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See special Cook Book offer on inside front cover of February Monthly

) - A1 A i i,
Six Cups for One Cent
Each pound of Blue Ribbon Tea will make about

250 cups of the richest, finest flavored tea you ever drank,
which is at the rate of six cups for a cent.

Not a very dear drink, is it? In fact, the most
Economical tea you could use is

JueRibbor

Tl\e Canadian Tea that won the Grand
Prize for Quality at Seattle Exposition.

Besides, no other tea has the fine, rich Flavor which

has made Blue Ribbon Tea so popular all over the West.

People using it for the first time should remember
that Blue Ribbon Tea is much Stronger and Richer than
other teas, and should put less in the pot.

40c. and 50c. a pound. Sold by grocers all over the West. Ask your own dealer for
Blue Ribbon Tea.
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TORONTO
'CONSERVATORY
OF MUSIC

EDWARD FISHBR, Mus. Doc.,
' Musical Director.

LOCAL CENTRE EXAMI ATIONS
in the WEST during June and early

part of July.
ENTRES will be formed when
NEa“, ce?tain number of candidates are
guaranteed.

Send for 160 Page Year Book.

Conservatory School of Expression
: F. H. Kirkpatrick, Ph.D., Principal.
Reading, Oratory, Physical and Vocal
g:miﬁe. lgmmtagtic Art and Literature,
Special Calendar

S —————
MUSIC
LESSONS FREE

IN YOUR OWN HOME

A wonderful offer to every lover of music
whether a beginner or an advanced play.r.

Ninety-six lessons (or a lecss number, if you
desire) for either Piano, Organ, Violin, Guitar,
Baujo, Cornet, Sight Singiag, Mandolin or Cello
will begiven free to make our home study courses
for these instruments known in your locality.
You will get one lesson weckly, and your only
expense during the time you take the lessous
will be the cost of postage and the music you
use, which is smali. Write at once. It will
mean much to you to get our free booklet. It
will place you under no obligation whatcver to
us if you never write again. You and your
friends should know of this work, IHundreds of
our pupils write : * Wish I had known of your
school before."” ‘‘Have learned more in one
term in my home with your weekly lessons than
in three terms with private teachers, and at a
great deal less expense.” ‘“Ilverything is so
thorough and complete.”” “‘The lessons are
marvels of simplicity, and my 11 year old boy
has not had the least trouble to learn."” One
minister writes: ‘s each succeeding lesson
comes I am more and more fully persuaded I
made no mistake in becoming.your pupil "

Established 18)8 — have thousands of pupils
from seven years of ‘age to seventy. .

Don't say you cannot learn music, but send
for our free book let and tuition offer, It will be
sent by return mail free. Address U.S. SCHOOL
OF MUSIC, Dox 63. 225 Fifth Ave.,New York City.
Instruments supplied when ueeded. Cash or Credit.

Music Lessons Fres

OUR HOME. Write today for our Booklet.
It tells how to learn to play any instrument
Piano, Organ. Violin, etc. Address American
8chool of Music, 1 Lakeside Bldg., Chi-
cago, Ill.

Learn Pitman’s Shorthand by correspon-
dence in your leisure.

PUBLIC STENOGRAPHERS CO.
Department B., Box 566, BRANDON, MAN.

Instruction conducted by expert reporter,
Write for Particulars

STUDY AT HOME

FARM
BOOKKEEPING

The cnly Strictly Farmers’ Course.
arm Business from Start to Finish
Address Corvespondence Dept.

The WHEAT GITY BUSINESS COLLEGE

o BRANDON, MANITOBA

- WFRRY ALLEN E. Ross, Princinals

7 WHY NOT BE AN ARTIST?

Our graduates are filling High Salaried
Positions. Good Artists

EARN $25 TO $100 PER WEEK

% 2nd upwards in easy, faseinating work. Our

courses of Personal Home Instruction by corre-
>, are complete, practical. Twelve years’ suc-
aching. Expert lnstructors Superior Equip-
sitions ready for competent workers.

tor valuable ; O?l:gwu ’Bul\-o“m

Free.
pplied Art
1899)

rt Bldg.
'EFK, MICH.
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THE SUBSCRIPTION PRICE of the Western Home Monthly is 75 cents per annum to an

address in Canada, or British

The subscription price to foreigu countries is $1.25 a year, and within the City of Winuipeg linuts aud in the United

REMITTANCES of small sums may be made with safety in ordinary letters. Sums of one dollar or more would be well to

send by registered letter or Mouey Oruer.
PUSTAGE STAMPS will be received the same as eash fo!

r the fractional parts or a dollar, and in any amount when it is

impossivle for patrons to procure Lills, We prefer thouse of the vne cent or two cent denomination
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A Chat with

our Readers.

Springtime will come to you first
between the covers of The Western
Home Monthly for April. When you
turn the pages, you will forget your
disappointment if the snow has remained
too long on the ground and the earliest
flowers are frost-bitten. The Easter
number of your favorite periodical will
bring you timely articles that transport
you to other lands and charming tales
that impress upon you the beautiful
significance of the annual awakening of
Mother Earth.

In accordance with the spirit of the
times, the Easter number will abound in
seasonable stories and articles and many
ideas given for making dainty little
Easter gifts. The April number will
also contain another list of hidden post-
offices in connection with our $1,000
competition. Judging from the many en-
quiries we are constantly receiving, the
oreatest interest is manifested in this
competition and readers from Cape Bre-
ton in the far east to Vancouver in the
far west are all doing their level best
to lift that substantial first prize.

Perhaps the most remarkable fact
about this competition is that there is
no entrance fee to be paid by competiti-
tors. Everything is free and we believe
that this is the first time any publica-
tion in Canada has offered prizes to its
readers without making certain stipula-
tions regarding the eligibility of com-
petitors. The regulations governing the
contest are very simple and we have
been very careful to explain everything
thoroughly. We have received a few
enquiries, however, and these we are

DAILY RULES THAT

By Arthur Bergh.

We must, I believe, hark back to an
old maxim to find a rule for success
which may be universal in its applica-
tion, and that is summed up in the
word “stick-to-it-iveness.”

Every individual, probably, has found
rules which seem to meet his individual
needs, but this one word applies to all.

In the strenuous struggle for recogni-

| tion to-day only merit of the highest

order will attain a lasting success, and
that can only be achieved through the
ability to travel along a straight line
of endeavor, unswervingly.

Given health (of paramount import-
ance) and a certain amount of talent
(not genius), the realization and applica-
tion of *stick-to-it-iveness” must inevit-
ably bring real success.

* * * * L

By David Bispham.

Success is not to be obtained without
very hard work—first, last, and in the
middle. , Work of brain and of body, of
mind and of muscle. Make what rules
yvou think fit your case. I will not give
vou any, for mine would be as different
from yours as I am from you, and my
first rule is to be original and copy no
one. The rule before that is, be sensible
as possible, even though you are an
artist, and the rule before that is—
induce your parents before you to be
sensible, too; for common sense is the
all in all, and so God bless your en-
deavors.

* * * * *

By Marcella Sembrich.

No daily habit has been of such service
to me in my career as the time spent
in the enjovment of music. 1 do rot
mean merely the three-quarters or the

answering here as it is quite possible.
that other competitors may be desiring
information on the same subjects:

Q. What will happen in the event of
several competitors winning the first
prize?

A. This would be decided by the man-
agement of The Western Home Monthly.

Q. Is it possible for there to be more
than one correct answer to any one
solution ?

A. Yes.

Q. When will the competition end?
A. This has not yet been determined,
but it will not last much longer.

Q. I live in Montreal and want to
know whether competitors living in
Western Canada stand a better ‘chance
than I do of winning a prize?

A. Certainly not. Every competitor
stands an equal chance, no matter where
he lives.

For the benefit of new subscribers we
are this month publishing all the coupons
which have appeared since the beginning
of the competition. This equips every
one of our readers with a possibility
of winning and, as a matter of fact,
anyone who intelligently thinks out
the problems may confidently hope to
get a prize: :

We want to know your opinion of
this competition. Would you like us
to start another one when this one fin-
ishes? We are anxious to do our best
to please everybody and we can only
accomplish this through the kind co-
operation of our readers, so don’t hesitate
to take us into your confidence.

MAKE FOR SUCCESS.

whole hour spent in practice of scales,
The minutes devoted daily to music have
been the course of most of my inspira-
tion and most of my power to accomplish
whatever I have in my carreer. I don’t
think there is ever a day that I am
not at the piano for an hour or two.
I may be playing Brahms or Beethoven,
or I may be running over some songs of
my repertoire, or it may be that I am
trying some of the many compositions
sent to me every day by persons of
whom I have never heard. Whatever the
character of the music may be I can
learn something from it. If it is banal,
I am astonished at the  ingeniousness
that makes such composers satisfied to
create what they do when the have
the great masterpieces of the lyric com-
posers before them. Whatever the nature
of the music may be I find something
of interest in it. If, on the other hand,
my music that day happens to be from
one of -the great composers, my hours
with them are certain to be inspiring.
It often happens that my husband and
[ sit at the piano together for a whole
evening, playing together Beethoven, the
Hungaridn dances of Bralms, or some
equally inspiring music. This has been
throughout my whole career the daily
habit that has done most to keep me
always true to the high ideals of my
calling. Next to this essential to the
continuance of my artistic development
stand the hours I spend with nature.
What music does for me during those
months in which I am at work, and nec-
essarily kept in the cities, my life in
the mountains accomplishes in the sum-
mer. The hours I spend in eclimbing,
in viewing the beauties of nature, and
in' surrendering myself completely to
its delights—those are to me what music
is at other times. Both whisper to me
of the Irnfinite. Tn that sound lies the

life of the artist’s soul.

Our Source of Supply

We control 9,699,482 acres of
the finest grazing land in the world
—9,261,400 in Australia and
438,082 in Argentina.

Our grazing areas are many
times larger than those of any
other firm in the beef industry.

BOVRIL LIMITED have the
farms and they have the goods.

The Beverage |
for all Weathers. |

COCOA

A delicious food
and drinK in one.

A Cup of “Fpps's" at breakfast
Warms and Sustains you for hours.
As a supper beverage it is perfect.

S Eopes® )

s * GRATEFUL |
Excellence. Cﬂmmﬂmﬁ

i

Benger's Food is

mixed with fresh
new milk when
used, is dainty
and delicious,
highly nutritive,
and most easily
digested. Infants
thrive on it, and
delicate 'or aged
| persons enjoy it.
Benger's Food is_sold in Tins,
and can be obtained throughmosé
leading Drug — 1

HALIFAX
FISH CAKE

(NOT A BONE IN IT)

Is the very highest grade of Atlantic

in its most economical form.
Prepared easily, enjoyed thoroughly,
digested readily. Your grocer sells
itinllb tons.
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ANTENIGOTINE 7

Without the Poison®
(TRADE MARK REG.)

40¢ 536"

Looks and colors like
meerschaum. Absorbs
§ thenicotine and keeps
on tasting sweet.
You never had such an en-
Joyable smoke. Sent prepaid

anywhere. M ek 8
mot satisfactory.
Ordor 3 or More Todey

H.MENGES, The Smokers’
410 il.i.c..ﬂ. lulﬁ




Makes Kitchen Work Easy

)

And Pays For Itself Too

Look at it in the Picture

Getting dinner—or any meal—takes
crly kalf as long when you have this
Calinctin your kitchen. Everything
is co hancy that cookery isa pleasure
instead of drudgery: There's far less

Posltlvely Guaranteed
- TO PERFECTLY SEPARATE

|LOATS FROM WHEAT

§§ This special Separator, Grinder and Fanning Mill (combined) is built par-
ticularly for the Canadian North-West. Try it on my binding Guarantee
that it will separate Oats from Wheat and Oats from Barley faster and

Saves Roomv and Tim§

Take and try it in your kitchen,—
see the work it does away with, the
time it saves, the bother it puts an
end to—see how sensibly plan;
how excellently built, how well worth
mess to clcan up afterward—it's sb its smg]l cost it actu_ally is_. Indeed,
easy to kcep the kitchen tidy—and  you will be well satisfied if you by
the cook saves so many steps. Com- a Chatham Kitchen Cabinet. It
pact, sensible, and work-saving. a most practical convenience,

A AV experience of over Saves iu:oot yearly.
forty years in build- ‘Made in two ,iz“’ fitted

ing speplal fanniogs with 25 in. and 33 in.
~ mills for every farming = | Screens

region on earth
makes it certain

that this Mill No.
2, built for your
‘particular use, will
_put an end to the
worst pest yon
Western farmers
endare---wild and

tame oats in wheat
and barley, This
isthe one machine

that will get those ;

oats out easily and

with positive cer-

Make Yourself a Present of One, Madaml |
Let Me Ship You One Right Away 1

The Chatham Kitchen Cabinet will pay for itself speedily by preventing

. waste of foodstuffs—to say nothing of the vast deal of work it saves. After

it has been a week in your kitchen you wili wonder how you ever got on
without it. ‘This CabiKet actually is, and I GUARANTEE it to be, tter,
more compact and more labor-saving in design than any other made. It
costs less. It is more complete, more convenient, built better—a great deal
better, The wood-work is the finest sclected Canadian chestnut, beautis
fully finished in rich, lustrous golden-brown. The bakeboards, dra
flour-bin, are snow-white bLasswood—the shelves, hard, clean maple~—=
kngbs, hancles, catches, heavy red copper—every part the best material
money can buy.

tainty, Just test a

CHATHAM

; It will not only take all the oats out

i - of your seed-wheat and the wheat you
anmng sell, but it will grade your wheat---

* separate the shrunken, immature and

undersized grains, which you can profitably feed your stock. It will
‘positively add ten cents a bushel to the value of your seed-wheat and
five cents a bushel to the price you get for what grain you market,

Works Easiest. Cleans Fastest.
Handles a Thousand Bushels a Day

.No machine for the purpose runsanywhere near as EASY
as the Chatham. None other will clean, grade and separ-
ate from 500 to 1,000 bushels of grain a day, doing the
work perfectly,—taking out weed seeds and all oats or

‘faulty grain. We absolutely guarantee this mill to do
all we claim it will do. Test it for yourself and you will
know it outclasses any Fanning Mill on the market,

You Can Get One
[ ]

Quick
Wecarryanamplestock
of these special oats-
from-wheat machines
(which are also fitted
with 17 riddles and
screens for cleaningand
grading ANY grain, big
or little) at all our ware-

houses. We can ship
yours on shortest no-

Makes Kitchen Work
Far Easier

The cdrop-leaves
(they’ll hold a
heavy man’s
weight) just
double the table
top’s area.
Nothing is in
the way,—noth-
ing opens on the
table’s level.
The whole top is
polishcd metal,
—sanitary,
clecan, water-
roof. All' the
ronts of
drawers, doors
and bins over-
lap,—that
makes them e v s,
dust-proof, fly- R
proof, CLEAN.

i The Chatham
Kitchen Cabinct

ed satin-smooth,
saves endless bother and clutter. |

Saves 500
Steps a
Day in any
Kitchea

—not a crevice
nor a scam to
harbor dirt or
insects.

The flour - bin
(that compart-

ment lowest 1 bottom,

. -bearings. :
er can stick. Every bin slides in and out
1s mouse-proof.

It’s Very Practical

It couldn’t be made more
complete. Large enclosed
closets for heavy utensils;
plenty of shelves; shelf rack;
two big drawers—1714 ins.
wide, 5 inches deep; three
small drawers; three cup-
boards; two big bins—self-
moving; the whole thing 6

MANSON CAMPBELL

says:
"I have been build-
ing fanning mills
since 1867, My
mills were in the

Fully Guaranteed

There are no out-cf-the-way
cubby-holes around a Chat-
ham Kitchen Cabinet; but
| there IS a handy, casy-to-
get-at place for everything
that is used in getting 8
meal ready,—ﬂoqr, sugar,
salt, coffee, tea, sr:cesi; p.ack’.-
i age food supplics, knive
fieoesb}"gh.t_ﬂnd mounted on srg)oons kettleip bread-pans,
e-acting rota » y B :
—easy to ?noveryacrz:)fxtr?cri% MANSON CAMPBELL :tg',:lzcihalgeitll!:;::&gm
Top is made of extra-heav ; President dest(:)ribes the Cabinet; of
polished zinc that wil wear for 'send me your order for it upom
t)’lelilf‘s"li:i?él beS'caS); to keep cleanall our special terms and with miﬁ
- while.  Six aluminized canjste .
supplied free with Cabinet. cnsters gersonal guRmmmles L e :
2

With This
CHATHAM
Grain Pickler

You get rid of wheat. | tice. Get our proposi- [ West before the

smut. Made wholly of

PR,
wood. Can't corrode, C.P.R. I am a

specialist in this
oats - from - wheat
proposition, and I
KNOW this Chat-
ham mill will do
what I say it will
in this advertise-
ment,"’

tion now and think it
over.. Write us to-day.

The Chatham Fanning Mill was
awarded First Prize by the
Chicago, Buffalo and St.
Louis World’s Fairs,

Send for valuable |
Free Book.

clog nor decay. Use
either bluestone or for-
malin solution. New
screw-feed easily pick-
les 60 bu. wheat, 80 bu,
oats, per hour. Can't
bruise the grain. Low-
priced: solidly built;
guaranteed. Credit, if
you wish., 5

Sow Clean Grain—Sell Clean Grain--Make War on Weeds

e wholly satisfied with it.

o We want dealers to handle our products wherever we ar 4 oam:
> € not clrcady represent 18 i ivi
NUTICE TO DEALERJ Paiga vad wil orders received by us direct re reierrod 0 tue deaier from wml:‘{'crnr?gr(;‘:;e;x:luswe ?"v'lege’ in eacn place. We are running o large advertising 0am
oim, 3 S

GRAY-CAMPBELL Lid. of Moosejaw . Tomeray oitcenr

| a : .t
Western Fal.iad.a Sales Agents for The Wm. Gray & Sons Co. Ltd. and The Magson? b400 Jessic Ave. w“g::tg:iﬁ
Distributing Warehouses at—WINNIPEG BRANDON MOOSEJAW SASKATOON amxé A.il(lm(;:; Ltd. :Afm (égatham.




- and fifty cents.
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Legaliizedl Piracy.—A Simple Story for the People.

A Simple Transaction.

There is a factory down in Eastern Canada where

they make boots. Things are so perfectly managed
that the exact cost of any pair of boots can be
ascertained in a few minutes. Now a' certain pair
cost for production one dollar and eighty-three cents.
Theése boots were sold to a wholesale dealer for
two dollars and seventy-eight cents, and sent by
that firm to their Winnipeg branch, the cost of
shipment being “eleven cents. The wholesale house
sold “to a' country merchant for three dollars and
twenty-nine cents and the cost of handling in this
casé was nine cents. The country merchant, after
paying all costs, marked the boots at four dollars
and fifty cents, as a special bargain. ;
- On_the same day a farmer came into the store
with thirty dozen eggs, which the merchant purchased
at fifteen cents a dozen, giving in exchange the pair
of boots.. These eggs he shipped to Winnipeg to
a wholesale provision house at eighteen cents, the
express being two cents a dozen. The wholesale
house disposed of them to a retail dealer at twenty-
four cents a dozen delivered, and in a few hours
the customers had  bought up the lot at thirty
cents.

Now apart from figures this is the picture of an
actual transaction. Nor are the figures so wide
of the mark. Let anyone who is curious*make
an iactual examination and discover the facts for
himself.

Who Makes on the Boots ?

Now the manufacturer of boots swears by all
that is right and fair, that if he adcepted less than
the two d.llars and seventy-eight cents he would
have to close his shop. He uses certain expressions
regarding cost of raw materials and unreasonable-
ness of unions, but these do not concern us just

now. The main point is his emphatic assertion that

the boots cannot be sold for less thaa the price
named. Similarly the railway company protests that
it makes nothing on hauling freight from the East
to Winnipeg. In fact this is a “losing proposition.”
In line with this are the statements of certain
American roads leading into Chicago who have given
testimony that they lose on the freight business,
the passenger traffic, on special excursions, and on
everything. Yet they pay a good dividend on
watered stock. It is strange how these things happen.
Next, the wholesale firm in Winnipeg protests that
it barely manages to live by selling thz boots at
three dollars and twenty-nine cents. The proof of
it is the manager’s little hovel in the fashionable
district. The wholesale merchants of Winnipeg are
roverbially poor. Nor can the country merchant
ive unless he marks the boots at four dollars
On nearly every line of goods
he must sell below cost because of the great
competition, and he is making on the boots just
sufficient margin to pay for cost of handling.

’If anvone doubts the facts as above stated, let
im institute inquiries and he will find everything
ust as given.

Who Makes on the Eggs ?

When we investigate the transaction in eggs we
are informed by the farmer that there is positively
10 mouey in hens. They eat off their own heads;
and the business is on so small a scale that if
1t were not because every farmer must have a
few eges for his own family use he would not
bother with hens at all. Similarly, the merchant
assures us that there is nothing in handling eggs,
but he must oblige his farm customers by acting
as salesman. Everybody knows that the express
company never makes anything on the handling of
goods of any kind. Certainly they make nothing
on perishable goods like eggs. So it remains for
the wholesale merchant and the retail merchant to
explain that it is necessary in the case of eggs
and dairy products to charge a little above cost
because of the great risk they take in handling
such goods at all.- .

This is all so reasonable and so perfectly plain
that it is surely not worth one’s while to examine
into the facts.” They must be in line with the
test';nmny given.

Who Pays too Much ?

. Yet notwithstanding all that has been asserted,
1t does seem strange that a farmer should have
to pay four dollars and fifty cents for boots that
were made for one dollar and eighty-three cents,
and it is more strange still that the sick wife of

THE WESTERN HoME MONTHLY.
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a poor.c&;y laborer in Winnipeg should have to
pay thirty-cents for eﬁgs that the farmer was
willing to dispose of at fifteen cents a dozen. And
because of these strange facts there arises the
question in economics that is now being propounded
far a_nd near, and compared with whieh all other
questions are but trifling. Why does it cost so much
in these days to live? It is the question of the

consumer, and perhaps it is well that he is about
to have a hearing.

A Ray of Hope.

Some months ago, when the struggle between the
producers and the shippers was at its worst, we
predicted that, before long the consumers would
begin to assert their claims. We did not think
then that in four short months the question would
be agitated in Canada, in Great Britain and in the
United States. Yet to-day that is the leading
question in these three countries. It has been
discovered that in Canadian cities the ordinary

&
Az

{ “It is probable that if every great fortune
in the United States could be traced to its
source, we would find its orgin in some
form of favoritsm by  the Government.
The lumber kings, the railroad millionaires,
the sugar
enriched

service corporations, all these and the long
list of those who have been enriched by a

monopolists, those who have

themselves by operating public

wicked, vicious, deceitful taniff system, have
to thank a kind government for the means
by which they have piled up wealth at
the expense of the farmer, the workingman,
the professional man, and the ordinary busi-
nessman. The alliance between big business
and politics has been profitable to the big

business man and the politicians.”

From Hampton's Magazine.

workman cannot afford to marry, because he cannot
purchase food and clothing for a family; it is found
that in the United States thousands of families
have to live on half-fare, because the earning
capacity of the parents is not great enough to
purchase the necessities of life} and in Great Britain
legislation has been promised which will relieve the
situation in which the poorer classes find themselves
when it comes to the grave problem of barely
maintaining an existence.

Known by their Fruits.

In the examination which will be made regarding
existing conditions, the various commissions that are
appointed ” will find it necessary to doubt every
man’s word just a little—but more especially the
word of the man who is doing well financially.
There is no man who can make‘such a strong plea
for poverty as the man who is living handsomely
on the fruits of the labors of others. When
a manufacturer says he is making nothing it is
well to examine his coach-house and to study the
dimensions of his private .yacht. When railway
owners say that rates are reasonable it is well to
remember right at once that the reference is mnot
to conditions in our own country, where the people
have paid for the roads and bonused them, and
then are accorded the privilege of paying to private
parties an exhorbitant fee for using what should
really belong to themselves. And as for wholesale

that in pro

- the whole farce ended?

JR—
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they must be judged
On the whole, we venture to say
portion to his output in labor, anxiety
and faithfulness of effort, there is nobody to-day
in a worse position than the day-worker, who fas
no landed property and no business which is growing
with the years. For it must be remembered that
even the farmer is growing in wealth as he sleeps
but the wage-earner is completely at the merey
of Providence—and his employer, » = &,

* The Robber of the Combines, - :

The commissioners, in making their. investi tions,

must also inquire as to whethér the mi.nu'?:cm

dealers and retail merchants,
by results.

. has combined with others of his ilk to charge the

wholesale dealers’ more than they should for the
boots, and whether the transportation companies

have not, in spite of railway ece ssions, combined
to charge twice the rate that is mecessary, an
whether the express.company, as an annex
railway, does pot use its power as a monopoly
force the shippers to pay exhorbitant rates.

not forestalling the report .of any honest commis
sion that may be appointéd, to say that one of
the first things that will be discovered is a whole
series of combines organized to raise the selling
price of manufactured products and to lower the
price of raw materials.

it claims are verified tables to show that where

the farmer loses about $1.25 on every cow that he
prepares for the market, the abattoir owner mal

$15.40 and the butcher $15.80.. And this beuuu?\im
is a combination among the dealers in meat.
combinations among producers : and
found all around us.
consumer comes in?

The Policy that Renders Combines Possible.

A third thing the commissioners must’ éxamine
into is the fact that though the manufacturers
charge prices beyond what is right .and_n,aqmv
they are free from competition of manufacturers
outside of our own country. And this because they
are protected by that system so unfair in every
way to the consumers. If this protection policy were
not in force every last man of us could have foods
of certain kinds, clothing of almost,every kind, and
shelter in all its forms, together with the imlgleg,'ﬂltl
and supplies necessary to life at such a low e
that we might indulge in one or two little luxuries
during the course of the year. If there is anythin
absurdly ridiculous it is for the consumer to supp:
the doctrine of protection. The selfish manufacturer.
wishes this policy in force, but why should the
farmer, who has no protection for his wares, favor
a system which taxes him from 20 to 30 per eent.
on all that he purchases. If a farm. implement
can be bought in the United States for $100, an
the duty is 25 per cent., is it not always true
that the Canadian-made implement sells for $125°%
Yet it would yield a good profit to the ufacturers
to-day if sold at $100. We all know the ory of
these people, “You must give us encoun ient
to begin!” How long does it take to begin? m
by the bequests of some Canadian

shippers are
Can anyone tell us where the

early years of their exilerience. Is it not time

f we have to pay taxes to
support our national necessities we shazledpny them
like men; but we object to this legali robbery,

which protection makes possible.

The Reason Why Protection Is to be Rated.

But the farce will not end for a little while
yet, because most men would rather suffer anything
than offend the political parties to which they
belong, and as yet we have not parties who ecan
afford to do without the aid of the manufacturers
—who, along with the railway-magnates, have been
from the verybeginning. “a very present help in time
of trouble.”

~

The Dawning of a New Day.

But the clouds are lifting. Next year we may
hope to eat a little more beef, if the farmers do
not quit raising it. We may be able to buy boots
instead of mocassins, we may be able to buy
implements to work the farm; but for the present
we must be contented to know that if our daily
wages will not feed and clothe our little ones, the
children of the favored few are happy, and we
have ministered to their happiness. :

For example, a recent
- article in a western newspaper has published what

Sindler .

implement
manufacturers, they have done pretty well in the

»
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~ MOVING PIGTURES

OF THE WONDERFUL

DRAN PATGH 1:55

i MAILED YOU ABSOLUTELY FREE AND WITH ALL POSTAGE PAID

IT COST $2700.00 TO HAVE IT TAKEN AND REPRODUGED.

THIS IS THE LATEST HORSE SENSATION AND GREATEST TRIUMPH
IN THE MARVELOUS AND REALISTIC MOVING PICTURE ART.

It is a new invention that you can carry in
your pocket and show your friends instantly
day or night, either once or a hundred times
and without a machine, curtain or light. Itis

the most attractive novelty and most valuable -

Dan Patch Souvenir ever invented and shows
every motion of Dan Patch 1:55 in pacing one

of his world record miles and absolutely true-

to life.

I want to assure you that it is the most suc-
cessful moving picture of ever taken of a world
champion horse in his wonderful burst of speed.
If you love a great horse and want to be able
to see him in thrilling motion pictures at any
time as long as you live be sure and accept my
remarkable offer before they are gone. 1
reserve the right to stop sending these moving
pictures when 2,500,000 have been mailed.

The original photographic film contains

2400 MOVING RACE PICTURES OF DAN PATCH 1:55

- and every one of these pictures showsthe King

of all Horse Creation as plainly as if you stood
on the track and actually saw the mighty Dan

§ Patch 1:55 in one of his thrilling speed exhibi-

tions for a full mile. Just think of it! 2400
moving pictures taken of Dan in one minute
and fifty-five seconds means 21 pictures taken
for every second all cf the way around the en-
tire mile track from the back seat of a high
power automobile.

You can see Dan shake his head to let his
driver know that he is ready and then you can
watch every motion of his legs as he flies
through the air wich his tremendous stride of
29 feet. Asa study of horse motion alone this
is better than if you saw the actual speed mile
because you can see Dan Patch right before
you forevery foot of the entire mile and not a
single motion of his legs, body or head can es-
cape you. )You can sce his thrilling finish as

, he strainsevery nerve and muscle to reach the

wire in record breaking time, you can see his
driver dismount and lock at his watch while
thousands of people crowd around, you can
see his caretaker force his way through the
crowds, uncheck Dan and then thro% a beau-

tiful woolen blanket over him to prevent catch-
ing cold and then you can see him walk up the
track before the madly cheering multitude.
Wherever this wonderful moving picture,
of the fastest harness horse in the world, is
shown, people involuntarily call out “Come on
Dan”—"Come on Dan.” This marvelous mov-
ing picture of Dan Patch pacing a great mile
is the most realistic and thrilling picture you
ever saw. Wehave taken a part of these 2400
wonderful and sensational picturcs and made
them into a newly invented pocket moving pic-
ture that you can easily carry with you in your
pocket and show to your friends at any time,
day or night. It does not need a machine, it
does not need a curtain and it does not need a
light. Itisail ready to show instantly, either

once or a hundred times and creates a -

sensation wherever shown. If you admire
a world champion who has gone more
extremely fast miles than all of the
pacers and trott~~s combined that have ever
lived then I am sure you will write me to-
day for one of my wonderful moving

picturés of the King of all Horse Creation,
Dan Patch 1:55.

THIS MOVING PICTURE WILL BE MAILED TO YOU ABSOLUTELY FREE, WITH POSTAGE
PREPAID, IF YCU ARE A FARMER, STOCKMAN OR POULTRY RAISER AND IF YOU COR-
RECST.LY ANSWER THE THREE QUESTIONS. YOU MUST ANSWER QUESTIONS.

Ist, In what paper did you see my Moving Picture Offer ? 2nd. How many head Each of Horses, Cattle Sheep, Ho
Poultry do you own ? 3rd. How many acres of land do you own or how many acres of land do you rent ? ’ P 6% nd
I w'll not mail this wonderful moving picture of Dan Patch 1:55 free unless you are a Farmer, Stockowner or Poultry Raiser and

unless you correctly answer these three questions.

If You are Not a Stockowner and wan: the Moving Pictures send me 25 Cents

In silver or stamps tn pay pnstage, etc.,on Moving Pictures,

will be sure to secure one before my supply is exhausted.

I will mail this wonderful Moving Picture of Dan Pat :55, th
est harness horse the world has ever seen,—to you if you send me Twenty-five Cents in silver o o it e

stock or land.- It costs about $2700,00 Cash to have one of the original pictures taken and reproduced, =~

rstamps even if you do not own any

didress Write me to-day so that you

INTERNATIONAL STOCK FOCZ CO., TORONTO, CAN.

E. B. SAVAGE, Proprieior

“",

nternational Louse Killer
{ nternational | ouse Paint
‘ Internat onal Gall Heal
f Silver Pine Healing Oil
b international Heave Remedy

} itations. H gh class dealers sell m  prenar itions
£ Guara..tee to refund your moncy If they ever f i1,

International Stock Food Factory
LARGEST IN THE WORLD

- Covers over a Cit+ Block and Conta'n : Over 18 Acres ~ Floor Space
CASH CAPITAL PAID IN $2,000,000.00
~Ask Your Dealer foxj My Preparations

] nternati S_lockrFood Dan Patch Stable Disirfectant are to be n-t only the user but also the sole judue «

| n;emaqona‘ Poultry Food Dan Pn.lCh White Liniment will leave the entive matter for you to decice ar

| Dternaty Pﬁmpoamli Absorbent }nlernalgonnl Worm Powder own statement. The United States Government bu
| D_l:SO- ([;{m 4 lnlcrnfmonallgltoof%l_ tment that International Stock Food ” is_strictly a medi
{F ' 4 Fls emper Remedy nternational Sheep Lip blood purifier, etc. During the Spanish-Americin &
| nternational Foot F emedy International Catile Dip States officials made a special exumination and dedic
j nternational Colic Remedy {nternational Hog Dip ternational Stock Food was s'rictly Medical and 1

}

(nternational Harness Soap
International Gopher Poison
International Worm Ren edy
International Healing Powder

} A kvourdeal rfo-any of my preparations an” insist - n having what
i you a k for B.ware f many cheap andinferi rs bst utes nad m-

«n my Spot Cash

R T e A Bl S U N T S S TR S S

I OWN THE 5§ FASTES'Y
WORLD CHAMPION
STALLIONS EVER
OWNED IN ONE
FARM IN THE HISTORY
OF THE WORLD.

On my “International Stock Food Farm” of 700 acres I own
Dan Paich 1:. 5, Minor Heir 1:5%, Directum 2:05%, Arion 2:073,
Roy Wilkes 2:163, and also about 200 head of Young Stallions,
Biood Mares and Colts and they eat * International Stock Food'
every day. I will be pleased to have you visit my furm ut any
time and see my horses and their spl:ndid condition, I feei sure
that you never saw thdir equals at any Fair or Horse Shew.
ACTUAL TEST 1S WHAT PROVES EVERYTHING IN THIS WORLD. 1f
“International Stock Food" gives paying results for the highest
priced horses in the world on my faim it certainly will p:
to use it for all of your stocks Remember that if it ¢ver
give your Horseg, Cattle, Sheep or Hogs, betteras<simil
digestion, purer\blood and peifect health with quick g
fattening that. it will not cost you a cent no matter wrot you
have used one hundred pounds or five hundred pouads and you

resuits.

patent medicine war tax. Cun any honorable n
evidence? " International Stock Food” and labc!
gistered in Medicinal Department as a Trade !
giving it commercial standing and rights as a
‘““ TRADE NAME ”” FOR A MEDICINAL PREPAR.

The United States Governm: nt issues me a iz &

on the world famous lines, 8 Feeds For Ou: (or:

No.

6 e

it —as b
Signed, E. & S:vans

showing how cheaply International Stock Food can be mixed
Wi hthe regular grain feed—My label shows a Iist of the, medi-
cinal ingredients vsed and 230,000 druggists have sold " Inters
sitional Sto k Food” for over 20 years as a medical preparation.

DO YOU EVER EXPECT TO SEE
THESE WONDERFUL DAN PATCH 1:55
RECORDS EQUALLED ?

DAN PATCH 1:55

HAS PACED
I MILE IN - = T 1
1 MILE IN = . - = I1:55}

2 MILES IN = - = 1:56

14 MILES AVERAGING - 1:56%
30 MILES AVERAGING - 1:57%
45 MILES AVERAGING = 1:58

73 MILES AVERAGING - 1:59}

Dan Patch 1:55 has gone more extremely fast miles than tha

u_‘.xnim-:d miles of all the trotters and pacers that have ever lived.
B¢ ~ure and remember these facts when you think of some horso.
equailing Dan’s marvellous porformances.

For seven years Dan Patch has eaten “ International Stock
vodevery day mixed in his regular grain feed. 1t has given
P2 er Blood. More Strength, More Endurance, More Spee
ect Health., It is constantly used and strongly endorsed
wo Million Farmers and Stock Breeders, as the greatest
‘onic, and has been for 20 years.” No other preparation
i strong Unircd States Government and practical stock
‘s endorsement.

¥
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*‘Yes—F. D. Brewster,” she said,
1

HEN Street entered
the office, laid down
his card and asked
for the president he
he had the appear-
ance of a man who
is ready to fight and
is going to be dis-
appointed if he does
not get the chance. : )

He stalked to the inner- room with
his jaw squared and an ominous twinkle
in his eye—then stopped in a heap, for
it was a woman who stood at the desk
to receive him with his card in her
hand, a woman whom he had once
known better than any other.

He saw at once that she had grown
stouter: the five years had left their
mark; yet how completely it was she.

“Why, Fanny!” he stammered. “Of
course, you are F. D. Brewster. I thought
it must be some relative, but I never
thought of you.” In his confusion he
forgot to shake hands.

The president laughed very pleasantly
over his embarrassment. Certainly her
eyes and lips were just the same—quite
sweet and frank. “Yes—F. D. Brewster,”
she said.

He had prepared to meet a man and
demand immediate and unconditional
surrender. As it was he slid into a
chair and Dbegan "in a troubled, apolo-
getical way: ’

“Well, you see, you’re bringing out
this Lazarus mine, offering the stock for
public subscription. I just happened to
run across one of the prospectuses.” He
got the document from his pocket. “It
contains, here, a statement by me, under
my name, about the condition and pros-
Evcts of the property. Now—I don’t
<now  whether you’re acquainted with
the facts in the case.”

“I know Fred bought it of you,” she
replied.

He rubbed his brow. “Hardly bought
it” He pulled himself together. *You
see, it was just like this: The Lazarus
mine was my first venture down there
at Joplin. I suppose I was a good deal
of a greenhorn. The engineer’s report
sounded all right, though, and the mine
opened up all right, so I intended to
ask some of my friends to go in and
take some stock, and I prepared this
Btatement, just as you have it here.

ut before I got any further the thing
began to go bad. We ran into quick-
sand and what not. It looked as though
1t was going to play out. In short, it
didn’t seem worth while to go on work-
Ing the mine any longer, so I did nothing
more with it. Now, your husband, you
know—why, Fred and I were both doing
Something in the mining business and we
used to have deals with each other now
and then, a good deal the way boys
trade jack-knives, ‘unsight-unseen,’” each
trying to stick the other in a perfectly
friendly sort of way. Well, I traded
Lazarus to Fred that way, and after-
Wards T came across this statement that
I hiad prepared and sent it to him—just
to complete the joke, as you might say.

hat statement ‘was made half a dozen
Years ago. I'm very sure that he never
od it to represent my ideas of
perty at the time I traded with
d it doesn’t at all represent my

of the property now.”
could not tell her 'quite all the
i~ namely, that though he and
rewster had kept up a show of good
fellov-hip, it had never been just the

®he Western Home Monthiy

A Plague of Women.

By WILL PAYNE.

same after she had preferred the more
dashing man; that when he traded jack-
knives with Brewster there may ‘have
been a bad little flavor of revenge in
his amusement over getting the best of
the deal.

“I knew something about it,” she said
with perfect frankness. *“But Fred went
all over it a short time before he died.
You know he was unfortunate, his affairs
got tangled up so he had to look around
for whatever might promise to - yield
something. He looked over the Lazarus
and concluded that you’d given it up
too easily.” He felt sure it would pay
out if it was worked again. So he
concluded to bring it out—form a com-
pany, you know, turning in the mine for
$25,000 and selling enough stock besides
to work it. He prepared this prospectus
and all the plans before he was taken
sick. When he died I found affairs
involved and not much that was avail-
able in sight. I had to see what I
could do for myself and the children—
a boy and a girl, you know—and I
thought the best thing would be

“So it’s just as likely that you were
right then as that you're right now,
isn’t it? If your judgment of the mine
wasn’t right then it may not be right
now.”

“But that’s hardly the point, is it?” he
pleaded. “The point is putting out  to-
day a statement which to-day I don’t
believe. Of course, I'm perfectly selfish
about it!” He seemed to be on quite
sure ground at last and brightened up
in consequence. “I'm doing something
now and then in the zinc-mine line my-
celf, and if anybody got into this on
the strength of my statement and was.
disappointed it would react on me. As
a selfish business man I can’t afford to
recommend goods that I'm not sure of.”

“Oh, certainly not!” she assented
cheerfully; “and I wouldn’t expect you
to do it. You needn’t recommend any-
thing. If anyone inquires of you you
will have to tell them that you've
changed your mind.”

“But the trouble is they’ll just accept
the statement; they won’t  ask me
whether I've changed by mind.”

““It's just what we were speaking of 7' Mrs. Street exclaimed,

-~

to go on with the Lazarus just as he
had intended, in fact”—she smiled a lit-
tle—“there wasn’t anything ese. And he
had this all ready, so it wouldn’t be
like the responsibility of taking up some-
thing new.”

Street stared at her, then at the
carpet. He could not tell her what he
knew to be true, that her husband had
deteriorated under the touch of misfor-
tune, had plunged recklessly and,’ fin-
ally, got himself mixed up in two or
three things that were mnot spoken of
with respect. It was clear enough to
him., The desperate man had at last
come down to the mere goldbrick game
of unloading the Lazarus. Perhaps there
was a touch of malice—on account of
those old jack-knife trades—in putting
his statement into the prospectus.

“He may have been right,” Street
stumbled -unhappily; “but—why, in fact,
I'anny, I don’t believe he was right
thout the Lazarus. Of course, I haven’t
Ihoked at it for some time, but I should
be surprised if it turned out as well
as he expected. So the way it stands
the stock is being offered on the strength
of a statement by me that I couldn’t
say I believe to be true at the present
time. There’s no date to the statement,
you see. I might have made it yester-
day.”

She laughed with perfect good-humor,
as_witnessing a masculine eccentricity.
“Well, you believed the statement when
you made it.”
© “Oh, certainly—then!”

{

»8windle!”

“Well, then, there's no responsibility
on you, is there?” she said, smiling.

He thought, “Ah there’s the Brewster
touch!”

She put her fingers to her cheek in
a way he remembered her using when
she was thoughtful.

“You see, Fred got up the prospectus
and I'm using it just as he left it,”
she said gravely, but with a perfectly
sweet temper. “He counted on it to
put us in a better position. I feel that
1t’s what he left for the children and
I ought not to do anything that would
interfere with its chances. I know I'm
not much of a business woman. I
wouldn’t trust myself to get up a new
prospectus.”

He clutched at a straw. “Suppose we
fix it this way, then: Tl get up a new
prospectus for you, but leaving my name
out ?”

She laughed a little at this further
masculine eccentricity; then regarded
him with her frank gravity. “If you
don’t believe in the mine you could hard-
ly put it convincingly, could you? This
prospectus seems to attract attention.
Could you get one up that would ans-
wer as well?””

“Why—TI'd get it up, you know, act-
ing as your clerk, taking your point
of view. T believe it would answer just
as well. It’s quite embarrassing to me,
just now ,to have my name used in
that way.” He wished to add, “Give this
thing up! Don’t bring it out! It’s a
But how could he do that?

2

I told Aunt Trotman she'd prohtﬁly lost
. all her money,

He saw she was a bit hurt, and that
made him miserable. She thought a
moment, her hand at her cheek; then
replied gently:  “Well, Frank, if you
wish it—and the new one will answer ag
well ; :

“Oh, I think so. We’ll make it so it
will!”  To get out of the serape on
any terms was good enough. “PIl :
right to work at it—have it to '.fl:
printer this afternoon and send ‘em
over to you in the morning.”

When he left the office he was think-
ing that at any riate he would accom-
plish the chief point of getting his name
off the thing, He was entitled to that
surely! Yet he felt. some way as though
e _had been detected embezzling the
widow’s mite.

I

Coming home to dinner the next night
Street climbed heavily up the ste
applied his latch-key “and stepped ?:;
hardly knowing where he was.

But he was instantly made aware, A
voice called, and his wife came gliding
down the hall to him, cool and dainty
in her light gown, smiling, her chin up
lifted, her eyes shining. He put his
arm over her shoulders and was loth
to let her go. At the moment sha
seemed his only refuge in a welter o
trouble.

“Tired?” she asked.

He frowned unconsciously, still hold-
ing her. “Nell, I've had the two rotten-
est days if the world,” he confessed. He
hardly ever talked shop to her. He
wished to drop all that when he got
home,

“Business?” She smiled and with her
thumb ironed the wrinkle out of his
brow,

“Well—not so much business
women; a regular.plague of women.”

They went into the living-room. He
stretched himself in the Morris chair;
she sat beside him and took his hand.

“What women, dear?” she asked.

“All kinds,” he replied without mirth.

He had made up Lis mind to tell her
as he was coming home. But after the
first moment of her greeting, as they
went into the room and sat down to-
gether, as he looked at her now, bending
a little toward him, solicitous and fon]
and generous, it came over him that
telling her was not so easy. Looking
at her loving blue eyes and tender lips
it came to him that she was altogether
a woman and that the affair was alto-
his ~ disingenous, .masculine way, hs
gether that of another woman. 8o, in
dodged.

“There’s the new stenographer, for ono
thing. She let Aunt Trotman in on ma
Yesterday when I was awfully busy get-
ting up a new deal, and Aunt Trotma-
talked for an hour and a quarter without
taking breath. I 'don’t objeet to her
talking but to the way she rambles. The
upshot was that she’d decided to ba
reckless and invest $1000 in a mine if
I'd guarantee her against loss and pay
Tom’s expenses for a week to go down
to Joplin and look over the property.”

“But she’s very kind-hearted, dear,”
said Mrs. Street sympathetically.

“Well, thats’ something,” he replied.
“I suppose I was rather short with Mi-s
Prothroe for letting Aunt Trotman i
on me, and I told her if anybody elsa
came I was out. As it happencd, Wil-
lits came. I was depending on him t-
find the money for the deal. She told
him I was in but was too busy t»
see him, and the o'd man went off
piping mad. He sent me a note to say
so. I just asked Miss Prothroe what her




Pen

are now. wearing.

- Hosliery.

: ,how vauch more comfortable
> ~Angle Hosiery must be than
;’hhg{:tnq with the horrid seams you

to enjoy the plcasure of wearing hosicry
without a single seam to irritate your
feet or rip apart. ~
scriously enough about comfort you will -
buy no hosiery but Pen-Angle Seamless ’

Think what it means

Really, if you think

2 Pairs Free for any pair that fails

‘We guarantee the following lines of Pen

-Angle Hosiery to fit you

perfectly, not to shrink or stretch and the dyes to be absolutely fast.

‘We guarantee them to wear longer than an

Yy other cashmere or cotton

hosicry soli at the same prices. If, after wearing Pen-Angle Guaranteed
Hosiery any length of time, you should” ever find a pair that fails to

_ fulfill this guarantee in any particular, return the same to u
will replace them witi TWO new pairs free of ¢harge,

Read that guarantee over again
carefully, for we want to impress
it indelibly upon your mind, be-
cause it is the most liberal—the
fairest and squarest — hosiery
guarantee given anywhere.

It proves our unlimited confi-
dence in Pen-Angle Hosiery.
‘We must be sure of their quality
to back them up so strongly.

Exclusive Process

The reason for Pen-Angle su-
periority is due to the excep-
tional quality of the cashmere
and cotton yarns we use. And
because we knit them on Pen-
mans’ exclusive machines.  We
have the sole rights to use these
machines in.Canada.

They form-knit the hosiery to
fit the form of the leg, ankle and
foot perfectly without a single
8eam anywhere.

Reinforced PeetA

They reinforce the feet, heels
and toes—the places that get the
hardest usage—without you ever
being aware of any extra thick-
ness.

You see, these wonderful ma-
chines increase the wear-resist-
- ance, and at the same time make
Pen-Angle Hosiery more com-
fortable—your ideal hosiery. So
be sure and get Pen-Angle Seam-
less Hosiery—the hosiery with
the DOUBLE guarantee.

For Ladies

No. 1760.—‘Lady Fair” Black
Cashmere hose. Medium weight.
Made of fine, soft cashmere yarns.
2-ply leg, b6-plv foot, heel, toe and
high splice, giving them strength
where strength is needed. Box
of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 17”1.—Same aquality as 1760,

bnt bheavier weight. Black only,
Box of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 1187.—<ery fine Cashmere
hose. Medium weight. 2-ply leg.

s and we
4-Dly..foof, . likel and toe, . ':Bla;:k.
lght an . tan, leathér, cham-
l?emmjer peal;l gra;;, gxbl‘ood.
L g A 0X O ]
$1.50; irs, §3:00 s gL

No, 1720.—Fine quality Cotton
hose.  Made of 2-ply yEg'yptlan
yarn, with - 3sply ‘heels  and toes.
lgg.gk. light .At n dark1 tan, cham-’
= Imyrtie;: -pear ay, O0X-
blood, dello, sky, pink, blsque: Box
of 4 pairs, $1.00; 6 pairs; $1.50 _ -
No. 1175.—Méréérized. Same col-
ors as:-1720. Box of 3 pairs, $1.00; 6
pairs, $2.00, . R

For Men

No, 2404.—Medium welght Cash-
mere half-hose, | Made of 2-ply Bot-
any ‘yarn with our special “Ever-
last” heels and toes, which add to
its wearing .qualities, while the
hosiery ‘still remains soft and com-
fortable. Black, light and dark
tan, leather, champagne, navy,
myrtle, pearl gray, slate; oxblood,
helio, cadet blue and bisque. Box
of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 800.—“Black Knight.” Win-
ter weight black Cashmere half-

. hose. b5-ply body, spun from puro
Australian wool. 9-ply silk splic-
ing in heels and toes.” Soft, com-
fortable, and a wonder to resist
wear. Box of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6
pairs, $3.00.

No. 1090.—Cashmere half-hose,
Same quality as 500, but lighter
weight. Black only, Box of 3 pairs,
$1.00; 6 pairs, $2.00.

No. 83). — “Everlast” Cotton
Socks. Medium weight. Made
from four-ply long staple combed
Egyptian cotton yarn, with six-ply
heels and toes. Soft in finish and
very comfortable to the feet. A
winner. Black, light and dark tan,
Put up in boxes. Box of 3 pairs,
$1.00; 6 pairs, $2.00.

Instructions

If your dealer cannot supply you,
state number, size and color of
hosiery desired, and enclose price,
and we will fill your order post-
paid. If not sure of size of hosiery,
send size of shoe worn. Remember,
we will fill no order for less than
one box and only one size in a box.

Catalog Free

If you want something different
than the styles and shades listed
send for handsome free catalog
which shows an extensive line in
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idea was in telling him I was in when
I’d' told her to say I was out. She said,
‘Sir, I will not tell lies’ That was
enough to make a man blue.”

“But is it really necessary, Frank—
to tell fibs?” .

“It would have saved a lot of trouble
in this case.” He felt that he was
bungling his affair and making it. more
difficult.

“What else?” she asked.

“Well, for one thing, shrewd "Aunt
Trotman took the memoranda of the
new deal that I had given her and sent
it down to Dickson at Joplin to ask
him whether he thought it was a good
thing. Naturally, Dickson felt so sure
of it that he jumped right in and bought
up the claims under our noses and
knocked our deal into a cocked hat. That
happened to-day.”

He paused and rubbed his brow. I
tell you all this, Nell, so you can under-
stand that I was irritated and all out
of temper this afternoon. I don’t know
whether you ever knew Fred Brewster?”

“I think not.”-

“Well, his wife—his widow—is bring-
ing out the Lazarus mine, offering the
stock for public subscription and using
an old statement of mine in the pros-
pectus.” .

He told her hurriedly of his talk with
Mrs. Brewster.

‘She was Fanny Putnam, wasn’t she?”
Mrs. Street asked coolly. Her grasp of
his' hand had relaxed.

“Yes. Did you know her—I’d for-
gotten.” ‘ _

“I knew her slightly, I think.” She
was looking at the wall, her head high.
“l came across some letters from you
to her a little while ago, when I was
going through that old secretary. You
seemed to have got them back.”

“Yes, I got them back: Well, I went
over- to the 'officé and set to work on
the prospectus,” he kept on rapidly. “It
wasn’t easy, but I got something
up and had it printed and sent it over.
Then this afternoon, when Aunt Trot-
man came in again, I found that she’d
spoiled my deal and put her thousand
dollars into the Lazarus because it looked
'so ‘much more promising and I recom-
mended it. She had a prospectus with
her that she’d got that day. They were
using the old one with my statement;
not the new one. I told Aunt Trotman
she’d probably lost her money, and she
went out accusing me and dabbing her
eyes with the corner of her handkerchief.
I felt pretty savage, and I called up
Mrs. Brewster. I didn’t speak roughly
to her, but I said I saw she was using
the old prospectus. She said they were,
because she had looked over the new
one and consulted a friend and decided
it wasn’t so atractive as the old. I
just said that I’d have to file a bill
for an injunction to prevent her using
my name, and that would get into the
newspapers and stop the sale of stock.
Then I hung up.”

“Have you filed the bill?” she asked

calmly.
“No! And I can’t. That’s just the
trouble. I can’t attack her. I can’t

file a bill to tell her and her children
that her husband was a rascal. This
mine is all she’s got. I traded it to
Brewster. Of course, it was just dog-
eat-dog between us and there wasn’t
any deceit on either side. It was like
two horse-sharks swapping horses to see
which can beat the other. 1 don’t sup-
pose she could understand it that way,
and even if she did there she is with the
mine and my statement about it and
what her husband told her about its
value. T can’t attack her.”

“Wiil it hurt you—your business and
standing ?”

*About as much as being caucht sell-
ing counterfeit money would,” he replied
gloomily.

“Why don’t you proteet yourself,
then?” she demanded with spirit. “Surely
vou are entitled to protect your reputa-
tion. What woman has any right to
injure that?” .

“Oh, I don’t know that it’s a matter
of right, exactly,” he replied unhappily.

The hand that had lain in his with a
relaxing grasp was withdrawn to busy
itself a moment at a strand of hair,
then drop into her lap. “It seems to
be more a question of feeling,” she
suggested with a slight smile that did
not encourage him.

“Perhaps,” he muttered. v

“You were engaged, were you not %
She said it with something the air of
lifting a dirty rag.
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“No,” ‘he -hastened to say—“that is
not exactly engaged.  We were together
& good deal. I suppose there was a
kina of understanding—before I met you
you know,” he added, but he saw 'thi.s’
littlesop availed nothing.

Mrs. Street smoothed down a fold of
her skirt. Then she looked at him
steadily from a far distance. “Ang she
preferred Brewster.” ;

He felt utterly ignominious, “yes, she
did prefer Brewster,” he said. doggedly,
Tnere was a little pause and he said, aq
though that might reocncile “her, -0f
course, Nellie, I was:fond of her then*

She- argse. ‘¥on. ntust have been, to
let her‘ar‘!gi your reputation and busj.
ness now,’ ,

He stared at her, thoroughly miserable,
across the great distance. But there

seemed nothing to say that ‘would im..

prove the situation, 8o he . clumpeq
glomily upstairs to prepare for dinner.

He felt mightly abused, too. This
was the worst of all, he told himself,
Lecause he had once been in love with
Fanny his wife would not be just to her
or to him. As though their having been
in love was a crime, the wife demande]
the sacrifice of this other woman—al]
the more because she had thrown him
over for another man. It was the ever-
lasting plague of women. His last
refuge was full of thorns sharper than
any of the others.

The dinner was not inspiriting, al.
though Mrs. Street talked calmly of
various incidental things.

Afterwards she sat down at the piano
as though she thought herself alone and
‘began playing a little, aimlessly. She
asked him over her shoulder whether
he had remembered about the repairs
for the furnace. He answered absently,

“Frank”—she stopped but did not look
around—"you did get the better of
Brewster in that trade, didn’t you?”

*Oh, I suppose so. The mine he traded
me certainly turned out better than
Lazarus.”

She played aimlessly again for a mo-
ment, then turned on the stool, slippel
swiftly over and knelt beside his chair,

pushing aside the newspaper and look- -

ing up into his face.

“Dear, I'll tell you what to do, what
you must do, the only way,” she spoke
breathlessly. *“You must buy her mine
from her. It was twenty-five thousand,
you said. You must buy it. We can
stand it. I have some money, you know,
You can take that if you like. It’s the
only way out of it.” She gathered his
hand to her breast. “You mustn’t at-
tack her. You must help her. You loved
her once. It did hurt, dear, when I
ran across those letters. I made up my
mind never to mention it or think of
it again. But it was something that
hurt; and now, to-night, it hurt again,
But it ought not to. I know that. She
must have been nice or you wouldn't
—have loved her. She must be nice
now, or you wouldn’t care.” Her eyes
shone with tears. “You did love ler.
How much that is! ‘I wouldn’t have
you be anything but generous and fine
to her. If you were not I couldn’t bear
it—afterward.”

“Nellie, there’s nobody but you! No-
body but you!”

“I know! 1 know that!” Her lips
were so near his face by now that she
kised him often. “That’s just another
reason, dear, why you must be generous
and fine to her. It belowgs to both of
us to be generous to her. Don’t you
see it’s right.”

“Why,” he stammered, “of course; I'd
thought of that. But it seomed—well,
sort of foolish and sentimental to go
dumping twenty-five thousand dollars
Into a hole in the ground for an old
married man—and, after all, on account
of a woman who is not your wife.”
_“Nn! It isn’t foolish!” She hueged
his hand.  You know, vou men are so
afraid of being sentimental that when
You are a little it startles us women so
we don’t know what to make of it.
You’re doing this for-me as well as for
her. It's the only way, dear, that will
restore us. This woman whom you once
loved has come up, and unless we are
fine and generous to her she’d be a bit
of a ghost, wouldn’t she?

“Why, that’s right, Nellie—If you can
see it that way.” ’

“Of course, T see it that wav,” she
declared, and kissed him again, while he
marveled at her magnanimity which so
far exceeded his. Before her woman’s
height he felt poor.

He would have gone on humbly to tell
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her this, but the ringing of the doorbell
~‘interrupted. The maid announced a lady
- to see Mr. Street. -

' He stepped to the hall and exclaimed

~ “Why Fanny!” Then, “You remember
. Mrs. Street?”

(§f>e Western Home Monthly

“The two women greeted very frankly

. and the caller sat down. In her hat

and jacket she looked older and stouter.
She turned to him with the old sweet-
tempered manner, :

“I've been thinking over what you

: said, Frank. I don’t know that I ‘can
. see it as you do; but since you do see:

it that way I feel bound to respect
your decision. At any rate, it seems
to me you and. I ought not to have a
quarrel. I wouldn’t mind, only the mine
was left for the children, you know, and
I ought to do something with it. It
seemed to me the best way would be
to come to you and see if you could
dispose of it some way, or ‘get it
worked.”

“It’s just what we were speaking of!”
Mrs. Street exclaimed. She was beam-
lng with hapni-ess,

Why, of course it’s worth something,”

said Street. “It might be worked, too.
Ill tell you, I've got some properties
down there. We can find a way to take
in the Lazarus, and get You, probably,
as much out of it that way as you

of referee, you know, and I’ll let him
say what’s fair—let him pass on my
‘offer.”

She laughed. “I don’t know that we
need any referee. I'd be perfectly will-
ing to take your judgment. We've
known each other a long time,” she
added to Mrs. Street.

They talked a while and Street re-
joiced to see how his wife warmed up to
the caller. They both saw her to the
door, and when she was gone Mrs. Street
leaned to her husband’s breast,

“It’s all right, dear! = It’s all right!
I'm so glad, dear!” The joy shone in
her face.

“She is nice!” Mrs. Street declared.
“Nice as she can be! And so much
older-looking than I thought—and isn’t
she ‘getting fat!”

Street was discreet enough not to
laugh.

<

The Coat of Alpaca.

By CHARLES BATTELL LOOMIS.

HREE men were
sitting at one of the
little tables outside
a cafe on the Boule-
vard des Italiens.
One was a professor
in the Sorbonne, one
an artist from the
Quartier Latin, and

one a veritable gentilhomme from the

Faubourg St. Germain.

What had brought them together mat-
ters little. That they were friends is
an incontestable fact. That they had
been telling one another stories those at
the neighboring tables could well of
testified, for the voices of all were raised
above normal pitch, their libations hav-
ing caused them to throw vocal restraint
to the four winds of Paris.

“And now it is your turn, my dear
fellow,” said the professor to the artist.
“Can you match my tale of devotion?”’
“I think so,” said’ the artist, who,
In fact, had been thinking more of
the story he was to tell than of the
one to which he was supposed to be
listening. - “Yes, I have a tale of devo-
tion that will bring the tears to my
eyes when I tell it.”

“Let us have it, my friend,” said
the gentilhomme. “I would like to see
yo‘u cry. Here, waiter, more absinthe!”

‘In the year 1877,” said the artist,
tracing the figures with his finger in
Some spilled absinthe, “there were living
In opposite apartments on the Rue des
Batiznolles a  young eclerk, ~Alphonse
Poissy, and a young woman of perfect
respectability, named Heloise Pericort.

‘Alplhonse  was city-born and city-
bred, well meaning and honest, but not
of a tvpe likely to rise above its
environment. Heloise had come from
Chatill'n, a little town near Bordeaux,
and there was something in the fresh-
ness of her country manmers that ap-
Pealed to the Parisian lad. Many times
they walkea in the gardens of the
Lu.\vmlmm;;_r, or took the little steamer
up to Charenton, and drank to each
other’s health in the harmless red wine
tllﬂt one gets at the resorts up the Seine.
:.[\;n: more, for Alphonse asked Heloise
If <he would do him the pleasure to
become his wife; and she replied that
Just as soon as he could support her,
she would ask nothing better than to
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make him happy.” .

“Positively, Henri, you talk exactly as
a feuilletonist writes,” said the profes-
sor. “Is it not so, Georges?”

“Don’t interrupt, my dear friend; and
lower your voice, that’s a good fellow,”
said the gentilhomme.

“Alphonse,” continued the artist, “was
a clerk in the counting-room of the
wholesale silk house of De Maupigny
& Horsdoeuvre, at a salary of fifty
franes a week, but with a good prospect
of being advanced at the beginning of
next year.

“‘When I receive sixty francs a week,
then we will set up. our own little
menage, is it not?’ said Alphonse; and a
smile of assent from the beautiful and
pure Heloise rewarded his question.

“Who could tell, my friend—who could
tell that fate had so many evil days
set apart for this innocent young pair?
Not they, indeed. On the festival of
Faster they went to the Cathedral of
Notre Dame, heard the glad bells ringing,
caught the scent of the flowers, and felt
that in a year ir two they“would be
taking a child to be christened—perhaps
soorer. Love looks ahead, my friends!

“Behold Alphonse on the Monday after
Easter. He stands at his high desk
wiping his red ink pen on his coat of
a'paca—a coat which he has worn since
he entered the house, and which he would
not part for more than its worth, be-

|cause it had belonged to his dear father,

likewise a clerk. It was a coat to lauch
at, but. Alphonse never thought of laugh-
ing at it.

“The boy who was in the habit of
carrying the deposits to the bank was
ill this Eastern Monday, and the cashier
asked the obliging Alphonse if he would
go to the bank with a heavy deposit.

“‘See to it that they do not rob you,

expected. Suppose you pick out a sort |

—the kind that wins
cash and medals at the
fairs, and brings top prices
in the market—is always
made with
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said the cashier, as Alphonse tucked the
boon in his pocket. ‘Twenty thousand
eight hunared francs—it would be worth
taking.’

*“‘Never fear!’ laughed Alphonse, and
set out for the bank.

“And now a word about M. de
Maupigny, the senior partner. He was a
fiend of malignancy and settled purpose.
That which he planned he carried out.
Who got on his bad books paid the
piper, if it took a lifetime. ~Heavily
built and swarthy, a Gascon without
the Gascon’s temperament—and this due
to a Sicilian grandfather of great force
of character-—Jean Marie de Maupigny
was a formidable enemy and a terrible
taskmaster.

“How it happened Alphonse never
knew. Why the twenty thousand eight
hundred francs he carried did not reach
the bank he never could tell. Who had
followed the little fellow in the coat of
alpaca no one knew. What Alphonse
said, when he recovered his senses, was
that he was passing through a little alley

“ It will be just twenty vears. Go!"

on his way to the bank, noticing a
rag-picker behind him, and then he knew
no more until he opened his eyes in the
hospital.

“That the rag-picker had known of
the amount of the deposit—was it proba-
ble, my friends? At any rate, the money
was gone, and the honest fellow was
heart-broken.

“Did M. de Maupigny send the miser-
able Alphonse flowers, and tell him not
to grieve—that it could not have been
helped—that when he came out he should
be a partner? No. M. de Maupigny was
not that kind of man. So far from
thinking the affair trvial, he was furious
at Alphonse’s carelessness.

“Heloise was not so harsh. She it
was who brought flowers to him, and
who read him the news in La Presse,
or laughed with him over the innocent
pictures in Le Rire, and told him to
hurry up and get out of the hospital
and they would be married at once.

“‘I can get along on very little, she
said, ‘and you have come so near death
that we must not waste any more time.’
“‘Ah Heloise!” said Alphonse. ‘I must
spend my time looking for the money.
Lvery house in Paris shall be searched
when T get well. It was a Parisian
who took the bills, and no Parisian ever
leaves Paris if he can help it; therefore
in Paris I will find the money.’
“‘That is delirium, said a nurse who
was passing.

““Thank you,” said Heloise.

“The thought that Heloise would
marry him, poor as he was, caused Al-
phonse to recover rapidly, and in a
fortnight’s time he reported at the
counting-house of his employers. M. de
Maupigny received him with black looks.
“‘Where is the money? said M. de
Maupigny.

“ ‘It was very unfortunate, began Al-
phonse, a cold sweat breaking out on
his forehead.

“It was asinine!” roared M. de
Maupigny.

“‘I will look for it, said Alphonse.
““‘You will not have time!’ screamed
M. de Maupigny. :

The heart of Alphonse sank.
“‘What will you? said he.

“‘This will I, said M. de Maupigny.
‘How much did you get a week ?’
“‘Fifty franes.

“‘After this you will receive a differ-
ent sum,” said M. de Maupigny.

“The simple Alphonse, wonderine

if his employer was going to raise his

salary, opened his mouth with astonish-
ment, '

con. . ‘Hereafter your salary is thirty
francs a week until the debt is paid.
You ewe me twenty thousand eight
hundred francs. You will pay me twen-
ty franes a week until the debt is paid.
. “Alphonse sank limply to the floor,
M. de Maupigny lifted him to his feet,
and shook him until he was able to
stand.

“‘Do you know how long that will
take?

“*All my life, faltered Alphonse.

“‘Perhaps,’ ' said M. de Maupigny
cynically. ‘I hope you will have the
grace to live until you have paid it. It
will be just twenty years. Go!’

“Scarce knowing what he did, the mis-
erable Alphonse went to the cashier and
t:ld him that hereafter he was to pay
the house twenty franés a week until
the stolen money had been paid. Then
he took up his pen, dipped it in red ink,
wiped it mechanically upon. the lapel of
liis coat of alpaca, and began with a
lieavy heart to make entries in the
ledger.

“That evening he learnt what faith-
fulness in woman is. He went to see
Ileloise, and told her that it would be
twenty years before he could even think
of marrying her.

“‘What are twenty years? said she,
with a pretty shrug of her shoulders.
‘My grandmother lived to be a hundred
and two!’

“Ma foi, but it was fine, my friends!

“Year after year, at high noon of a
Saturday, Alphonse went to the office of
the detestable M. de Maupigny, and said:
‘Sir, here are twenty francs. Please
credit me with them.

“‘Drop them into the tin box,’ M.
de Maupigny would say, not looking up
from his work, and Alphonse would drop
what might have been such a nest-eqg
for him and the girl into the hateful
box that seemed to mock him.

“During this time Alphonse lived on
next to nothing, and lost half a pound
of weight in a month. He could no
longer afford the wax to spindle his
mustache, so he went smooth-shaven. He
who had had one of the most fetching
mustaches in the whole silk trade!

“Once a week he met Heloise and took
a turn with her in the Luxembourg
Giardens, where they had first walked
together. Each week all that he said
was:

“‘I am twenty francs nearer paying
the debt. Do you still love me?

“‘As long as life lasts!” was the
invariable response.

“Then they would walk around the

“What are twenty years?"

gardens and he would see her home. Ie
would kiss her on the left cheek, and
then go to his humble lodging, far from
his old quarters, and dream of her at
night.

“"And always he wore the coat of
alpaca that he had had on when he
was assaulted by the robber.

“Years do mnot go by, my friends,
without taking their toll, and no one
would have said that at twenty-six
Heloise was as beautiful as she had been
at sixteen, when Alphonse had fallen in
love with her. He, on his part, was
haggard, lacked zest in life, and lived
only to pay the debt.

On the tenth anniversary of the rob-
bery M. Horsdoeuvre, the jolly partner
of M. de Maupigny, said:

" *Alphonse has served us faithfully
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' for many years.

" this week my story had its finish.
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Shall we raise his
9 7
“!? ‘?}léver!’ said M. de Maupigny, shoot-
an -evil look at the other.. ‘That
]d be the same as our paying our-
;‘l):es the money we have lost.
“Then call it all paid. Ther'e are
ten thousand four hundred francs in the
now.’
¢ ‘ll))(;g Alphonse lose but ten thousand
gour hundred francs? sneered M. de
Maupigny. ‘He should count himself
lucky that I did not send him to prison!’
“The years rolled on, my friends, and
at last the year 1907 came arounfl——-”
“Why, that is this year!” said the
professor.

«0f course,” said the artist. “A(r)ld
n
faturday last I had gone to the house

of De Maupigny & Horsdoeuvre, for my

‘cousin is a clerk there, and of course I

knew all about this romance. V_Vhile I
was there, the 'salaries were paid, and
Alphonse, taking twenty francs, went in
to make the last payment.

“M. de Maupigny was at his desk when
the poor fellow went in. Oh, but Al-

phonse looked fifty-eight
thirty-eight! He said:

“*Sir, here are the last twenty francs.

“‘Drop them in the box, said M. de
Maupigny sternly.

“There was just room for them to go
inside the big tin box, now entirely filled.
So my cousin told me.

“‘Good day, sir, said Alphonse, turn-
ing to leave.

“‘Wait!” said M. de Maupigny in a
tone of thunder. We who were outside
could hear plainly every word.

“‘What is it? asked Alphonse, feeling
as if he would welcome death.

“‘The interest! Where is the interest
on the twenty thousand eight hundred
francs 7

“Poor Alphonse fell to the floor.
 “But at this M. Horsdoeuvre, who was
gitting in the next compartment, roared
through the partition:

“‘De Maupigny, yeu are a disgrace to
France! T will pay the interest myself.
Let this poor fellow go!’

“At the words, Alphonse rose up like
& feather, and made his way out of
the oflice, to be greeted by all the clerks,
Who shook hands with him and asked
him to join them at dinner at Marguery’s.

Was also invited, and you may be
8ure I 140k good care to be there,
for T understood that the fellows were

going to make up a purse, that their
Wives

instead of

! were  to cme, and that the
fa}thfu! Heloise was to be there.

‘The dinner took place last night.
'Helﬂ‘lw and Alphonse came together—he
In the came coat of alpaca, she in a
Tess that had been dyed and redyed
and pttched until it was like a quilt
made i one's grandmother. She was
8till good-looking, although twenty sor-
h9T~~ -+ for Alphonse, he looked ten
Towiful vioars have left their mark on
years viinger than he had the day be-
fore.

“.‘X[‘L"f'

2 fine dinner, the head cashier

called upon Alphonse to rise and receive
the purse that his friends had made
up. Alphonse rose to his feet, clasped
his hands to his heart, and was just
on the point of saying something full
of feeling, when he uttered an ejacula-
tion.

“ ‘What is it?” cried Heloise, perceiving
that something had happened.

“ ‘What is in this pocket? gasped Al-
phonse, clutching at the inside pocket
of his coat of alpaca.

“All looked at him with wide open
eyes as he drew forth a bank-book.

“There, before us all, he opened it,
and will you believe it, my friends?

{ There were the twenty thousand eight

hundred franes that he had been sent
to deposit! Whoever had assaulted him
had failed to get the money, and by a
curious fatality Alphonse had never once
thought to look in that pocket.”

The artist drew out his watch.

“Ah, it is almost the hour. Farewell!”

“Where are you going?’ cried both
the others.

“To the wedding of that
couple, Alphonse and Heloise.”

fortunate

“What is in this Pocket?”

~e

What is the difference between a- gar-
dener, a billiard player, a gentleman, and
a sexton? The first minds his peas,
the second minds his cues, the third
minds his p’s and q’s, the fourth minds
his keys and pews.—The Catholic Fort-
nightly Review.

A well-known professor on the medical
side of one of the English universities
was a short time ago honored by a
royal appointment. With a flush of
pardonable pride he wrote on a black-
board in his laboratory:—

“Professor informs his students
that he has this day been appointed
honorary physician to the King.”

After the class assembled he had
occasion to leave the rToom for a few
minutes, and on his retura found that
some wag had added the words, “God
Save the King!”

“Why are all those people flocking
down to Hiram Hardapple’s barn?” ask-
ed the old farmer on the hay wagon.

“Hi’s got a curiosity down thar,”
chuckled the village constable.

“That so? What kind of a curiosity
is it?”

“Why, Hi’s old red and white Jersey
cow, the other night the old critter had
the colic and Hi went down with his
lantern to give her a dose of cow medi-
cine. Blamed if he didn’t make a mis-
take and give her a pint of gasoline.”

“Do tell! Didn’t kill her, did it?”

“No, by heck, it had a fusny effect.
Now, instead of going ‘Moo, moo,” like
any other'sensible cow, she goes ‘Honk,
honk!” like one of them thar blamed
automebiles.”

‘DONE UP’—
after the.day’s work ?
‘CAMP’ COFFEL will
alter that in a tick—with
next to no trouble or
expense. Just ‘Camp’—
boiling water—milk and
sugar—that’s all.

9
AMP
COFFEE

Get a bottle from your grocer on your way home.
Sole Makers +— R. Paterson & Sons, Ltd., Coffes Specialists, Glasgow. e
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" That is what you get when you buy L .

BRIGGER'S PURE JAMS .

AND )

ORANGE MARMALADE.

Have you 'tried Brigger's
Strawberry Jam ?

IS DELICIOUS.
Absolute Purity Guaranteed,
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. CHOCOLATE.
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1lb. ma¥%es | ql.

of delicious Chocolatle
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Made from a New Fabric of a Superior Quality.

EXCELDA

HANDKERCHIEFS

One-thirdlt\‘he price of silk or linen. Two Gold Medals awarded
for___ EXCELDA Handkerchiefs. Sold by the Retail Stores all
over ﬁbe Dominion.

Please ask for EXCELDA Handkerchiefs, and insist upon
seeing the name. A genuine article at a popular price.

YOU NEED NOTHING BETTER.

BRITISH
MAKE
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ful and pleasing beverage.

unding in stimulating goodness, a most health-

Its sustaining and

invigorating qualities are beyond dispute.

«—— Black, Mixed and Natural Green, 40c, 50¢, 60c and

70c per 1b, ———

This Kid is

“Spreading €
Ollt“ and fully realizes that

he is *the coming man.”

Don't let precedent and prejudice hold
you in a rut so that progress turns out
and goes around you! Buy

FLOUR

Manfd. by Leitch Brothers Flour Mills,
Oak Lake, Manitoba, Canada.
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Every housewife who us

interested in ROBIN HOOD *“‘the flour that

is different.”’
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FLOU

You hear it makes a bigger loaf, that the loaf is
sweeter-flavored, more nutritious, more easily
assimilated than bread made with o:her flours.

We can tell you why ROBIN HOOD Flour
makes that kind of a loaf, but what ought to inter-
est you more than “‘why it does’’ is that ‘it does.”

You can prove what we say as true at no risk of

loss 1o yourself.

It is largely a matter of making up your mind to

use ‘‘Robin Hood.”’

The Saskatchewan Flour Mills
Co., Ltd. .

Moose Jaw - -

Sask.

P. S.—Ask your grocer about our guarantee, and when you use

Robin Hood add more water than usual,

before, in
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HE night
the “Collier’'s Arms,
Yanto the haulier,
an elaborate compo-
site of good and evil
—some said mostly
of  evil—prophesied
disaster.

**I tell Yyou
straight,” said he, handing the pint to
the next man whos¢ turn came to drink
from it, “they’re drivin’ into Jerry’s
deep in the old worrkings, and the old
worrkings is full of water. We’ll be
drowneded—all of us—Ilike rats!”

As Yanto, before his mother died, had
studied these things—she wanted to see
her son a manager—no one felt justified
«in calling him a fool for hinting at such
a horrid possibility.

The next day they wondered why they
ever doubted him.

About noon, Prince, the excellent col-
lier who “drove on” the level in the
Glamorgan Company’s No. 2 pit, found
the coal suddenly become soft.

“Funny!” he exclaimed.

Prince—being a collier—did not fre-
quent the Collier’s Arms. He left such
places to scamps of hauliers—like Yanto:
so he knew nothing of the haulier’s
prognostications, °

— ey
S ——

Yanto the Waster.

By JOSEPH KEATING.

His light flashed upon an opening on
his right hand which led to the lower
workings and the double parting—the
distributing junction. If he took that
road he could get to his boy and take
care of him. A door stood at the top
to guide the air-current down ®d .)ig
own . working-place. Well aware that
this door opened against him, he thought
that if he could reach it, and get inside
the door itself might hold back {he
water for a time.

As he reached the door the flood reach-
ed his heels. He pulled at the door, it
opened a little way; then the flood
rushed ogainst it and closed it with g
crash, before the man could get through,

The water swirled around him. He
screamed and held up his lamp to keep
it alight. The water rose and drowned
the little light; the darkness of the pit
followed; then came the greater dark-
ness; and poor Prince never saw his boy
again.

Water filled the place—from the tram-
rails on the ground to the timber across
the top, but the plank door with its
framework of sturdy wood pillars and
side-walls of compact, well-beaten turf,
held it back so that it could not get
down that way.

So our prophet Yanto going down the

Prince put his lamp close to the coal.

“Oh, Arglwyd [Lord]!” le shouted,
very much alarmed;  “water! comin’
through.”

“He called {o his boy down the lower
side.  The boy, frightened, scurried up.

Even before he reached his father the
coal in the upper side burst, and the
water came breaking through. The hoy
screamed and ran back throuel the face
of the coal down the lower side. The
water followed him. But he kept ahead.
Ilis father tried to run to him. But
the whole face of the coal came tearine
away from its place and water filled
the open road.

For many days, it wonld seem, only
a thin barrier of coal had remained to
hold back the water, Now it Dbroke
through in a yellow, roaring flood, bie
enough to drown: every man, lm‘\" and
horse in the whole di~trict.

Prince leaped back and van, The water
rushed after him. 1is little Jicht threw
back long rays of red upon the vellow
death, roaring and muddy Jike a torrent
rushing down the mountain side after
a storm. lle could 1ot lltllu' to ]\'('vl)
ahead of that flood.

ITe knew every turn“of the workines:
and thought of a way of cxcape. 1 little
way out, a road twrned 1o the left-
upward. e felt he conld reach it. and

perhaps evade the water for a time.
3ut thoughts-of the oy interfered with
this plan, /

“We'll be drownded—all of us—like rats!"

| heading behind his horse Warrior, with

his lamp swinging on the corner of a
full “tram” of coal—the last tram filled
by Prince and his boy—went on singing
his Welsh love-song.

His swinging lamp threw grotesque
shadows of horse, tram, and haulier over
the sides and roof.

The horse kicked up a thick black
dust and made Yanto cough. He broke
off in the middle of a line to resent
this,

“Warrior,” said le, “you're the clum-
siest, laziest—-. Pick up your big feet.
Come up, yr hen ceflyl!”

As the road went down and their
direction went downward, too, Warrior
could not “Come up.” But he took the
spirit of the paradox; and after a toss
of the head afd a wild gleam of the
eve—a look that wondered whether cor-
poral punishment would follow—enliven-
ed his pace and stirred up a thicker dust
than ever.. He swished his tail vigor-
ously, and the black, glossy hair gleamed
in the lamplight. His harness jingled,
and the tram rumbled; and to this
accompaniment Yanto sang his love-song
as he sat on the “iron” behind Warrior.

If the door at the top gave way to
the pressure of the torrent, the love-
song would end with a flourish and a
tragedy. as a love-song should. And
Marrgat of the “Collier’s Arms,” the
weneh with Celtie black eyves, dark red
cheeks, and ample hosom, who preferred

B R T

Winnipet
——

gerving
other 5
her face
Then
betwen
flashed
at it.
“Wat.
where 1
From
water |
faster |
hoofs be
light fl:
guoh,”
of a m
an ordi
He c
stream
which 1
the top
way.
“Com
He c
at the
Warr
willingl
bespatt:
mud de
horse a
They T
turn w
main I«
ahead
wall of
“Woa
off intc
Owin;
stop, ar
water 1
floor tc
Prince’s
every (
which 1
Yant
waist.
“Argl
asping
ng, he
heading
—the
he coul
flounde;
and sq
struggls
“Poor
drownd
I?”
“T w
Prince's
He k
water
ings.
But
went c:
ness di
knew t
workin,
His «
door.
open it
hissing
throug]
“Oh
against
He 1
“Com
means:
exactly
of her
from 1
I'll hay
ard's (|
Yant.
sardoni
He
the pa
struck
led in
“T
“T'd ra
everyil
added.
SIHHQ
struct o
BWeari
Covered
Speed
dark..
i~
Yieldin,
LAt
MWl
H.

}‘l().i('




——

R TRt 5,153

Winnipeg, March, 1910.

»

OHe Western Dlomne Monthly

m——

gerving pints to Yanto rather than any
' pther scamp, would cry bitterly, hiding
her face in her apron.

Then Yanto noticed in the roadway,
betwen the tram-r'ails, something which
flashed under his light. He stared down

it.
ilt“Water,” said he, reflectively.
where is she coming from?”

From under the rumbling tram the
water trickled. It travelled a little
faster than the horse, and Warrior’s
hoofs began to splash in it, while Yanto’s
light flashed on it. .

“Oh,” quietly said Yanto, in the tone
of a man accepting a miracle as quite
an ordinary matter.

He could not know that this little
stream represented the bulk of water
which had escaped through the door at
the top when Prince had tried to go that
way. .

“Come up,” said he to Warrior.

He could think of nothing more apt
at the moment.

Warrior, annoyed by the splashing,
willingly hastened. The increased speed
bespattered Yanto with mud; and the
mud deepenc. his perplexity. Down ran
horse and tram with Yanto on the iron.
They reached the beginning of a short
turn which joined the heading to the
main road, and Yanto saw something
ahead which gleamed in his light like a
wall of flame.

“Woa!” he shouted, and leapt cleverly
off into the side.

Owing to the speed, Warrior could not
stop, and horse and tram rushed into the
water that filled the bottom road from
floor to roof. It had gone around
Prince’s road, and come back through
every opening in the main road, from
which the heading branched.

Yanto found himself in it up to the
waist.

“Arglwyd!” said he, spluttering and
asping. Half swimming and half wad-
ng, he worked his way back up the
heading to dry ground. In the dark,
—the water put out his light before
he could guard it—he heard Warrior
floundering, struggling against drowning,
and squealing with terror. Then" the
struggling ceased.

“Poor old Warrior!” said Yanto. He’s
}irf}Wnded—an’ I'm in a nice pickle, ain’t

479

“I wonder if T can get out through
Prince’s road,” he questioned himself.

He knew he must be swift, for the
water would soon rise and fill the head-
ings.

But he did not get flustered. He
went calmly up the incline. The dark-
ness did not hinder his movements. He
knew the road—knew every yard of the
workings.

His out-stretched hand touched the
door. ~He pushed against it, trying to
open 1t. It did not move. He heard
hissing noises; the escaping of water
through little cracks in thé door.

“Oh said Yanto. “Tons of water
against her. I'm blocked by there, then.”

He thought a minute.

“Come you,” said he. The phrase
means: I accept the situation just
exactly as it is” “If I don’t get out
of liere quick,” he added, “the water
ff‘om top and “bottora will meet, and
Ill have too much to drink. A drunk-
ard’s death is awful, mind you.”

Yanto laughed. Ile semed to take a
sardonie pleasure in the situation.

He turned back, feeling the side of
the pussage with his hand. He had
Gtrlu.‘]\- an old disused stall-road, which
led in toward the coal.

o Pthouaht it was hereabouts,” he said.

I'd vather it led out, but I can’t have
everviliing my own way, I s’pose,” he
added. o )

Sl(']]w’\'.

“Now

fallen timber, and rubbish ob-

E.UA‘llH:wl the way. Stumbling, and
5“@'11!!:‘ every time he stumbled, Yanto
Covercd the  ground  with remarkable
Speed tor a man travelling  in  utter
darkiie-s.
\v.lllf oot kicked against something
lelding.  The touch sent a thrill over
dlite,

L. S ; 55,

I\y oot T owonder,” said he. :
. I bent down and touched a human
DO

I_'.' passed his hands over it.

IV~ lm\‘,”

11 B . .
; Heoshook him vigorously,  and  a

g ¢ * b
1.”. " came from the boyv. So Yanto
(‘ t the shaking until consciousness
1““ ©otacks and the lad sat up in the
[€H ',

3 y . . -
St vou Prinee’s Hhov # asked Yanto.

“Where's your father?”

Young Prince whimpered.

“l don’—know.”

“Where’s your lamp ?”

“I ran away without
water came.”

Yanto knew the rest. The boy had
got lost in the dark and had frightened
himself into a faint.

“Well, come with me, wassy [lad],”
he said. “The water’ll soon be in this
way.”

The boy began to ery.

“How can us get out?” “Out” always
means [“home” in the pits.

“Never mind that for a minute. Let’s
get away from the water. Let’s get into
Jimmy’s heading. We might do some-
thing worth there.”

He took the boy’s hand. They went
a litte way on until Yanto’s out-thrust
arm once more poked itself into nothing-
ness.

“Here it is, wassy.”

“There’s a light,” shouted the boy.

Yanto turned to look up the roadway.

“Five of um,” said he. “They’re in
the same trap as us. Hoy-y!” he shout-
ed.

$SHOy_y!!’

The five lights shook wildly, because
those who carried them came rushing
down the hill.

“They’re  runnin’ well,” remarked
Yanto, laughing. “But they’d better not

it when the

go far at that rate—or they’ll run into

the pool at the bottom and drownd like
poor old Warrior.”

“What—is poor old Warrior drownd-
ed ?:; }:iemanded young Prince, suddenly.

. )"!)

“Oh, poor old Warrior,” said the boy,
with overwhelming tenderness, and he

‘“The water swirled around him.”

began to ecry; for horses and boys in
the pits cherish a real friendship for one
another.

Presently five men came abreast with
Yanto and the boy.

“Hoy!” said Yanto.

“Hoy!” they replied without stopping.

“Hold on,” said Yanto, catching the
first one.

“Come on, come on!” they all cried.
“Don’t stop. The water’s come through
Prince’s place.”

“Ahy, ahy,” returned Yanto, easily.
“An’ it’s waiting for you 4t the bottom
of Jimmy’s place. It drownded my horse
at the bottom of the next heading.”

“Is it there already?” they asked,
horrified. “Then we’re shut in forever.”

“Let’s try another road,” said Yanto.
“Giive me your light, Lewis—I'll lead
vou.” He reached for the lamp in the
hand of the man he held. ‘

“No!” shouted Lewis, drawing back.
“What does a waster of a haulier like
vou know? Tl try my luck in the
main road!” And he broke away and
ran down the heading.

The other four seemed inclined to try
their luck in the same way. They tried
to push by.

“Don’t be' fools,” said Yanto, calmly.
“You'll never see Lewis again.”

The sarcasm in his tone made for
conviction. The men stopped. = “What
are you goin’ to do?” they asked, with
their lights up to his face.

“Who'll give me a light?”
“Here.”

-

This name is a
synonym for pure soap. Made
from edible products —Fairy is whiter,

sweeter, daintier than any other soap for
toilet or bath. Add to this the distinct advan-
tage Fairy hasin its handy, floating, oval cake, that
each cake is wrapped in tissue and packed in a car-
ton, and you can find no real excuse for failing to
at least ¢ry Fairy Soap.

All good grocers and druggists sell Fairy

THE N K. FAIRBANK COMPANY,

MONTREAL.
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5 “‘Home of the Hat Beautiful’’
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* Goming S
Beautiful Hats <~ Goming Spring
OUR CATALOGUE free for the asking
If you are interested in purchasing a Dainty Hat from
Canada’s Leading Millinery Specialists, write for one of our
catalogues TO-DAY. It contains hundreds of half tone
drawings of the newest Hats for Ladies and Children at prices
that are not equalled in the Dominion.
Drop a postal card now, giving full name and post office
address to
’ L] L]
McKendry’s, Limited
224 to 228 Yonge St. Toronto
o {

Money in Poultry

There is money to he made in poultry-
raising if you know how. Our course in
poult y-raising, prep- red and taught b
theacknow.edged Canadian experts, will
enable you to make money ont of your
poultry. Write for full particulars.

Canadian Correspondence
College, Limited
Toronto, Canada

No bones or waste, nothing but pure
Atlantic Codfish with a delicate. sear
saltness.

LN 2 LB. BOXES AND | LB TABLETS
AT YOUR GROCERS.
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“WEIR” PORTABLE HOUSE

Made in any size, ready for occupation in a few hours after delivery at your station.

NOTHING SO CHEAP IN A BUILDING—THE MERE
MATERIAL COULD NOT BE GOT AT THE MONEY

Large stock always on hand—Standard size like caf, 22 x 22 feei—four fine rooms.

SIX thicknesses of material in walls with ¥inch air space, finished and painted for

$400 f.0.b. WINNIPEG.

There are several surprising details gou would like to know about this wonderful inven-:
2 tion, These will be furnished (FREE) on request by the Selling Agents

iam 8. King Go,, 232 Portage Ave, Winnipeg

The ‘‘Empire’’ Brands of Plaster

are superior to all other Plaster

material on the market.

Shall we send you our booklet

on Plaster?

The Manitoba Gypsum Co., Ltd.

Office and Mill

Manitoba,

HIDES»RAW FURS

Our returns to shippers are the best advertisement we have,

b 2

Make us a trial shipment and become a permanent customer.

WRITE FOR PRICE LIST

The Lightcap Hide & Fur Co Ltd.

P.0.BOoXx 1092

172-176 KING St., WINNIPEG

~

When answering advertisements, always mention Western FHome Monthly.
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One of the men put a lamp into his
hand.
“Ah—somebody’s got a bit of sense
then,” remarked Yanto, as if highly
gratified by the discovery. ‘“Come on
with me, Rees,” he added to the man. .
With the light 'he took the lead and
started up the heading. His right hand
held the lamp; his left still held young
Prince; and the boy clung to him with
perfect faith
Rees followed with equal confidence. But
the other three held back, doubting.
‘“You can come if you like,” Yanto
shouted back by way of invitation.
“But what can you do going that
way ?” 3
“I don’ promise nothin’.”
“But tell us—tell us,” they plead
“What’s your plan?”
“Get behind the water an’ see if we
can’t scheme into the return to the

upcast.”
A revelation of the other world would
cause less excitement among the

three doubters than did Yanto’s words.
The men ran up and joined him, fol-
lowin him with childlike eagerness and
delight, talking—babbling—as if they
had just had an invitation to heaven.

The leader laughed. He drew the boy
level with him, and bent down to say
quietly in his ear:

“I knew they’d come. Now, we’ll
make these beauties work for their
escape—and ours.” :

The boy laughed because Yanto seem-
ed to consider the matter. quite’ an
excellent joke.

They came to'ah opening on the right
hand side and Yanto turned briskly up
the heading, and after some minutes
stopped before a door which opened from
him.

“Hsh!” said he. They stopped. Silence
of death fell upon them all.

“No water comin’ through,” he an-
nounced.
He put his hand to the door. He

pushed gently.
opened slightly.
The lights sent yellow rays into
black space.

“No sign of water. First class!”
He flung the door wide and went
through. The others followed. The last
man gave the plank door a push. It
closed with a hollow bang, and the
black dust of the road, disturbed by the
rush of air, rose up around the men’s
lights in red rings.

A little' way on, a road turned to
the left, going down hill now, in con-
sequence of a fault or break in the
coal seam.

“Now we can cut into Prince’s place,
and get behind the water,” said Yanto,
and he began to sing. He took
up  his  Welsh love-song from the
point where the water first inter-
rupted him by drowning - Warrior.
And the boy sang with him; because,
hearing Prince’s place mentioned as their
destination, he thought Yanto intended
taking him straight to his father.
Yanto went steadily down a little way,
and soon they stood in Prince’s place.
“Here’s where it broke through.”
The men, with much- excitement and
many exclamations, examined the great
gap in the coal. Everything dripped
yellow water.

“It’s all flowed into the lower roads,”
said Yanto, “and blocked the way out.
Come on—try my way.”

“Where’s my father?” demanded the
boy. His father’s dead body lay in the
mire not fifty yards away.

“Waiting for you on top,” said Yanto,
lying with ease for the good of the
boy’s health. “You ought to have gone
with him.”
‘I couldn’t, indeed,” stammered the
lad.

“Most likely you'll get it when he
ketches you,” added Yanto.

This convinced young Prince. The
others mercifully held their tongues.
They went back along the track of
the flood, Yanto leading till they came
to a sheet of water which flashed into
golden flames under the lamps. He
stopped. The water rolled sluggishly
toward him and rose under his feet.
“Oh,” said he, with his careless inflec-
tion. He apostrophized the water. “Com-
in’ back, arre you?”

“What?” cried his companions, with
angry surprise.

“The worrld is turnin’ upside down, I
s’pose, and the water’s havin’ a run
round for the fun of it,” explained
Yanto. But he made a grimace to him-
self that expressed neither fun nor in-
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difference, and he shook his fist at the
water.

“What’s the meanin’——1” asked the
others, in a fluster. ¢

“It’s the reeyaction,” said he. “We’'ve
bin a long time gettin’ here, and the
water’s comin’ back to say she’s sorry
for intrudin’ so ’bruptly.” ’

“Don’t make sport,” said a grave
voice from the tail.

“An’ can’t we go on to the return?”

“No, indeed,” Yanto ahswered, with
too much earnestness—like a boy prom-
ising his teacher not to “mitch” any
more,

“What can us do now?’ the men
asked in a panic.
“Best us can,” said Yanto, laughing,

“Shame!” they ecried. “Mockin’ ug
like this, when Wwe might all die in
here.”

“They are only pretendin’,” said Yanto,
soothingly, to the boy who clung to him
terrorstruck when the men spoke of
death. Yanto’s declaration made him
laugh. The boy believed in the man to
an alarming extent.

But the others held Yanto responsible
for their lives.

“You brought us here,”
“Get us out of it.” ,

“Oh,” said Yanto, “I’'m God Almighty,
am [?”

“More like the devil himself,” blurted
out one of the men under the shock of
Yanto’s inquiry.

The others laughed at the incongruity
—a little wildly and hysterically, per-
haps; yet they laughed; and the ring
of their laughter among the hollows and
the timber did them good. In good-
humored remonstrance one said:

they cried.

“The swinging lamp threw grotesque shadows."

“Now, Yanto, machgen i
whats’ the next move?” ;
He made no answer but led them down
a new heading which terminated in a
wall of coal.’

“Yowll have to cut through into
Jimmy Prece’s place,” he said, coolly,
as he examined the face of the coal
with his lamp.

“What!” came a chorus of mingled
doubt and faith. “Can we do it?”

“It’s not far, I should think. When
they stopped work here they left a
pillar of coal—the surveyors said about
twenty yarrds. But they never know
what they are talking about.”
-*Or_they wouldn’ have let Prince cut
into Jerry’s Deep,” put in one of them,
furious.

“I reckon,” Yanto said, his light still
on the shining coal, “it’s not ten yarrds.
Then from Jimmy Preece’s old stall we
can get in the return and go home, boys
—in a couple of weeks,” he added, drop-
ping his voice, like a man who feels that
his company will not care about the
Joke which he can’t help making.

“You an’ Rees go down to Prince’s
road an’ the other places and pick up
what tools haven’t washed away,” he
continued, ‘turning to the man nearest
him. “An’ be quick, or the water’ll cut
vou off an’ leave us here with nothin’
to do .but starve for a bit.”

Nothing but swift obedience could fol-
low this. Away they went. The others
watched the two lights swinging, and
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