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Blue Ribbon Tea.

you ever tried ~your grocer will refund you the full purchase price.

“find.”  We invite you to buy a package today.

BLUE RIBBON LIMITED

e

AT OUR RISK--TRY

%

Blue Ribbon Tea. We assume all the risk when you buy a package of

If you are not perfectly satisfied with it —if you do not prefer it to any kind

If,

as more likely, you appreciate Blue Ribbon Tea, you have made a valuable
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The Mills Behind the Name

‘“ Not

Bleached. - “FIVE ROSES FLOUR”
Not are the largest, best equipped and most
Blended."”’ sanitary flour mills in the British Empire

Five Roses Flour

““Not Bleached— Not Blended.’’

The discriminating  housewife—on whose table is always
found the best bread, the most tempting pastry---always uses Five
Roscs Flour,because she finds it ‘always good and good all ways.’

FIVE ROSES

A test is proof.

LAKE OF THE WOODS MILLING CO.,
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Absolutely Pure and
of Fine _;Quality

|Baker’s -
" Breakfast

Cocoa

is a delicious
and wholesome

drink

Made by a per-
fect mechanical
process, without
the use of chem-
jcals, thus preserving the.
delicate natural flavor, aroma
and color characteristic of
high-grade cocoa beans.

WALTER BAKER & CO. Limited
y Established 1780
Montreal, Canada Dorchester, Mass.

Fl

600,000

Willow Cuttings, Russian Laurel, French
Laurel qnd Russian Golden, $4 50 per 1000, ex-
Press paid to auy station in the three provinces.
Also a nice stock of reliable trees, shrubs. trees
and small fruits. No Agents. Deal direct with
me and save 359, to 50%. Any trees that are
not sitisfactory may be returned at my expense
and I will refund the money. Native Ash are
proving the best tree for street planting in the
West. I have a finelot, send me your address
on a Post Card and I will send you my price list
and printed directions. Nothing beats the wil-
lows for a break.

JOHN GALDWELL, VirdenNurseries

VIRDEN, MAN.
A RUNNING WATER SUPPLY

=S for " all purposes

A is easgily secured.
THE LOW COST
OF INSTALLING

RIFE RAM

is such’ that
every man can
have running
water night and day. It operates with
any fallfrom 2 to-50 feet, and will pump
to a height 3 to 25 times thef all.

If you have a flow of 3 or more gallons
per minutefrom a spring, artesian well,
brook or river write for our free Cata-
logue and information. .

RIFE ENGINE CO.

Vol. XIV.

United States $1.26a year

well to send by registered Ietter or Méhe§ Order.
POSTAGE STAMPS Will b received the

received, Those whose subscriptions have expired must not
the money to pay forit another year.

All communications relative to change of
WHEN YOU RENEW be sure to

done itleads to confusion. If you have recently

sure to let us know the address on your label.

= —_—

mn‘j WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

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

THE SUBSCRIPTION P RICE of The Western Home Monthly is $1 per annum to any address in Canada, or British
Isles. The subscription price to foreign countries is $1,50 a year, and within the Cyny of Winnipeg limits and in the
REMITTANCES of small sums may be made with safety in  ordinary letters. Sums of owe dollar or more it would be

same as cash or the fractional parts or a dollar. and in any amount when it
#s impossible for patrons t6 procure bills. We prefer those of the one.cent or two cent denomination. g

WE ALWAYS STOP THE PAPER at the expiration of the time paid for unless a renéwal of subscription is
i to

No. 4.

CHANGE OF ADDRESS. —Subscribers wishing their addresses changed must state their former as well as new address.
address must be received by us not later than the 20th of the preceding month.
sign your name exactly the same as it appears on the label of yqur paper.

changed your address and the paper has been forward

pect to ive the paper unless they send

f thisis
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A Chat with our Readers

Only a few more days of April show-
ers and then we enter the month of
May. Did you ever notice- how almost
everybody begins to feel happy when
the calendar finally points its finger in
this direction each year—happy, that is,
in a lazy, satisfied, languorous sort of
fashion. . ¥ .
Well, that is natural enough, after
all, is it not? For, certainly, of all
months, May is the time of bright sun-
shine and genial gladness. '
_ Anyone can be excused a certain feel-
ing of glumness when the winter snows

tion you will find in this “Smiling
Spring” number. .

May, of all months, seems to have
bBeen made for fiction—that is, the right
kind of fiction. We feel sute that, in
this respect, the Western Home Month-
ly is' bounteously and richly supplied.
In all of the stories you can feel the
pulse of outdoor life and sense the per-
sonal touch of human interest.

This hint should be :sufficiently sug-
gestive to make you really very lmpa-
tient. .

At least, this is our opinion.

even well to-do.

come by $10.00 a week.

ing money you need.

An Ambitious Woman

Chose to be Ix;dependent.

She lived in Vancouver, B.C. 'She was not rich—
The little money she earned
brought her bread and butter, but not the amuse-
ments and little luxuries she wanted and to
which she felt she was entitled.
something to “help out” she read one of our
advertisements explaining subscription work in
home towns. The dignity of the work impressed
her, also the permanency of the plan. - She is now
~ our “part time” representative, a regular member
 of our pay-roll, and supplements her present in-

If your income is limited, and if you will
devote spare time to looking after the subscription
work of the Western Home Monthly among your
friends and neighbors, you can earn all the spend-

AGENCY DIVISION
Western Home Monthly, Winnipeg, Man.

In looking for

lie piled upon the ground and the flow-
ers and trees seem covered with a
perpetual icy blanket. But when the
birds begin to sing in the freshly cov-
ered woods, and the friendly little
flowers spring up in their characteris-
tic riot of colorful beauty—then every-
body must wear a smile.
Next month the Western Home
Monthly will exhibit its most beyltt;h;_
ing spring smile, so to speak. We are
all going to be happy together—happy
about the reawakening of Nature and
very much interested in every page of
a splendid and timely May-Day Number.
Aside from the spring note of glad-
ness characterizing every page, a bril-
liant galaxy of fiction, articles and pic-
tures will be the distinguishing charac-
teristic of the May number.
* There will be ‘special articles filled
with chatty and interesting informa-
tion about the household, while if your
aspirations tend toward artistic achieve-
ment, you will also find much interest-
ing material for your consumption.
Recognition of woman’s work in all
branches of activity is becoming more
pronounced everywhere nowadays, and
many contributions from Western wom-

These are, of course, only a few little
glimpses into the contents of your May-
Da‘{’ magazine. ,

e have not forgotten to pack it full
of springtime suggestion and sunny
cheer. , )
- -But _for the rest we must ask you to
wait until the issue comes to demand
its own warm welcome.

One thing is certain, however—you
cannot help being happy after you read
the May number.

Of course, you wish to have correct
views on the many important subjects
that are at present demanding western
attention. You can rely on W. H. M.
Editorial to be impartial, well consid-
ered, and well informed. The magazine
is edited by expert men and women who
have made the study of all that is for
the well-being of Western Canada their
life work.

In nearly every community there are
dozens, in many cases scores, and in
others there are hundreds of people who
would gladly subscribe for the Western
Home Monthly for the coming year if
they were shown one issue. Everybody
should get up a club this year. Tt will
be the greatest vear for club raisers

en will be found in the pages of our

2138 Trinity Bldg., New York City

May issue. Just a word about the fic-

in the history of the Western Home
Monthly.
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Important - Farmers

We would r?gat again what we have so frequently stated in
appeals to our Western Farmers,——that the only satisfactory way

by which they can realize the largest net return for their grain accord-
ing to the market at time of sale, is by shipping it by the carload to
Fort’ lellam and Port Arthur, and having it looked after and sold in
the Winnipeg market by a reliable and experienced commission firm,
acting solely as the Farmer's agents. If besides this the grain is loaded
direct into:car instead of through an elevator it saves expense and cuts

. out every middleman but the one commission agent, between the Farmer
-and the buyer who pays the highest price in store Fort William or Port
Arthur, who is usually the exporter, though not always.

. At this time of year grain prices usually become firmer, because
‘every day as it passes brings us nearer the opening of lake navigation,
< .and decreases the length of time grain need lie in the terminal elevators

under the expense of storage, and there is always the anticipation and
- prospect - of Increased activity in buying, which the opening of navigation
brings. - Also between now and summer there sometimes develops serious

Impairment in the prospect for the growing wheat crops in different

countries, which advances prices sharply. Farmers therefore can make

no mistake in getting as much of their left-over grain as possible shipped
forward before the busy seedtime comes on, in order to have it in a po-

sition ‘where it can easily secure the advantage of any sharp advance in
_prices that may occur. = Rl

Farmers should keep themselves informed about market prospects
and possibilities by writing to and consulting us, and should bill their
cars to Order Thompson Sons and Co., Fort William or Port Arthur (ac-
cording to railway shipped on) notify Thompson Sons and Co., Winnipeg.
We make liberal advances on car lots shipped to us, and carry same at
& moderate commercial rate of interest, as long as seems desirable to do
80.

Write or wire, we are promptly and always at your service, and our

sole charge is the regular commission of lc per bushel on the grain we
actually handle.

THOMPSON, SONS &CO.

Grain Commission Merchants

WINNIPEG, CANADA

700:703A Grain Exchange

UNION BANK OF CANADA

Established 1865

Head Office - Winnipeg

Paid-up Capital . ........ .
Reserve and Undivided Profits ..... . ‘8,175,000
Total Assets,over............... ... 63,000,000
HON. PRESIDENT - - HON. J. SHARPLES

S.

F.

Head Office; Winnipeg.
SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO FARMERS' BUSINESS

Grain Drafts Negotiated.

Branches and Agencies West of Great Lakes:
Manitoba—Baldur, Birtle, Boissevain, Brandon, Carberty, Carman, Carroll,
Clearwater, Crystal City, Cypress River, Dauphin, Deloraine, Glenboro, Hamiota,
Hartney, Holland, Killarney, Manitou, Melita, Minnedosa, Minto, Mordet‘l,
Neepawa, Newdale, Ninga, Rapid City, Roblin, Russell, Shoal Lake, Souris,
Strathclair, Virden, Waskada, Wawanesa, Wellwood, Winnipeg. .
Saskatchewan—Adanac, Alsask, Arcola, Asquith, Bounty, Buchanan, Cabri,

Canora, Carlyle, Craik, Cupar, Cut K
bourg, Gull Lake, Herbert, Humboldt,

ley, Landis, Lang, Lanigan, Leeville, Lemberg, Lumsden, Luseland, Macklin,
Maple Creek, Maryfield, Milestone, Moose Jaw, Moosomin, Netherhill, Neudprf,
Ogema, Outlook, Oxbow, Pense, Perdue, Plenty, Qu’Appelle, Regina, Rocanville,

Rosetown, Saskatoon, Scott, Simpson,

rent, Tessier, Theodore, Toga, Tompkins, Vanguard, Viceroy, Wapella, Wawota,
Watrous, Webb, Weyburn, Wilkie, Windthgrst, Wolseley, Yorkton, Zpaland{a.
Alberta—Airdrie, Alix, Barons, Bashaw, Bassano, Bellevue, Blackie, Blair-

more, Bowden, Bow Island, Brooks,
stairs, Claresholm, Cochrane, Consort,

katchewan, Grande Prairie, Grassy Lake, High River, Hillcrest, Innisfail, Irvine,
Lacombe, Langdon, Lethbridge, Macleod, Medicine Hat, Okotoks, Passburg,
Pincher Creek, Seven Persons, Strathmore, Swalwell, Three Hills, Wainwright.

ritish Columbia — Enderby, Hazelton, Nanaimo, New Hazelton, Prince

Rupert,. Telkwa, Vancouver, Vernon,
. This Bank, having over 260 bran
Prince Rupert, offers excellent faciliti

of banking business. It has correspendents in all cities

Canada, the United States, the Conti
. Collections made in all parts of
mitted at lowest rates of exchange.

W. PRICE R. T. RILEY
DIRECTORS:
W. R. ALLAN 8. HAAS

M. BULL

Lieut-Col. J. CARSON
E. L. DREWRY Ww.
E. E. A. DU VERNET, K,C.

London, England.sBranch No. 51 Threadneedle

innipeg Branch, D. M. NEEVE, Manager, F J BOULTON, Asst.

L

ceneeqeees $5,000,000

PRESIDENT - JOHN GALT
VICE-PRESIDENTS:

(ER, M.P. F. E. KENASTON
BARKER, N REID

G. P,
G. H. THOMSON
SHAW

G. H. BALFOUR, General Manager,
H. B. SHAW Assistant Genera | Manager.

W. S. CRISPO, Superintendent of Branches
and Chief Inspector.

treet, E.C.

Interest Allowed on Deposits.

nife, Esterhazy, Eyebrow, Fillmore, Gravel-
» Indian Head, Jansen, Kerrobert, Kinders-

Sintaluta, Southey, Strassburg, Swift Cur-

Calgary, Carbon, Cardston, Carlstadt, Car-
, Cowley, Didsbury, Edmonton, Fort Sas-

Victoria.

ches in Canada, extending from Halifax to
es for the transaction of every description
of importance throughout
nent of Europe, and the British Colonies.
the Dominion, and returns promptly re-

-Manage

There is a Great . .

Land of Promise in Western Canada

Does This Appeal To You?

where YOU CAN’T LOSE if you are willing to work

The Government of Canada
will give you

Thousands have gone in and made good.

, 160 Acres of Land Free

Can YOU afford to overlook this opportunity?

For further particulars apply to

Inquirers in Great Britain

apply to J. OBED SMITH, Assistant Superintendent of Emigration, 11-12 Charing

All others to W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration, Ottawa, Canada.

Cross. I.on ion, S.W., Eng.
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}Almost everything has power for good

or a power for evil. Consider for example .
As a

a book, a picture, a song, a game. A
rule that which has within it tl_le greatest
possibilities for good has also within it the
greatest possibilities for evil. A tame, list-
less game that does not give opportunities
for braising limbs and breaking heads, is
not to be compared to a rough-and-tumble
game that give players a chance to exercise
their invention and their daring. The mov-
ing picture is a form of appeal that keeps
the emotions, and sometimes the intelli-
gence, at a white heat. 'On this account it
has possibilities for both good_ and evil. It
is, therefore, something that is to be con-
trolled rather than prohibited. It must be
enlisted in the service of mankind, not used
for his destruction. Unfortunately the first
use that was made of the moving picture
was to play upon the feelings. It placed
before people not that which gave infor-
mation, or higher pleasure, but that which
suggested the very lowest of literature—the
dime novel, the detective story, the story
of reveng:. It is not Canada which supplied
these films, but irresponsible people in the
United States. We are loud in our cries
that the United States shall not steal our
trade and our loyalty, but in this matter we
are strangely silent, notwithstanding the
fact that our children are losing their
innocence, their sense of the becoming, their
regard for life and honor? If we are true to
ourselves, we must agitate for a stricter
censorship of the firms, and must back up

the movement now on foot to supply to

schools and all regular galleries pictures that
are educational, uplifting, and worthy of
our national and domestic ideals.

The Worth of Property

What is it that makes a piece of land
have value? Its power to produce. If it is
good farm land near a city it will produce
more than equally good land farther away,
because there will not be the same charge
for-haulage. If it is a piece of city property
it will be valuable according to the business
that can be transacted on it. For that
reason central property is worth very much
more than property away from the centre.
So, too, property in a central city is worth
more than that in a country town or a vil-
lage. A recognition of these facts would
have saved investors a good many dollars.
There are some Western cities where the

price of land is now too high. The country .

is bound to grow, but these particular cities
will not grow. There are other cities where
the land has not yet by any means reached
its limit of value, for the reason that growth
has but rightly begun. If one compares
prices in Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, it
Is not the Western cities that can be charged
with the sky-rocketing. In some small cen-
tres in the West, the prices ar. evidently
greater®than the prospects will justify.

‘Woodrow Wilson

The people of Western Canada are not

directly interested in the choice of President
of the United States, but everybody was
deeply moved by the inaugural address of
Woodrow Wilson on March 4. Those who
have been longing for better economic con-
ditions, and for higher ideals in public life,
will in this address find much to give them
hope and comfort. Justice without resort
to revolutionary measures,—that is what is
promised. It i1s to be hoped that the new
President will have the wisdom and the
strength to carry out his ideas. It is a
glant’s task he faces, but we feel he is a
glant.

The Moving Picture
Redistribution

The following paragraph from the Mon-
treal Witness shows that some of the East-
ern people recognize the present injustice in
Parliamentary representation:

“In 1911 the Liberals went out of power
before they had a chance to make the census
of that year effective. In 1911 Mr. Borden
took the reins of Government and went
through his first session of Parliament with-
out passing a redistribution act. That was
possibly excusable, as it is a difficult meas-
ure, and the new Government found its
hands full. When, however, the Parliament
entered on its second session, and it was
announced that it was not the Government’s
intention to give redistribution, the ‘Wit-
ness’ began to protest. The West had the
right to fifty-six members in 1911, and it
only had thirty-five; it was therefore at that
time under-represented by twenty-one mem-
bers. If the growth of the West has been
as rapid for the last two years, and there is
no reason to think it has not, it is now. en-
titled to sixty-four members, so that it has
now twenty-nine members too few.. The
Parliament of Canada, therefore, as at pres-
ent constituted, is not fairly representative,
and cannot weight properly such proposed
legislation as is brought before it. This
situation is unconstitutional without doubt,
and the sooner it is corrected the better.”

The Suffragettes

Good women cannot be given too much
power. Misguided women cannot be given
too little. With or without legal privileges
good women will always rule the world.
Even when they are not very good, they
succeed in ruling mankind. The rule by
which they succeed is not force; it is love.
Love never faileth.* No matter how one may
sympathize with the aims of the leaders of
the suffragists, he cannot sympathize with
their methods, for they are wrong in two
particulars. First of all they are not the
methods women should employ, they are
unwomanly. Secondly, they will not win
adherents, or, in other words, will not accom-
plish the desired results. If the women of
England are accorded the franchise it will
be in spite of and not because of the tactics
lately employed. '

If the women of Canada are to be given
the right to a vote, they will not win this
right by belligerent methods. In Saskat-
chewan and Manitoba woman suffrage was
discussed quite freely in the legislatures and
in such a way as to indicate that so soon as
the women themselves are ready to assume
the responsibilities they will be granted the
privilege. The legislature of Saskatchewan,
without any fuss, without any threats or
destruction of property, without any organ-
ization forcing the issue, calmly considered
the question and gave it a respectful hear-
ing. Though the consensus of opinion was
that the time had not arrived for the exten-
sion of the franchise, there was an assurance
given that if the women presented a request,
the action of the legislature would be recon-
sidered.

Similarly in Manitoba, without any
demonstrations on the part of womankind,
the matter came up in the legislature for
discussion, and though the majority favored
delay and further investigation before act-
ing, a very respectable minority favored
the proposal. All of which goes to show
that the women out here have better judg-
ment in these matters than some of the
women in the old land—or it may be the
men out here are more reasonable or more
pliable. Certain it is that if the method of
force were applied in Canada, nothing would
be gained.

, Two Rural Institutions

The only thing of which we are sure in
this world is the phenomenion of change.
Everything is in a state of flux. The .old
is always giving way to the new. In indus-
try, in transportation, in trade; in medicine,
in science, in art; in methods of warfare as
in methods of tillage and farm husbandry—
the story for the last fifty years has been
the story of discarding the good for some-
thing better. New conditions have given
rise to new needs, and new needs have de-
manded new inventions. :

There has always been more or less oppo-
sition to change, for people are by nature
conservative, every. change is costly, and
some people are bound to suffer during the
period of transition. When the power looms
were introduced there was a cry from the
hand-weavers, when the type-setting ma-
chines were perfected, many printers had to
adapt themselves to the new conditions or
suffer. So it has been all around. 5

It is strange that, though in almost every
department of life there has been a ceaseless
round of changes, in education and religion
there has been comparatively little departure
from old-time methods. Indeed, the words

» of the prayer-book seem to have been liter-

ally applied—“As it was in the beginning,
is now and ever shall be, world without
end.” Yet, in no two fields are there greater
opportunities and greater necessity for im-
provement in methods than in the two{ust
mentioned. What has been taking place
recently in the city high schools and in city
churches is but an indication of the wide
departure that must be made from old cus-
toms, if our educational -and religious life is
to develop with our trade and commerce.
Take the case of the country school. It
is clear that it cannot be satisfactorily man-
aged in the old way. It must get a aeéw
conception of aim. It must change it
methods. It must improve its equipment.
It must perfect its organization. In other
words, it must aim to meet present social
and industrial needs; it must emphasize the
practical studies and must make much .o'j;
co-operative activity. There must be added:
to the little room now in existence, a work:
shop. The playground must be fenced:and
a garden made. Above all the present small
unit must be discarded in favor of a larger
so that free transportation of pupils to con$
solidated schools will be the rule rather than

. the exception.

The local church-must also branch out u{.
its activity. All life should: be religious. Bek

“tween the school and the church there should

be opportunities in every district for -even4

ing classes, for amusements and club m’eétf
ings, for debating societies and reading, cir?
cles. Neither a school nor. a-chuch-.should
be erected for use for.only a few hotirs”eacdi¥

~week, but both should be used for the good:

of the community in every possible way.’
They should be the centre of physical, intel-
lectual, and social activity; they should give
inspiration, enlightenment and moral uplift.
The two things usually associated with
school and church are text—books and'
dogma; the two things that should be asso-*
ciated with both are social and spiritual
efficiency. It is as easy to run these insti+
tutions on new lines as in the old. All that’
it requires is that people, preachers, and
teachers should become alive to their ops
portunities.

The Easter Bonnet

Someone has defended the horse-show
on the ground that it gives certain classes an
opportunity to show off their fine clothes.
In the same way Easter Sunday gives an op--

(Continued on Page 80)
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[PATRONIZED BY THE ROYALTY OF BURODE

| *Old Country” Clothing Fabrics
| Of ExceHent Quality and Style

'EGERTON ' BURNETT: Lid.’s poliey is, and has been for tman ears, to
i &mpply!..agi_les and Gentlemen _witl‘:?‘Oii Country” Clothing Fabric); f)'f really
i 2 %'ooqr%uahtfy;tghat will give satisfaction in wear and appearance. - -

: Their Fabrics are renowned for Excellence of Quality and Refined Character,
__ﬂ_-'ang,.are;:wpm by the Royalty of Euope and Ladies and Gentlemen of high
-8ocial distinction in many parts of the world,

=
#

By Appointment to H.M. The Queen.

New

Summer Samples
(MAILED POST PAID'

representing a _delightful variety of
Dress Fabrics in Cotton, Wool and
Silk, in new fashionable colours, fanc
mixtures and designs; also Twee "
Saxony, Cashmere, Worsted, and
Flannel Buitings in light and dark
colourings, refined in style and dis-
tinctive in appearance.

Ggenton . Duinett) |

Ae1e!

Jioyal ¢]B

(

Are the Pure Wool
Clothing Fabrics

Snmw«ﬂmt (as illustrated) hich Ladies and Gentlemen have

- .N2889

1 vt iable i , and excellent in quality. Stylish Summer Costume
ﬁ’l?y Serge B 55-a S - R e g B i (as illustration) made to

|- fine’ fabric “of soft " texture, Prices from 49 Cts. to $3.30 orderin superior quality

. 8mooth finish," permanent

per yard, double width.
‘dye for $17.65.. Also in

Habit Cloth, in various
fashionable self colours,

; : ( lates, Measure- .60.” in“Royal”’
| light _and . medjum Grey Samples, Style Pla es, Me 10r15.60."Alsoin““Roya
i ﬂnnnels, for $1 2.05.

ment Blanks, Price Lists, etc., Wellesley Serge, Navy,

mailed POST PAID on request. grack:  Cream, Brow,

[| oo%es: EGERTON BURNETT LTD.

. . Canadian Factors, Wellington, Somerset, Eng.

I

i

|
|

T e -

- Awarded the Certificate of the Incorporated Institute of Hygiene.

ORROCKSES’

' LONGCLOTHS,
~ SHEETINGS and
FLANNELETTES,

are THE VERY BEST the
“Old Country’ produces,

-See the Stamp

“Horrockses”
on the Selvedge.

REFUSE
SUBSTITUTES.

—_—

Obtainable
VIR A from the
Leading Stores
in the Dominion,

LONG CLOTHS:

Horrockses, Crewdson

]

& CO. Ltd. Manch%s;{gf:gDLondon

How ToonﬁeyWiIlﬂedl his Govern-
ment Job

= By Robert Shackleton

e ——

do hereby resign my position_ in

the Custom-house; and, being
after dying, as I fully believe, a_nd of
sound mind and body as aforesaid, do
hereby will my job, which I have held
so long, to my good friend Dennis Du_g-
gan; and I hope Michael McShea will
agree to this, and I hereby ask him
to give the job to Duggan, this being
my last will.”

It was in broken sentences, for he
was very weak, that old Toomey s]o»yly
dictated the document, and it was with
evident pride in the composition. “You
see how careful I am to put that in
about being in sound body and mind?”
he said, as Duggan slowly wrote down
the words. “It’s points like them that
spoils many a will, Duggan; but you
see I look out for you—I look out for
you, Dennis.” .

“Yes,” said Duggan, sighing deeply;
and he caught the eye of the comely
Mrs, Toomey, so soon to he a widow,
and she sighed mournfully in return.
“Yes, Toomey, and there’s only one
point more. It isn’t signed yet, and
many a will’s been lost through not be-
ing signed—many a will's been lost
through that. Will you sign it now,
Toomey ?” .

Toomey answered with a touch of irri-
tation. “Oh, I'm not so near going as
that, Dennis. I’ve life in me yet, even
though my time may be near at hand.”

“The—the—doctor—” sobbed Mrs.
Toomey. She was thinking of the doe-
tor’s prophecy as to the few hours of
life remaining to her husband. Now,
Toomey never liked to hear Mrs. Too-
mey sob, and so, to divert her mind
from her grief, he said: “Here, Duggan,
give me that pencil, and after I sign it
Mary Il sign as a witness.” And so Too-
mey signed the will, and Mary witnessed
it: and then he signed another will,
giving to his wife all of his property,
“both really and in person,” as he ex-
pressed it; and then he lay back,
wearily, and his face grew ashen pale.
Little by little he gasped out:

I¥Il be all right now—it’ll be all right.
There’s nobody to dispute the money
with you, Mary, but brother Tim’s
children and my cousins. But you’ll
file the will at court, and there’s $2,300
in the three banks, and youll get it.
And the other will, Duggan, it don’t
need to be filed in any court, for it con-
cerns a job that’s nobody’s business but
McShea’s and mine.” - .

His earthly business thus concluded,
he turned his face toward the open win-
dow, and looked out across the tene-
ment street, and listened to the myriad
of sounds that floated up to him. = And
again  Duggan dolefully sighed, and
again sighed the comely widow that
was to be. It was a hot evening in mid-
summer, following a torrid day; and
lldridge Street is one of the most,
densely populated neighborhoods of that
most densely crowded portion of New
York. Toomey had lived in his simple
rooms, on the top floor of his particular
tenement, for a quarter of a century,
and had grown to love all of the neigh-
borhood sights and sounds,

‘Who's any happier than me?” he was
wont to say. And tonight, as he looked
and listened, the thought came to him,
more bitterly than at any previous time
in the course of his illness, that it was
very hard to go away and leave all this.
For many classes and conditions go to
the making up of the life of the great
East Side. There is poverty there, and
there is inconceivable crowding, and
there is lack of food and air, and there
is unspeakable misery: but there is
also much of happiness, and there are
many who have plenty of moneyv for
comforts and gaieties. .\‘qualorl and
prosperity are constant neighbors, not
only on the same streets, bhut in the
same huge tenements.
'l'm)mv.\' looked at the seore

“H BEING in sound mind and body,

"irons they in very truth still were, a

s of ])(‘0]1]('
viron fire-
aridironed
buildings -and arid-

who chung sprawlingly on {1y
escapes and baleonies that
the fronts of the

as

-while it was still two blocks away, but

the sun, after baking them to a furioug
heat, was but a short time set, and
the iron was still warm. But the pop-
ulation of the street, men and women
and children were mostly ambulatory,
and moved aimlessly about, and shifted
back and forth on the pPavement and
sidewalks below. The shuffling of feet,
the chirring hum of talk, the screams
of children as' they played together or
savagely tore at each other in wrath,
came up to Toomey, and he thought
again of how sad it was to lose it all.
To a stranger, the sounds would have
been an indistinguishable medley, but
the practised ear of Toomey could dis.
associate each from each,

He heard the vibrant clink of glasses
in the nearby saloon. He heard the
sinister clang of the patrol wagon,

to him ‘it was but one of the many
sounds that united to enhance the af-
tractiveness of the street. T wonder
if it’s Tim ITogan, and if he’s been beat-
ing his wife again,” he murmured.
Above the confused dissonance he caught
the distant sounds of a Salvation Army
squad, and gently smiled as he listened
to the notes of “There’s a Land that
is Fairer than Day.”

The tune ceased, and he half-whis-
pered; “Yes, and that’s where I'm go-
ing. And I only hope the district lead-
er up there will be as square as Michael
MeShea, for if he is I’ll be all right.”
He paused a moment. “They’re kneel-
ing now,” he said. And his wife and
Duggan looked at each other and com-
miseratingly shook. their heads, thus
mutely agreeing that poor Toomey was
becoming delirious.
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«But he’s given you all the money,
straight enough,” said Duggan, draw-
ing close to her.
mg'Yes; and he’s given you the job,”
she responded. )

From the corner of a.fire-escape diag-
onally opposite shone the fitful glow of
a" pipe, and Toomey knew that Irene
Baumann and her lover were there, that
corner of that fire-escape having been
adopted as their own, and yielded by
the other tenement dwellers through
courtesy, as they all knew that Irene’s
mother objected to the girl’s going with
the young man to the parks or recrea-
tion piers. Against the fronts of the
buildings huge shadows, cast by the
street-lights, grotesquely flung them-
selves. The notes of a twangy guitar
floated in from a rear tenement.

0ld Toomey’s eyes wearily closed. “It’s
all so good. I hate to leave it. And
what will—they—do without me?” He
was not, however, thinking of his wife
as he said this, but of many of the
needy to whom he was in the habit of
doing little kindnesses; but even in his

whispered self-communion he did not

in the presence of soon-coming death.
“Who's the Collector of Customs in New
York now?” he asked; but “Loomey
answered, with a touch of impatience:

“I—don’t—just remember; I—don’t
—know—as—I ever knew.” '

“No, of course not,” replied Duggan,
soothingly. “Of course not. You never
had any reason to. I’ll ask MeShea,
if I ever need to know. He’s been dis-
trict leader for a great many yeans,
hasn’t he, Toomey? And it’s many
years that you’ve held your job under
him.”

“A long time, and always gave Mec-
Shea the fullest satisfaction,” sobbed
Mrs. Toomey. “But McShea’ll get an-
other good man when Duggan takes
your place,” she added, as she dried her
eyes on the hem of her skirt. Toomey,
although dying, looked a trifle annoyed,
and frowned ever so little, but the other
two, looking at each other in mutual
commiseration, did not notice it.

“And who was President of the United
States when you first got the job?”
Duggan continued, still under the im-
pression that the circumstances of such
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mention any names, for he was always
reticent about the good that he did.

Toomey had for twenty-three years
held a position in the Custom-house. It
was not a position of great consequence.
It was only that of a packer and weigh-
er, and it had only yielded the sum of
$725 a year. But in his own estima-
tion and in that of his friends there
was a certain dignity attaching to the
position, more than to that of street-
sweeper or assistant janitor of a public
building, for example, and so he had
been the object of considerable good-
natured envy, which had, of course,
been enhanced by the length of time
that he had been able to hold the place.
There were many who would prize the
Job, mow that he was giving it up.

“Duggan, I've willed you a good
thing” he whispered, faintly, turning
his head from the window.

Duggan bent over him in deep con-
corn. “Will there be any trouble about
my cetting it?” he asked. Toomey tried
to ~hake his head.

“How could there be?” he answered.
[

Dugegan tried to make conversation.

Linsily feeling this much to be incum- ‘

cuntoupon him, after such a gift, even

“Meshea's never had anything against |
e |

a gift demanded appreciative conversa-
tion from him.

“I—don’t—know; but McShea was—"
Toomey stopped, and could not com-
plete the sentence. :

“Yes, yes, poor fellow. You've served
under a good many presidents and a
good many collectors. Do you remem-
ber who was the Collector of- Customs,
in this city, when you first got your
place?”

“No. I never—paid—any—attention
-—to presidents or collectors,” the dying
man whispered. “My district leader was
the only man I ever thought of.”

“And that’s just so,” put in Mrs.
Toomey. “Such things as collectors or
presidents never makes no difference.
You must always remember that, Den-
nis. It’s the district leader that’s the
one to look out for. Whatever he says,
always goes. Keep solid with McShea.
Dennis, and yowll hold the job as long
as—"

But here she again had recourse to
the hem »Hf her skirt. Toomey noticed
this, and hurriedly strove to create a
diversion. “If T was you, Duggan, I'd
aet, after McShea right off. Tt’ll be all
right if he knows T want you to have

the job, and have put it in my will, hut

| e may hear of my being sick, and
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His face again grew very white, and
he became so weak that it seemed as
if death was near at hand. - The doctor,
who at that moment arrived, stepped
briskly to his bedside, while Duggan,
spurred on by the fear of losing his
job, hurried off to find McShea. * At the
[ foot of the long series of stairways he
met the priest.

Duggan found the district leader in a
saloon on the Bowery, below the rooms
of the political club of the district.
With a great deal of trepidation, for
he had always held the great man in
dwe, he stepped up to him. “Toomey’s
dying, and he’s made this will,” e
blurted out.

McShea, leaning against the bar, slow-
by read the paper that Duggan ner-
vously poked up into his face, and then
looked back at Duggan with much of
dubiety. MecShea was very stout, with
grizzled hair, deep-set eyes, bulbous
nose, and firm lips. His face at first
sight seemed -ordinary, but a second
glance showed that it expressed capac-
ity of an unusual order, and you be-
gan to realize how it was that he had
been able to hold the position of dis-
trict leader in his assembly district for
nearly thirty years.

For a district leader, to be success-
ful, must be a man of determination
and ability, full of tact and resource-
fulness. He is the head of his clan, and
his clan is composed of every voter
of his party in the district. He sees
to it that his tribesmen have their full
proportion of city jobs, both transient
and of the more permanent character.

ies, each district leader in
if his is the ty in charge of the
city’s politics—hurries the unemployed
men of his district to the contractor,
and the contractor must fairly balance
the claims of all, or else he is sure to
obtain no further jobs from the city.
When a voter is sick, the district
leader is expected to see to it that he
is cared for. When the voter is in need,
his need must be relieved, or else an
order must be obtained, transferring the
sufferer to the almshouse or a public
hospital. The head of the district clan
has all the responsibilities of a tribal
chief. And for the many benefits, ac-
tual and potential, of which he stands
a8 the source, he expects an unques-
tioning return. The men must vote
right at every election, and those who
aim to get the most benefits must Keep
up their membership in the local politi-
cal club. .
McShea looked at Duggan doubtfully.
He set his glass down, and it stood in
a beery ring. He slowly wiped his lips
on the towel that hung beneath the
bar. Several members of the district
club, who had been sitting at dingy
tables, lounged forward. They cast hos-
tile glances at Duggan, who nervously
asked them all to drink. They prompt-
ly did so, and then, putting their glasses
down in five beery rings, and wiping
five mouths on the hanging towels, re-
sumed their hostile looks.

“Duggan wants Toomey’s place. You’ve
all heard he’s very sick. Well, Too-

the city—

mey’s willed his job to Duggan,” said

McShea, in curt explanation. There

were times when, contrary to his usual
habit of deciding alone, he chose to
submit questions to his retainers; ang
the matter of Toomey’s job he felt to be
a fitting one for such a submission,
He smiled grimly as he noted the angry
clouding of the gve countenances. Dug-
gan weakly told the barkeeper to “ask
the gentlemen what they would have,”
but this time they all refused to drink,
and scowled upon him in- & darkling
| circle. ‘

“We heard that Toomey might die”
said McShea, “and there are forty-two
members of the club who are applicants
for his job.” :

“And each of us is a man as has paid
his dues square up,” put in one of the
men. :

“But I'm only behind because I’ve
been out of work,” protested Duggan,
“and I'll pay up all my back dues out
of my first month’s pay.”

The circle sniffed. “When. you get
| the job,” said one. The circle laughed,
and Duggan flushed with mortification.
McShea looked on, judicially contempla-
tive. “When’s Toomey likely to die?”
he asked.

“The doctor says to-night’ll be the
last—that he’ll sure go before morn-
ing,” replied Duggan. “And that’s why
he vgalx:t’ed me to see you at once about,

is job.” ;

“That’s bad,” said McShea. “Poor
fellow! I didn’t know he wag quite so
sick as that. T'll go up and see him
tonight.”

“But about his job—” began Dug-
gan again, persistently,

Southdown Sheep

For instance, when a big ‘hotel burns
down, and many lives are lost, and the
city puts hundreds of laborers at work
clearing the ruins in the search for bod-

The district leader’s patience gave
way. He had been somewhat embar-
rassed by the forty-two applications,
and the difficulty of deciding so as to
make no enemies, and he was really
annoyed that this will should further
complicate the situation. He knew
that many would believe that Toomey’s
last will should be respected, and he a{so
knew that there would be inevitable dis-
satisfaction should the desirable job be
glven to Duggan, who had been -derelict
with his membership and dues. He
turned on Duggan sharply.

“Why didn’t you apply to the Presi-
dent? Don’t you know this is a job
In the United States Custom-house?
What have I got to do with it, do you
suppose ?”

uggan looked at him, open-mouthed.
“You’re the district leader, and—and
Toomey always said—”

Still  more irritated, McShea inter-
rupted him. “And don’t you know that
at least the Collector of Customs is the
head of his own department here, and
that he’s got all the say in such mat-
ters? Tm the district leader? Yes!
But what have I got to do with all you
fellows, except to keep track of your
Mmeetings and the way you vote? Do
you expect me to settle every question
that comes up? Take that will to the
C(ﬁl'c’ector, and see if he’ll give you the
job!” ,

Duggan’s mouth was open wider than
ever, and the jaws of the other five also
dropped. The idea, thus propounded by
their leader, awed them. They ex-
changed glances of dumb amazement,
and every man spat solemnly into the
big wooden cuspidore. Duggan was the
first to recover himself. “Ah, youre
Just guyin’ us! There’s nobody bigger’n
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the district leader. -Whatever you say
goes, and there ain’t no collector going
to say a word. . See?”

McShea deigned to unbend. *What'll
it be?” he said. And the line, including
Duggan, straightened up, and seven el-
bows simultaneously arose. )
., “And now, Duggan, you go back to
Toomey. You can tell him that the
uestion of who gets his job must be
left to a vote of the club. There’s too
many members who have paid their
dues, and want the job, and who told
me so before I heard of his will, to let
me decide on the matter without giving
them a chance to be heard.”

“But Toomey thought——" ;

“Never you mind, just now, what
Toomey thought! You go along, and
we'll see what can be done.”

“If it’s going to be left to us,” put in
one of the men with a sour grin, “why

ou can tell Toomey that I want the
job myself.”

«And me, too,” cried another, as the
swinging screen hit the disappearing
Duggan in the back. “And we’ve all
paid our dues reg’lar!”

The crestfallen Duggan did not hurry
back, and when he reached Toomey’s
tenement both the doctor and the priest
had gone. Toomey, fully prepared for
death by bodily and spiritual ministra-
tions, was talking with his wife. He
had been told that he was unexpectedly
holding his strength, and that there
might still be a leeway of half a day
or so. This had cheered him, and his
¢yes were brighter as he glanced out of
the window, and he feebly hummed in
unison with the guitar that someone
was still twanging, out of tune, in the
rear tenement. L

‘“There’s. the Aarons going to bed on
the corner of the roof. It’s a wonder,
with all their childten, that none of
them ever falls oyer -the edge! And
there’s Irene -Baumann’s young man go-
ing. He always goes-at half-past nine
sharp, for he works,in a gas-house and
has“to be there at-‘ten. And there’s
the+/patrol gong again! Tl bet it'’s
after Tim Hogan this time! I wonder
if the judge’ll send him to the Island
or let -him off with a fime!”

His: eyes were alight with eagerness,
but a broken sob from his wife re-
called "him to a realization of the fact

IN A SHADOW
Invete__z?ate Tea Drinker Feared Paralysis

Steady use of -either tea or -coffee
often ‘produces  alarming symptoms as
the poison: (caffeine)’ contained in these
beverages acts with more potency 1n
some persons than in others. »

“I was never a coffee drinker,” writes
an Ill. woman, “but a tea drinker. I
was very nervous, had frequent spells
of sick headache and heart trouble, and
was subject at times to severe attacks
of bilious colic.

“No end of sleepless nights—would
have spells at night when my right side
would get numb and tingle like a thou-
sand needles were pricking my flesh.
At times I could hardly put my tongue
out of my mouth and my right eye and
ear were affected.

“The doctors told me I was liable to
become paralyzed at any time, so I was
in constant dread. I took no end of
medicine—all to no good.

“The doctors told me to quit using
tea, but I thought I could not live with-
out it—that it was my only stay. 1
had been a tea drinker for twenty-five
vears; was under the doctor’s care for
fifteen. V

“About six months ago, I finally quit
tea and commenced to drink Postum.

“I have never had one spell of sick
headache since and only one light at-
tack of bilious colic. Have quit having
those numb spells at night, sleep well
and my heart is getting stronger all the
time.”  Name given upon request.

Postum now comes in concentrated,
powder form, called Instant Postum. Tt
is prepared by stirring a level teaspoon-
ful in a cup of hot water, adding sugar
to taste, and enough cream to bring
the color to golden brown.

Instant Postum is convenient: there’s
no waste; and the flavor is always uni-
form.  Sold by grocers everywhere.

A 5-cup trial tin mailed for grocer’s

name and 2-cent stamp for postage.
Canadian  Postum Cereal Co., Ltd..
Windsor, Ont.

/

that in all probability he was not go-'
ing to be on hand fo know how the |
case would be decided.

“Don’t ery, Mary. And don’t let me
dying make you very unhappy. You've
got all the money—and—I want you to
be sure—after awhile—not to be—lone-
ly. There’ssother good men--and may-
l)H?ft(’l' a good while—"

“You were always so thoughtful for
me,” she sobbingly spluttered. “And,
if you really mean it, and want me to,
I think I’'ll do as you tell me to!”

“Ah!” murmured Toomey. And then
he again lay very still, listening to the
noises of the street, for in mid-sum-
mer the East Side never really goes to
sleep. The noises were, however, grad-
ually changing in character, and lights
were flitting about in the tenements
across .the way. More and more came
the realization of all that he was about
to lose, and he answered in monosylla-
bles several questions tearfully put to
him by his wife. And then came in the
disappointed Duggan.

w “McShea won’t let me have the job!
He says there’s too many asked for it
before he knew of your will!”

“Won’t let me will my own property
as I want to!” exclaimed the dying
man. “A job I’ve held for over twenty
years!” He sat up in the bed, disre-
garding Mrs. Toomey’s frightened ex-
postulations.

“No, he won’t!” said Duggan.

Toomey put one foot over the edge
of the bed. “I'll go and see him myself,”
he said.

“But you’re dying! You're dying!”
wailed his wife. Just then the shrewdly
forceful face of McShea peered in at
the door. He had knocked, but in the
excitement no one had noticed it. The
district leader looked from . Toomey to
his wife, and from her to Duggan. Then
he looked hard at Toomey again. Mrs.
Toomey and Duggan looked at each
other and then back at the dying man.
No one spoke, till Toomey himself, put-
ting his other foot over the side of the
bed, broke the silence. “I feel so much
stronger, that I was just going to go
and see you,” he said; ‘“about my govi
ernment job, you know, and my will.”

McShea’s eyes twinkled. “Toomey,
it’s no use. There’s too many after it.
If I was you, and feeling as strong as
you seem to, I’d keep my job, and my
wife, and my money!” ‘

A stronger wave of sound rolled up,
Again the patrol gong sounded. There
was the clangor of an ambulance. From
the saloon onthe corner came confused
shouts.  Men and women screamed. Peo-
ple peered over the edges of the roofs,
and windows and fire-escapes became
suddenly alive. The sounds became a
roar.

Toomey, in a tingle of excitement,
ran to the window, leaned far out, and
excitedly shouted out inquiries that
nobody heeded or even heard. His wife
and Duggan tugged at him in vain. Me-
Shea looked on in grim amusement.

Ambulance and patrol wagon went
clangorously away. The crowd dispersed.
The roar of sound died down. Toomey
turned back into the room. Mrs. Too-
mey sat down, stupefied into silence.
Duggan tried not to scowl. The eyes
of the district leader twinkled. The al-
most defunct packer and weigher was
for a moment disconcerted, but as he
caught the twinkle in his district lead-
er’s cyes he braced himself with a grin.

“If you won’t let me will my job, Me-
Shea ,I think T’'ll keep it awhile my-
self,” he said.

-

TOO FRAIL TO LAST.

“So you've broken off your engage
ment with Miss Smarte?” asked the in-
quisitive friend.

His victim shook his head.

“No,” he replied; “I didn’t break it
off.”

“Oh, then she broke it off*”

“No.,” answered the young man. en-
joying his friend’s growing wonder.

“But it is broken off, isn”t it?” per-
sisted the curious one. '

“Oh, !” explained the young man

ves.
gently. “She told me what her dress-

 $1.00 for 3 Ib. tin of ordinary tea

@ that will make about 450 cups?
Since you can buy a 3 lb. tin of
Green Label Red Rose at $1.20—a tea
that will make 600 cups of a richer, finer
quality. | -

Red Rose Tea «is Goog Tea”

In the 1 lb. package we would suggest your - fi

trying the 50c. quality of Red
Rose—It’s a stronger as well
as a finer-flavored tea.

RED ROSE TEA IS NEVER
SOLD IN BULK.

N.B.—Coffee users will find Red
Rose Coffee as generously good as
Red Rose Tea.

Put up in 16 oz. glass jars l

and in 5 1b. sanitary
double-top gold lined tin

pails.

BRIGGER'S Pure Jams
and Orange Marmalade

Brigger’s Pure Jams are made
from clean, sound Niagara
grown Fruit and Granulated

Sugar and are teed

i
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0
Al

L‘l‘t‘ll m

IJ
}
. .

/

maker’s yearly bill was, and T told her |

what my income was. Then our en-
gagement gently dissolved.”

|
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CLARK'S PORK & BEANS

The value of BEANS as a strength
producing food needs no démonstration.
Their preparation in appetizing form is,
however, a matter entailing considerable
labour in the ordinary kitchen.

CLARK’S PORK & BEANS save you
the time and the trouble.
pared only from the finest beans combined
with delicate sauces, made from the purest
ingredients, in a factory equipped with the most modern,

appliances.

They are pre-

&

HEY ARE COOKED READY—SIMPLY WARM
\ UP THE CAN BEFORE OPENING

",

W. Clark

Montreal _
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BLACKWOODS PICKLES

ARE THE BEST

Ask your dealer for BLACKWOODS

Chow Chow, Sour Pickles, Sweet Pickles,

White Onions, Worcester Table Sauce,
Mustard Sauce and Sauer Kraut.

THE BLACKWOODS LTD.

WINNIPEG.
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by replacing

worn pairs free

tl:oce hose are “‘l:lolroof,”
if any pairs wear out in

six months. Send for six pairs and try them.  With
every six pairs you get six guarantee:coupons.

More Than aMillion People

in the States and Canada now buytheir tion at stak. These statements refer

hosiéry this way—a million regular cus-
tomers. For every Fair they wear out
within six months of the day they buy
them, we pay them back with a new pair
free. But we don’t have to replace many
pairs. Inall of our thirteen ‘years of

‘Holeproof,”’ 95 Eelj cent of the output
has outlasted the guarantee. That

means _
24,700,000 Pairs -
Think what a wonderful retord,
Send for six paits of our.Cashmere
‘*Holeproof’’ and see how they’ll wear
for you. They are made from the finest
yarn in existence, for which we pay the
top market price. They are warm and
soft, without being Heavy. You can

- wearthemsix months or longer without

ever having todarnthem. Think of the
work that saves. Think of the conve-
nience.

We are making this. year 9,000,000
pa.:s to meet the demand for ‘‘Hole-
proof.”’ Don’t you want some of them?

We Spend $60,000

just to inspect *‘ Holeproof.”” Our in-
spectors’ salaries cost that every year.
But every pair is twice closely examined
before-it is sent out. That means per-
fect hosiery—no disappointment when

é the six pairs are received.
It means, in all probability,
that the hose will last longer
than six months. We cannot
afford tolet poor hose go out,
for we have a great reputa-

to our entire business, in United States
and Canada,

__Order on the Coupon
or write us a letter. ‘'There are two
grades of Cashmere ‘‘Holerpoof’’ for
men: Medium, $2 for six pairs; Fine, $3
for six pairs. Six pairs for women cost
$3. - Every six pairs are guaranteed six
months. Colors for men are black, tan,
and navy blue—for womer, black and
tan. Three pairs of children’s Holeproof
Stockings, guaranteed three months, §1.

Fill in what you want on the coupon, post
card or letter and mail it today. See what a
wonderful saving in comfort and money you
can make with Holeproof Hose. We have sold
hose this way for the past 13 years. We guar-
antee satisfaction as well as wear.
HOLEPROOF HOSIERY CO. of CANADA, Ltd.

190 Bond Street, London, Canada

Jlolepraot flasierg

Holeproof Hosiery Co. of Canada, Ltd. (418)
160 $ond Street, London, Canad
Gentlemen: Ienclose$........ for which

send me one box of Holeproof Hose for

cecsesce-.-. (State whether for men, women

or children). SizCacec...... Color..........
Weight..........

NAME s s ussrsiossannaiamsassensssssassssss
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(& 7 R Province....au..a.....
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. Seed Merchants

) for 50c.; 25 for $1.00; $3.50 per 100—
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John A. Bruce & Go. Ltd., Hamilton, Ontarie

FLOWERING BULBS}|

GLADIOLUS

These are most effective in the gar-
den, the colors are ificent and
they are easily grown. e offer :

Choice Mixed—10 for 30c.; 25 for 65c.;
$2.25 per 100—postpaid.

Groff's Hybrid Seedling, Mixed —10 for
40c.; 25 for 75c.; $2.50 per 100—postpaid.

J Bruce's White and Light Shades+10

Childsi Mixed—10 for 60c. ; 25 for $1.25;
$4.25 per 100—postpaid.
Bruce's Superb Mixed, made up by our-
?Slvfes f;t;n; ;ll \;;ietiel—the best-10 for 60c.;
or $1.35 ; $5.00 per 100 — postpaid.
Named Varieties, any color (le}:o::tnlogue)
10c. to 50c. each—postpaid

DAHLIAS

Splendid named sorts, ull'colors. 22c. each;

$2.20 per doz.—postpaid.

Ordinary varieties, mixed, 12c. each; $1.20
per doz.— id. :
FREE—Our handsomely illustrated 118-page

Catalogue of Vegetable, Flower and

Farm Seeds, Bulbs, Plants, Poultry Supplies,

Garden Implements, etc, Write tor it. 135
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King Lear’s Daughter

A Footlight Fragment

E was just eighteen.
H Every evening, Sundays excepted,

pﬁecisely at eight o’clock, i the
very scant quantity of silk known as
tights, and an immoderate amount of
breastplate and helmet, she descended
the four flights of winding stairs leading
from her dressing room among the flies,
avoiding the dangerous pitfalls of each
landing with surety born of long expe-
rience, and steering her course deftly
between the set market place of Padua
and the unset palace of Prince Popalanii,
in Central Africa, emerged in due course
upon the stage to the placid delight of
the baldheaded contingent of the front
row and the speechless admiration of
its meighbor, the younger and more in-
nocuous dude.

King Lear’s daughter ‘was a chorus
girl,

Viewed from before the footlights,
Cordelia was a lithe, erect young crea-
ture of a hundred evolutions and a
thousand corruscations; the : possessor
of a superb figure that focussed the op-
era, glass of every male critic of form
in the house, and won the unwilling
envy of every lady of fashion noting
the same. Viewed from that vantage

By Eileen Edgar.

girl’s superb figure -and dark beauty
were rightfully hers by, inheritance. At
such times, too, a look;-half tenderness,
half shamed pride and. appeal, would
cross his face when she would appear,
glance quickly, wistfully into' his face,
and, laying her hand on his arm, walk
away by his side. -She never failed to
give this quick, wistfull look, pathetic in
its meaning, into his face. If she met
the glance of pride and tenderness she
would press his arm ‘closer and smiles
happily. More often; however, the fig-
ure, bent and shrunken, shambled forth
from the doorway, muttering incoherent
reproaches at her delay and whining
forth concerning its hard lot in- having
to wait in all sdrts of weather, a poor,
helpless old man, and giving forth a
pungent odor ‘of stale tobacco and cheap
whisky. At such times she never took
his arm, but walked in proud, uncom-
plaining silence beside him. Sometimes
the old man never came at all.

This was old King Lear, father of
Cordelia, who in his time had been
tragedian and gentleman, and now in
his declining years alternated the roles
of helpless, repentant old man and hope-
less, besotted drunkard.

First Call for Lunch

ground of Johnnie and Chollie—the
stage door—she was seen to be a tall,
graceful girl, young still, with glorious
limbs, concealed by a black cashmere
gown decidedly the worse for wear,
while a modest coat and small black
hat replaced the resplendent armor and
magnificent casque.

Even thus transformed, and, as it
were, fallen from her high estate, she
won the undisguised admiration of
Johnnie and Chollie as she brushed past
them nightly, paying no more heed to
their small selves than if they were so
much nebulae in space, and compelling
a certain respect that forbade them to
thrust themselves within the focus of
those beautiful, disdaining eyes.

“B’gad, y’ know,” said Johnnie to
Chollie, watching the slim, erect figure,
with its proud, graceful step, disappear
down the street, “dooged fine filly, but
steps too high. Gives you a chill, b’gad.
Sooperb, but not my style, don’t y’
know.” And they pounced with relief
upon Tottie and Trixie, emerging, blonde
and saucy, and with a healthy appetite
for oysters and champagne.

There was an old man with a mass
of silver hair and a splendid head, like
a lion’s, who in the shadow of a con-
venient doorway, was often seen wait-
ing for the nightly appearance, or more
properly speaKing, the exit, of Cordelia.
There was a vast difference in the
nightly appearance of this old man. At
times he would stand tall and erect, and
it was then seen that he had been a

handsome man in his day, and that the |

On this night in November—a cold,
blustery night, with Johnnie and Chol-
lie- shivering furtively, awaiting the
coming of Tottie and Trixie—the old
man was not there at all. She had not
expected him. For three nights now
she had not expected him. Yet she
glanced, hoping against hope, to the
Place where he was wont to be, and
caught her breath a little sharply see-
Ing it vacant. She paused a moment,
too, leaning against the door, and Chol-
lie, with chaotic hopes of capitulation,
and ready to abandon Trixie to her
fate started forward, with carefully re-
hearsed formulae bubbling upon his’lips.
Erq tl_le overflow, however, some one,
whistling merrily and melodiously,
pulled open the door from within avert-
Ing the resultant catastrophe only by
promptly catching the black-robed fig-
ure as it swayed backward.

“Oh, Miss Cordelia,” exclaimed he of
the tuneful melody. “Excuse me. I
didn’t hurt you, did I?” And the cul-
prit, a handsome enough yeung sinner,
anxiously looked his anxiety and con-
trition. i

He had held her but the fraction of
a second. She had steadied herself im-
mediately. But a faint rose color had
crept over her face and a startled light,
not born of fear, flamed for a moment
in her eyes. The merciful darkness,

however, hid this, -
“No; oh no,” she murmured, hur-
riedly. 1—T felt tired for s moment.

I was leaning against the door, so it
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was all my fault. Good night, Mr. Ken-
ion.” ;

luShe would ‘have passed, but he de-
tained her, standing on the dark thres-
hold with the easy assurance of him to
whom the world yields all things good.
He was, in truth; the Idol of the Hour.
» He peered. down into -her face. It
gseemed very white now in the dim
light. “You’re not well,” he asserted,
promptly. “You look all used up. Old
King L—your father isn’t here to-night,
is he? No? Well, you're not well
enough to go home alone. I shall walk
along with you.”

“No; oh no!” Tt was almost a cry
in its low startled meaning. He laughed
negligently. ~ “You’re afraid they’ll
talk,” he saiq. “Well, they sha’n’t talk
—about you. Hang it! just let them
try it, that’s all. Come!”

{Ie looked very resolute, very hand-
some—confident, too,—as became the
Idol of the Hour.

The girl for one instant hesitated.
Her glance wandered to the place where
her father should have been, but was
not. In the empty space she seemed
to see a bent, cringing figure, with
bleared eyes and evil breath, who had
taken a few evenings ago, with obse-

! quious drunken deference, the pieces of
silver this man had carelessly, half con-
temptuoucly, tossed him in answer. to

The flat consisted of kitchen, bedroem
and sitting room, which latter . was
transformed—upon the letting down of
an ostensible bookcase, which immedi-
ately became a folding bed—into an-
other sleeping apartment, occupied by
Cordelia. From the further one at the
moment of her entrance proceeded an
incoherent muttering, accompanied by a
strong smell of spirituous liquid. As
the door closed behind her a quavering
voice from within—as weak as the odor
was strong—demanded if that was “her,
Cordelia,” and further vociferously en-
treated for a drink. She drew the cur-
tains that separated the two rooms and
looked in, gazing silently upon the spec-
tacle of an old man—and one whom
the Scriptures bade her honor—recover-
ing from a three days’ drunken de-
bauch.

“You can have no more to drink to-.

night,” she said. ’

He sat up in the bed, blinking at her
as she stood, in her shabby black dress,
against the moth-eaten old portiere,
slim and beautiful. A shamed look
crept over his face. He held out his
hands entreatingly. Then on an in-
stant his mood changed. Raising his
arm, still powerful, though trembling,
he thundered forth the curse:of Lear.
The “Strike her young bones, ye nim-
ble winds” rolled out in grand soneorous

The First Ride

* his mumbled plea. Her mouth hard-
_ened. * She looked, still and impassive,
Lntu the handsome, confident face before
her.
. “No, thank you. I choose to go
alone,” she said. “Good night.”
She passed him, no longer attempting
, to detain her, and walked swiftly down
the street. He stared after her, an odd
compound of vexation, surprise and
; amusement upon his face. “A regular
facer,” he muttered; “straight from the
shoulder, too, and from old drunken
~-King Lear’s daughter—a chorus giri.
: My boy, yowd better go and quaff a
¢ beer at once.” And, still. with the vexed
look lingering on his face, the Idol ot
the Hour departed to drown his ruffled
feelings, if such might be, in the frothy
" glass.
© It was just as the merry party among
. Whom he presently found himself had
. called for a second round that King
Lear’s daughter reached home.
It was a tiny furnished flat in the
- unaristocratic precincts of Third Aven-
ue. up three flights, back. Its assort-
ment of odds and ends of mismated
furniture suites and miscellaneous col-
! lection  of crockery, linen and silver
tf]nk just seven dollars per week out
, of her weekly wage of twenty dollars,
King Lear himself leaving- all such friv-
~Olous and mundane matters salely to
+ his daughter’s effort and discretion.

cadence that once had charmed andf

thrilled audiences to a tumult of ap-
plause. “That she may know how
sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is to
have a thankless child,” trailed away
into a husky, indistinct mutter. It was
grotesque; it was tragic; it was piti-
ful.

He fell back at the close to sink into
a half drunken sleep. Cordelia, who
had not spoken or moved during the
outburst, smoothed the disordered bed-
clothing, and, drawing the portieres,
passed into her own room. For quite
half an hour she stood by the window
looking out. There was a narrow court,
and beyond this a high brick wall, of-
fering little in the way of inspection.
Between her and the wall, however,
over and over again, stood an easy,
careless figure, with a handsome, laugh-
ing face; now appearing, now disappear-
ing as through a mist of tears, against
the blackness of the barren wall,

A muttering from the adjoining room
aroused her at length. Stray fragments
of appeal, mingled with “serpent’s
tooth” and “thankless child,” met her
ears. She turned there with a sigh, the
vision fading utterly. Sucb things were
not for kings’ daughters such as she,
even in dreams.

It was evening again.
her day.

She had tidied the flat, mended a rent

She had lived

You Need
Them Both

There are two things you :
need in your home—o'.t:e is a

bar of Infants’

Soap
and the otheris a box of Infants’

Delight Talcum Powder.

» For this

soap is unlike the ordinary. We ‘goo
thousands of miles to the Orient for

pure cocoanut oil and bring olive oil

‘ from the famous gardens of France. Then they are filtered

process. Crushed under a weight of thirty tons and

and boiled after which they go through our secret mmins :

through heavy granite rollers, the soap comes out in miles of
silky ribbons and is pressed into cakes. So you see we give
you the best we know—it is simply perfect soap. Ask your

dealer for a cake—it’s ten cents everywhere.,

Infants® Delight Talcum Powder is just what its name sug- 4

gests — a delightful powder for the baby. The

delicate skin of baby is easily irritated by per-
spiration, but where talcum. powder is dusted
on sm it leaves a delightful sensation of
coolness, e perfume is one that baby will
" lie too—it has thie delicate fragrance of roses,
" There is no better powder to use after bathing
or shaving. Antiseptic and borated it softens
and preserves the skin. Ask your dealer for
a box today—twenty-five cents a package.

John Taylor & Co.
*  Limited = 113 :
Toronto

a

p PR
1 R

s

The ACME of COMFORT

is assured to ‘every wearer of

“Challenge”

Collars and Cuffs

They have the . e.dt’ﬂl_ ' 8
finish, texture sj.r?(lll-lﬁt'asv i
the best linen collar,’and
won’t wilt or crack.
“Challenge’ . Collars.:ean
be cleaned with a rub
from a wet cloth.

Always Smart - ‘V
. Always Dressy - - |

If- your dealer dpesn’t sell “Challenge’’ Brand send us 25¢ for Collar or 50c
‘ You'll be delighted.
New Style ‘Book Sent Free on Réeguest

for Pair of Cuffs.

The Arlington Collar Co. of Canada Limited. YORONTS

Strawberries and currants galore, with a shelter-belt. . You.can’t

afford to do without them.

i -

Send for Price Lis_t.

The A. Mitchell Nursery Company Ltd.

COALDALE and LACOMBE, ALTA. -
HEAD OFFICE: COALDALE, ALTA.
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Curzon send their silent tailors in the shape
of a wonderful self-measurement system.
This enables you_to accurately-take your
own measures with the certitude of getting
_perfect fitting clothes. *Added to this is the
wide selection of British materials which
THE HOUSE, OF CURZON placs at
your disposal. Patterns of these materials
‘are sent to your door free of cost and
carriage paid on simple request, and com-
\prise, all the latest weaves and designs of
the leading Woollen Mills of Great Britain,
affording you the opportunity of selecting

Al

from the first pick of the choicest of fabrics,
Bl right in the privacy of your own home.
Curzon’s Wonder Value.
-l‘u?l' TO MEASURE, g ‘
warranted to stand
Sun, Water and
Sodium,
(Carriage and Duty Paid),
Send Postoard for FREE PATTERNS—
 NOW-and get yourSult in good time,
‘One Siiver and Four Gold Medal Awards,
Together with patterns, we send ‘you fashion
‘plates and complete instructions for accurate
.self-meagurement, tape measure, all sent

free and carriage paid. We dispatch your
g x, order within seven days.
‘Our registered simplified system for seif-

ESecints atibfaction or we BETUSS
___ MONEY IN FULL. :
Curzon’s Range of prices for
Suits to Measure (Carriage
and Duty paid), $8.60, $10,
$11.50, $13,$14.50, $17.10.
@YERY QUALITY HAS BEEN

YALUED BY OUR CANADIAN

FRIENDS AT DOYBLE OUR

PRICES.

London or New York Styles.

Address for Patterns :— .
OURZON BROS. (Dept. 103 ),
449, SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO.

The World’s Measure Tallors,
60/62, City Road, London, England.

Please mention this paper.

DUFFIN & CO., LLTD.

Importers and Dealersir Photo Supplies
both Professional and Amateur

472 Main St., Winnipeg

Enclose 5c, Jor illustrated catalogue and prices +

-

When writing advertisers please men-
tion The Western Home Monthly.

in the shabby gown, ministered patient-
ly to the many fretful demands of the
querulous old father. He sat nmow be-
fore a cheerful fire in gown and slip-
pers,- while his daughter stood before
him ready to go forth. The wind had
changed and a cold, fine rain was fall-
ing,
“Is there anything more you want,
father,” she asked, “before I go?”

“Nothin’, Cordelia, unless—”with a
wheedling look and accent, “you can
spare me a leetle, just a leetle money.”

“l can’t, father,” she replied. “I’ve
only carfare for to-night.”

His face hardened. He was in that

‘stage of recovery where the slightest

opposition irritates and embitters. He
raised his hand, and she knew the old
anathema was about to break forth.
“Don’t father,” she whispered, brokenly.
“I couldn’t stand it to-night.” And she
went out quickly. He delivered himseélf
of his declamation to the empty air.

Presently, hovever, sitting before the
fire he fell to rettocting.  An expression
of mingled cunn:iy and cupidity grad-
ually stole over h.- face. “I want mon-
ey,” he muttered. “She wants money.
She said so. I'll ; ¢t money for us
both.” And he began hastily to attire
himself in his rusty oid suit for the
street.

“She shall have all she wants,” he
muttered as he crawled down the stairs,
“if she is a thankless child; and I—I’ll
take omne drink, just ome drink—good
whisky.”

“Go,” she panted, with ashen face and
wide-opened eyes. “Go. Not that way.
The way you came—through the side
door. Go! go!”

Shaking, palsied, with the dazed,
frightened wonder still upon his face,
and his eyes, as though fascinated, fixed
upon that rigid figure of Justice,- the
old man backed through the curtains
at the opposite end of the room and
out from sight. When he was quite
gone a shiver seemed to strike the slen-
der, upright figure. She trembled in
every limb. Then, with an effort, §he
stooped and picked up the glittering
thing lying coiled like a snake at her
feet. And at that instant the maid,
bearing the cup of hot bouillon, entered
the room.

Three minutes later when an irate
manager, frantic at the unlooked-for
stage wait, rushed back for explanations
he found in the prima donna’s dressing
room a voluble French maid, a discreet-
ly hysterical leading lady and a mixed
c{mrus, all talking excitedly at ran-
dom. In their midst, standing straight
and silent, stood Cordelia.

The manager was a man for emer-
gencies. “You say she tried to steal
this”—to the maid. “Very well, you
need not lament, since you have lost
nothing”—to the prima donna.” And
you”—to Cordelia—*“will finish the per-
formance and then consider yourself
discharged. Now all of you get on. The
stage is waiting.” .

An instant later the glittering band

The New Way

It was near the close of the first act
of “Prince Popalanii.” The prima donna,
as usual, had been vociferously encored
and with her usual set smile of sur-
prise, thoygh she would have been in
a violent rage had the arrangements for
said encore been omitted, was preparing
to give a repetition of her famous song.
It was just at this time also that her
maid always went for the cup of hot
Louillon, which the extra exertion of
the prima donna always demanded after
this act. The chorus were already in
the wings awaiting their cue. Cordelia,
who had complained of headache and
had remained aloft as long'as possible,
was just coming down the last flight
of stairs. With her foot on the last
step, which terminated at one side of
the prima donna’s dressing room, she
paused. A little gasp strangled in her
throat, and for a moment everything
whirled in chaos.

It was a great gala night, and the
prima donna in houor of the event had
worn all her famous diamonds. A neck-
iace whose clasp had been found defec-
tiva had been left hurriedly on the
dressing table. The maid, going forth
for the hot bouillon, had forgotten it,
and the door was ajar.

Before this gleaming, glittering thing,
with back to the door, stood a stoop-
ing figure—a man’s figure. Ome trem-
bling hand reached out and clutched
the string of diamonds, which corrus-
cated madly in the shaking fingers. The
next moment, as the figure turned, the
necklace slipped to the floor and lay
quivering as though instinet with life
at his feet, while old King Lear faced
his daughter,

burst upon the gaze of the waiting and
slightly impatient audience, Cordelia
at their head, erect and graceful. Only
once had she flinched. That was when,
turning from the dressing-room door,
she had found the eyes of the people’s
Idol fixed upon her, and he had moved
aside, without a word to let her pass.

The prima donna also saw him and
smiled to herself. “Guess he’ll look no
more in that direction,” she thought;
and tossed the recovered necklace into
its casket, well content.

Upstairs in the dressing room King
Lear’s daughter looked at herself in the
cracked glass half curiously. Yes, she
was still the same as before this hor-
rible thing had befallen her. Or, no—
not quite the same. She looked pale
under all the rouge. She put on more
rouge. There was a bit of cosmetic
that had rubbed from her eyelash upon
her cheek. She carefully removed the
black speck and patched up the defec-
tive eyvelash.  To the buzz and sup-
pressed whisperings in the room she was
as deaf as though graven from stone.
A few of the girls—not many, for she
had had few enemies among them—re-
moved their small belongings with os-
tentation beyond her reach. She never
saw them. She saw only oné pair of
eves that had looked upon her in her
shame and disgrace and believed her
guilty. That was enough.

It was all over at last. The audience
had departed, laughing and chattering.
What did it know of dramas behind the
scenes?  She passed out of the room in
silence and came slowly down the
stairs. She stopped for one swift sec-
ond where she had stood the evening b
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Benger’s—the
safe food in illness,

Even in Fevers and ill-
nesses with inflammatory
symptoms such as are
present in Enteric Fever,
when the giving of correct
food is of highest impor-
tance, Benger'sFoodisright.

Prepare it always according
to the directions. Remember

Benger’s is not one of the
“made in a moment ” variety of
foods. If it were it could not be
universally prescribed by the
Medical Profession as the safe
Food in serious illness.

ForINFANTS, INVALIDS
and the AGED

is obtainable from all Stores, Grocers, etc>
in sealed tins price 6oc. and $1.

A sample with instructive Booklet on Infant and
Invalid Feeding — post free from:—

BENGER’'S FOOD, Ltd. Manchester, Eng.

i ?‘r 30:1“ their Who!ies(:;lhe mAlg:lmé in ‘Canada :— The
! atiol Drug an el 0. of Canada,
Montreal. or any of their Branches at

Hahfax, N.S. Toronto. Ont. Calgary, Alta.
St. John, N.S. Hamilton, Ont. Nelson, B.C.
London, Ont. Vancouver, B.C.  Ottawa, Ont.

i

i

|

| Winnipeg, Man. Victoria, B.C. Regina, Sask,
' Brg4 C

SNSRI

With those who know,
MUrRrRAY & LANMAN’S

Florida Water finds a

hearty welcome. Its use
is always a source of ex-
treme personal satisfac-
tion. For the bath, a rub
down, or after shaving,
it has been a favorite for
over a hundred years.

Leading Druggists sell it.
Accept no Substitute !

Lanman & Kemp
New York

and Cor. St. Antoine and
Chatham Sts., Montreal.

I

Royal
Victoria
College

McGILL UNIVERSITY
MONTREAL

For Resident and Day Women
Student s,

Students prepared for degrees in

Art= Pure NSeience and  Musie.
¢ holar<hips are awarded annually.
For all information apply to. the
Warden,
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fore, and he had said, “I am going to |

home with you.” Was it only the

:v:alll:ing before? yIt seemed years, eter-
iti 0.

m%flsta"ugl the wet a figure crouched in
the darkness. The rain beat i_n its face
and drenched the masses of silver l}a.lr.
She saw the figure and walked straight
‘toward it. “Father,” she said, and laid
her hand upon his arm.

But the figure broke away from her

with a low, inarticulate cry. “Tell
them—tell them all,” it cried and rushed
back through the stage door. Feeble
tears ran down its withered face as it
ran, still weakly wailing its piteous cry:
“Tell them—tell them all.”

And so running, stumbling on in the
semi-darkness, blind and bewildered, it
tripped and fell. TFell through black
space—a trap carelessly left unclosed—
into the blackness of the chaos beneath.
But it was still muttering feebly when
stalwart arms, bringing the poor bruised
body up from below, laid it gently
down. ?t stared, dazed and uncompre-
hending, into the horrified faces bend-
ing around, while in the gray back-
ground, grimly waiting, stood Death.

“Father,” sobbed Cordelia. ‘“Oh, fa-
ther, father!” And, kneeling on the
bare floor, she raised the r white
head to her breast. Then a light of rec-
ognition lit the dim eyes. He looked
up with & painful, quivering smile.
“Kiss me, Cordelia,” he said, and pressed
his lips to hers.

Then suddenly he pushed her face
aside, pushed awdy her clinging arms
and sat upright.

_“You called my girl a thief,” he cried
“Look at her! You might have known
she was no thief. My Cordelia wouldn’t
steal to save her life. You might have
known it was the good-for-nothing,
worthless old sot you all called old King
Lear, who has abused and well-nigh
broken the hedrt of the sweetest, no-
blest daughter man ever had. You
might have known. I stole the necklet
and she’d take the shame to save—
her—father.”

And with one last appealing look—
a look that asked forgiveness for the
wrongs of years—the old man fell back
dead. : '

With a ery Cordelia flung herself
across the body. “Oh, father, father!”
she moaned; “don’t leave me. You are
all I have!”

“Cordelia!”

It was a very gentle, hushed voice—
a very gentle hand, too—which fell upon
her arm. There was no assurance in
the Idol’'s face now, and there were
honest tears in the handsome eyes. And
back of them, and shining for her and
her alone, the light that makes the
whole world beautiful.

“Cordelia,” said the voice, low and
tender, “may I take you home now?”
And an instant later, tenderly draw-
ing her from her prostrate position:
“My darling, come!”

And slowly, still dazed and bewil-
dered, with clinging, trembling hands
and slow, uncertain steps, King Lear’s
daughter passed from the side of Death
out into the night with Love.

The Peacemaker

By Bliss Perry

smith’s shop in Slab City, and keep

straight on through the Hollow, you
come out upon Church Hill. Ten years
ago there were two white churches
‘there, on opposite sides of the road.
From the burying-ground of either one
vou could see four counties of Massa-
chusetts and three of Vermont, while to
the northeast Monadnock rested like a
-pale blue jewel upon the dark uplands
of New Hampshire. '

Church Hill, like Slab City, belonged
‘politically to the township of South
Broughton. Theoretically it was dedi-
cated to the Lord. Practically, it was
‘an oozy stamping-ground of the Devil.

The white churches were rivals. The
squat tower of the First Congregational,
on the north side of the rogd, was sur-
mounted by a battlement; the tower of
the Second Congregational, on the south
side of the road, was a slender Moslem
minaret; otherwise, there was no differ-
.ence between the two structures. The
horse-sheds in the rear of the Battle-
,ment were in somewhat better repairs
but there were a few more Christian
Endeavorers in the Minaret. The choirs
were difficult of comparison, each being
‘unique. The summer audiences were
slightly larger under the Battlement,
but the Minaret drew ahead in the win-
ter—thanks to its Endeavorers. Down
at Dakin’s store, in Slab City, it was
the general sentiment that the minis-
ters were pretty evenly matched. “Not
much git up ’n’ git to either of ’em,”
declared Orrin Waterman, the stage
driver, and indeed both pastors seemed
permanently settled, for neither of them
had ever had an opportunity to ‘move
away.

Dakin’s store was a sort of chorus
for the long drama of discord between
Minaret and Battlement. Not one of
the frequenters of the place could re-
member the beginning of the trouble,
for it dated from the great Unitarian
secession in the twenties. At that time
the new-fangled heretics had managed
to get control of the original church
building, the Battlement, and the ortho-
dox minority migrated across the road
and huilt the Minaret. By and by the
Unitarians were forced to sell out to the
Baptists, and then the Baptists in turn
grew fewer and fewer, until, just after
the Civil War, the Hard Cider contro-
versy split the orthodox congregation,
and the seceding faction bought the old
Battlement from the Baptists, journeyed
back across the road, and called them-

HF you turn to the right at the black-

selves First Congregationalists once
more. Their tenets included the propo-
sition that every man had a right to
make and drink as much cider as he
pleased. The Second Congregationalists
thought otherwise. From this point on,
every patron of Dakin’s knew the story;
how the south township could support
just one church, and here were two;
how the young people on both sides had
made overtures which the stanch old
people had rejected; how the young
folks had then “got mad” until they
were, if anything, more bitter than their
elders;
been tipped out of his wagon thrée
times rather than give half the road
to anybody in the First Church; in
short, how the Devil’s hoofs had
stamped joyously up and down from
Church Hill to Slab City and back again
for many and many a year.
* * * * *

The man that felt worse over it was
the man that said least, ’Gene Hol-
brook. For thirty years he had been
sexton of the Minaret, and when his
father, the old deacon, had been tipped
out of the wagon once too often, Eu-
gene was chosen deacon in his stead.
The vote was a close one, for he was
an insignificant old bachelor, with no
gift of extemporaneous utterance, and
he toed in most absurdly as he trudged
back and forth between Slab City and
Church Hill. “Not over bright,” was
the comment of the very school-chil-
dren; “no great hand to farm it,” the
verdict of the community. Mr. Hol-
brook had a singularly square head,
as if whittled from a child’s block;
restless gray eyes; and a broom-shaped,
crimpy, black beard, most scrupulously
trimmed. His maiden sister Lois, who
kept house for him, thought it a beau-
tiful beard, though she never told him
s0.

Lois had voted for °Gene as deacon,
in open defiance of what people would
say. She knew well enough that com-
pared with their father’s iron-willed lo-
quacity, ‘Gene’s voice in church mat-
ters would have little weight. It proved
to have none whatever. For two or
three years after his election, indeed,
he wearied both churches by his efforts
to secure a union between them. He
got himself dubbed “Union” Holbrook,
but that was all, and, in fact, his con-
ception of union was that the Battle-
ment folks should givc up their enter-

how old Deacon Holbrook had:
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I Think How Long You’ve Bothered with That

Same Old Corn

They apply a Blue-jay plaster,
and the pain stops instantly,
Then, for 48 hours,: they forget

Perhaps you have pared' it an hun-
dred times and seen
it grow again.

with liquids, maybe.
Or used old-time plas-
ters.

mains as bothersome
asever. It willremain
until you treat it in a
scientific way.

You havedaubedit the corn. '

In two day

And the corn re-
with that corn.

modern way.

Other folks do this: ' - corn.

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. [t loosens the corn.

B stops the pain and keeps the wax from s

S preading.
C wraps around the toe. Itis narrowed to be comfortable.

D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

Blue-jay Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists—15¢c and 25¢ per package
Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters.

(z) Bamer & Black, Chicago & New York, Makers of Surgical Dressings,ete.

loosened, and they lift it out.
No pain, no soreness, no' dise
comfort. And no more bother

A million corns monthly are
now being removed in this gentle
Try it on that old

s the corn is

°
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Vegetable Seeds!

toba, S.skatchewan,
- Northern

These are special varieties developed for EX
TREME EARLINESS as well as HARDINESS,
Alberta, New Ontario,

BR8E8885

20 08
2.3
. 08

08

ol 08
J. « J0B
40 10

S. i ‘ .

gEﬁTNS. Stri le:n Green Pod = o 4

EET. Earl ixsskietbiyiniss e e :g
CABBAGE. yElrliut pcinted head .. ........c.0000 . 2.00
CABBAGE, Exeeller.: _earlgna:mmer sort ......ceee00 300 86
CAULIFLOWER. Earliest Snowball variety. . oz. 80c g o
CARROT., Fine stumj R /o R T O 2.60 .70
CELERY: * Golden self-blanching.... s o
SWEET CORN. Earliest ﬂown .26 .
CORN. Not a sugar corn but early and fine........ .2 .
CUCUMBER. Dark green in color, very tender.... 176 .2
LETTUCR. Curled leaf, excellent for summer use.. 1.76 4
LETTUCE. g butters head, very tender...... . L8 .80
ONION. Golden Yellow, globe-shaped ........ 2.00 10
ONION. Crimson, very hardy, a splendid k oo 2.00 80
PEAS. Ready for the table in six weeks, uctive .30 10
PEAS. Wrinkled Marrow, very large pods, well filled .30 . ;s
PARSLEY. Dark , attractive for .. 160 i
PARSNIP. Large handsome roots, cooks very tender  1.26 . <86
RADISH. Crimson Ball, ready in twenty days...... 80 86
TOMATO. Earliest scarlet, very solid and fine...... -o 1.60

Ordecs 'S SEEDS |
Orders Winnipeg, Man.
L

894 Porta.ge Ave.

e

One gallon cans.

Be Sure of Your
Separator Oil

STANDARD
Hand Separator OQil i

Standard Hand Separator Oil is the perfect
lubricant for cream separators.
friction and jarring to a minimum, so that
greatest cream yield is insured.

Never gums, rusts or corrodes. Lengthens
the life of the separator.

R

educes

Main Office: WINNIPEG

Regina. Moose Jaw, Saskatoon, Calgary, Edmonton,
Lethbridge, Vancouver i
/

All dealers.
THE IMPERIAL OIL CO., Limited
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for WESTERN CANADA POULTRYMEN
'PRODUCED BY_THE PEERLESS INCUBATOR

b | Now Is the time totake

110 £he POekets of theusers of The PEERLESS
IIKIUBA.'l° TOR last year went five million dollars made
from

of this situation and make money out of it yourself.
You can raise and sell 600 chickens thi next year, and you will find a quick and sure
. market for every one of them. Ywmgﬂtbebpmhpdeeforaﬂtbehundndaof
dozens of eggs that your poultry lay.
‘Lot us tell you how!
‘l'h..ook."WmemlhyPnys."wﬂI-l:owmhw. Letussendittoyou. htis
interesting; it is instructive, and it cootains the proof. .
You need this book. l!wﬂlbénuiledﬁee.‘Apo‘_wdwillb&git.
ADDRESS , ) o b R1
Y. - [ ] e
The Raymond Manufacturing Co., Limited
WINNIPEG, MAN. |

Western Sales Agents for LEE MANUFACTURING CO., LIMITED,

A 9

The “EMPIRE” Brands

of GYPSUM PRODUCTS are essential to FIRE-PROOF
and FIRE-RETARDENT construction. ’
STANDARD of quality is rigidly maintained in every-
thing we manufacture.

' Write for Specification Booklets.

SOLE MANUFACTURERS:

MANITOBA GYPSUM Co. Ltd.
Winnipeg, Man.

N \
\ N
A

the
! ‘tqqp.ﬂmhﬂﬁc;:p_huct!h&r&pqnh
! ma low price. The Hamessis strong and

‘

HARNESS DIRECT FROM MANUFACTURER

Sis generally kn a greatincrease has taken placein the price of leather duri the pas* twelve
A months, andin m‘me g0ods of all description are more expensive than ever. We are ~ranuface
turers of al | kinds of H&rngl_l on an extensive scale, and are enabled to continue low price: by dis-
pensing with the mi with us direct.  Not can we sa'e

that should go along way ‘owaz
as Team Hamess—this we can supply 2t a re-
and excellentf or farming and generalteam “vork.

See Specifications

Bridles.—3; inch square harness eather
Winker, or open i f desired, short checks
over hame,

Lines—1 inch 20 feet, with snaps,

Hames—\Varnished wood bolt hame,
78 in. hame straps, chain spreaders. If desired
with stee lhames add $1 perset to harness.

—2 inch double |eather, and
stitched with 3 rows of stitching full length,
Heel chain with dee and fivelink chains.

—11%inch top double and stitched,
with harness leather housing, 234 by 18in.
felt lined. .

Bellybands—Folded with 1%
buckles. .

Breast Straps—11}inch with snaps and
slides. Martingales 1 {i nch.

Back and %lp Straps—} inch back
strap to hame ,folded cruppers and §inch
’ & Collars hi[; strap;);&h tmgw Ckarriedrs.m Str
Harn lete $30.00. Without Co! . $27.00, out Back an p Strarce,
md“g'“?&?pn.n.gcoum are Leather Faced. Write us today. You will save mow -

Information on agything in our line gladly give

Winnipeg Saddlery Co., 284 William Ave., Winnipeg

No Catalogues Issued 5 Reference; imperial Bank

andinviting the consymer to d

1
absolute satisfaction. We specialisein :.';1

inch

prise and come over to the Minaret.
“The lion and the lamb. lay down to-
gether,” he was reminded by the hu-
morists at Dakin’s, “but when they got
up again, it was all lion. There wa'n’t
no lamb.”
church—his own church—ended there.

But:no one had any fault to find with
Mr. Holbrook as a sexton. Nobody else
could get any heat out of the Minaret’s
sheet-iron stoves. Nobody else could
ring the cracked bell. Weakling as he
was, he could set up and take down
a Christmas tree unaided. Whenever
the organist failed to make her appear-
ance, 'Gene could fill her place. Four
times, in the thirty years, he had
climbed to the very top of the Minaret
to oil the brass rooster that served as
a weather-vane. It was a break-neck
feat, performed out of sheer affection
for the building that he loved, though
among the boys of the Hollow it added
to his grave-digger reputation for un-
canniness.

In truth, no one felt really acquainted
with ’Gene Holbrook. While his loud-
voiced father lived, the son had effaced
himself as a matter of course; and
after his own brief, unavailing struggle
for union, the habit of silence, or at
most of inept, inefficient speech, became
ingrained. He sat awhile at Dakin’s
every evening, before and after mail-

' time, but made no contribution to the

wit or wisdom of the place. He did
not even smoke, or do anything, in fact,
except sit on a barrel and run his fin-
gers through his beard. The talkers
watched him often, as the never-ending
debate between Battlement and Minaret
drew on, but “not when father was
alive,” or “It ain’t for me to say any-
thing” was the utmost extent to which
he committed himself. No one ad-
dressed him as “Deacon.” It was tac-
itly felt that he owed that dignity to
the accident of inheritance rather than
to intrinsic importance in the commu-
nity; and even’ little Polly Dakin, aged
seven, called him ‘’Gene.”

* * * * *

One November night—the mail being
very late—the talk at Dakin’s grew un-
usually free.

“Nue, sir,” said the shoemaker, who
was a ‘Mental Healer, ‘“nothin’ short of
a stroke of lightnin’ ’1l ever scare them
Congregationalists into keepin’ the
peace. Ain’t that so, Gene?”

Holbrook shifted uncomfortably upon
his barrel, but had no answer ready.

“There’s them two buildings,” pur-
sued the shoemaker. “It’s a question
of property rights—that’s what I’ve
thought all along. 1If a stroke of
lightnin’ would consume one of them
buildings—they ain’t either of ’em in-
sured, be they?—'n’ folks had to get
together, " they would get together.
Eh?” And. he laugh~d maliciously at
his own fancy, being -onvinced that re-
ligion, in the south township, had long
since gone to pot.

But Holbrook spoke out for once, to
the astonishment of th~ crowd.

“You better stick to healing, Josh
Wetherbee, if you believe in healing,
and ‘et religion alone!” e slipped
down from his barrel and stood erect,
his gray eyes blinking, his hands fidget-
ing.

The spectators looked delightedly at
Wetherbee, expacting a retort, but Or-
rin Waterman entered with the mail-
bag, and before the general attention
was directed again to the disputants,
‘Gene Holbrook had teetered out of the
door. He was still trembling as he
turned the corner by the blacksmith's
shop, and trudged along toward his lit-
tle farm in the Hollow. Gentle-hearted,
loving his own church with a devotion
more intense than Slab City could com-
prehend, the shoemaker’s taunt had jan-
gled upon every nerve. And the worst
was, that Josh Wetherbee had told the
truth! ‘Gene realized it, even at the
instant that it aad stung him into un-

, wonted retort.

He stumbled onward, in the black
November night. nodding his head ex-
citedly. In a swift revulsion of feeling
he saw the whole wretched business lv-
ing ghastly clear.  The long strife he-
tween Minaret and Battlement was. in
reality. a quarrel about dollars, involy-
ing the proportionate assessment of the
two churches in case they united—a
question of “property vights” as Josh
Wetherbee had claimed.  What was it

And ’Gene’s scheme of one.

Sy

all about, this inherited love for the
old Second Church, the passionate sery-
ice of his own life—he, the doorkeeper
in the house of the Lord—the fierce
talking and. fiercer praying of his own
father, who would not give a First
Churéh man half the road? It was
about a -building—inere timbers ‘and
clapboards, and plaster and carpets and
pews. The forty-year fight for pure
religion was as sordid as some long law-
suit _over the right of way to a barn.
In the sudden illumination ‘of bitterness
he saw. the. Minaret as a part of his
father and himself—an embodiment of
the Holbrook - stiffneckedness—and ke
found himself almost hating -it. The
Battlement was as bad, but the Battle-
ment was mnot, like the Minaret, bone
of his bone and flesh of his flesh. And
a man has the right to loathe himself.

He was mounting a little hill that
thrust its foot across the Hollow road.
It was too dark to see the muddy high-
way or the Holbrook farm that lay be-
low him, and quite too dark, therefore,
to catch sight of what he had marked
& thousand times at the turn of the
road, namely, the two white buildings
glaring at each other on Church Hil.
But to Holbrook’s strained fancy they
were visible, facing each other like two
dogs, warily, sullenly. They had stood
there like that for so long! Suppose
the lightning were really to strike one
of them! “By God!” he cried aloud,
in his first oath since boyhood, “how
it would burn!”

A moment more and he stopped short,
flinging up his arms as if to ward off
something, some treacherous thought
that lunged at him. Slowly the arms
dropped. He stood perfectly still, save
that his square, ill-modelled head moved
from side to side as if he were in ter-
ror. He glanced toward the sky—no,
it was from behind him that the noise
came. A real noise, too—horses’ hoofs
lifted painfully out of the sucking clay
and a rattle of milk-cans upon a squeak-
ing buckboard. It was only ’Gene’s
fellow-deacon, John Richardson, driving
soberly homeward from the village. He
was half blind and wholly deaf, and
yet, as he drew nearer, Holbrook leaped
swiftly into the mass of willows by the
roadside and cowered there until long
after his elderly associate had passed.
To see him creep forth again, groping
for the hat which he had lost in his
frightened leap, one would have said
that here was a man conscious of some
crime, and already, perhaps, a fugitive
from justice. :

After awhile he started on, pausing
now and again to listen, or to scan fur-
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THE KNOW HOW
To Feed Children and Get Good Results

There are more nervous persons made
so by undigested food lying in the
stomach than the average individual
would suppose.

[f food remains undigested in the
stomach, it begins to ferment, set up
gas and a large portion is thus con;
verted into poison.

That’s why imperfectly digested food
may, and often does, cause irritation of
the nerves and stupor of the mind -
brain and nerves are really poisoned.

“My daughter had complained for
some time of a distressed feeling in the
stomach, after eating, which set me

* thinking that her diet was not right,”

writes an anxious and intelligent moth-
er.

“She had been fond of cereals, but
had never tried Girape-Nuts. From read-
ing the account of this predigested food,
it scemed reasonable to try Grape-Nuts
for her case.

“The results were really wonderful.
The little brain that seemed at times
unable to do its work, took on new life
and vigor. Every morning, now, before
going to school. she eats the crisp lit-
tle morsels and is now completely and
entirely well. she seems to have a new
lease on life—no more distress in the
stomach, nor headache, but sound and
well everyway.” Name given by Cana-
diam Postum Co.. Windsor, Ont. Read
“The Road to Wellville,” in pkgs.

There’s a Reason.”

Ever read the above letter? A new
one appears from time to time. They
are genuine, true, and full of human
interest. b
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horses
know

eltSh:i.'told him I wanted to

THIS WASHER
MUST PAY FOR

)
MAN tried to sell me a horse once. He said
it was a fine horse and had nothing the mat-
with it. I wanted a fine horse, but, I didn’t
ything about s
much. And Ididn’t 5
the man very well

the horse for a month.
He sald “All right,” but
pay me first, an ri give

u back your money if
ge horse isn’t all right.”

Well, I didn’t like that.
1 was afraid the horse
was'nt **all right” and that
1 might have to whistle for,
my money if I once parted
wiyth it. & Ididn’t buy the
horse, although 1 wanted
it b:kidly. Now, this set me
thinking,

You si‘ee I make Wash-
ing Machines—the ‘1900 <SS
Gravity ”’ Washer. & :

And I said to myself, lots of people may think
gbout my Washing Machine as I thought about
the ho: and about the man who owned it,

But rls,? never know, because they wouldn’t
write and tell me. Yousee Isell m{ Washing
Machines by mail. Ihave sold over half a mil-
lion that way. So, thought I, it is only fair
enough to let people try my Washing Machines
for a month, before they pay for them, justas I
wanted to try the horse,

Now, I know what our 1900 Gravity”” Washer

will do. I know it will wash the clothes, without
wearing or tearing them, in less than half the
time they can be washed by hand or by any other
machine.
I know it will washa tub full of very dirty
clothes in Six Minutes. I know noother machine
ever invented can do that, without wearing the
clothes. Our *1900 Gravity’” Washer does the
work soeasy thata child can run it almost as
well as a strong woman, and it don’t wear the
clothes, fray the edges, nor break buttons, the
way all other machines do.

It just drives soagy water clear through the
fibres of the clothes like a force pump might.

So, said I to myself, I will do with my *1900
Gravity” Washer what I wanted the man todo
with the horse. Only I won’t wait for people to
ask me. I’ll offer first, and I'll make good the
offer every time. .

Let me send you a **1900 Gravity”” Washer on a
month’s free trial. I’ll pay the freight out of
my own pocket, and if you don’t want the ma-
chine after you’ve used it a month, I’ll take it
backand pay the freight,too. Surely that is fair

" enough, isn't it.

Doesn’t it prove that the 1900 Gravity”
Washer must be all that I say it is?

And you can pay me out of what it saves for

cu. It will save its whole cost in a few months
Yn wear and tear on the clothes alone. And then
it will save 50 to %5 cents a week over that in
washwoman’s wages. If you keep the machine
after the month’s trial, I'll let you pay for it out
of what it saves you. Ifitsaves you 60cents a
week, send me 50 cents a week ’till paid for. I'll
take that cheerfullr and I'll wait for my money
until the machine itself earns the balance.

Drop me a line to-day, and let me send youa

i strife of tongues at Dakin’s.

book about the 1900 Gravity” Washer that
washes clothes in six minutes.

Address me personally :—

E. F. Morris, Manager 1900 Washer Co.
357 Yonge Street, Toronto, Can

The Way to Buy
— JEWELRY - -

OU will save money, get the

: most satisfaction and have re-
liable goods if you make your
selection from one of the thousands
of catalogues we are now distributing,

Our yearly business runs into hun-
dreds of thousands of dollars, so we
are buying for much less than the
small stores—and you get the benefit,
especiallyin Diamonds.

Remember, if goods received are not
as desired, you return goods at our
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tively the invisible roadway and shad- |
owy fields. In front of his low-eaved, |
lilac-sheltered farm-house he came to
a halt. Lois was sewing by the cur-
tainless window, her gaunt, spectacled
face bent: over her work. She was re-
lining her brother’s best Sunday coat,
the Dlack one that he kept' for.com-
munion-days. “He recognized this badge
of his office, and as—he did so the
thought that had riser before him on
the lonely road seemed more than ever
like blasphemy. And yet—and yet—
might it not bring peace? And nothing
else would.

By and by he went in. Lois barely
looked up at him. She glanced at the
clock and then went back to her work.

“Orrin  was late, wan’'t he?” she
asked. -

“Considerable.” )

“Didn’t you get the paper?”

gy ; . -

I didn’t wait,” he replied. The tone
of his voice surprised her.

“Anybody been making fun of you?”
she eried, with maternal fiefceness. She
knew that ’Gene was helpless in the

He shook his head.

She worked on in silence until the
clock struck nine. Then she folded the
coat, placed the lamp exactly in the
centre of the table, and motioned to
’Gene, who had been huddling by the
stove. He brought the two Bibles—
carefully protected by age-browned, fly- |
specked paper covers—and seated him- }

midst of thy congregations: chey seb
up “their ensigns for signs.””

Gene. “‘A man was famous accord-
ing as he had lifted up axes upon the
thick trees.”

Lois. “‘But now they break down
the carved work thereof at once with
axes and hammers.”” ‘

’Gene. “‘They have cast fire into thy
sanctuary; they have defiled by cast-
ing down the dwelling place of thy name
to the ground.’” He looked up at her
with a strange, terror-stricken face. She
did not notice it.

Lois. “‘They said in their hearts, Let
us destroy them together: they have
burfied up all the synagogues of God in
the land’—’Gene, for the land’s sake,
’Gene!” ’

The Bible had fallen out of his hands
upon the floor. His fingers were clutch-
ing at the worn arms of his father’s
stuffed chair, and he had the look upon
his face that the old deacon had when
he was dying. But even while she was
staring, he regained command of him-
self, and stooped and picked up the
Bible with a foolish, irritable laugh.

“Guess I'm a little nervous. to-night,”
he " volunteered, and without attempt-
ing to find the chapter again, he replaced
the book upon the bureau, and began to
shake down the stove. *

“Ain’t you going to finish the chap-
ter?” she queried in alarm.

He made no answer.

Lois read thee chapter through her-

The Morning Meal

scelf upon the opposite side of the table.
and sister had read -an
evening chapter in this way ever since
they could read at all. Once there hal
been four voices in.the Holbrook sit-
ting-room, each taking its verse in tura,
but it was ten years since the old dea-
con and his wife had read their last,
and ’Gene and Lois were rteading the
Bible through for the fourth time since

then. They took the chapters as they
came, omitting mnothing, questioning
nothing-——one might almost say expect-

ing nothing.

“Psalm seventy-three,”

said ’Gene.

“Neventy-four,” corrected Lois.

He examined his book-mark.

“We read that last night,” she ex-
claimed, testily. “Begin.”

And he began, in a voice that sounded
like a timid imitation of his father’s,

“¢0 God, why hast thou cast us off
forever? why doth thine anger smoke
against the sheep of thy pasture?”

She murmured rapidly in turn, = Re-
member thy congregation, which thou
hast purchased of old; the rod of thine
inheritance, which thou hast redecemed
this mount Zion, wherein thou hast
dwelt.” ™ )

Thev went on. in dull antiphony,
while the old clock ticked loud.

*Gene.  ULift up thy feet unto the
pm'pvtnul desolations; even all that the

| enemy hath done wickedly in the sanc-

tuary.”

Lois. “Thine enemies roar in the

self, and shifted her book-mark.
she laid aside her spectacles and took
up the lamp. ’Gene had already lighted
his candle to go upstairs. “You feel-
ing real well, Gene Holbrook?” she de-
manded.

“L dunno but I am,” he replied.
wish father was alive.”

“I

* * * * *

narrowly. To her relief she found him
cheerful, almost  talkative.  His eyes
were bright, though she fancied that
they did not look squarely into hers.
He was at work all day “banking up”
the sills of the house with dead maple
leaves, trodden firmly down, and as he
drove the stakes that held the long
boards in place, she could hear him
singing. At nightfall, instead of start-
ing as usual for the post-office, he seated
himself at their worn-out parlor organ,
where he spent the evening practising
one or two new tunes. The next day
it was the same, only that he was
much quicter, and instead of playing
the organ he put on his hest black coat

and read Zo himself in the Bible until
bedtime.  And one of these two occu-
pations, varying by a caprice which Lois

i could not fathom, became his unbroken

habit as the sour November and De-
cember days went by, and winter closed
in upon the Hollow. At Dakin’s store,
his absence was scarcely noticed, be-
| vond a witticism or two upon the theme

of 'Gene’s fearing to face Josh Wether-

Then

The next morning T.ois watched him
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bee again. He came for his paper in | and darker, and the great snowdrifts | off that sixtieth candle, and flung it un- | foreordained before the foundation of

the mornings, if at all, and even the
genial inquisitiveness of Bill Dakin, fail-
Ing to discover any adequate reascn
why ‘Gene’s evening seat was vacant,
lapplied itself to more important prob-
ems."

To Lois Holbrook alone her brother’s
altered ways ' brought perplexity and
misgiving. On his “singi 8,” a3
she came to call them, hl:egsed:ged al-
most jocose. He stopped people who

were driving by the farm-house to talk
with them, and his invariable theme
was the possibility of the two churches
uniting after all.  He even called unon
the minister of the Battlement, and had

a friendly talk with him upon the safe
topic of the ultimate restoration of the
Jews. But the siugin%I days were in-
variably followed by the silent, black-
coated days, when he sat hour after
hour reading the minor prophets, until
Lois thought she should scream.

*  What ailed him? At first, remember-
ing that strange look in his eyes on
the night when he had dropped the

Bible, Lois persuaded herself that he
had had a partial “stroke.” But his
actions varied so persistently that she
abandoned this theory, and came to be-
lieve that he must :be “possessed.”

What she meant by this she did not
know, but the vague associations of the
word were those of terror, and her anx-
ety deepened as the days grew shorter

began to heap themselves against the
lilac-bushes and climb silently toward
the window-sills, for the winter’s siege.
And indeed if an idea ever took posses-
sion of a man, dividing his affections
from his will, summoning from. the
depths of a gentle nature all the wild

daring lurking there, making -some cause

so alluring and one’s self so paltry that
self-immolation seems a joy, then Eu-
gene Holbrook was possessed.

* * * * *

It was Christmas Eve. The sexton of
the Minaret had hauled from John
Richardson’s upper pasture a great fir-
balsam, symmetrical as a candle-flame,
and more odorous than frankincense.
Unaided, he had nailed it into place in
front of the platform. It was one of
his singing days, and he laughed more
than once as he helped Lois and the
minister’s daughter hang the tree with
gifts for the Sunday-school, and long
festoons of threaded popcorn, and mus-
lin candy-gags, cut stocking-shape and
sewn with bright worsted.’

Then the women went home for sup-
per, but ’Gene stayed to tend the fires
and light the lamps. At a quarter be-
fore seven he began cautiously to light
the colored candles on the tree. He
counted them, even: there were sixty—
one for each year of his life and one
over. In a sndden whim he plucked

‘minister’s painful annual effort to be

der the tree. This was to be his night,
his own great night, and it seemed to
him that the years that came after did
not count, even if they were many!
At seven, the Sunday-school children
were pounding on the, door, and by
eight, the presents had been distributed
and the Christmas hymns sung, and the

cheerful was concluded. The little com-
pany withdrew noisily, family after fam-
ily piling into its s.eigh and shouting
“Good-nights” that were drowned by
the sleigh-bells. Bill Dakin offered Miss
Lois a ride down to the Hollow, as
usual, a-i
auite alone.
He locked the door stealthily. The
colored candles had burnt very low;
even Dakin had warned him not to let
that balsam-tree catch fire. Catch fire?
He laughed to himself at Dakin’s pru-
dence as he snatched up armful after
armful of the loose papers in which the
gifts had been wrapped, and heaped
them under the balsam’s low, resinous
boughs. Catch fire? He began to pile
the straw-filled seat cushions all around,
working more and- more swiftly with
each moment, until he was fair?y run-
ning. He jerked down the big windows
from the top, studying cunningly the
draught. Tt was just right—and the
whole thing was just right—and it
flashed over him that it had all been
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He' pulled a guttering candle from the
tree and held it to the papers, watch-
ing them curl and leap upward with a
rush of flame. Then he lifted the big)
gilt pulpit Bible reverently from its
cushion, and walked steadily down the
aisle toward the door. At the Hol-
brook pew he paused; there, at the
farther end, were his own boyish ini-
tials, cut idly deep; here, at this end,
the old deacon used to sit, upright and
implacable. The son shook his head
and went on, the Bible under his arm,
the great balsam crackling behind him.
He meant to go down to Bill Dakin
and give himself up. It was arson; that
meant the county jail for many a year
—or else the asylum. For they would
be sure to think him crazy if he told
them that he had set fire"to his own
church on Christmas Eve, to bring peace
and goodwill into the south township!

But the tree and the flimsy platform
were making such a noise now! He
unlocked the door and ran out, locking
it again behind him, and tossing the
key into a snow-drift. He meant to
take no chances. .

And all at once he was aware of lit-
tle Polly Dakin, trotting breathlessly
up to the church steps.

‘“Gene, I forgot my candy-bag!”

He stared at her, shaking his head.

“I left it in the front seat,” she per-
sisted, “right by the tree. And papa
said he could hold the horses while I
came back for it. My! What makes
the church so bright?”

“You can’t get it!” he cried. For the
fire was already roaring like a wind-
swept woodland, and the red light from
the front windows shone on the child’s
face and the piled drifts of snow.

She tried bravely to choke back the
tears.

“It—was—my—candy-bag!”

“Stay here!” screamed Holbrook. “I’ll
get it for you!”

He laid down the Bible and dashed
into the -now-drift, snatching for the
buried key. It was a minute or two
before he grasped it, and though he
sprang at the door then with tiger-like
swiftness opened it and darted in, it
seemed to the awe-stricken child as if
the whole church were a fiery furnace.
He ran straight down the aisle toward
the flaming, swaying tree—and he must
have stumbled.

She waited, too frightened to move or
call—waited for ’Gene to come back.
Her father, down on the Hollow road,
saw the flames burst from the Minaret’s
windows, and wheeling his restless
horses, lashed them to a run.. From
road to road around the hill-top hoarse
cries rang over the frozen fields, and
Bill Dakin’s horses were not the only
ones that were galloping. And still the
little girl stood in front of the open
door of the blazing church; and she
explained to her father that ’Gene had
gone in to get her cdndy-bag, and she
was waiting for him to come out.

The Minaret was all aflame now, flar-
ing up into the starlit night. And from
somewhere in that quiet heaven came a
breath of wind, blowing where it listed,
and sparks from the Minaret, fluttering
over the road, settled like gay-winged
butterflies upon the Battlement, and in
ten minutes more the two churches were
striving to outshine each other once for
all, tossing their angry red hearts high-
er and ever higher into the silent
Christmas sky—the sky that was once
brightened by a strange star and all
agleam with shining wings and echoing
with angelic voices.

* * * * * * *

’Gene Holbrook’s secret remained his
own. Dakin remembered warning him
about the candles, but no one seemed to
think that the fire was really the sex-
ton’s fault. “To get a candy-bag!”
Lois kept saying. And she forgot her
theory of “possession,” and persuaded
herself that her brother was a little
touched, like their Uncle Joab. At
Dakin’s store it was noted, though not
unkindly, that ‘Gene didn’t even get the
candy-bag. Yet his death did some-
thing to dignify his memory, and the
Rev. Salem Kittredge, preaching the
first sermon in the new church, made
a_touching reference to the late Deacon
Holbrook, who had lost his life to
please a child after trying in vain to

save the church of his fathers.
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The Cost of a Slight

Written for The Western Home Monthly by W. R. Gilbert, Calgary.

Society at Drippleton—and_ rouqd about
—was so extremely ex_cluswe, in fact,
that it would not' admit the lez}st sus-

picion of charitable-mindedness into its

charmed circle; and it is quite probable

. that jf the Angel Gabriel hagl appeared
in its midst Drippleton Society would
have steadfastly refused to recognize
him until it had learnt upon unim-
peachable authority who his mother
was, and that he was perfectly respec-
table.

Thus it was that when Gregson, the
retired lawyer, unexpectedly returned
from a six months trip to France, bring-
ing with him a beautiful young bride,
Drippleton “Society” from the leader,
with a very big note of interrogation
hung on to the end of it, into the af-
fair, and demanded as of its right to

know who Mrs. Gregson had been, and i

what she had been, and where she had
been before she was Mrs. Gregson. And
when Drippleton “Society” failed utter-
ly and absolutely in its pursuit after
knowledge upon these three heads,
Drippleton “Society” from the leader
Mrs. J. D. Palmer, down to the inoffen-
sive minister’s wife, with one accord
lifted up its nose into the sublime em-
pyrean of its own exclusive atmosphere
and passed by on the other side.

. Gregson was amused, and his fair
voung bride, if she felt any sting at
all, betrayed no sign of it but held her
head quite as high as Mrs. J. D. Pal-
mer, and her back a good deal straighter
than that lady carried hers. Feminine
Drippleton was madly envious of Mrs.
Gregson’s superb figure, her graceful
carriage and her good looks; and a
hundred sharp eyes were ever on the

alert to discover some -slight flaw in
her conduct that they could magnify in-
to a serious faux pas. In vain! Mrs.
Gregson’s demeanor was discreet be-
yond reproach ,and if she did not pas-
sionately love her comparatively elderly
husband she was sincerely attached to
him and performed her wifely duties
nobly and faithfully. ‘

One there was who mingied with Drip-
pleton “Society” but was not of it, for
he was no snob, who stood up for Mrs.
Gregson and told “Society” pretty plain-
ly that it ought to be ashamed of it-
self, for anyone who was good enough
for Gregson was good enough for Drip-
pleton. This was Charlie Branscombe.
Insensibly little. by little he fell deeply
in love with Cora Gregson. But when
he found out how his heart was in-
volved, like a man, he never breathed
one word to her that could lead her to
suspect the state of things with him,
and remained loyal to his friend Greg-
somn.

Then Gregson died, and a middle aged
female relative, a Miss Chippers, came
to live: with Cora, and Drippleton “So-
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ciety” still passéd by on the other side.

A year elapsed. Cora and Miss Chip-
pers were away at the seaside and
Charlie had determined that now a year °
of mourning had gone by he was free:
on her return to woo her, and win her
—if he could. Meanwhile Cora made
the acquaintance-of Captain Hilton who.
made himself most agreeable for: two
or three days and then departed for
Drippleton! Upon arriving home a few
days afterwards Cora Gregson heard
that Captain Hilton had very recently
became engaged to ome of Mrs. J. D.
Palmer’s daughters and it rather
amused her to think how he would be-
have if she happened to meet him when
he was with any of the august family.
She hadn’t long to wonder, for the very
next day whom should she see coming
towards her but the Captain escorting
Mrs. J. D. Palmer herself. She saw the
Captain make some remark to his com-
panion and she saw Mrs. J. D. Palmer’s
lips move more rapidly and decisively
in reply. In another moment they
would pass. Already Cora had almost
commenced to nod a smiling recognition
when the Captain and the lady crossed
the road pretending not to have seen
her.

“Detestable cad!” muttered Cora bit-
iIn her lips, “If ever I have the chance,
’l - )

What she would do she didn’t even
think just then, for -at that moment
she met Charlie Branscombe, and what
they talked about belongs. to another
tale.

Cora’s return match with - Captain
Hilton came off at the races at Swin-
lawn, where Branscombe was—quite. ae-
cidentally of course prospecting round
in the same vicinity—Charlie had not
yet brought his love affair to'a ecrisis,
but had shown his feelings pretty plain-
ly and Cora had by one or two little
actions fanned his spark of  hope /into
a healthy flame. gl

All through his acquaintance with
her Branscombe had had some vaiud
haunting idea that he had .seen hex
somewhere before, but where, he could«
n’t “for the life of him make .out. (i

Cora and Miss Chippers escorted by ¢
Charlie had gome to the races. ' Miss
Chippers was sitting down to rest whilg
the young pair strolled about; and hig!
confession -was tremlbing on .Charlie’s: .
lips and Cora was waiting with down--
cast eys for the words she had no dis-
inclination to hear, F
- “Cora—" he began, when at that veryi
instant they encountered Captain: Hil-
ton, who had a. horse running at the
meeting. v Rk :

Instantly all Cora’s high spirit plucked «
itself together. A charming smile of
recognition passed over her bewitching .
face. Captain Hilton, far from-the ken '
of the Palmer respectability, was no- -
thing loth to renew his:acquaintance
with the prettiest woman on-the cotirse;
and Branscombe swore softly to him-
self. ’ e

“So sorry I didn’t see you.w'hile you

| were staying at Drippleton” murmured

the lady sweetly. e

“Ye-yes” stammered Hilton uneasily,
“I was awfully sorry but I had to get
away and er—I hadn’t the chance to
call on you. But,” he added hurriedly
anxious to get rid of a distasteful sub-
ject, “will you come and look at my
horse? He’s a hot  favorite  for the
Cup, a funny looking beast but a real
good goer. Heaven only knows his his-
tory, though they do say he was once
in a circus until he developed a skin
disease that has left his coat as bald
as a jug in patches and spoilt him’for
the show business, and they even chaff . -
me about riding a patch-work quilt.
Ah?! here he is!”

Hilton was quite right. St. Rip, as
the horse was called, was a rum brute
to look at. He was calculated to.cause

.surprise. He did cause surprise to Cora.

A bright dangerous sparkle of diablerie
flashed into her dark eyes. ) i

“T wouldn’t go near the brute, he’s
a bit vicious at times,” urged Hilton;
but Cora only laughed. Y

“Oh! I'm not afraid, T love all dumb
animals,” and Cora proceeded fearlessly
to stroke St: Rip’s soft muzzle' as she
spoke to him.

The horse evidently appreciated her
attentions for he stood with lowered
head: before her in perfect submission.
The Captain had turned aside for a
last brief interview with the jockey who
was going to ride for him.
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Cora’s opportunity had come, there
Wwas not a moment to lose. She laid
her hand on Branscombe’s sleeve and
faced ‘him earnestly. He had never
seen her look like that. In the flush
of her excitement she was lovelier than
ever.

“Charlie,” she began: She had never
called him that before. It was delici-
ous. “Charlie, there is no time to lose,
I owe Captain Hilton a deep grudge and
Fate has put it in my way to pay.
Charlie I—” and she lowered her eyes
and blushed divinely, “you were just
goinz to ask me a question when Cap-
tain Hilton came up. If you want to
ask me that question this evening if—
if—you really love me, do exactly as I
tell you. Get Captain Hilton to bet
with you on his horse as heavily as
you can—thousands if you can—before
the start. Then when the race is being
run and if St. Rip happens to look like
a sure winner work him again for an-
other bet to the biggest amount you
can manage.”

“But Cora, my darling,
if St. Rip should win.”

“St. Rip won’t win, can’t win—shant
win! Ah, here he comes,” and Hilton
joined them.

Determined to act implicitly upon his
instructions Branscombe worked the

just suppose

Captain to the best of his ability, but
Hilton had already plunged heavily on
+St. Rip so he could only get on $3,000
to $1,000. Then the horses were at the
post, and got well away at the second
attempt. St. Rip jumped to the front
at once, leading by two lengths. To
both the men’s surprise Cora insisted
upon all three leaving the stand and
moving down the course. “Because, Cap-
tain Hilton, your horse goes so-beauti-
fully I really must see him close.”

St. Rip was still leading. Hilton’s face
was pale with excitement his lips
twitched nervously, and huge beads of
perspiration studded his brow. Cora
was hardly less excited, but her face
was flushed, and her dark flashing eyes
watched the Captain narrowly. 'St.
Rip’s victory was now apparently all
over but the shouting,

“Twenty to one St. Rip wins,” yelled
his own excitedly.

Cora darted on Charlie one quick
eloquent glance.

“I'll take you in thousands!” ex-
claimed Branscombe hurriedly.

“Done!™  returned Hilton, as the

horse came rushing towards them.

Already the shout began to ascend
“St. Rip wins!” when a shrill feminine
scream rose clear above the rising roar.
“Halte! Marche funebre!” and in-

Branscombe the vision of a fair eques-

there flashed wupon Charlie

The Cow Boy

trienne, marvelously like Cora, putting
a chestnut trick horse, marvelously
like St. Rip, through its paces in a Pari-
sian circus he had visited a few years
before.

-In his excitement Hilton did not hear
the shrill exclamation. St. Rip did
though. Within seventy yards of the
winning post he stopped as suddenly as
if he had- been shot. But his jockey
didn’t stop, but when he, fortunately
unhurt, picked himself up St. Rip sol-
emnly' commenced to raise his hoofs in
a slow, jerky fashion, and march funer-
eally towards the winning post. In a
trice the rider had vaulted into the
saddle, but whip and spur were of no
avail, St. Rip was utterly oblivious to
either. One by one the field passed him
and eventually he passed the wire at
his ridiculous, jerky deliberate pace, a
bad last,

Of course Hilton raved and swore but
it was of no use. Proclaimed a de-
faulter he had to resign his commis-
sion, and shortly afterwards was asked
to resign his position as Mrs. J. D. Pal-
mer’s prospective son-in-law .

As for Charlie Branscombe, he asked
his question that evening and Cora gave
him her answer. And it was—

“Yes.!)

His Use of It.

A teacher, after explaining the mean-
ing of the word “income,” told Johnny
t> go to the blackboard, write a
sentence containing the new word, and
read it aloud to the school. And
Johnny, his freckled face fairly radiant,
marched to the board, and after con-

siderable thought evolved: “In come a
cat!”

The reason Why.

It was summer and the minister was
talking with the little girl of the house,

“Why is it,” the good man asked,
“that the grass and the trees look
greemer than usual to-day?” ;

“Because mother washed the windows
this morning, when she heard you were
coming,” answered the little lady.

A China Top Head.

A small girl of five Yyears had hair
with a decided tendency to red. An
uncle who was bald, remarked one day
that if they got short of matches, all
they would have to do would be to pull
out one of her hairs and use it.

“All right, uncle,” was the little one’s
reply. “vou can talk so, 'cause you've

" no rubbing, and will. not en-

only got a china top on Yyour head.”
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large or exaggerate the pores
of the skin.
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in effect is
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clve o/d ,
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For a real home “beauty treat-
ment,” immediate in results, try a
light application of Milkweed Cream
and a finishing touch of Ingram’s
Velveola Souveraine Face Powder.

This Vanity Box Free

This  handsome
accessory—gold fin-
ished with pad, bag
and reducing mirror
FREE to you with
every box of this
Face Powder.
Do not send
stamps; just
fill out and
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small card
found in the
addressed en-

velope in every box,

Frederick F. Ingram Co.

3 Ouellette Ave., Windsor, Can.
Detroit, Mich.
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Ingram's Toilet Specialities by a
personal test; write us yours and
your druggist’s name and address,
and receive free a box of samples.
Or enclose 10c and we will mail
them direct, “
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The Real One

By Jesse Lynch Williams

sounds commonplace and summer-
resortish enough: A tall girl
with a quiet manner and three-quarter
inch eyelashes which she worked up and
down most of the time, and two able-
bodied men that smoked cigarettes and
wanted her.
But there is nothing usuai or expected
in the way it turned out, or 1 shouldn’t
take the trouble to tell you about it.

OF course, I know the beginning |

- . . . .

Those dots mean that you may im-
agine the first part. How Tom—he's
our cousin; that’s the reason 1 know
(but I'm the only ome of the girls that
does) the true inwardness of this thing,

which, by the way, Tom said I could |

the hotel. He was camping, it was
sald,.up the lake (they are always
camping and killing things these Brit-
}shers), and only came down to our
island two or three times a week for
the dances, and he was, apparently, the
mere conventionalized Englishman of
the stage, with a monocle and a title of
no particular consequence. But, you
may be sure, up here in our remote lit-
tle island such things are rare (we are
very primitive, at least we cottagers
are trying to keep it so, though down
around the hotel end they are putting
on lugs and spoiling it), and so this Sir
Charles Wilkes made somewhat of a
flutter that first evening he came to
the Casino and proceeded sercnely to
snub—much to our delight—Mrs. Bal-

- cereal be called *“just as

PRESIDENT TAFT GREETING WOODROW WILSON AT WHITE HOUSE.
A few moments | ater they were on their way to the Capitol where Woodrow Wilson took his oath
of office as 28th President of the United States. o

not keep from telling, but I can; I have
already demonstrated it for nearly a
week now—how vigorous, violent, reck-
less, impetuous, wilful, loud, lovable,
knocking-things-over and not-giving-a-
rap-about-it Tom Potter, who previously
spent all his time fishing and golfing
with the men or riding the bay mare
at an outrageous rate all over the is-
land, and scorning all gentler amuse-
ments and making himself “disagreeable
and disobliging to all the cottage set
~enerally—how poor young Tommy, for
e is only a boy after all—at last found
himself “up against it,” as he would
say (though now that he is out of col-
lego we all think he ought to quit
slang; it’s outrageous the way he
falks). T say all that part, and how
wonderful and important he thought

this voung girl was, can be taken for
oranted.

Likewise about the other one, “Thab
FEnglishman,” as he was soon called at

Photo Underwood & Underwood

lard-Brown, who tried to interest him
by telling, as usual, about her old rela-
tives on the other side, with a view to
passing the interest along to her rap-
idly aging daughter; then he rotated,
rather patronizingly, about the room
until he happened to get within the or-
bit of the Richardson girl. (Oh, did I
tell you that her name was Ruth Rich-
ardson?) and there he stayed with a
“Do you know, this is just the sort of
thing I like?” expression on his face.
Nobody could budge him. And after
she left—NMrs. Richardson always bore
her off early-—he danced with no one
else (I did not care, myself), which
made the whole room buzz the more,
and the gossips lose sleep that night,
and made our Tom—you just ought to
have seen Tom’s face the next morning,
after we told him about it at break-
fast!

You see Tom did not go over to the

hotel very much in the evening—I ought

Why should any other

good’

|

Hlogs

Because Kellogg’s is known to be the best
and most nutritious cereal on the market—

Because the sale of Kellogg’s Corn Flakes
is enormous as trade returns will show—

Because another large modern factory, the
best and most sanitary in Canada had to
be built to take care of our constantly in-
creasing trade—

Because the imitator, knowing these facts
and having few selling arguments for his
own product thinks to create a market for
it by comparing it to Kellogg’s:

But---the flavorand the sustaining

qualities of Kellogg’s Corn Flakes “ _

cannot be counterfeited. Sold in
big packages at 10c. Look for
the signature. '3
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Springtime Freshness
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wardrobe, the children's clothes and the curtains and
cushions of your home with :

MAYPOLE SOAP

THE QUICK, CLEAN HOME DYE

Without any mess or bother MAYPOLE S8QAP washes
and dyes at one operation, giving to woollens, cottons,
silks or mixtu es rich, even colors that are clean, brilliant,
2 and fadeless in sun or rain. :

24 Colors—will give any shade. Colors #10e—black 18&—at your .
‘dealer’s or postpaid with booklet, *‘How to Dye,”” from
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standard still—absolute ‘perfectio

Comforting Supper

Epps’s Cocoa years ago set up
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s &

Breakfast

Warmth, strength, nerve, energy, are the results of ¢ Epps’s,” the
perfection of cocoa, in which the custaining and warmth-producing

constituent called cocoa butter is retained in maximum quantity.
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E dainty embodiment of
the queenlyrose's fragrance.
Made of best Italian Talc,
ground to impalpable fineness, to
which are added soothing, healing,
antiseptic ingredients, Na-Dru-Co
Royal Rose Talcum Powder
keeps the skin soft, comfortable,
healthy and beautiful, It is a
toilet delight.
25c. a tin, at your Druggist's—
or write for free sample to

NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO.
OF CANADA, LIMITED, - MONTREAL.
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to have told you this—because at the
beginning of the season, when he first
came up'to stay with us, he told every-
one that he could not dance—merely
to get out of being obliging, I really
believe. I told him at the time he
would regret telling that fib. And now
he did not dare, even though he con-
sidered it very much worth while—at
least we could not very well let him
dance now, because, as mother said, it
would give us all kinds of trouble an-
swering questions over at our end of
the island and would make all the more
talk at the hotel, and I must say there
was enough already.

“Let’s see,” they would begin, putting
their heads together, as soon as break-
fast was finished, those passe females
with novels and work-baskets who can’t
do anything themselves and so, spend
all their time on the big hotel veranda
tearing to pieces everything everyone
else does. “Let’s sce,” they would
cackle, “it’s the Englishman’s turn this
evening, isn’t it?”

“No,” perhaps the big fat wheezy one
would say, “he came to the Wednesdsy
hop. 1t’s young Potter’s innings this
time.”

“Now, don’t be too sure about that,”
says Mrs. Ballard-Brown (she’s one of
the worst), “you’ve noticed that he’s
been coming less and less since Sir
Charles began. He's getting discour-
aged. He’s such an awkward young
cub, anyway.”

(Very good, Mrs. B.-B. but you did
not say so a year ago when you brazen-
ly tried to throw your sharp-voiced
daughter at Colonel Potter’s heir, who
only bowed and looked bored and dis-
tinguished and ran away and never
came back, and the whole island laughed
at you, Mrs. B.-B. By the by I have
not mentioned that we are all very
proud of Tom’s looks, and what a man-
ner too, for a boy of his age! That is,
when he is willing to show it.)

“Well,” the fat, wheezy one would
go on, “I like young Mr. Potter. It’s
too bad Mrs. R. will only let Ruth sit
out one dance an evening with him. I
suppose she wants to avoid talk.”

“Nonsense,” says Mrs. B.-B., “it’s
because she wants the Englishman.”
(How about yourself, Mrs. B.-B.7) *“If
she didn’t think herself so exclusive I’d
tell her so to her face.”

“But what I’d like to know,” said the
little old maid, who read the Duchess
all the time, “is which one Ruth wants.
I think she likes the younger one,
Tom.”

“Perhaps,” says the big fat thing,
“they’ll both come at once this evening,
and we can sce.”

“That won’t«happen,” says Mrs. B.-B.,
positively. “The youngster’s afraid. My
daughter says she saw Tom peeping in
through the Casino window last Satur-
day night and when he saw the English-
man there he ran away.” (The idea of
such a thing! I hate her.)

Naturally all this talk and gossip was
quite mortifying to us over on the bluff.
\\'e' cottagers, of course, have very lit-
tle to do with the hotel herd—except
to dance in their Casino at night and
use their billiard-tables and bowling-al-
leys and tennis-courts by day. It was
perfectly horrid in them. We told Tom
that he ought to be more careful in the
choice of his summer acquaintances.

“Who in the world are Mr. and Mrs.
Richardson, pray?” mether asked him
one day at dinner.

“They are the parents of Miss Rich-
ardson,” Tom replies, in a deep, gruff
voice, scowling at the salad-dish. As
if that summed it all up! Men are so
queer about these things. The young
ones especially never seem to realize.

But, good gracious, that was near tha
gginning. [t was not until it had be-
®me so bad that none of us dared men-
tion the word “hotel” in his presence. and
the poor boy was losing sleep (we heard
him coming in late at night from row-
ing on the lake, all alone—the nights
when the Inelishman was at the ho-
tel), it wasn’t until this thing had heen

| going on for two or three weeks, that,
i at last, Tom decided. as T had heen hop-

ing and praying he might do, to take me
into his confidence.

It was four o’clock in the afternoon.
I had been shamvooing and was lving
in the hammock letting the sun dry my

[ hair.  Tom came up softly, filling his
vipe. T pretended mot to notice him.

“Molly, stop reading,” hie said in his

usual bossing way; “I want to talk to
rou.”
: I pretended to stop reluctantly.

“Molly,” he began, striking a madtch,
“you may have noticed—you notice so
many things—that I have gone over to
the hotel a good deal of late.” He
lighted his pipe.

“Oh, my, no,” said I
noticed that.”

“I didn’t come out here to get guyed,”
he retorted, fiercely.

“Suppose you omit all the prelim-
inaries,” said I, “it’ll save time. What
can I do for you?” (I was afraid some-
one would interrupt us.)

“All right,” said he, and then smoked
his pipe to the very bottom, positively,
without saying a single word, and I all
the while feeling so nervous that I could
hardly hold myseclf together. But I
know how to treat Tom.

“And,” he said, taking out his tobac-
co-pouch again, and going on as if we
had been talking all these fifteen min-
utes, “now he has done me up. And it
is all your fault.”

“Who has ‘done you up’,”
Englishman ?”

“That’s what I said,” Tom replied.

“How do you know you are ‘done
llp??,’

“You see, don’t'you, that I am wast-
ing my time here with you? I—I don’t
go to the hotel any more.”

“Since when?”

“Long, long ago—day before yester-
day. We took a walk in the woods—
the last one I shall ever take. It’s all
over,”

(“Yes, yes, yes!—go on, go on,
on!” I did not say, though I wanted
to. T only waited, pressing my fingers
together.) ‘

“She said she had thought for awhile
I—I was it, but now she knows that
that was all a mistake—She’s awfully,
awfully sorry—hopes we’ll always be
good friends—some day when some nice
girl, ete. . Oh, Lord.”

I knew better than to be sympathetic
with Tom.

“How do you know it’s the Engl'sh-
man?” T asked. “Did she tell you so?”

“Molly, you are a woman.” You're
old enough to know better than that.”

I am not so very much older than
Tom, but I only said, “I'll venture to
say it is someone miles and miles away
from here.”

“You do, do vou?” said Tom.
right.

“No one hasg

said I, “the

go

“All
But I know it is the English-

man.”
“But how do you know? They say
he is only flirting——»

“Because I am both .of them.”

“Both of them? Both of —Tom!”

“Sit still.  Don’t get excited, Molly.”
He pushed me back into the hammock
and began to swing me, saying, “You
people wanted me to dance when T did
not care to dance. You wouldn’t let
me dance when I wanted to dance
when every Johnaie on the island al-
most was dancing with her. I simply
couldn’t stand it any longer. T did not
stand it. I did the only thing possi-
ble under the circumstance. But I only
meant to do it once or twice, Molly,-
really, I only meant to do it once or
twice.”

And then it all came over me like a
flash; Tom’s hit at Cambridge last year
in the Pudding play—why, of course, we
should have thought of it. And now I
knew why he took lonely trips on the
lake at night and why Sir Charles was
never there when Tom was, and vice-
versa.  Now I knew why he did not
bring back a new brassie when he went
to the city expressly for that purpose,
but brought instead a big bulky bundle
from ITorner’s the costumer; I saw the
wrapping paper, and T ought to have
known.  But 1 did know now, so I
leaned Dback in the hammock and
laughed, and Tom looked offended.

“Kindly cork up,” said he.

“You poor little fool boy,” said I.

“Yes, T think T am” said he. “Bub
what shall I do” T have cut myself out.
I have done myself dirt.” ’

But first of all, Tom, I

"NO]]S(!]H(\ 1

think yvon might have asked me to
t];n.]u‘ Wwith Sir Charles, just once or
twice. Tt 'would have made the other
girls—"

"I was zeared to death enough as it
was that <ome of you would recognize

my nose,”

“Not over that mustache. In fact—"
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«Never mind that now. Go on,” Tom
ded.

cc{x‘%ﬁi?——Why Tom! if she cares for the
Englishman and you are he, why, what
-qore do you want! Oh, I feel so Te-
lieved. How did you happen to think
° «But, Molly, don’t you see, she has
turned me down as plain‘ Tom Potter.
Now suppose I am avalla-ble‘a as the
Englishman; don’t you see, it is not for
what I am, but for what I am not. That
may be very nice for my non-ego, but
it won’t help my ego, and it’s my ego,
of course, that wants her, don’t you

2 not the non-ego.”
Se?‘\’Vhy, yes, of coﬁrse,” said I, though
really I did not exactly follow. I al-
ways get mixed up when they get to
talking in syllogisms. Men are so log-
jeal, especially when just out of college.
«All the same,” said I, “you are all
right, for see here,” just to sho_w him
that girls can reason too, “if it is true
that the Englishman is you, it is equally

_ true that you are the Englishman. And

if she cares for the Englishman; ergo
she therefore cares for you, who are the
Englishman, who is you, which is what
you want, and there you are Q. E. D.!”

But he had risen, impatiently snap-
ping his fingers, and now strode down
the porch without so much as thanking
me.

“Oh, you mean,” I called after him,
“that the Englishman has now been re-
jected too?”

That brought him back. “Shs—
Don’t tell the whole bluff. No, that
isw’t the way of it at all. I honestly
wish it were. That’s just the trouble.”
He sat down again and began to talk
rapidly:

“Sir Charles was accepted last night
—just twenty-nine hours after young
Potter was refused—down by the old
mill. And, oh, Molly, it’s lovely, but
it’s awful. It’s all for somebody else!
The more she likes him, the less she
likes me. Talk about attending your
own post mortem—that is mnothing!
After—after it happened; I don’t know
how it happened; I didn’t intend it to
but I suppose I was sort of crazy—she
up and told me immediately, in her hon-
est way, that she thought she ought
to confess to me that once, not long
ago, she came near caring—not the real
thing, only near caring for someone else
of whom she thought a good deal, Of
course she wouldn’t tell who—she’s not
that sort—but that meant me, of
course; in fact she said I reminded her
of him! Well, I groaned, forgetting I
was Sir Charles, and then she looked up
and said, ‘But you surely aren’t jealous;
that would be absurd.

“‘Are you quite certain you don’t
care for him a bit now? said I, in my
English voice.

“‘Not a bit.

“I looked alarmed.

“‘Really not a spec,” she assured me,
‘I hate him now.

“‘Poor fellow,” said T.

“‘Isn’t it too bad,” said she. ‘I really
hate to hate him—such a fine fellow,
too.’

]“ ‘Is he? said I, brightening up a lit-
tle.

“‘Oh, but not 4

“‘Not what? T asked.

““You know, said she in that
smooth, low voice of hers, ‘do you not?

““Yes,” T said, ‘T know.” And I had
to look happy.

“‘But T want your advice; she went
on, dropping them this way; Molly,
they are as long as my thumb-joint.
Then she proceeds to ask my (Sir
Charles’s, remember) advice as to how
to treat me (that’s Tom Potter); that

she hated to lose me (T. P.) as a friend, _

but she wants to do the square thing
-—and, oh, Molly, she’s as good and right
and fine and untarnished by the world
as gold and as . . .” T don’t pre-
tend to remember all my cousin said at
this point, but presently he recovered
himself and went on, “Well, as T was
saving, she was so afraid she wasn’t
doing right—you ought to see how she
looks when she’s troubled—and T as-
sured her she was—she looked so ter-
ribly troubled—and that seemed to com-
ffn‘t her—and oh. Molly, that’s the way
I've been digging my own grave. Now
what shall T do about it? You eot me
into this hole.” )

“You must give me a little time to
consider,” said T.

Just think of our little Tom’s being
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Buys your choice f 40 étyleé of Hi’gh‘
- Grade Pianos, all guaranteed for ten

!vlears, from the largest and most re-
iable Piano House in Winnipeg.

- __Pianos, such as the Chickering,
. Knabe, Gourlay, Haines, Bell, etc., at
.. $260, $300 $400, $450, etc.

" Player Pianos, such as  the
- Angelus, Autop.ano, Pianista, Prima~

tone, etc., at , $660, $750, $850
and $950. on easy monthly
payments.

' Used Pianos, some cannot be told
. from new, such as the Gourlay, Bell,
Heintsman, Sherlock-Manning,
- Haines, 'Nordheimer, etc., at $160,
. $200, $250, $300, etc. vFuil

terms

list with

. Prices “and mailed free on

W

‘You Can’t Buy a Poor. Piano
from a House Who Only Sell Good Ones.”’

$10Cash $8aMonth|$5Cash $4 aMonth

or Graphophone

Buys your choice of 20 styles ot
Horn or Hornless Talking Machines.
All the latest improved models,

| We carry the largest stock and
variety of Talking Machines and
Records of any firm in Canada. De-
tailed Catalogue with prices mailed

free on application.

This : Hornless style exactly as
shown in cut with 24 selections of
your own choice, only $39.50.

Other styles at $20, $26, $46 $66
$100, $160, $200, etc. Patronize the
store that gives quality, and sells for
one price only and that the lowest:

295
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for your painting and finishing
wear longer than other paints and

they pay. That is why their use

M.L DECORATIVE AID DEPT.

Gentlemen :—Sond e freo of all charge your
books on interior () or exterior ( ) decoration
reganling how I may obtain FREE ADVICE
for decorating my home

When You Select

Maple Leaf Paints & Varnishes

excellence of color alone, nor merely because they cover better and

they protect the best, and preserve property longest.

Your choice will be safe, your investment sure if you ask
your dealer for the Maple Leaf Brands.

Let our M. L. Decorative Aid Department send you helpful
suggestions for the decoration of your home.

ImpERIALVARNISH & CoLor Co.

WINNIPEC

BE SAFE

Do not select them for their

varnishes. Choose them because
That is why
means service and money saved.

TORONTO  VANCOUVER

CANA[:

grown up and in the thick of all this!
L tried to look unperturbed, but 1 con-
fess I felt like hugging him. Then I
sat up straight to give him advice. He
really has great confidenge in me not-
withstanding his disrespect sometimes.

“This is what you must do,” said I,
looking very serious. “You must img
mediately let up on that Englishman
business. Come more often in your
own personality. Let her see that you
are in earnest and the Englishman is
only a trifler—in fact, if necessary, de-
sert her even.”

“But think how it would hurt her,”
said Tom.

Now if you are a woman you will par-
don me for kissing him right then and
there.

“It is necessary, my dear little boy,”
said I, “You must trust to me and my
intuition. All is fair in—-” _ ‘

“All right,” said Tom, starting off
abruptly and looking as if he thought

he had talked too much, “By the way,”
he added, “suppose you call on them, as
youw said, it may help if you look the
ground over.”

[ did ecall, Harriet and I together, 1
woro the pink lawn.

Somehow neither Miss Richardson nor
her mother seemed to be very much im-
pressed.  They did not realize appar-
citly that they were only hotel people,
nor seem to care whether the cottage
set called or not; but as we had come
they meant {o he very Kind, it seemed,
not to say condescending, toward us. We
found out that they were the Boston
Richardsons. That may have been the
reason. '

That tall young virl somehow discon-
certed me. Nhe has a quict, gentle dig-
nity and a reserve about her, and a
little humorous curve at the corners of
her mouth—all out of keeping with a
mere child, out énly two seasons. 1 |
hate  reserved  people anyway.  The
worst of it was that she kvpﬂ putting

me at my case: I mnst not let {his

ing, “how T dislike slang in a girl.” Tt
made me so angry and embarrassed
that somehow I became more and more
slangy till we arose to go. And whep
her mother spoke of giving themselves
the pleasure of returning the call at the
earliest opportunity, it was as_if they
were: beneficently bestowing a" pleasure
upon us. Driving home, Harriet said
she felt it, too, so it couldn’t have beens
all my imagination,

Well, Tom took my advice. He came
less and less in his English capacity,
and as Tom Potter was pursuing her for

all he was worth again and reporting to
me every morning after breakfast,
greatly to the envy of Harriet and the
other girls, who had to be satisfied with
only the echoes they heard from the
hotel people, who by this time had tak-
en sides in the matter; the men were
all making bets on it.

i

PRESIDENT WOODROW WILSON DILI VERING HIS

able night,
back to the
ask him questions,

said.)

. . . “Perhaps it’s just as well
that I did let up on the Englishman
business,” said Tom, grimlg. “Mrs.

INAUGURAL ADDRESS.
Photo Underwood and Underwood.

Richardson was getting alarmed and
last week she telegraphed for her hus-
Land to come, and he asked for my—
that is Sir Charles’s credentials. You
know they know nothing at all about
me or my title, except what Harper
said.”  (arper was Tom’s room-mate
at college, and he was the one who
served as infroducer that first memor-
Luckily he had since gone
city, where nobody could
“A nice Englishman
['met at Ienley,” was all Harper had

“Tow did you work your disappear-

ance?” T asked,

siid she did not,

“We had a quarrel,” said Tom. “She
see why a man who

had so much leisure for shooting and

finn
person know,” shie seemed to e think- i the

:I‘Mking things (she hates all that life-

Why T never fis

aKing husiness you know; that’s really
h any more) could not

1 'i;'\nln a little of it to the company of
the eirl he

Was engaged to marry. Then
did not trust me, ete., and
hev under-lip trembled and T left
slige i high dudgeon, feeling like

[ ~aid she
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the consummate villain I am in real life.
Oh, it's easy enough.for you to laugh,”
he went on, fiercely “but you don’t
know what mischief it’s playing with
her feelings. It’s awful! She thinks
ghe has broken his heart. He was a
very noble sort of chap you know-——
very proud and all that, with lx)tsx. of
feelings.” And now he has gone’ofl' to
the woods, as he said he would do, and
ghe cries herself to sleep wondering
what has happened to him. It’s out-
rageous! It’s sinful!” ‘ )

“She’ll come around all right,” said
I, confidently. “Give her time to see
how much finer a chap you are than
that skulking Sir Charles.”

But somehow she wouldn’t.

Tom came to me a few days later,
and made this announcement: “This
thing has got to stop. | am going to
put on the make-up again on Wednes-
day night—that’s tomorrow. It’s kill-
ing her.”

“I¢’ll kill your chances if you do,”
said T, shaking my head. “I'm a girl,
I know.” )

But what can you do with a man in
love?

So I decided to take an active hand
in it. But instead of putting a hand,
it was a foot I put in it, it seems, for
the next day Tom came running to me
in great excitement. “Molly,” he cried,
“somebody has written a note to her—

there isn’t any Sir Charles! chat he’s
a fake, an ‘mpostor and a lot of stuff—
and oh, she’s in an awful state.”

“Well, is there any real Sir Charles,
my dear Tom?” I asked.

“Did you do it, Molly?”
screamed at me. .

“Yes; and signed my name to it, and
'm not ashamed of what I said in it
either »

“You did not say that I

“No, I did not say that you were Sit
Charles, but I said” what 1 thought of
vou and of him relatively, and I'm not
ashamed of that either, and——"

“Well, you ought to be shot,” he re-
turned.

“Thanks, seeing I did it for you.”

“She’s a queen,” said Tom, “you ought
to have seen her righteous indignation
—not saying a word, only looking grand
and insulted, with her chin up and her
eyelashes down—oh, it was magnificent.
She’s a queen.”

“And you,” I said, sarcastically,
“bowed down, and made obeisance, like
a slave and kissed her feet, I suppose”
—for 1 was a little provoked; he
seemed so ungrateful.

“I don’t suppose she would let me kiss
them, do you? 1 wonder if she would.
Oh, of course not, 'm not worthy; and
1 told her that I agree with her that
Sir Charles was ten miles more worthy
of her than I and that, by heavens, [
would find Sir Charles and tell him ghe
was not angry, and bring him back safe
and sound to her this very evening, if
she would only say that she did not be-
lieve that 1 had anything to do with
the writing of that outrageous, meddle-
some note.”

I had never seen Tom so excited be-
fore. Aren’t men terrifying sometimes?

“Thanks,” said I.

“And then,” he went on, not hearing
me, “she quieted down for a moment
and said, ‘Believe me, Mr. Potter, it
never occurred to me that you would be
capable of such a thing’—with, oh!
such a look in her eyes—all for me,
Molly, all for me; TIl never forget it.
T've got that much for all my life any-
way, haven’t I, Molly?” :

“Indeed!” 1 replied with great ecalm.
“So you are going to bring this Kng-
lishman back to life again, just when
vour own chances are, evidently—from
that look she gave you—coming back to
life, and dash your last chance—all for
a whim of a girl who does not care two
straws for you just now, but will,
sooner or later—mark my words—if
vou keep that Englishman out of sight!”

“It’s breaking her heart,” said Tom,
pitifully.

“Well, and then what are you going
to do? You are not an Englishman.
There is no Sir Charles.  Tt’s got to
come to an end some time. You can’t
oo to the altar as Sir Charles. You'd
Le arrested as an impostor. Very likely
Judge Richardson has detectives out on
your trail already. What are you go-
ng to do, my young cousin?”’ ¢
He looked at me a tull ten seconds |

He fairly

»

and then said, “I don’t know, Molly, I

don’t know.”

“Well, at any rate, you won't be Sir
Charles this evening.” '

“LI'm afraid 1 shall, Molly.”

“Then it’ll put an end to your last
chance.”

“But it’ll put an end to her trouble—
temporarily, anyhow.” And with ‘that
he ran out of my presence looking so
sad and overcome, that even then I re-
lented and decided still to do all I could
to help him.

. The next morning T could tell by
Fom’s face what he had been through.
But all he said was: ‘Oh, Molly, I did

not know anyone could be so happy
as that girl was when I—Sir Charles,
rather—came to her last evening; only
it wasn’t for me!” He groaned; pos-
itively, he groaned. “By the way,” he
added, “l asked if I (Sir Charles) could
come again this afternoon, and she said
no, she had to make -a stupid ecall—
guess where?”

“Here, perhaps.”

“Good guess,” he returned, trying to
bring back some of his old manner.

“T am glad,” said I, for a bright ide»
had occurred to me. “Tom Potter, you

. put on your Sir Charles make-up just

the same. - I have an idea. Never mind
now. Do as 1 say.”

That afternoon I arranged for all the
others to be out. Miss Richardson came
at five o’clock. Tom was in the next
room, perspiring in his false mustache.
I was a little rattled—owing to the -
note, and the importance of this last
card I meant to play and the excite-
ment and all; can you blame me?

Well, we did the usual foolish, futile
formal-call talk for a few 'minutes, then
1 shifted it around, rather cleverly, I
think, to the subject of Men and all
that. We soon got rather deep, at least
I did, and then T said, “Now what do
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] BOUNTIFUL RETURNS from McKENZIE'S SEEDS are DUE to their STRONG CONSTITUTIONAL {N
¢ VIGOR. VITALITY, PURITY and RELIABILITY have made them the CHOICE of WESTERN CANADA'S |
ol MOST INTELLIGENT AGRICULTURALISTS. v “ Ay
= FIELD ROOTS, CARROTS, MANGELS, SUGAR BEETS, SWEDE TURNIPS, ETC. 10
[a) Prices Postpaid oz. 3Ib. 14b. Ib.  4lbs. JeB
il CARROT, McKenzie’'s Improved Half Long - &« 5 55 mvmiee £ 5 6 § ST § s .20 .50 .86 1.60 ; bt
) CARROT, Cooper’s Yellow Intermediate.......... .20 .80 .86 1. 60 » ;
4 MANGEL, McKenzie’'s Manitoba Giant Yellow ; .20 30 .86 2.00 - &
‘MANGEL, McKenzie's Giant Long Red....... R .20 30 .50 1.90
T | SUGAR BEET, McKenzie's MODATCR. ...... ... ... ........ .. .ocoiioiiiiiios ‘20 .38 .60 220 Jud
%) SUGAR BEET, McKenzie’s Danish Improved. ... .......... . ... .. ................. .20 .30 .50 1.9
e TURNIP, McKenzie’s North W. Purple TOp.........................coooioaiiin.. .18 .26 .40 1.80 Ry
S TURNIP, McKenzie’'s Selected Bangholm Swede.. ... ... .......................... .10 .20 .30 1.18 w
o BROME, WESTERN RYE, TIMOTHY, ALFALFA, CLOVER |
" Brandon Price  Calgary Price - Brandon Price _Calgary Price g
o 25 650 100 25 50 100 26 80 100 38 100 :
1bs. lbs. 1lbs. 1lbs. lbs. lbs. * Ibs. 1bs. 1bs: lbs.. Ibs. 1bs
i}l TIMOTHY, Choice...... 2.00 8.76 7.00 3 50 4.50 8 00 ALFALFA TURKESTAN, (L)
wl TIMOTHY, Gilt Edge.... 2.75 5.00 9.00 8.00 5.50 10.00 Gilt Edge.............. 6.50 18.50 24.00 6.75 13.00 35.00 J=p
=] TIMOTHY, Gold Stand- ALFALFA TURKES -
ard............. e 3.00 5.50 10.00 3.25 6.00 11.00 Gold Standard ..... ... 7.25 14.00 27.50 7.50 14.75 32 00 |}~
Q| WESTERNRYE, GiltEdge3.75 7.00 13.00 4.00 7.50 14.50 CLOVER COMM s :
Lil WESTREN RYE, Gold Gilt Bdge.............. 7.26 14.00 27.50 7.76 14.75 28.80 JOC
Standard.............. 400 7.60 14.00 4.26 8.00 16.50 CLOVER COMMON s - . .
| BROME, Gilt Edge... ... 3.76 7.00 13,60 4 00 7.50 14.50 Gold Standard......... 7.75 14.76 28.850 8.00 15.00 29 £0
| BROME, Gold Standard.. 4.00 7.50 14.50 4.25 8.00 15.50 cxé&vtgl MAMM " v o0 14.50 88.60 7:78 RGN 1 |
ALFALFA NORTHERN 3 R . e A . . . . S i
4 GROWN............ BN ¢.50 12,50 24.00 6.75 13.00 25.00 CLOYEN PANMOTH, i<
ol ALFa, MONTANA ol Sandard ... . 8.00 15.00 29.00 8.00 15.80 30.00
] GiltEdge ... .......... 6.50 12.50 24.00 6.75 13.00 25.00 67 0 e i eyl s 8.75 16.50 32.00 9.00 17.00 33.00
= ALFALFA MONTANA cl.ghn ALSIKE, Gol 7 e |
wn Gold Standard......... 7.50 14.50 28.50 7.75 15.26 30.00 8 L DU 9.00 17.50 34.00 9.25 18.00 35.00 § =}
'; Every Seed Buyer owes it to himself to see our 1913 Catalog before buying his Seed ;
™ McKENZIE’S SPECIALLY SELECTED GARDEN SEEDS (4]
o Prices Postpaid pkts. oz. _lb. Prices Postpaid pkts. os. . P
1 BEAN, McKenzie’s Golden Wax....... 6c $0.30 CUCUMBER, McKoe nzie’'s Long Green [ 20c s
ol BEET. McKenzie’s Extra Early........ 5c 20c 1.66 LETTUCE, McKenzie's Prairie Queen.. 8¢ -
<t | CABBAGE, McKenzie’'s Winningstad... 8¢ 30c ONION, McKenzie's Yellow Globe...... 8¢ 16¢c 1.68
| GARROT, McKenzie's Oxkart.......... 6c  20c ONION, McKensie's Red Wethersfield. . 8¢  20c .00 5
CAULIFLOWER, McKenzie’s Early Snow- PEA, McKensie’'s Manifold............. §¢ .80
CBD ..ot e et et e 26¢7 PEA, McKenzie’s Prospertiy. . ... .. O 50 1D
CELERY, McKenzie’s White Plume.... 5c 30c | RADISH, McKenzie’'s Gem....... 8¢ 20c 1.00 0
CORN, McKenzie’s White Cory. ....... 5¢ .26 TOMATO, McKenzie's First of All...... Sc  86c r
$510.00 Cash Prizes for Best Marquis Wheat-—See Page 47 of our Catalog (<)
Brandon Price . Calgary Price
10 Bus. or more 10 Bus. or more
per Bus. per Bus. per Bus per Bus.
MARQUIS WHEAT, Gold Standard. ............coooevneees 2.10 2.00 3.10 2.00
MARQUIS WHEAT, Gilt BAe...... .. ..c.coo oommoremmnns 1.80 1.70 2.00 1.90

- CYPHERS INCUBATORS, CYPHERS BROODERS AND SUPPLIES
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Calgary
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A. E. McKenzie Co. Ltd.
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| lscohcentrated beef.
Itis a valuable aid
to digestion and

builds up sound
. nerve and muscle,

Use it in your Soups.

Neaves Food

FOR INFANTS
Will Bring Your Baby Safely Through
The First Year
“We put our
Maurice on
Neave's Food
when he was
one week old,
and he never
tasted anything
else unmtil his
first birthday.
Hundreds of
people have
stopped me on
the streets and in the stores to ask how
old he was and what he was fed on. He
has never hada day’sillnessandisone
of the bonniest boys I have ever seen”.
Mrs. J. W. PATEMAN,
34 Harriet 8t., Toronto.
xfeave’s Food is sold in 1 1b, airtight
tins by all druggists in Canada.
FREE TO MOTHERS—Write today
for free tin of Neave's Food and copy
of our book “‘Hints About Baby", to the

Canadian Agent — EDWIN UTLEY,
14 Front Street East, » TORONTO,

Mention this paper.) 39A
ZAfrs, J. NEAVE & CO.
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Wilson’s
INVALIDS’ PORT WINE

(& la Quina dp Pérou_)

is arational preparation
that has the hearty
support of the modern
physician.

tonic that successfully
il ombats the depressing
py effects of sudden and
g unseasonable changes

in temperature which
exhaust the most robust
unaided organism.

Doctors Know!

Prepared from the rich juice
of selected Oporto grapes and
extract of the Peruvian Cin-
chona Bark—absolutely no
alcohol or other harmful in-
gredients are added.

Ask YOUR Doctor
Big Bottle

All Druggists

| ing out toward the bay.

SEND $1.00

All are different.

Add 14ec. for postage.
STANDARD GARMENT GO.
10 Standard Bldg., London, Ont.

Receive four shirt waists,
size 32 to 44--one is white
lawn, lace trimmed. Three
are light print sky designs.
The trim-
ming is plain blue strappings.

T_he Western

Home Monthly

Winnipeg, April, 1913,

oot

you think of the following as a case in
point?”

“Really, I think I must be going,” said
Miss Richardson in her very reserved
manner, “I always make mother’s tea
at a quarter before six.”

“You must stay,” said I,
advice.” I kept my seat.

She sat down reluctantly, as if bored
by my talk, but trying not to show it.

Then I pitched in'and told her exactly
her own story and Cousin Tom’s, leav-
ing out names, of course, and changing
*places and so on, but dwelling on Tom’s
manifest nobility in repeatedly shatter-
ing his own chances as he had invari-.
ably done, at every opportunity, simply
out of love for the young girl who sat.
before me with those large disquieting
eyes looking calmly back at mine from
under the long lashes as if saying, “I
wouldn’t get so excited, if I were you.”

But I was excited and I did not mind,
and I think I talked rather eloquently.
“And what do you think of that!” I
remember saying as a peroration, “all
because he cared for her so much! De-
spite the advice of his cous—I mean of
all his friends and of his own clear-
headed opinions and everything—all be-
cause he cared for her so! What have
you to say to that, Miss Ruth Richard-
son?”

“Why, to be sure, there is only one
thing to say, Miss Potter. Naturally,
every woman would rather have that
than any possession in the world; pro-
vid’ed she were the right sort of wom-
an.”

“Miss Richardson,” I said, rising im-

“I need your

pressively—“I am glad to hear you say
so. I am very glad. Allow me to take
the liberty of telling you that you your-
self have such a possession. I trust you
are the right sort of woman!”

I paused & moment to note the effect
while the clock ticked. Miss Richard-
son only looked at me without moving
a muscle of her face. The eyelashes
tlopped once, as if saying, “Indeed!”

1 then walked across to the portieres
behind which Tom Potter was panting.
-ut just as I reached up to draw them
Lack, Miss Richardson lifted her hand
and said, “Ah—Miss Potter—don’t,
please. It would confuse poor Tom
pitifully. T've been listening to his
heartbeat for some time. It shakes the
floor.”

Then it was my turn to be astonished.

“Why,” I said, “how did you guess
Tom was in there!” and I added, gasp-
ing, “Then you know?”

Miss Richardson nodded gravely, look-

“And—it is all right?” I demanded.
“Yes, thank you.”

“And you—but—" Well, then I pulled
myself together and decided to give her
the. rest of my little lecture as pre-
pared. “I only have to add,” said I,
speaking rapidly, “that you mustn’t let
it bother you, this thing. It will very
likely save you a lot of trouble, this
experience. It will teach you that
glamour is only glamour, and that what
vou really have is the real thing, the
sort of possession which you yourself
said any woman would rather—”
“Yes, Miss Potter,” she replied,
“thank you, that is the reason I let him
keep on thinking he was deceiving me

so long. "When I first saw through this
disguise, some time ago, I didn’t know

what to think. How could I? But I
am sure now that I have ‘the real
thing,” as you call it. I have been sure
or it ever since last night when he
brought back this Sir Charles in spite
of all his cousinly advice to the con-
trary, kindly meant, no doubt, Miss
Potter, but as it happéned—invar:ably
wrong.”

She said this with much of her young
dignity, but I noticed that she was
trembling all the same.

“Do you mean,” I began, “that you
have been testing him to see—” but at
this point Tom, who was more dumb-
founded even than I, rushed into the
room with his monocle dangling, his
mustache gone, his mouth open but say-
ing nothing, and under his false eye-
brows the finest look of happy fright
I ever saw.

“Yes, Miss Potter,” said Miss Rich-
ardson, blushing crimson as she saw
Tom coming toward her, “You do not
suppose that such a man in such ecir-
cumstances could keep on disguising his
voice—or” she added, and gave my cou-
sin a wondrous smile, “or his nature
either.”

“I'll go out,” said I.

“Perhaps it would be just as well,”
said Tom, who was not looking at me.

I thougit, on the whole, it was a very
ungrateful way of thanking me for ail
that I had done for them.

.

The two tramps had acquired a live
chicken by the simple process of laying

A pretty scene on the G. T. P. British Columbia Route.

on of hands.

~ “Looky here,” said Weary William,
“we hes got ter dervide fair.”

“Dat’s right, pard,” rejoined Hungry
Harrison. “Now, I ain’t had nuthin’ ter
eat fer t’ree days, an’ Youse ain’t had
no sleep fer t’ree nights, so I'll take de
pullet fer me breakfas’ an’ Yyouse take
de feathers, spread ’em on dat ole plank
an’ perceed tew injoy yerself.”

The Lecturer’s Joke

Now he stood on the fringe of a listening
crowd,
And he heard the gay lecturer speak;
When a pause came, he said, in a voice
clear and loud
So that no one could dub him a sneak,
“You have run down strong drink, sir—
aye! ever so long,
But when I have been to the town,
And had a wee drop, I feel wonderful
strong—
I could quite knock a tidy house
down.”

The good lecturer heard him with cur-
ious smile,
After which he indulged in this joke:
“Eh! I'm glad I am talking tonight for
awhile
To some shrewd and some sensible
folk;
Let me tell one and all—and my friend
over there—
Of a strong man who gave up the cup,
Who really has beat him, for, here I

' declare,
He has just knocked two good houses
up.” (Rev.) John T. Goodacre.

The h
House of MecLean

BACKS UP ALL CLAIMS MADE
WHEN SELLING A PIANO

You can always depend upon gettin
a square deal at The House o
McLean.  Satisfaction in even the
smallest transaction has been their
policy since the establishment of their
music house in Winnipeg over thirty
ears ago, and their present large
usiness is the result of this policy.
The House of McLean carries a
large stock of the famous Heintzman
& Co. Pianos and Player-Pianos ag
well agseveral other high-grade makes,

Secondhand Pianos

We have a number of second han,.
instruments which we have thoroughly
overhauled and put in perfect con-
dition. These are now being sold at a
fraction of their real value.

Write today for full particulars. ¥

& Ce LIMITED.

J. W. Kelly, J, Redmond,
W.J. Ross—Sole Owners

WINNIPEG'S GREATEST MUSIC HOUSE

Corner Portage and Hargrave St
WINNIPEG
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PATRONIZED BY
THE QUEEN

After caref;él con-
u

sideration een
Alexandra has chosen

if

Gosnell’s
Cherry Tooth
Paste

and has given _its
makers the gracious
favor of a Royal
Appointment. Surely
such a critical selec-
tion should indicate
that you will experi-
ence a new delight in
this dentifrice.

For the same reason
we would recommend
Cherry Blossom Per-
fume, which is also
used by Her Majesty.

At your druggist's.

Nerlich & Company
146 Front St., W.
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WE WILL MAKE YOU
PROSPEROUS

If you are honest and ambitious write
us today. Nomatter where you live or
what your occupation, we will teach you
the Real Estate business by mail; ap-
point you Special Representative of
our Company in your town; start you
In a profitable business of your own, and
help youmake big money at once. Can
arrange for spare time only if desired.

u PP ity for men
without capital to become inde-
pendent for life. Val le Book and
full particulars Free. Write today.
NATIONAL CO-OPERATIVE REALTY CO.

J967 Marden Building, Washington, D. 0.
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On April First

Written for the Western Home Monthly by Edith G. Bayne, Carberry Man,

was almost sutlicient reason fér the

consequences that followed upon t_,lm
heels of "his bewilderment. FKor five
years, ever since he had been promoted
to the editorial chair, David Hayworth
had toiled at a table whereon the ele-
. ment of tidiness was notably absent,
and which profited little from a single
row of “pigeon holes” nailed to the wall
overhead. But one night these articles
had been spirited away and when Hay-
worth arrived at the office the next
morning with his habitual promptness
and nine o’clock smile, he was con-
fronted by the unusual spectacle of a
handsome roll-top desk occupying his
old table space. A note addressed to
himself was placed at a conspicuous
point upon the desk and when he had
perused the flattering sentiments con-
tained therein, he was seized with a
species of Dbashfulness—somewhat re-
sembling stage-fright. His birthday!
Who could have discovered the fact that
April first and his birthday occurred
simultaneously! Had he taken time to
think of it at all it would have been fo
reflect that nobody except his mother
could possibly have connected the two
events. But now the staff pressed for-
ward with handshakings and congratu-
latory speeches and the organ of his
own speech was unloosed sufficiently to
enable him to reply in terms expressing
his genuine surprise and delight.’

In a perspiration of pleasant emotions
Hayworth at length fell to work—but
not for long. The surprise of the morn-
ing had 'gotten into his head to the ex-
clusion of all else. 1t “befogged the
issue” of every sentence and came be-
tween the pen and the paper, at every
turn.

“Guess T'll run over and see Miller,”
he mused, glancing at the clock.

But a ’phone inquiry revealed the
fact that Miller was out.

“I’ll go and have lunch,” was his next
mental decision.

He had reached the elevator and was
about to touch the button, when like
a thunderclap it came to him that there
were two important notes which ought
to be written and despatched without
delay.

“Left my head at home this morn-
ing!” he muttered.

teturning to the office he dashed off
the notes thrust each into an envelope
and addressed it, and cramming them
into his pocket rushed out to catch the
first messenger boy that should appear.

George Miller belonged to that line
of business broadly designated by the
term ‘“real estate.” But his luck of
late had been at low-tide and his spir-
its were at a corresponding level. Nurs-
ing a grouch he lolled in his swivel-
chair, the window-sill supporting his
feet in true Yankee style, while he idly
nibbled the end of a pen and meditated
upon Fickle Fortune.

“’Phone ring when I was out?” he in-
quired of his stenographer, who had
Just returned from a lengthy visit to
her friend in the next office.

“Yes, sir, Mr. Hayworth called you
from his office, but he said it didn’t mat-
ter, he’d eall again or write.”

“Said he’d write? Just step down and
sce if the noon mail is in yet.”

“Must. have heen something regarding
that house and lot that Dave was to
ask old Holbrook about,” he reflected.

“The mail is not in yet but Special
Delivery Teft this,” said the girl.

“This,” torn hastily open, proved to
contain the following:—

“Dearest—Cannot possibly go to the
Opera tonight as T have an important
Literary Club meeting at nine. So here
are the tickets. You take a friend and
£o. Hope yvou have a good time, and
Pl explain further when 1 see you.

Dave.”

IT has never happened befo;e. That

“Awfully good of old Dave! And by
heek! how affectionate the old boy is
to vowrs truly.” commented Miller, “but
hold! maybe’ this is some more April-
ool nonsense . Been fooled seven times
:,ml’ a half already and the day is young
Vot !

He o serutinized the tickets on both

sides but they seemed genuine and rep-
resented seats in the orchestra-circle.

“Miss Stevens youre off for the rest
of the day,” he announced grandly, to
the stenographer who was dividing her
time between sharpening pencils and
gazing ‘out of the window. He smiled
at the alacrity with which that young
lady closed the type-writer and donned
her outdoor garments.

“Guess Ill go off for the day too.
Nothing doing here and it will take
three hours to groom up, if this mug
is to decorate the front seats tonight!
Good luck to old Hayworth! Says he
IIIO,PBS I'll enjoy myself. "Will 1?7 Won’t

!

* * * L% *

Miss Freda Farringford gave a last
fond pat to her admirably dressed coif-
fure and proceeded to cover it with a
silken scarf. The vision which the mir-
ror gave back was one of youth, beauty
and pleasurable anticipation.

“Dave is. late,” she said to her moth-
er, turning at length from the contem-
plation of her reflected person.

“He ought to be here any moment,
so if you are quite ready dear, we'll go
down.”

But when fifteen minutes had ticked
themselves away on the drawing-room
clock, Freda grew impatient. Her
mother drew up a blind in- the bow-
window and glanced down the street.
Bye and bye the clock struck the hali-
hour

“There! Its half-past eight and still
no Dave!, Oh it’s no good.going now.
We should miss the first act and that
always spoils it!” and Freda threw her
wraps off.

“Wait dear,” said Mrs. Farringford,
“I believe there is a boy coming up the
walk. Perhaps it’s a message.”

Her conjecture proved quite correct.
But the message was rather perplexing.
~ “Hello old skate,” it ran ‘“where do
you hide yourself when I ring you up?
I've got that house and lot for you so
cheer up, and meet me at Schiller’s
Cafe tomorrow at twelve. I’m: pressed
for time, so cannot see you before: that,

' —Dave.”

The conscience of the messenger boy
is at all times calm and untroubled.
Nothing disturbs its equanimity. This
particular boy stood respectfully indif-
ferent and quite oblivious of the fact
that a yellow journal protruded from
his hip-pocket.

“Any answer, Miss?”

“I should think not!” cried Miss Far-
ringford “this message is not for me.
You have made a mistake. Who gave
you this?”’

“A gentleman just outside the ‘Sphere’
office, Miss.”

“About what time?”

“This afternoon—no I guess it was
before noon.”

“And youre only getting here now!
Don’t you carry a watch?”

“No, Miss. I'm saving up my tips for

one.."
“But—this l%‘tfﬁr is not intended for
me. What did the gentleman say?2

“Nothing at all. He just give me the
two letters, paid me and beat it down
the street.”

“Oh there was another letter then?”:

“Yes Miss—for Mr. Miller mn the
Townsend Block.” '

“Oh mother I see it all now—Dave is
mixed. He has put my letter into the
other envelope and—

“Your fathey told you that he wéuld
not allow anitalk of marriage for an-
other year,” said Mrs. Farrington stern-
ly, interrupting her daughter. She had
acquainted herself with the contents of
the note and the news that the young
people were carrying on a clandestine
business over a “house and lot” came
as somewhat of a shock.

“You can go,” said Freda to the boy,
“had you been two hours earlier I’d
have tipped you for that watch fund.
If ever you bring me another message
please be on time.”

Of course there were tears—a few—
before the humorous side-of the situa-
tion appealed to her.. If any person
thinks it a slight matter, a mere trifte,
to be disappointed on a first night Opera
-—when one is feeling one’s gayes and

Every pipe’s a jimmy pipe

Most Canadian
dealers now
sell Prince Al
bert in the tidy
2-0z. red tin.
If your dealer

jobber.
ing Canadian
jobbers are
now supplied.

P A.
in the tidy
red 2-o0z. tin.

if it's packed with P. A.

You enlist in the jimmy pipe army—whether you boss

a briar, clay or meerschaum.

Just jam it chock full of

Prince Albert, make fire with a match—and you've

certainly got yours!

Prince Albert kicks the grouch right out of any old

real pipe joy!

tongue.

suffered with “biters”

blazed the way !

pipe you ever saw or smoked—or tried to smokel - It .
tunes ’em up and puts in sweetness and fragrance and

My, how you can go to that old- jimmy NOW!.
Because Prince Albert never bit any other man’s
And it won’t bite yours!
by a patented process. It just makes men pipe happy !

- PRINGEALBERT

the national joy smoke

The bite’s cut out

tells its own story in simple words: “It’s the goods.” Realize,
men, that 1t has doubled the number of pipe smokers in'a few
years. Think how downright delicious it must be, to set pipe-suy
men “‘going to 1t”” and to bring
and

into line old-timers who .
“ranks” till Prince Albert

And you can't get

away from this:

You never smoked

a finer cigarette in .
your life than you '
can roll up with
Prince Albert. Get

into your system

some of that bully

good fragrance,

sweetness and fresh-

ness. It's a revela-

tion. Won't parch

or sting your throat.

Just isn’t built that

way ! Forget those

fire-brands and éhaf-

brands and get the

good things of life

that are yours for

the asking.

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO
COMPANY

Winston-Salem, N. C., U. S. A.
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SAMOLINE
is Cheaper
than Soap

Samoline is good for anything
that soap is, and can be used
for many other purposes. It is
much cheaper than soap and it
cleans better. As asilver, glass
or furniture polish it has no
equal. Try it on silver—you’ll
be surprised at the result. Re-
member, dirt, dust and grease
go when Samoline comes, Ask
your dealer for a booklet that
tells of its many uses, also get
a sample. If he cannot supply
you, write to us.

H. 8. & H. E. MUSSETT, Exclusive

Distribu Agents for the Caw
nadian Northwest, Scott Blk.
peg, Man.

Cleans Everything
Injures Nothing

Education

of a practical kind is needed
by every young man and
woman in Western Canada
today.

If you can read and write
we can train you for a suc-
cessful business life. We have
finer school rooms and more
expert teachers than can be
found in any other college in
the West.

Our teachers will give you
personal help and attention.
Save time on course and

money on living expense.
Begin any day.

Write for full information.

Yorkton Business College
Yorkton, Sask.
A. B. ZU TAVERN, Prin,

We are overstocked with
children’s print dresses in ages
1,2,3and 4 We will send to
any address five for $1.00 if
ordered at once. Add 18c¢. for
postage. :
STANDARD GARMENT CO.
10 8tandard Bldz., Londos, Oct

- The Western Home Monthly

dressed in one’s daintiest, that person.is
aitogether lacking in sympathy. To be
compelled to dofi all that pretty rai-
ment and the pearl necklace and remain
at home! How cruel! Freda indulged
in a few sobs, but shortly the other
side of ‘the April weather asserted it-
self. And when- Mrs. Farringford had
at last been. brought te.-know that Dave
did not as a rule refer to her daughter
as an “old skate,” and that her daugh-
ter was not in the habit of meeting
young men by appeintment in downtown
restaurants, she too joined in the laugh.
“But T'll make Dave Hayworth pay
for this never fear!” declared the young
woman, “goodness only knows what was
in the note Mr. Miller. received!”
Thus it transpired that his morning’s
mail brought to the Editor of the
“Sphere,” a letter in his fiancee’s hand-

writing, which contained the tollowing
blighting message:—
“Mr. Hayworth—Take back youp
house and lot and also your ring which
follows in” another mail. All is-at an
end between us.—F. F.”
Just as his bewildered thoughts had
at last resolved themselves into some-
thing like compreherision the telephone
at his elbow clamored for attention and
into his ear the voice of George Miller
smote.
“I say old man, that was awfully de-
cent of you. Were ever so much
obliged! The show was firstrate. Took
the wife and we had all sorts of a good
time! By the way, when can I see
you?”
But Hayworth postponed the appoint-
ment until he had settled the other lit-
tle matter.

Shark Hunttviing with the
Kwalutls

By Bonnycastle Dale

L’askit told me he had scen a shark
in the quter bay the night before. This
was mot uncommon, as these ground

the year.

“Where can we get a big bait to-
night?” I asked him.

“Hyas! muck-a-muck” he laughed back
in the coast lingo—he meant he could
get lots of it.

feeding mammals use that place all |

every footstep took innumerabte precious
lives—down across the “painted rocks”
where the lower orders of brilliant col-
ours made the flat sandstone like unto
a mighty paint-box. On over the slip-
pery ribbons of the fuca we stumbled,
trying to keep in the full light of the
glare—but the bare feet of the mimble
Coast Indian set a fast pace. On we
splashed  and  plunged, through tide

“But where?” I persisted. For an-
swer he drew with his sharp pointed
cedar paddle a very graphic representa-
tion of the retiring tide and the big
ice deposited glacial boulders at lowest
low tide line. Soon I saw him fixing
up a native torch—a fatty pine flare—
so I called Fritz and told him we were
in for a new experience—for although
we had taken the big soft squid, the
octopus, (the devil fish of the nature
fakers) during the daylight hours we
had never hunted this big soft harmless
shellfish eater at night. I conjured up
for Fritz’s ready digestion many weird
tales—of how gentle Indian maidens
bathing by moonlight (the fakers al-
ways get the poor girl in some real
damp place at very unseasonable hours)
were silently, softly, sinuously—and
many other adjectives understood—ap-
proached by the dreaded, horrid, gristly
thing and instantly wound in its my-
riad armed embrace and dragged to the
dark depths of some ocean cavern and
there devoured—Well! as this member
of the Cephlapodia has only a tiny inch-
wide, black, beak-like mouth, one good
robust maiden would last him for many
weeks active eating—Bah! these writers
make us weary.

So Dbehold us, at the dread hour of
midnight—as the tide was low then -
setting forth -across the sand dunes.
over the rattline shinele, across the in-
crusted sea snail covered rocks—where

pools where the “singing” fish took ref-
uge under the rocks and the slimy eels
wriggled off from the unusual light.
Now we crossed sea meadows where the
weeds looked like marsh grasses and
the wild ducks leaped and sped off into
the outer gloom quacking loudly. Now
a clam bed intervened and all the sy-
phons  of the disturbed inhabitants
squirted sea water in continuous arch-
ing streams until our legs and trousers
were soaked. Fritz came a cropper once.
He stepped right on a sea cucumber
and the big “bech-de-mer” groaned as
it exhuded all the waterbed, and the
lad groaned too as he struck the big
hard boulders under the peculiarly beau-
tiful sea weeds.

Ahead, showed fhe glacial boulders,

e —

Follow the treat-
ment below and
you can keep your
skwn so that you
can always be
proud of it.

Examine

skin closel

Seeif the pores have become large and
clogged; if it has lost its smoothness; if it

grown colorless.

These conditions of the skin are a nat-
ural result of the constant strain imposed
upon it during the winter months, when
we eat heavy foods and take almost no
exercise. Each Spring, the skin needs

"\ refreshing.,

L

How to refresh your skin
Wash your face with' care and take eéenz
of time to do it, Lather freely with Woo
bury’s Facial SBoap and rub in gently $ill the
s:{ln is sotte:xai mmll the pores open. Then
Tinse several times in_very cold water. or
Dbetter still, rub with a lump of fce. ’

‘Woodbury'’s Faclal S8oap is the work of an
authority on the skin and its needs. This
treatment with Woodbury’s cleanses the
pores, then closes them and brings the blood
to the surface, You feel the difference the
first time you use it,

Woodbury’s Faclal Boap costs 250 a eake,
Nt} one hesitates at the price after their firsg
cake,

Go to your dealer's today and get a cake,
Tear off the illustration of the gzeke show::
below and putitin Jour purse asa reminden

Woodbury’s
Facial Soap

Foy sale by Canadian dealers
From coast to coast including Newfoundland

Write to the Woodbary
Camadian factory for samples
For 4¢c we will send a
sample cake. For 10c
samplesof Woodbury's
Facial Soap, Facial
Cream and Facial
d Powder. Write today

Lo the Andrew Tergens
Co., L., C Skere
brooke St., Perth, Ont.

BUST anp HIPS

Every woman who attempts to
make a dress or shirt waist im-
mediately discovers how difficultit
18 to obtain a good fit by the usua |
‘‘trying-on” method, with herself
for the model and a looking-glass

with which to see how it fits at the
back.

HALL-BORCHERT PERFECTION
ADJUSTABLE DRESS FORMS

do away with all discomforts
and disappointmerits in fitting,
and render the work of dress.
making at once easy and satis-
faqtory. This form can be
adjust_ed to 50 different shapes
and_sizes; bust raised or low-
ered, also made longer and
shorter at the waist line and
or _lowered to suit any desired
ery easiiy adjusted, cannot
get out of order, and .- ‘ist @ lifetime.
Write fpr illustratea  Booklet containing
complete line of Dress Forms with prices.

HALL-BORCHERT DRESS FORM CO.
of Canada, Limited
Dept. S. 72-74 Pearl St., Toronto, Canada

—_—
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form raised
skirt length,

Money Lost

under these we knew the octopus lived
—waiting no doubt for that ‘tender
maiden—he was just about due for a

Money is lost if you don’t carry on yvour
work on business principles. We teach
them through our six courses—

surprise party that squid was—I askit Business i tan
thought so too as he swiftly wrapped Farmers’ Iéisiliesrelévgggun cy
a bit of sea lion sinew about a rude

Shorthand English

spear—or ‘more truly a gaffhook—Fritz
caught the torch the little brown man
half threw him and sent its rich red
beams right in under the rock. We had
one glimpse of hanging starfish grouped |
in huge squashv masses, of chitons cleav-

Write for our Catalogue
ine, of limpets and mussels and sea
sniders, then—out. dragging. came the

jk : C ’%
brown arm and the gaff—with pebbles

and shells rattling and piling up before Wm. Hawkins,
it—a huge grayish inert mass of gristle | Principal.

Winnipeg, Man.




 Winnipeg, April, 1913.

ﬁ

\

that gave no motion, no sign of de-
fence. As the big eight armed thing
lay abt our feet it slowly subsided,
flowed, how can I by words express
how that odd thing resumed its normal
pose—much as a jelly would if you
stood it on ‘edge.

It was very evident to Fritz and I
that our brawny little fisherman had
never read our best writers on this
fearsome amphibian. He did not seem
to know that it lived on man, except-
ing such times as it was embracing
whales and engulphing ships—why even
Fritz could have told him of the ghast-
ly pictures he had seen in books of fair
authority. No, No! L’askit simply
whipped out a big pocket knife and
swiftly: cut the eight long *tentacles off
and slipped them into a bag and we as
swiftly retraced our steps. The tide was
insidiously creeping in all about us,
back through the gloom, over the slip-
pery rocks we stumbled, with the sluic-
ing hurrying tide all about us, ankle
deep, knee deep in places, and out of
all the time it had taken we only gave
about two mintues to capture and cut
up a fifty pound “Demon of The Seas”!!

On the early flood next morning we
were afloat. A big cedar war canoe
held the dogs and the boy and the In-
dian and your humble servant and all
that was left of the dreaded devil fish
—for had not the youngsters of L’as-
kit’s illahie (fishing house) begged for
the delicate ends of the tentacles, and
the black haired mother had boiled
them and the wee tots were comfortab-
ly mouthing them—much as ours do an
“all day sucker.” Sail and paddle and
current bore us rapidly seawards and
tyon we entered the bay where thae
sharks were feeding. We saw one slow-
ly swimming along on the surface of the
shallow shore water as we rolled along
outgide the surf—there was a big roll
on and the only danger to be expected

- was—if we lost control of the canoe
while a shark was on the line—an up-

set, but in these waters it is often fatal,
as the undertow was very strong.

The Kwakiutl took a goodly portion
of the squid, a bit about a foot long and
as thick through as your ecalf, and
wriggled a huge hook through it—right
up above the shank onto the bit of
wire cable that led to the ropelike
“line.” Another chunk, then another,
and another and still another made a
very respectable bait, one that no self-
respecting shark would care to pass, I
am sure. Now what were we in for?
I had heard a tourist tell of sharking
with this very same Kwakiutl, of how,
no sooner had the bait been thrown
overboard than there ensued a violent
commotion and in the swirl alongside
appeared a huge brownish grey mon-
ster—with widely distended jaws—that
advanced furiously towards the retreat-
ing canoe. Now, evidently to appease
the semi dragon, a big fish was thrown
out to it, it gulped that down like so
much foam and was just about to swim
off with it when—tug went the iine,
and the big hook in the innocent look-
ing fish went piercingly into the tender
mouth of the great shark. With a con-
vulsive shudder the monster fixed its
baleful green eye upon the boat and its
devoted crew and plunged down—off,
off, it headed for the open sea, drag-
ging the thirty foot canoe like a very
chip through the seething waters. The
line was paying out fast and the native
stood beside it with a glittering knife
(do you notice that a knife always glit-
ters in these wonderful tales). In its
fury the agonized shark darted to the
surface dyeing the waters red with its
heart’s blood (very very few of them
have any save heart’s blood) and so on
and on for many weary minutes.

I guess this was a different breed of
shark we were after, as we tossed and
dragged that bait in many parts of the
bay, and not a nibble did we get. Fin-

ally, L’askit, getting lazy no doubt, fas-
tened the baited hook to a paddle and

A Perfect Tjoni'c Jor the
Skin and Complexion.

In patent collapsible tubes
with winding key. Seems to-
vanish on the skin, so completely
is this new delicate Royal Vin-
olia luxury absorbed by thepores.
Itis ially welcome to those
bingheavy el Wiiibaal T e T
thing heavy or oily. Itisabsolutely non- , and will not cause
growth othingdeleteli:l:good\umdtdredx-

of hair. Containsn
es the most delicate skin, and always makes the skin more elastic,

Used by gentlemen after shaving, it instantly removes any
irritation resulting from the use of the razor.

One advantage of the special new patent tube is that you
cannot lose the cap. The special winding key always keeps
the tube neat and presentable. :

Royal Vinolia Vanishing Cream can also be had in glass

* jars with white metal screw tops, price 25c.
Sold by all good druggists and stores

VINOLIA COMPANY, LIMITED
By Appointment to His Majesty the King
London Paris Toronto
Canadian Depot: Eastern Avenue, Toronto
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Pop
a packet of Edwards’
Soup into the pot or
pan when you are
making that stew—or
that hash or sauce, or whatever it is,

Let it boil for at least half an' honr. ~ You'll find that the
home-made Irish soup will make your pet recipes tastier
than ever, by bringing out their full flavour. :

DWARDS
e SOUPS

Bc. per packet. -
Edwards® Desiccated Souts are made in three vasiehies-s
Brawn, Tomato, White. The Brown variety is a thidk,

nourishing soup prepared from bef and fresh vege-
tabk;. The other two are purely vegetable sowups.

Lots of dainty mew dishes in our new Cook Book.
Write for a copy post free. SHB.

ESCOTT & HARMER, WINNIPEG, MAN.

Representatives for Manitoba, Saskatchewan and Alberta
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v Eaton Watches
THEY ARE RELIABLE AND DURABLE

» For further particulars concerning Eaton Watches an
i Pages 165 to 176 of our new Slg
If you do not possess a copy-send for.one. Itis

REE for the asking,

d also Clocks, Jewellery
ring and Summer Catalogue.

Ladies’ 7-Jewelled Eaton Watch

y’s gold-filled, 0-size, 7-jewelled
atch. This stem wind and set watch
hunting case style, and we believe
be had at the price. It is an excel-
If any part breaks,
orkmanship, within
place it free. Every

............ 10.00

Two Years

Guarantee

given with
. Every
Watch

Very handsome lad
Eaton movement w
is fitted in a neat
no better value can
lent timekeeper and will wear well.

. owing to defective material or bad w
two years from date sold, we will re
Eaton watch bears our guarantee.

4-T-68—Lady’s Gold-Filled Watch
4-T-69—0-Size Eaton Watch, fitted with 15-
jewelled Eaton movement. Price
4-T-69a—Same Watch ‘in 14-k. gold case. 21.75
@-T-70—Lady’s 17-Jewelled -Eaton movement
fitted in gold-filled hunting -style - case
either plain or with monogram, engine
turned or engraved, splendid timekeeper;
guaranteed for two years
4-T-71—High-grade Eaton Watch, 21 fine ruby
jewelled movement, gold filled case, hunt-
ing style, either plain engine turned or
engraved. This watch is an excellent
timekeeper and thoroughly reliable in
every way. We guarantee it for two years.

.................................. . 23.50

Price

Price

£

b &

12.25

15.50

Eaton

21=-Jewelled Watch

IN PRETTY 14K. GOLD CASE

This is one of our most attractive watches. The

gold hunting case may be had in either plain or en-
The movement is the high Eaton
grade,, fully guaranteed in every respect. It has 21

ne‘tuby jewels and all the latest and best improve-

graved style.
ments.

to defective material

This watch is a reliable timekeeper and
will give all the satisfaction usually looked for in
& much higher priced one. If any part breaks owing
or careless workmanship,
we will replace .it free.
jewels . and unreasonable wear -caused by rough
usage. * Buying direct from the factory enables us
to quote the low price of $33.00 each. This means
& considerable saving to our customers.
A written guarantee for two years is given with
~ each watch.
4-T-72—Lady’s 21-Jewelled Eaton Watch... 33.00

We except broken

“T, EATON Cg....

"WINNIPEG

' CANADA

If you want better health .
and extra strength you must
take * Wincarnis.” We know
.it will do you good, because
thousands of people — Doctors,
Nurses and customers—write to tell

us of the good it has done. You will know

too if 'you send 6 cents stamps to Coleman & Co., "Wincarnis
..-W,orks,y‘ Norwich, -England, for a generous trial sample.

i e-very best tonic-you could possibly have if you suffer
lfx'ottlxl'n Depl;%ssion,“ Nerves,” Brain-fag, Sleeplessness, Overwork,

Nervous Headache, Neuralgia, or Extreme

Weakness after illness. Get a bgttle
to-day from any leading store, chemist,
or wine merchant, and its
delicious flavour and marvellous
strengthening and cheering
properties will delight you,
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let it drift with the tide out near a
pach of kelp—that shark must have
rolled over like a shadow so gently did
he engulph the big whitish looking bait
—the first thing we knew about it was
~-the “bobber” disappeared and the big
brown eyes of the Indian answered
1 Frit#’s 'question with-avglance—yes the
shark had it and was quietly swallow-
ing it and also endeavoring no doubt to
insert the paddle in his extensive maw,
For of all the open countenances I ever
saw the gi®und sharks take the palm.
Now we braced ourselves for that awful
race oceanwards, in fact I advised t}{e
lad to sprinkle himself with salt as his
freshness might not agree with the
shark and I wanted a good specimen
in first class condition even if I had to
sacrifice one well fed boy—look at all
the boys there are everywhere about us
and how few sharks.

What? Is the Indian actually aided
and abetted by the lad, really drawing
the great “cartilaginous” fish towards
the canoe? Yes! and again yes! And
the big soft bottom feeder allowed it-
self to be drawn right up until it saw
the canoe—then it struck off to swim

about us in a great circlee And we
saw through its devious plan, this was
to make us dizzy then it might devour
us at its leisure? Around and around
the great fish swam. The line leading
it like a driving rain. Once or twice it
kicked up small didoes, as the pain of
the great hook penetrated into its deep-
est softest “bomes.” It rolled and
tossed and struggled—at one moment
putting up quite a fight—then it tired
and—hand over hand—we drew it slow-
ly towards the canoe—the right hand
of the native left the line, searched for
a second under the thwart and in a mo-
ment more was raining swiftly stab-
bing blows at the big throbbing fish.
Small streams of blood followed each
deeply driven impact and soon the five
to seven hundred pound shark floated
motionless beside the canoe—three half
hitches were thrown over its tail and
with the next tide we started home-
wards.

We never had an object to dissect
that was so soft, so boneless, so shape-
tess. Tt had really flattened out almost
completely when we approached it the
next morning at low tide. It lay in

ey,
front of our canoe beach, a big brown,
soft, many-finned thing—all its Lopeg
are formed of bloodless gristle. All the
body was covered with a_bristle like
armour of very 'fine scales—the “ghg.
green” as the sharkskin is called of
commerce—rub it one “way—all right,
Rub ‘it" the other—all wrong! It feelg
then like: barbed sandpaper. Five long
thin slits took the place of gills in each
side of the head of this odd fish. The
mouth! Ah! what 4 mouth—there was
ample room for my Gordon setter to lie
down in it were it not for the formid.
able array of teeth that guarded it,
Small though they were, they ‘made up
in numbers what they lacked in size,
We counted seyeral hundred, each ope
backed with a newly grown one so ag
to be all ready in time of need. Of
all the sharks, and there are roughly
speaking a dozen varieties, only one sin-
gle species is harmful to man, and 1,
personally, have never met an eye-wit-
ness of the mutilation or death of any
man by these sea monsters—for a reall
big sea shark will go but little short
of forty feet.

The inside economy of this huge - fish

|
|
|
J
{
*1

was as odd as the fish itself—all the
body cavity was crowded full of liver
Two huge livers, each weighing fifty
pounds extended from the gills right
down to the end of the interior open
space of the body—it was for the oil
in this that the native captured it, as
he gets enough oil from the rendering
to bring him in about three or four
dollars—so little to kill so great a crea-
ture for!

We had quite an interesting time -
peering into and examining the secrebi
places of this huge fish. Some of them
bear their Young alive while others ac-
tually lay veges. We often found the
cgg cases of the shark along the sea
¢dge. When they issue they have on
¢ither of the four corners of this black
envelope-like case sensitive tendrils, as
soon as these touch a firm weed near
the shoreline they cling to it and wrap

themselves about it.  Here they are
hatehed by the heat of the sun and
the accommodating case opens a rear
hatel and allows a fully formed young

shink to make its exit and seek its for< ~

time 1 the wide world—pardon me—
SC.
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Fritz and I sought and interviewed
the tourist that told us of the deadly
encounter with a shark. We got him
tocarefully recount exactly where,
when, and how it all happened—then, I

<

softly interjected the little tiny ejac-
ulation “Oh”! He startled me into it,
for whisper—L’askit showed us just
where they did get that shark—they
found it lying dead on the shore.

-

Studying Her Baby

Written for The Western Home Monthly by Vera True, Vancouver

“From now on,” Mrs. Gadabout an-
nounced with an air of finality, “from
now on I'm going to give up going out
nights. I'm going to study my baby.”

“He certainly ought to go to bed ear-
lier,” agreed her husband, “but say, you
mustn’t cry off the ‘Moose’ tonight.
you know. Bundle him up, and T’ll
draw him in his sled. He’ll be no worse
for this once.”

“It must be the last, then. You
know I'll hate to miss the fun, but 1
really must begin to study my baby.
He’s awful thin, Tom.”

“He sure is. After tonight he shall
go to bed at six sharp. We'll spend our
evenings home. I’ll get a nice story and
read- out loud.”

“Oh, say, won’t that be dandy? And
Tom, there’s our letters home. I don’t
know what Ma must think of me.”

“Let’s stay home right now. I think
a night home would have the ‘Moose’
outfit skinned a mile.”

He held up an evening bow critically.

“I guess folks would think it odd if
we stayed away tonight. But from now
Oll'_'"

Mrs. Gadabout buttoned herself with
alacrity into her one-piece dress, and
bustled little Tommy, aged five, into
his ‘party suit.

“Say, Mummy, are we going to the
Moose?” the child asked eagerly.

“Yes, but tomorrow night you’ve got
to go to bye-byes good and early. Won’t
that be nice?”

“No,” replied Tommy clearly. “Me
going to picture-show tomorrow today.
Mph'm! " And Il buy ice cream with
my dime. Three cones for Mummy and
Daddy an’ me. And Daddy will buy
me three all for mine.”

“Some kid, believe me,” laughed the
proud father as he piloted the small
sled over the narrow wooden sidewalk.

“You het,” agreed the small voice of
Tommy, pounding happily at the snow
with his gaiter-muffled heels.

“I'd hate to leave him in alone nights,
like some women,” said Mrs. Gadabout.
. “Now, Tommy, mind you behave, and
If you spill anything on your suit, I
shall whip vou.”

Tommy chuckled. The familiar threat
h.n(l never vet culminated in action. Bo-
sides, he never spilt things. He \vr@t
O!vt L6 grown-up parties three or four
=ights most weeks, and people were al-,
ways giving him nice things to eat.
They said he was “real cute,” and could
handle the cakes like a little gentleman.
Tommy liked cake, and petting, and
being "laughed at for saying quaint
thines and riding home in a motor at
midni,qht,

He was rather a pretty little fair-

haired boy, with pale pink cheeks and
big dark eyes. In his dainty suit and
wide lace collar, they said he looked
like a little prince.

Tommy of course, didn’t know what he
was missing. He had never played with
other children, and was rather afraid
of them. He knew nothing of the joys
of catching gophers in a blue dungaree
suit that just wouldn’t tear, or riding
in an ‘artillery wagon’ or hitching his
sled to the tail of a rig, and so using
up the good day until tired out with
happiness, he crept gladly into his warm
bed at sundown.

Tommy never got bread and milk for
supper. It is quite likely that he would
have turned up his nose at-it. I trem-
ble to state what his diet did consist
of, but it was ‘something’ ke ate at this
particular ‘Moose’ party that sent poor
Tom off for the doctor at three the
next morning.

“L told you so,” Mrs. Gadabout said,
when the danger was past, and the in-
valid sleeping nicely. “I told you he
ought to go to bed early, and you in-
sisted on taking him. From now on,
I shall give up everything and stay
home with my baby.”

That night;~after a lively scene, Tom-
my went to bed at six, and his mother
sat up in the room with him until he
had cried himself to sleep.

Mr. Gadabout went to an Overseas
meeting.

Bedtime on the following night was
still more riotous, and as Mr. Gadabout
had elected to do the office-books at
home, sleep was finally induced by the
application of a pliant Romeo. It was
Tommy’s first concrete example of the
long-promised whipping. The threat
took on a new form.

“You're five years old now. And if
yvou don’t go to sleep at once, I shall
whip you.”

He had evolved a queer little classifi-
cation of age out of his puzzled little
brain. ‘

“Yesterday tomorrow, T was just lit-
tle bit five, and I went to picture-shows:
now I'm awf’lly five, why I go to bed
an’ Mummy whips me.”

Tt was rather a hard lesson for a lit-
tle fellow who had not been disciplined.
He had never even slept alone befcre
and sometimes he would wake screami-

ing, even though he could hear Daddy |

and Mummy talking together down-
stairs.

But he learned his lesson. He learned
that he must lie as still as a mouse
after he was put to bed, or Daddy
would be there with the big checked
Romeo which he was beginning to as-
sociate with bedtime,
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VICTIMS OF THE

DRINK HABIT

no matter how long stan iheh-e-embemelynd
perfec cured

in THREE DAYS by the
No man, who isan habitual drinker or subject to periodical cravings for

alcoholie stimulants, can hope to overcome this degrading habit by the
exercise of his own powers.

The craving for Drink arises from alcoholic poisoning of the system, and the
* ;}t;llson must gmt be removed before the craving will cease.
e REA

is safe and harmless, leaving no after effects

treatment effective for all time. There are no hypodermic injection
i ncluded in the Neal Treatment. ; o

Write today for full particulars. All correspondence strictly confidential.
If you are a victim of the awful curse of Drink, a three days sojourn at our

Institute, will send you forth a sane, sound man, absolutely freed from its
enslaving influence.

THE NEAL INSTITUTE COMPANY Ltd.

405 Broadway 2244 Smith St. 820 Thirteenth Ave. W,
Winnipeg, Man., Regina, Sask. Calgary, Alta.

and in three days entirely removes all taste and craving for liquor. Our drug
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Matchless
Liquid
Gloss

The best polish. made
for furniture and other
finished surfaces. Re-

stores and preserves
the original lustre.

~Use it in dusting. It cleans and disinfects
as well as polishes.

Hardware, furniture and department stores
everywhere. Get a trial can today

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY r
' LIMITED
Winnipeg, Toronto, Monfreal, St. John, Halifax
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YOU USE THE

. X. L.
VAGUUM WASHER

PRICE $3.50

Washes Anything and Everything
From a Horse-Blanket and Overalls
to the Finest Laces with No Injury.

Coupon” Below Saves You
$2.00

Washes a Tub Full of Clothes
in' Three Minutes Perfectly

N_iit ohly Washes but Rinses
and Blues

BACK GUARANTEE
Join the Army of Delighted House-
- oo Wives Today -

Thousands Now In Use
and Millions Will Be

: This Coupon Good for $2.00

Western Ii")me Monthly Goupon

. Present or mail this Coupon snd $1 50
to Dominion Utilities Mfg. Co. Ltd., 48214
" Main Street, Winnipeg, Man., and you will
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'l‘llal Are Guaranteed
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of gloves when you can get a positive
guarantee backed by Canada's
largest glove factory in the

i H.B.K. Pinto Shell Gloves

RE I made from specially tanned horse-

" hide. Guaranteed wet proof, wind
proof, steam and heat proof. Send
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«I hate to whip him,” Tom 'said, “bu
it’s for his good. He’s better already
for getting his proper sleep.”

One evening, as he lay awake, he |

heard the front door softly close.

He listened. There was a dreadful
silence in the house. He could hear the
dock ticking. They had both gone out.
He was all alone. It,_ was - too much.
He lifted up his voice in a roar.

. He was terrified. He was not really

hty. .
m{jvghex{ Mummy, who had not really
gone out, but was sewing in the parlor,
came in briskly with the Romeo, he felt
as if he. loved her dreadfully, even
though she whipped him twice as hard
as-Daddy did.

It was a comfort to feel that however
awful the silence, however alone he
felt, there was always Mummy some-
where around, and the Romeo if he
cried. He left off crying. The Romeo
hurt, and besides Mummy began to give
him something sweet and mnice at bed-
time. She said it would make him a
good boy. It did make him sleep

‘soundly, and he didn’t know what to

call the dull feeling it gave him the
next day. So of course Mummy never
knew about that. Tommy was com ng
on. He was getting a strong, plump
boy.

“You’re real sensible, Mrs. Gadabout,
to make that boy go to sleep,” said the
neighbors.

But habit is not so easily broken off.

“We must get back early,” said Mrs.
Gadabout, uneasily, as she and Tom tip-
toed carefully out of the basement door
to go to a whist drive.

. “I don’t feel a bit happy, leaving him
alone in the house.”

- “Pooh! You know he daren’t get out
of bed. And he never wakes up tlt
morning. The neighbors would hear if
there was anything wrong. And no-
thing can possibly happen. You know
that.” :

“I didn’t like the way the furnace
back-fired today,” said Mrs. Gadabout,
vaguely, and the joke lasted Tom all
the way.

Tommy lay asleep in the bedroom.

There was a glimmer of light from

the electric burner. The room was nice |

and warm, for the furnace was on, al-
though outside it was thirty below.

He slept heavily with a flushed face
and one hot hand thrown out over the
coverlet.

In the windows of the adjacent house
the lights went out. They had all gone
to the play.

On the other side were three vacant
lots. The next house again was shut
up for the winter. The house was on
the last length of sidewalk, on the out-
skirts of the town.

Tommy lay asleep, quite alone for the
distance of a city block.

He didn’t know what made him wake
up. He sneezed and rubbed his nose
on the sheet, because he was too sleepy
to feel for his hanky under the pillow.
His throat was choky and his eyes
smarted.

He called ‘Mummy!’ once, and then
remembered the Romeo, and hoped she
hadn’t heard. Perhaps it would be nicer
under the clothes. He dived into the
warm bed. The nasty, smoky taste was
not so strong there. Soon Mummy
would come. She was not far off. -She
was doing something on the stairs. He
could hear her.

Something that made a loud erackling
noise. What could Mummy be doing?
He wanted dreadfully to go and see,
but he lay still. Discipline, once ac-
quired, is very strong.

It was funny how hard it was to
breathe. He had never mnoticed before
how it hurt.

_Perhaps Mummy was pulling up the
oilcloth, or swatting flies, or—No, it
sounded more like lighting fires, or—

He lay huddled under the clothes,
trying not to call out. The Romeo was
not as had as this—

Mummy was coming now—coming in
at the door,—crackling, crackling. She
was on the landing by the bathroom
door.

Why didn’t she come in?

She was crackling right at the door
now,

Tommv poked up his head. Tt was
awful hot. He peered through the
fmoke that filled the room. His eyes
smarted. Was that Mummy?
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Looks as neat when erected as it does

which is drawn true to guage, carefully tempered to
the proper hardness and thoroughly galvanized in our

experience in wire-making,
Note our neat and doubly secure lock. It is the
finishing touch to our perfect fence. “FROST Fence

It goes to the heart of the fence question.

and as many of the field-built.

WINNIPEG, Man,

WE MAKE—Over 50 Different Styles of Woven Fence Proposition.”

sells best where best knowr.” Send for our catalogue. fence hooks, ete.

Agents Wanted. The Frost Agency is a “Live ere :
There's prestige and money in the Frost -
Line. Why not handle1t yourself?

The Manitoba Frost  Wire Fence Co. Limited:
HAMILTON, Ont.

Gates—All Galvanized. Fancy and Plain, all sizes.

in the picture - Coiled Wire—Each bundle tagged with a guarantee of
lity.
Cut below shows one of the many styles of FROST quaiiLy y .
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CABBAGE, Early Summer.......... R
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HE SAID—‘‘Few of us realize how much salt we eat. The fact that we 3
put salt on all meats and vegetables—in bread, cake and pastry— (
soups and sauces—butter and cheese—shows the importance of !
using an absolutely pure salt.” -

SHE SAID—*‘Well, we are using WINDSOR SALT and no one could
make me believe there was any better salt in the whole world than
my old standby 64
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- “Home Sweet Home”
This is where the “Old Reliable’” Dominion rules—in the

home. The “Dominion’” is an_instrument, that, lasts, that
- keepsits tone and appearance, unaffeoted by climate and is the un.
failing family friend and companion for g generation and more,

- This Sweet Home Instrument

.. Is built substantially and musically —an upright piano with “‘grand
piano’’ cons truction, sustained by its celebratedq arched metalgplate
frame, whichimprovesthe tone and makeslasting strength.,

And it saves $100 or more for you through the way it is sold.

Thisis something worth inquiring about, There is no reduction at

all inthe quantity, but every useless selling expense is cut off such as —_|

‘lavish showrooms, "pre@ntaho_n” instruments to artists, colleges, etc.

All your.money goes for quality. Our selling plan is: direct from

fclectfory, on er:lya terms, .l thet with
our new together our big free illustrated catalogue.

You will be dng'mth our offer. No obligation to you, just an

opportunity—but a big one.

The Dominion Organ & Piano Co. Limited
Manufacturers of Planos, Organs and Player Pianos
Factory at Bowmanville, Canada,

GEO. H. RIFE. | Alexandra Block Brandon, Western Representative

GIRLS, GIRLS, GIRLS.

This beautiful solid gold filled ring in the latest style
mounting for Young Ladies, Tiffany style, containing a beautiful
Diana Diamond. Diana Diamonds are full cut with 32 facets and
have no false backing. A sparkling gem witha Firey Lustre l asting
forever—and T GIRL’S MAGAZINE for (one year) starting
with the hextissue. Eachissue of this Magazineis filled with clean
fascinating stories and instructive articles, of intense interest to
every girl. We guarantee that you will be more than pleased with

¥ the Ring and Magazine.

ORDER TODAY SEND COIN OR STAMPS

Address — ’
Mail this coupon today wl&l&lc for Special Trial Offer DIRECT to:

THE GIRL’S MAGAZINE PUB. CO:, ;50 p.u Averns, Brooklyn, N.Y.

No! It was a long, cruel flame lick-
ing through a crack in the door.

“Mummy! Mummy! Mummy!!” he
wailed.

And the flame came in further.

Mrs. Gadabout was absent-minded and

layed badly, and her partner was cross.
g‘om was cross too, when from a table
across the room, he saw his wife throw
down her cards.

“Im going home,” she said.

“For the land’s sake!” exclaimed her
hostess. “Are you sick?” :

“No. But I'm going home, I feel I
have to. Don’t miad me.”

Through the frosty night she hurried
home. She did not know what impelled
her, but a foolish rhyme out of her
childhood’s memory was running in-
sanely through her mind.

“Ladybird, Ladybird, fly away home,

Your house is on fire, your children

are gone.”

Tommy sat up in bed, and the flame
came in further.

\:1

“Mummy!” he wailed, and the door
fell in with a crash. ‘

It was Mummy. He knew she wag
there all the time,

Her face was blackened, and her pret-
ty party-dress’ all black and torn, ang
she had forgotten the Romeo.

She -was erying—crying; as she rolleq
him up in the blanket—sobbing, as she
carried him down the Stairs, “My little’
baby. My poor little baby.” :

She had forgotten that he was ‘awf.
ly five’

The stairs were dreadfully hot, but.
Mummy held him tight in the blanket,
and he was not frightened. ?

And there was no Romeo any more,

Tommy thouiht it was because it got
burned up with Daddy’s top-coat ang
Mummy’s suit, and -the bed and the
other things in the room.

But Mrs. Gadabout had learned her
lesson by heart this time, which is the
only way a lesson does any good at all.

-

Perils of The Plains in Pioneer
Days

Written for The Western Home Monthly., By M. H. Williams

OU are sure you don’t mind, Al-

ﬁ lie? and you can manage the

horses? besides taking care of

the Kid?” questioned a stalwart young

“rancher, lifting a small boy of four into

a high wagon and_placing him besides
his mother.

“Sure,” answered his wife, tucking the
rug firmly around the child, and re-ar-
ranging the parcels. The little villaga
in sunny Southern Alberta,—nestling
among the foot-hills,—in the days of
cow-boys and cattle ranching,—boasted
of but one hotel. By its open door, the
team stood, impatient to start on their
homeward journey, nineteen miles across
the rolling prairie. A group of men
watched their departure from the lob-
by, while others admired the horses
that were the pride of the rancher and
his wife.

“I hate to let you go back alone, wife,
that’s a fact, but I don’t see as I can
refuse to help ‘round up’ these beg-
garly horse thieves, them having got
the widow Cane’s mare in the bunch,
and only one M. P. on the beat. Be
sure and call, at Hog-back ranch, Sally
and the ‘boys will ‘help you out’ A
number from R. X. ranch are to meet
there to-night, tell them to take the
east trail tomorrow at 6 A.M. We go
by the west, another has headed for the
pass, they cannot break the circle, we
have them in a net.” While speaking,
he,spread a water-proof covering over
the wagon, to protect the contents from
the hot rays of the sun, which beat
down from a cloudless sky.
on’t you worry, Jack, we’ll be all
right, we’ll be home before dark, the
milking will be done in a jiff, with the
help of ‘the boys. Manage the team?
well! T rather guess. You come back
with a whole skin, and don’t let them
thieves run off with the widow Cane’s
mare.”

A final look at the harness, an en-
couraging word to the horses, a shout
of “Good Bye” from Jacky, and, “Safe
Journey” from the men, a last wave of
the hands, and they were off; following
the hard and well-defined trail, that
wound among the foot-hills, and over
the prairie for many miles. Their pace
was slow, the team having come over
the route early that morning with a
heavy load. Moreover, the afternoon
was hot, and mosquitoes troublesome.
Mrs. Rogers was driving them from
town for the first time, a good horse-
woman, knowing the temper of every
animal on the ranch; she had no fear
of the task before her. A visit to the
far away town was not of frequent oc-
currence, and they had fully appreciated
the outing.

Quickly the time passed, the hov
prattling of the wonders he had seen in
the stores; several miles sped by un-
noticed. A Dblue haze hung over the
mountains, veiling them from sight. the
top-most peaks alone being visible, Tn-
numerable flowers of many and gorge-

with the perfume of roses. No fields
of golden grain dotted the landscape,
no smoke curled upward, there were
neither homesteads nor shacks, just hun-
dreds of acres of unbroken prairie, in-
tersected by coulees. Thousands of cat-
tle roamed at large, feeding where vast
herds of buffalo had once grazed, using
their trails, rubhing against huge bould-
ers that the “Monarchs of the plains”
had made black and shining with their
shaggy coats, and drinking at the
sloughs which had mirrored their un-
gainly forms.

“Phew, it’s hot,” exclaimed the driver,
relaxing the lines, having crossed a tur-
bulent stream with a stony bottom.
“Mammy! see!” Jacky said, pointing in
the distance ahead, “Cattle playing tag.”
They had passed none of the range cat-
tle that usually wandered in herds.
Now the prairie was black with a thou-
sand or more, moving to and fro, cir-
cling around each other, while loud bel-
lows came floating over the plains.

“Something has disturbed ‘them,—a
coyote, probably,” his mother answered,
intently watching. They witnessed a
strange sight. Round and round the
cattle went, the circle growing larger
and more compact, gradually lengthen-
ing and curving towards the centre,
forming a semi-circle. With a noise as
of distant thunder, the whole herd
rushed in their direction.

“A stampede, as I live,” cried Mrs.
Rogers, grasping her whip. “Get a move

ous hues carpeted the sloping hills and

prairie flate, while the air was redolent

on, Dick. On you go, Jess. See if
We can’t head them off.” They were
safe in the wagon, she knew, but it
was a serious undertaking to drive
through the ranks of stampeding catr
tle. On the team trotted at a good
pace, onward jolted the wagon, and for-
ward raced the herd, keeping its com-
pact formation. Fortunately the trav-
ellers were about the centre and every
moment nearing the rear. The race
was exciting, faster the driver urged
on the horses, Jacky in the bottom of
the wagon, shouting with delight and
hanging on, to keep his balance. Near-
er and nearer galloped the cattle; the
foremost of the rear point getting peril-
ously close, when,—quick as a flash,—
theline straightened, then again curved;
the leaders had changed their course
and were heading for the mountains.
Onward they rushed—only a few strag-
glers reaching the vicinity of the wagon,
and they did not stop to contest the
‘right of way’ In an incredibly short
space of time they had disappeared:
the air vibrating ‘with the sound of
their mighty on-rush and the trampled
grass bearing evidence of their passage.
The danger ‘past, Mrs. Rogers permit-
ted the team to rest, while her quick
eves reached the prairie, and scanned _
the horizon to discover the cause of the
stampede.  Seeing nothing amiss. she
sniffed the air, muttering, “No fire, no
Indians. -Ts there a storm approachmr_V?
looks very hazy and is sure sultry, we
had Detter be ‘making tracks’ a good
twelve miles ahead of us yet.”
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The horses scarcely needed guiding
over the now even trail, the creak of
the wagon, and humming of insects, be-
ing the only sounds that disturbed the
quglet,, of this great lone land. Jacky
fell- asléep, and his mother indulged in
dreams; peopling the vast wilderness
with. settlers, and seeing a  railway,
where now ran the ancmnt.‘:’buﬂ'alo
trail. - She suddenly wakened irom her
reverie to the knowledge of a cha._nge
in the atmosphere. The sun, rapidly
nearing -the west, was hidden behind a
dense bank of clouds that had arisen,
mountain-ward. The mass was fast
spreading- over the blue, driven by a
wind that only reached the earth in
fitful gusts. “It is,a storm, sure
enough,” murmured the weman, “com-
ing- sooner than I expected. The cat-
tle knew if I didn’t, they are likely
sheltered in a coulee; nature warns the
beasts -in some mysterious way.” No-
thing daunted, she quietly and speedily
made preparation, knowing how quick-
ly ‘a storm will gather, spread and

break in the vicinity of the mountains,
and, being aware that the neighborhood
was reputed to be a danger-spot in an
electric storm; minerals underlying the
surface. With astonishing rapidity, the
dark canopy covered the heavens, the
outer edges torn to a fringe, - under
which lay a’ rim of blue, Westward,
over the mountains, inky blgckness pre-
vailed ffom which flashes of lightning
played, heralding the artillery of the
sky. The contending forces of nature
gave the air the blast from a furnace,
alternating with the chilling- breath of
some icy region.

The team sedately followed: the trail
—they had been in many a storm—the
woman carefully driving, and the child
slept on. A mere dot in the universe
about to measure their strength and
power of endurance, with that of the
mighty elements; alone and unpro-
tected, the nearest ranch eight miles
distant, but pioneers are brave, self-re-
liant, and resodrceful; the women none
less, than the men. Allie Rogers was

no ‘exception, a fisherman’s daughtex
from the rugged coast of Nova Scotia.
She early learned to! calmly meet the
vicissitudes of life, and battle with the
storms of nature. The blue rim dis-
appeared from the horizon; the advance
guard passed; there was stillness above
and below, not a breath stirred the
flowers; the insects had ceased - their
song. Darker and lower sank the
clouds, all nature waited,—one minute,
two, five—then,—with a moan which
ended in a shriek the hurricane swept
the plain, bringing in its train the
‘armies of the clouds.” Flash followed
flash, each brighter and more -dazzling
than the last, and thunder peeled in a
ceaseless roar. So blinding were the
flashes, they seemd to envelop the
travellers. Jacky awoke affrighted, and
clung, trembling, to his mother, while
the horses, plunging at every blast of
thunder, needed skilful driving.

“Sit down! Jacky, the lightning -is
but nature’s fireworks. Go on! Dick.

That’s right, Jess. ‘Pull ahead. Don’t

TS

How thoroughly the averagé, hailstorm does its work is well
illustrated by the following letter, taken from one of the leading

Western farm journals of March, 1913 :

Here is a man who might have insured his crop under our graduated system

Aylesbury, Sask., Jan. 28th, 1913.

Dear Sir:—I a.pprecia.te your paper and would have
renewed had I had money to spare, but I was hailed
out last Fall and left with nothing. '

of rates and secured reliable protection at lowest possible cost. It is the story of
many and many a lost crop and many a bitter setback. Men will often state that
their district is noted for its immunity from hail. To them insurance against hail
seems a needless precaution, and about as necessary as insurance against earthe

quake. When such men are hailed out they feel that Nature has broken
faith with them. ‘

Hail Insurance--A Necessary Protection

Records of past seasons show that no district can be guaranteed against hail.
It therefore becomes a part of wisdom for the farmer to follow crop cultivation
with crop protection. In this way only can he be sure of realizing upon his
investment of money, time and labor. The chief thing is to select from the
various systems offered, that system which gives greatest assurance of

providing

SOUND, SATISFACTORY HAIL INSURANCE

We have been wr ting Hail Insurance in the West for many years, and introduced the
system of graduated rates and classification of risks, whereby the farmer living in a district
less subject to hail than others, receives the benefit of his locality’s favorable record and
gets protection at a very low rate. Our system has given universal satisfaction. Our

treatment of policy-holders and our method of doing business has resulted in our
insuring the same men year after year. We have a strong organization operating all
over the West, giving the best service at lowest possible cost, always. - We introduce
from time to time features of great benefit to our policy-holders.

We return all premiums if your crop Is a failure and you plow it down !

Write any of the Companies shown

full information, or address

Insurance Agencies Limited

GENERAL AGENTS

"the worst over?”

above or any of our 1,200 Local Agents for

be scared.: We’'ll be out of it soon.”
With words of cheer, this brave little
woman drove - on. -Frightened? Yes,
she had never faced a storm such as
this. How-the flashes blind, the crashes
deafen. Will it last long? It seems
hours already, although but minutes.

- No shelter of any .kind near, there was
Thowhere to go,—but just,—on.

A few
seconds without the dazzling light, is
No! the armies:above
are rallying for the climax. From the
lowering mass a streak of blue-white

_flame 'shot down, rending the clouds in

sunder, shaking the earth with the
cracking - peel which ' immediately fol-
lowed. With it, mingled a scream of
agony from a stricken animal, and,—
unheard,—the cry of a woman, and the
wail of a child; while the flood gates
were opened and a drenching rain-de-
scended. “Merciful Heaven! what has
happened ?” shrieked Mrs. Rogers, ¢lasp-
ing her boy as she felt the wagon tip,
and ‘saw one of the horses stagger and
fall, breaking the tongue; the “other,

BRANDON ~ WINNIPEG  REGINA
SASKATOON EDMONTON CALGARY
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plunged and reared in terror. For a

- moment she was panic stricken, when,

uick as the lightning flash, she re-
called the voice of her father, as he
guided his boat through the angry wa-
ters, “The Pilet is at the helm, fear not!
my child.” It was enough; her voice

out, firm and clear.

“Mind, .where you’re going, Jess,
Steady! girl; stand still!” The wagon,
—tilting to an angle,—the prairie at
this spot rising above the trail,—was
at last stationary, and Jess, quivering
with fear, came to a standstill. Cau-
tiously, they climbed out, Jacky, first;
the rain beating down in torrents, but
the fury of the storm was spent. Thun-
der still rumbled, and the wind moaned.
With difficulty Jess, was unhamessed,
and tied to the wagon, while Jacky and
his mother sought shelter underneath.
Before the rain had entirely ceased,
they were on her back, with only a
blanket for a saddle, wending their sol-
itary way, weary and forlorn, across
the desolate prairie; leaving the wagon,
with their valuable horse, dead beside
it. The ‘honor of the plains,’ forbids
pillaging, their possessions could be left
for weeks and not be molested. The
storm-clouds were quickly passing, the
blue again visible; the rays of the set-
ting sun gilded the peaks of the Rock-
‘ies, which pierced the remmants of
mist, covering their rugged sides, and
a glorious rainbow spanned the Heav-
ens. Slowly they trekked over the plain,
Jacky clutching the horse, shouting
with glee,—a, child and a horse, early
make acquaintance in the far West—
his mother pondering over their recent
danger, and bending ‘ther energies to
reach home, before the long twilight
gave place to night. Their adventures
were not yet over, however; Jacky’s
quick eyes discerned a moving object.—
& mere. speck on the crest of a hill in
the distance. “What can it be? it is
coming this way, surely not the cat-
tle returning? No! there is but one,

~—=a horse, saddled,—without a rider,

racing as if pursued.” Jess is slightly

. turned, they ride to meet the runaway.

Nearer and closer they approach. Sure-

" lyishe has seen the beast before: that

white forefoot; the arched neck. “It
is!" No! it surely cannot be; yes! it
must be.” Over the wild, rang a glad
ct,vf “Lorna! Lorna!”

he animal stopped, renewed its gal-
lop, swerved, as the call was repeated,
joined by Jacky’s shrill treble. Toss-
ing her head, hesitating, she came slow-
ly forward, »rrmitting herself to be
caught, anu allowing caresses, freely
bestowed. “Our own Lorna, you eluded
the rascals, and was flying to your old
home, just when we need you. What
will Jack say? but we must hustle, they
will doubtless try to recapture you.”
On the back of the swifter animal, they
made better progress; Jess, no longer
burdened, kept pace. but a few miles
lay ahead of them, when glancing back,
Allie discovered they were being fol-
lowed. “Ah, I thought so,” she said,
urging the horses to a faster gait. The

race became exciting, on they flew, nar-
rowly escaping many a badger-hole,
which would have been fatal. Their fa-

tigue forgotten, their clothing long since
dry; only fragmentary clouds bespeak-
ing the sky’s unrest, and below, the
carpet of flowers, that had not been in
the track of the storm. Beyond the
everlasting hills, the sun had dropped
to rest. .

Allie, at some hazard, glanced back—
just one pursuer, whether white man
or Indian she knows not, nor does she
distinguish the words he is shouting,
but she sees his waving arm, and un-

derstands his gestures. “Halt!” not
she. Stop! relinquish Lorna? No!
Never. Onward they rush in the gath

ering gloom, crossing by-trails, through
purling streams, over the grassy flats,
up grades, and around bends, Lorna
needing no urging or guiding, so well
does she know the route, and always
behind, though gaining, came the re-
lentless pursuer, whose shouts but in-
creased the speed of the horses. Mile
after mile was passed. Another steep
grade to descend, from its crest. Hog-
back Ranch is visible, nestling in the
coulee, a quarter of a mile from their
own. They lose time in descending,
the mare carefully choosing her path.
The man behind shouts wildly. He is
close in the rear, surely he will lose in
coming down the unfamiliar grade. No,

he is following their trail. Excited, she
gave a loud “Halloo,” hoping to attract
attention of those at the ranch. If

they would only come to her rescue.”

They are on the Hog-back homestead,
yonder is the fenced-in portion, and
there is the gate through, which they
mmpass—one—peeulian to the West.
Wille.a bound. they are beside it. Has-
tily disthounting, Mrs. Rogers pulled
the pin, letting the wire fall to the
ground. The clatter of horses’ hoofs
rattle over the stones they have just
passed, and e’er she could remount, a
man’s voice rings clear and Joud, “Al-
lie! Allie Rogers! for Heaven’s sake,
stop!” With her foot in the stirrup,
she hesitated, bewildered. Had she heard
aright? who called her? Around the
bend came horse and rider, another
minute they had caught up; the pur-
sued and pursuer confronted each other,
and Allie Rogers stood face to face
with—her husband. “Daddy! Daddy!”
shouted Jacky, scrambling off .the horse
by way of the fence;, but his mother
leamed weakly against Lorna, utterly
unable to speak, while the rancher
wiped his heated brow and gasped,
“Lord! What a rider you are Allie,

there isn’t another woman in the set-
tlement your equal.  I'm dashed if 1
ain’t proud of you” At the recollec-
tion he burst into a peel of laughter.
Greatly hritated, his wife exclaimed
wrathfully: “Perhaps you will explain
why you have been chasing us all over
the prairie for the last two hours?
Where did you come from? and how did
you get-possession, of Lorna?”

“Chasing you! why, you wouldn’t
stop! Whenever I shouted to attract
your attention—hoping you would recog-
nize me—you got on more speed. Lorna
went as though the devil was after her,
do our best, we couldn’t ‘catch up.” For-
give me for laughing, it was certainly a
funn?' chase—‘John Gilpins,” isn’t in it,
but,” more soberly, “I can very well
guess what you have been ‘up against’
this afternoon. The why and where-
fore of my being here, is very simple.
We rounded up part of the horse thiev-
ing gang very quickly—they had di-
vided,—we met those with the horses
not far from town, captured both thcm
and their booty, without a shot being
fired. I was sent with new directions to
the R. X. Cowboys, who are to meet
here tonight. The Widow Cane is will-

ing to sell the mare. 1 was always sor-
ry we parted with Lorna, and deter-
mined to re-purchase her. I was riding
her and leading the sorrel, when we
were overtaken by the worst storm of
my exXperience. Anxious.concerning you
and Jacky, I cut across to No. 4 police
shack, thinking you might have made
for it, though it is some distance from
the trail. While investigating wighin,
Lorna bolted, making tracks for her old
home.
greatly increasing on reaching the aban-
doned wagon, with poor Dick on the
trail beside it. I hurried on, having no
difficulty in following your lead. When
1 first spied the horses ahead, 1 con-
cluded an Indian had captured the mare,
and rode quietly, till the distance be-
tween us lessened, and I distinguished
vou and Jacky. I frantically shouted.
thinking you would recognize my voice,
but—well you -know the result. Lorna
is a game little beast, worthy of her
new mistress, “Yes,” as he lifted his
wife on her back, placed Jacky on his
own horse, and smiled into her wander-
ing eyes, “She is yours, won by your
pluck during the storm, and the suec-
cessful race from—the horsethief.”
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AM glad to be able to report that
l the Women’s Section of the Bran-
don Fair was a great success, and
in this I am sure L will have the en-
dorsement of every woman who was pres-
ent. The FKair management had. done
the best they could

Women at the in the matter of

Brandon Show ' quarters, but the at-

tendance was so very
much in excess of anything which they
had anticipated that it was impossible
io use the smaller and quieter room,
and considerable discomfort as experi-
enced by both the speakers and the au-
dience, especially on \Wednesday after-
noon, when the crowd in the packed
auditorium was the largest of the week.
The Women’s Section opened on Tues-
day afternoon. President J. D. McGreg-
or made a point of being present, and
gave the women a very hearty wel-
come and spoke briefly along the lines
of what might be done to lessen the
cost of living by an intelligent study of
the best methods of cooking the theap-
er pieces of meat.

Mrs. Nellie L. McClung was the first
speaker in the course, and delighted her
audience, as she always does. Her sub-
ject was “What’s the matter with the
farm,” and provoked a very animated
discussion at the close. The next day
Miss Kenneth Haig spoke on the legal
status of women, a subject which I
found afterwards had proved both infor-
mative and instructive to many of the
women present, and one on which they
were keenly anxious to be informed. On
the same day Miss Frances Beynon
spoke on building and decorating the
home. The following day Mrs. A. V.
Thomas (Lillian Laurie) spoke on the
old new woman, and the last address
of the course was by Mrs. E. W. Hamil-
ton who spoke on Friday afternoon on
the “Sisterhood of Women.” Personally
I was much interested in the effect of
this address. Mrs. Hamilton has made
it her business for years to look after
girls coming to the city who are strang-
ers. She has had a Young Women’s
Club in connection with one of the
churches, and has spent days of time in
securing work for girls who are strang-
ers and do not know how to secure it
for themselves. In the course of her
work she has seen a great deal of the
dangers of city life for the inexperi-
enced girls from the country, and she
seized this opportunity of speaking to
the women and telling them what their
daughters might have to encounter in
coming to the city. This address made
a great impression on a number of the
women present.

* * * * *

The cooking demonstrations which fol-
lowed the addresses each day were very
good and very practical. Miss Maud
Davis, who was in charge, is the super-
intendent of Home KEconomics in the
Brandon Public Schools. It is the first
time that she had demonstrated before
the women gathered at a winter fair,
but she threw herself into' it with the

greatest zeal, and she

The Cooking and her assistant, Miss

Department Nairn, did yeoman ser-

vice. Nothing could ex-
ceed the patience of Miss Davis in an-
swering questions; this was especially
noticeable in the afternoon, when a side
of beef was brought in and cut up un-
der her instructions. The retail price of
cach piece was marked on it, and then
she gave a simple and easily remem-
bered account of how each piece should
he cooked. The demonstrations were

supposed to close at 5 o’clock, but on
this afternoon, up to six o’clock, the
women were still asking questions, and

Miss Davis was still patiently demon-
strating. the methods of cutting .and
cooking Dbeef.  All of the recipes that
were used during the four days were
printed in a neat little booklet. Some
oi these hooklets were left, and as long
a~ they last T am sure that W. T
Smade, the Manager of the winter fair,
will be pleased to send them to anyone
who appiies for them. |
filkkes avery deep interest in the Wom-
«1's Rection of this fair. He has done
everything in his power to make the

: The Women’s Quiet Hour

By E. Cora Hind

Manager Smale |

building specially comfortable for wom-
en, and is already planning great things
for next year. As it will not be possi-
ble for everyone to get a copy of these
recipes, I intend to publish a couple
each month, until I have covered.the
list, taking the ones for the cooking of
meats first.
To Boil Corned Beef

Wipe the meat and ti¢, securely in
shape, is this has not been already done
at the market. Put in kettle, cover
with cold water and bring slowly to
boiling point. Boil five minutes, then
cook at a lower temperature until ten-
der. Cook slightly in water in which it
was cooked, remove to a dish, cover and
place on cover a weight, that meat may
Le well pressed.

A boiled dinner consists of warm im-
pressed corn beef served with cabbage,
turnips, carrots and potatoes.

Rump Roast with Catsup

Sprinkle a four-pound rump roast
with one teaspoonful salt, one-quarter
teaspoonful pepper and two tablespoon-
fuls flour, put into a cooker, an earthen
one if possible, pour’ one cupful catsup
over it, cover and bake three hours in
a moderate oven. When well browned
on one side, turn and brown the other.

* * * * *
Nothing could exceed the kindness
and cordiality of the Brandon women.
They turned out in good numbers them-
selves, and mnot the
The Brandon least advantage of the
Women Women’s Section of the
big fair was the spirib
of sociability and comeraderie which
was developed between the women of
the town and of the country. Brandon
women are notable cooks and. house-

wives, and because they are good cooks |

and housewives they appreciate all the
more an opportunity for learning new
methods of doing things, and there is
no doubt that Manager Smale will re-
ceive very cordial help from them in
the arrangement of next year’s pro-
gramme.

* * * * *

During the month I had an. opportu-
nity of listening to an address by Mr.
Bruce of New Zealand, a journalist of
wide experience. In the course of this
address he spoke of
the effect of the pos-
session of the vote by
the women of New
Zealand for the past twenty years. He
pointed out that they had made a very
radical change in conditions. 'Cheir in-
terest in politics lay not so much along
financial lines as the lines -which
touched the home, and the first legisla-
tion which they had been instrumental
in passing had borne on the question of
infant mortality, and under their super-
vision and direction conditions had im-
proved, until the death rate had been
reduced from something like 175 per
thousand to less than 25 per thousand.

He said that men had for years strug-
gled half-heartedly with the question of
the social evil, but that women had prac-
tically eliminated it in the course of one
year by asking for a bill whereby every
person without visible means of liveli-
hood was required to give an account of
themselves, and to either accept respec-
table and regular work or leave the
country. Te said that at the present
time, under a few years of this rule,
New Zealand had become a clean coun-
try, and that so far as it was humane-
ly possible for a country to eliminate
the social evil, it had been eliminated
there. It was his opinion that if a poll
of men voters was taken in New Zea-
land today on the question of the re-
peal of the right of the women to vote,
that not one thousand men could be
found who would ask to have the wom-
en deprived of their franchise.

This gentleman has been making a
long stay in England, and is both hor-
vified and diseusted at the action of
Englishmen with regard to the suffrage
for- women. He stated emphatically
that not onlv was the British press re-
fusing to handle the matter in a clear
and unhiased manner, but that they

Suffrage in
New Zealand

About 26 years ago a German
clockmaker came from the East to
La Salle, Illinois.

His only baggage was an idea—the
plan of an automatic process he had
invented, and which would make
more alarm clocks and better alarm
clocks than hand labor could ever
hope to turn out.

With the backing of some local
merchants and with a handful of
clockmakers, a small factory was
started on the edmf the town,
—Beginnings were , competition
intense. They weathered storms
that would have knocked the fight
out of weaker hearted men.

. But when success at last came in
sight they had built one of the best
equipped clock plants in the world
and one of the greatest names in the

The Men Who Make Big Ben

American clock industry— Westclox,
La Salle, 1llinois. ' S

Today, the Westclox people num-
ber 1,200. Every week day of the
year ‘they -turn out 10,000 alarm
clocks—alarm clocks of every de-
scription and style — their name
‘Westclox’® is on every one of them
and Big Ben is the king of them all.

Big Ben is the ideal of the Westclox people,
He is their conception of what a perfect alarm
‘clllti)ck h::)noc:ild be& ool;e mw years old, but in .

s sl me ian dealers have already
adopted him.

Only the finest materials are used in his mak. -
ing—he is strong, massive and punctual. His face
is frank, epen, easy to read.  His keys big. handy
casy to wind. _ He rings steadily for five minutes or
intermittently for ten. . He calls you every day at
any time you say. If you have him oiled every
other year, there is notelling how long he will last.

Big Ben’s price is $3.00 at any dealet’s. 1f you
cannot find nim at your dealer’s. a money ordet
sent to Westclox, La Sajle, ‘Illinois, will bring him
to you, carefully packed and express chaiges pad.

O S

had suppressed and refused to publish

'‘Big Ben Alarm Clocks
ARE ILLUSTRATED IN THE CATALOGUE OF '

D. R. DINGWALL, Limited

. JEWELLERS, WINNIPEG
WRITE FOR A COPY OF THIS BOOK.

hundreds of letters which had been sent
from New Zealand and. Australia pro-
testing against the treatment which
women were receiving in their effort to
obtain the franchise. He expressed the
opinion that in assuming the attitude
which they had done, the press of Eng-
land had missed the greatest opportu-
nity which had been afforded newspa-
pers in 50 years.
* * - * -

That interest as to the question of
the extension of the franchise to women
is increasing in the West is very evident
from the constant demand which the
Political Equality League of Winnipeg
is receiving for speak-
ers to go to the coun-
try. They have been
quite unable to meet
the demand for speakers for meetings
of Grain Growers’ Associations, Home
Economics Clubs and in some cases meet-
ings under the auspices of the Churches.

* * * * *

Since last T wrote for this page Pau)-
ine Johnson, the Indian poetess, after
several years of intense suffering, has

. passed away, and one of the

Pauline most picturesque figures of

Johnson the 19th and the early years
of the 20th century, has
passed from our mortal sight. Very

Interest in
The West
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Sign the Coupon
and we’ll send you 72

-pattern pieces of the
finest English Suit-
ings you ever saw.

With the patterns will come our 1913 Style Book
and a letter telling you all about our successful system
of made-to-measure tailoring for Canadians.

We guarantee to prove to you that we can save you
from 339, to 50% on the purchase of any suit. All
you need to do is to sign the coupon and get the pat-
terns and “be shown.”

So confident are we that yvou will be satisfied with
the value of our suitings that we suggest you make
this test: When you receive patterns, pick out the
one you like bes_t, take it to your loecal tailor. Say to
ln.m:—“Wl;at will you charge to make me a first-class
tailored suit of that quality of material?” Then com-
pare his price with the one we ask, and act on your
own judgment. That's fair, isn’t it? Mail the coupon
now, before you forget it. Or write a postal request .

for samples to:
LIMITED

' CATESBYS

119 West Wellington St., Toronto
Coronation Building, Montreal
160 Princess Street, Winnipeg

Or CATESBYS LTD., Tottenham Court Road, London, Eng,

i Catesbys save you the four middlemen'’s profits that
your local tailor has to pay before he even gets the

The “Andover” is the
fashionable type of single-
breasted, two-button suit
that is now being worn

extensively in London and
New York. You will be
delighted with it.

$12.50

If these coats are made
double-breasted stye, 75¢
extra

Duty Free and Carriage

aid.

R

USE THIS
COUPON NOW

cloth. -

Your suit is shipped five aays atter your order is received in
London.. We guarantee perfect satisfaction in every particular
and detail of the transaction. The price includes the payment
of zll duty and carriage charges by us.

MESSRS. CATESBYS LIMITED,
119 West Wellington Street, Toronto.

Gentlemen,—P ease send me your 1913 Style Book and 72

pattern pieces of cloth. I am thinking of buying a suit
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Ask the McCormick Agent
to Show You These Points
THERE are desirable features.,in McCormick

binders which every Western Canadian farmer should
know and which are worthy of careful study by ever

man who thinks of buying a binder this season.

Ask the McCormic

agent to show you.

The machine is constructed with special care,
buckle nor bend ynder the most severe strains.

The frame cannot
The guards are almost

level with the top of the platform allowing short grain to pass without-

lodging on the cutter bar.
for handling tall, short, down, or tangled grain.
down the grain from the top of the elevator.
keeps the bound sheaves clear of unbound grain.
handles grain in any quantity without clogging.
or serrated knives can be used in the cutter
McCormick knotter is a very strong feature.

The reel has a wide range of adjustments
. A third packer pulls
The third discharge arm
The floating elevator
Either smooth section
bar. The improved

McCormick binders are built especially for Western Canadian fields.
They are not only very efficient, but are also very durable and of light

draft.

You cannot do better than to buy a McCormicK. Let the

I H C local agent show one to you, or, write the nearest branch.
house for a catalogue.

m. T ?:'_"_jf;‘fﬁi;”.“'i‘".i@i!iffi.‘SZTZT@HHHM@M?HLWHH@!}H;"&’HMMHUIlﬂ ,

At Brandon, Man.; Calgary, Alta.; Edmontan; Alta.; Estevan, Sask.; Lethbridge, Alta.;
North Battleford, Sask.; Regina, Sask.; Saskat Winni

International Harvester Company of Canada, Ltd

WESTERN BRANCH HOUSES

on, Sask.; peg, Man.; Yorkton, Sask.
These machines are built at Hamilton, Ont.
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many of my readers, I am sure, have
heard Pauline Johnson recite her own
poems and sketches, and very many are
familiar with her writing. She has pre-
served to Canadian history and litera-
ture very many of the legends of her
owfi people, as she loved to call the In-

- dians, for she was of Mohawk descent

on one side of her house. It seems one
of the mysteries of life that she, who
was 80 strong and vigorous that she
seemed the very personification of life,
should have been called upon to pass
out through such a terrible gate uf suff-
ering. The picture in my mind of her
will always be the one when I saw
her last ,in Mohawk costume, and her
full liquid voice reciting one of the most
beautiful of her own poems, “The Lost
Lagoon.” I think that every Western
child should be taught some, at least,
of Pauline Johnson’s poems; They are
perhaps not of the first order of poetry,
but nearly all of them possess a beau-
ty of rhythm, and her Nature Poems
particularly convey the added charm of
truthful description.

<

Thomas Atkins

By Lt.-Colonel Newnham-Dayvis

The great Duke of Wellington stood
on the path which runs round the ram-
parts of Walmer Castle and looked out
to sea. The day was one of splendid
sunshine—it was at the commencement
of the July of 1843—and the old soldier,
at home by the seaside, had put on
clothes, nankeen and duck, suitable to
the day. He stood, one foot on the
carriage of one of the little carronades,
leaning lightly on a Malacca cane, and
his eyes, looking over the the sea, seemed
to gaze beyond the horizon.

Near him, and a little behind him,
stood at attention a young staff officer
of the Adjutant-General’s Department, in
undress uniform. He had brought some
papers down for the signature of the
Commander-in-Chief—for. Hill was dead,
and the Duke had been reappointed for
life to the ommand—and before carry-
ing the documents back to London he
had asked a question, on a -small matter
of detail, which the War Office thought
should, as a compliment, be referred to
the commander of the forces. A name
typical of the British private soldier was
required to use on the model sheet of
the soldiers’ accounts to show where
the men should sign. ‘It seemed a
ridiculously unimportant matter to the
young staff officer, and he was surprised
when, instead of answering off-hand, the
Duke had thrust his cane into the path
of broken shells, and had then looked
steadily out to sea.

The great Duke stood without a move-
ment, and the young officer waited. Be-
fore those eyes, which looked over the
rim of the world, was unrolling a vast
panorama of all the gallant deeds he had
seen done in war. He was searching
in a memory stored with recollecti