. glass jars
and in 5 lb. sanitary

double-top gold lined tin
¥ pails.

Brigger’'s Pure Jams are made
from clean, sound Niagara
grown Fruit and Granulated
Sugar and are guaranteed
Absolutely Pure.

e —
e

cents per quart bottle

e —
St
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' ;ou Need This Book

: FTER you useitawhile, you’ll wonder how

'owe Rigsg,

| ( '
i Coox Book

For Everyday Use
in Western homes

you ever got along without it. Every-

thingis so simvle and clear and practical
it’s just like having some wise old cook at your
elbow. Ani with so many dishes to choose
from, both old and new, there's no need of
cooking the same old things time after time.

Even if you have a fairly good one already,
ycu need the Blue Ribbon Cook Book.

It is specially prepared for everyday use in
Western homes and is practical and up-to-date.
For instance, all ingredients are given by
measure instead of weight, so you do not need
scales.

Not a cheap advertising booklet, but a
complete, reliable cock book, strongly bound,
clean, white, washable oilcloth. And here’s
your chance to get it. .

q Send 75c. for Western
you a copy of Blue Ribbon Covk Book, FREE.

Home Monthly for one year and we will send

again, just like new, with

1 or other of the 24 shades of

New Things For Old

Take stock, some afternoon, of the old things you have
around the house that you can make fresh and pretty

| MAYPOLE SOAP

The Easy Home Dye
i Blouses, Dresses, Children’s Frocks, Petticoats, Parasols,
I Ribbons, Silk Gloves, Silk Scarves, Fans, Lace, Chiffon, Straw Hat Shapes,
(B Feathers, Artificial Flowers, Stockings, Toques, Sweaters, Sashes, Mittens,
1 Curtains, Cushion Tops, Lamp Shades—to all these things and more you
| can give bright, fresh, fadeless colors, without muss, fuss or bother, with one

==4. dealer’s or post paid with free booklet, “How to Dye,” from

| Frank L. Benedict & Co.

Maypole Soap.  Colors 10¢, Black 15¢, at your

Montreal

e
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PR improved simple methods of

R S A S N 8 s U S

A FEELING OF SECURITY

Of absolute reliability and power is enjoyed by every owner of a

- . =
Gilson Engine “SS33kike

Gas Gasoline Alcohol
A mechanical masterpicce of the highest type, with our
) ar  cooling, governing and
sparking.  Positively guaranteed, biggest value, free  trial.
All sizes. Ask for catalog.
45 York Street

Gilson Manufacturing Co., Gueiph, canada

Empire Cream Separator Co., Winnipeg, Man., General Agents

| what diffuse and liard to put your finger

RAHAM HOPKINS at
the mature age of
twenty-five, was
tired of it. If call-
ed upon for a speci-
fication of “it”, prob-
ably he would have
floundered. He was
not clever at analys-

is, or words. To be really frank, he was

not ‘“clever” at anything. Certainly it
was not life of which he was tired, be-
cause he was - healthy, and optiinistic,
and had learned vhat men and places and
things are to be found as_good.as we

desire. Nor was he tired of being a

millionaire. It wasn’t a dull life and it

was inexpensive for being a millionaire,
on a millionaire’s income, is, by ratio,
one of the cheapest occupations in the

world. : S
The “it” of which he was tired consist-

ed of so many things. that.it was some-

upon. Principally it was, pernaps, hav-
ing to do nothjng that ke really - had to
do. To particul rise a bit, “it” included
seeing his- name in the hmewspapers,
society men and women, motors, yachts,

houses, house parties, horse shows, and
—oh, lot of otner things. He wanted to
do something that was different from
all these—only to fi.. that the occupa-
tions open to a young millionaire are
pitifully limited. “That is, plain, ordin-
ary occupations. His matter-of-fact
mind did not run to sensations. If he
wanted to, of cowrse, he could go out and
discover the North Pole, or found a new
university, or penetrate Tibet, or do
anything else that was peculiar or cost
money. But that sort of thing did not
appeal to the mind of Graham Hopkins,
which was sedate, orderly, and, beyond
doubt, commonplace. So conservative
was that mind that, for a little while, he
feared it was becoming sensational when
he realised that he was tired of the
things which he had been doing.

Under parental guidance it might have
been different, but his mother died when
he was a little boy and his father just
as he left college. Whatever plans the
senior Hopkins may have had he did not
live to disclose. All he did was to leave
his son an education and many thou-
sands. The thousands were firmly im-
bedded in a steel plant, about which
voung Hopkins had no need to worry.
True, he Lad a sister; but she was mar-
ried to a wealthy man situated in the
same commonplace way as uimself, so
she did not count.

J. Graham Hopkins rarely did any-
thing hastily, so he thought about this
matter of being tired for a long time.
Then he went to see his lawyers.

“l am going away,” said he. “For a
year, at least; perhaps longer. Where?
Oh! I don’t know definitely! all over
the world perhaps; I've just come in to
tell you to look after things while I'm
away.  Money? Why. I'll send for it
when I need some. You needn’t worry if

you don’t near from me much. I’ll be all
right. Investments? Do whatever you
think  best .abofit that. Let it stay

where it is, if -you like.
hye.”

And  thereat .J. Graham Hopkins
watked out of the oiices of his lawyers
with an uneasy. pleasurable feeling, as
though he were playing truant.

Well, good-

“What’s vour ll:l!w‘aﬁk(‘(l the man-
ager briskly. i .

“James G. Hoprins.”

“Any references?”

“No, sir. [ didn’t think about that.”
“It’s customary. Have you had any
experience 7 ' '
...\"L.‘

“We advertised for somebody with ex-
perience.  It's usually too much trouble
breaking in a green man.  Are vou in-
dustrions 77

“I think =0.”

“Gamble?”

dances, operas, town . houses, country,

The Fortune of Graham
Hopkins.

By E. J. Rath.

“Married ?”

“No, sir.”

“Living with your people?”

“No; I'm at a boarding-house.”

The manager devoted five seconds to
a scrutiny of James G. Hopkins and
three seconds tc thought.

“Come around to-morrow morning,” he
said, “and I’ll let you know whether I
can give you a job. Ill be frank and tell
you that if anybody who can show' some
experience comes along in the meantiwe
vou won’t get it.”

Hopkins picked up his hat and walked
out, mildly excited. The uncertainty of
his immediate future was not displeas-
ing. To-morrow he would either be
hired or looking for a place somewhere
else. It was his nearest approach to a
game of chance. He hummed a tune as
he strolled through the city.

It was a new experience in his life
when he tumbled out of an iron bed-
stead in an attic room at half-past six
o’clock in the morning and began to
dress. It was equally novel to break-
fast at
half filled with other young men who
were apparently ¢lerks, and “young wo-
men who might have been typists, and
other persons of various ares who were,
likely enough, all sorts of things. An
early ride to the city in an electric car
was an absolute innovation. Surely,
adventure was coming upon him fast.

“We’lll try you,” said the manager.
“But youw’ll have to prove your worth,
understand.”

“Youll get twenty-five shuungs a
week.”

Hopkins nodded, being a little too ex-
cited to speak.

It was six o’clock that evening when
he started off. home to the boarding-
house, reviewing in his mind the things
he had been doing all day. He was
amazed at his own capability. He had
sorted papers, rearranged books, car-
ried samples, answered the manager’s
bell, stamped leicers, posted them,
opened other letters, handed messages
to telegraph boys, studied letter files,
peeped into the labyrinth of a card in-
dex, found out whom people wanted to
see—in fact, it was hard to think of
anytuing he had not done.

All the week he did these things, over
and over again and gradually he began
to understand why he did some of them.
On Saturday night there was twenty-
five shillings in his pocket. e handed
fifteen to his landlady who smiled and
said something gracious about young
men who were prompt payers.

James G. Hopkins was a Dbusiness
man, and he liked it. He had earned
twenty-five shillings working at a job
that he got on his own. He felt absurd-
ly proud. He found that the world of
working people was curious and interest-
ing. He discovered that the manufactur-
ing of endless varietics of hardware
and selling them to people who needed
them, or thought they did, was not so
prosaic as it sounded. At any rate,
so long as this thing amused him he
was going to keep at it. If he got tired
of it, it was easy enough to go back to
being a millionaire.

Let it be said clearly that Hopkins was
putting into practice no scheme for the
betterment of mankind. He had not
gone into husiness for the purpose of
reforming it. Neither did he intend to
write a book about it. e was not a
student of sociology. He was just plain
James G. Hopkins, doing what suited
him and minding Lis own business.

Some weeks passed before he realized
that the matter of being a millionaire
was being crowded away back into some
little-frequented part of his brain. At
first. outside of business hours, he could
not help tninking about it, but that was
largely because the new life was strange
to him. Tt afforded him some amuse-
ment to think of w. . his sister might
sav, if she knew. or lhis lawyers, or his
friends.  But as the new environment
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