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- GUARANTEED GOODS

We hear a great deal now-a-days of *buying packed commodities —goods with a guarantee.
g y ymg

Excellent—if the guarantee means anything.
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Is trebly guaranteed. Back of it stands a company with a twenty-year reputation for integrity
and square dealing. The new double wrapper is a “guarantee ' against the slightest deteriora-
tion by climatic or other conditions. Then there is the standing guarantee that any purchaser
dissatisfied from any cause—even mere whim—may have the money back for the asking.

(
COULD ANY GUARANTEE BE STRONGER ?

| Ohe Duddings, Gakes g Das
{ .+ of the Yuletide béspeak
| w¥  the praises
ROYAL HousElo
FLour

OGILVIE’S ROYAL HOUSEHOLD

Always Gives Satisfaction

—every day, as well as for
Hf)liday‘”‘Baking

ASK YOUR 'GROCER FOR AN OGILVIE COOK BOOK
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Christmas Gifts

Buying Christmas Gifts
is a simple matter—gloves
are always acceptable—

extra pairs are always
gladly received.

Ask for and insist on
DENT’S—the name on the
glove is the guarantee of
perfect quality, style, fit,
and wearing uality.
Whether in Kkids, tabrics,
silks or washable (Dent's
Newel). 5

INSIST on DENT’S

Mother Hubbard
Padded Shoe

Tucked inside this snug
pocket with its comfort-
ably padded thickness,
laced around to the very
ears, baby will be fitted
to enjoy the exhilarating
freshness of a winter air-
ing and cansleep outdoors
in comfort and warmth
no matter how low the
mercury falls.

Your Child’

s est Xmas Gift

Neat. Fits Any Child. Suitable for Baby
Buggy, Sleigh, Automobile, etc.

Made in Black Rubber...............
Red Blanket..........coovveneennneces
Corduroy . oo ovvvrernrneersnsnneenessy

If your dealer does not handle, write

J. PICKLES, Manufacturer, Winnipeg

MUSIC LESSONS FREE

Become most popular person in
LEARN TO PLAY BY NOTE:

Violin, Banjo, Mandolin,
Cornet, Harp, ’Cello, orto

for music and postage,
week. Noextras. Beginnersora

Free lectures each week. 1

WRITE POSTAL TODAY for Free Booklet. Over
200,000 successful pupils all over the country.

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
1212 Brunswick Blidg., Ne

Wy, FREE fer e 63

$)e M0 (A
| Set with rose bud or. O\ <
Rex sparkler. Your size ¢
for 12¢, both for 22¢. W‘”-d
ranted 3 years. Gold Fille! [ﬂec Mich.
RexJewelry Co., Depl 2 o BatlleCreek,

When writing advertisers, please mention
The Western Home Monthly

your set!
— Piano, Organ,
Trombone, Flute,

Guitar, Ukelele, Saxophone, CIarinet.APicc'olq.
sing. Special Limi-
ted offer offree weekly lessons. You pay only
only 12 1-2 cents a
dvanced pupils.

Everyt! i simple, systematic.
rything illustrated, la i ywmy T eas,

Prayex

By Rev. Joun MacKay, D.D.

Principal Westminster Hall, Vancouver; B.C.

Thou Who axt the King, Eternal, Frmmortal and

Fnbigible, Who fillest all things with the glov-

ioug majesty of Thy Ioliness, our spirits

pearn after Thee. Thou hast made us for
Thpself, and like wandered children, we are hungry
for the home glotw of Thy Presence. Give us the filial
gpirit that te map hnolw our oneness with Thee and
with all Thy chiloren; that we map pass this Christmas-
tive in the secvet of Thy Presence, in fellotuship with
Thee and them through Christ.

We ot in awe before Thee; Thy purity rebukes
our pettp aimsg and mean desives; our gecvet thoughts
are naked and open before Thee. Tho is a Gob like
unto Thee, glovious in holiness, fearful in praises,
doing wonders! Great act Thou, ® ZLord, and greatlp
to be praised; Thy greatness is ungearchable, and e
twould hallotw Thy THolp Name. Amiv the perplexities
of these dark daps, help us to hear the Teabefily Chorus,
“Inallelujab, for the Lord God Onunipotent veigneth,”
and with a faith that. vises abobe the horvor and the tu-
mult of war, enter into the peace of Gob that passgeth all
understanding, through Jesus Christ, our FLord.

Map Toe Wiho was born in Bethlehem be born anetn
in our hearts, making us Christ-like in gpirit and in
life, seeking that 2His Ringdom map come in ug and
through us into all the world.

Make us gensitive to Thy presence, that tve map
enter into Thy wise and holy counsgels for ug and all
men. The wap is berp dark. L eabe us not alone or
e must surelp fail. Reveal Thy till fo ug and
enable us to persevere therein to the end. ®ibe us
grace to bo that will, eben though it [ead us to a cross.
Freadiate the Cross with Thp presence, and e ghall
find in it the life which-is hid with Christ in Thee.

Afeed ug tith food conbenient for us, and give us
those things Thou seest we need to keep our bodieg as
temples meet for Thy vwelling. Bear the crp of the
destitute; o stic our hearts and guide our handsg that
none map perish for lack of the bounties Thou dost
give go freelp. e commend unto Thee our dear ones,
called to vo battle that the rabiance of Christmas map
not perigh from the earth. e berp near to them in

- these dapg when hearts hunger for home and lobe and

Thee. Keep them brabe and steadfast, clean and true.
Comfort the prisoner, the toounded and the lonely-
hearted. Speak peace fo the dping, and gibe strength
to the sad and anxious omes., Map Thy presence be
perp real to all thoge toho minister to the sgtk and the
pping. Endue those toho rule ober ug with wisdom
and righteousnegs that Thy wap map be done
among us, and that we map habe bictory ober our foes
within and without. Deliber our nation and our €Empire
from eberp idespreall sin. Make ug illing to die for
the things that are gimple, and true and bgnest and of
good report. Bless and gustain our &llies, making
them and us fit to be trusted with bictory and peace.

Map all the truths and hopes that gather round the
manger of Bethlehem tranglate themselbes into libing
forms of gerbice and of life in all the nations. SMap
the beauty of holiness come ober the whole earth, and
peace founded upon” tighteousness be }pttﬁll?' estab-
lished. Thus shall the promise of the first Chrigtmasg-
tive fino new fulfilment fo the glory of Thy thrice

\
- Christmas

" of known quality.

" 1 DO PAINLESS EXTRACTING — and

No More Dread

Dentist Chair !

Every modern scientific equipment
is in this modern establishment in
the hands of skilled dentists —
makes the work painless.

Ou;work is incomparable in finish
and appearance” Have you been
dreading to have your dental work
done? No need of it; we have
scores of satisfied patients who will
tell you I

“Didn’t Hurt a Bit”

uit experimenting with inexperienced

g::mu.daxfxd do as hungreds of buseilxxxeaa
n and farmers are doing—th

coming to me for their work,ﬂ)eoau:g itui:

The people of Western Canada appreciate
;};lr%:legm dental work at re!zonn?)le

Have you tried one of my celebrated

Whalebone Vulcanite
Plates. Price " $].000

Teeth Without Plates '/
it P §70

PER TOOTH

when I say it don’t hurt a bit, I
mean 1t.

Specialists in each Dept.

DR.ROBINSON

Remember the location: Over Birks’® Jewellers
Smith and Portagé - Winnipeg

THE G.P. R. GIVES YOU
TWENTY YEARS TO PAY

An immense area of the most fertile
land in Western Canada for sale at low
prices and easy terms ranging from §11
to $30 for farm lands with ample rain-
fall—irrigated lands up to $60. One-
tenth down, balance if you wish within
twenty years. In certain areas, land
for sale without settlement conditions.
In irrigation districts, loan for farm
buildings, etc. up to §2000, also repay-
able in twenty years—interest only 6
‘per cent. Here is your opportunity to
increase your farm holdings by getting
adjoining land, or to secure your
friends as neighbors. For literature
and particulars apply to Allan
Cameron, Gen’l Supt. of Lands,Depart-
ment of Natural Resources, C. P. B.,
911 First Street Bast, Calgary, Alberta.

FREE Loxeiies.or o

AferallardDay

of work or sport you can get prompt

relief by rubbing the tired
muscles with

sorbineJ:

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT
A bottle of Absorbine, !]r. kept
handy for cmc?enclu s excele
1 lent health an accident insure
ance.
U’?l Albwrbine, Je. whgcvet a hi
ST e iniment or a positive
= f?indicated.

3 @§1.002 bottle. Druggists or postpaid,

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F.
509 Lyman's bidg., honunl. Can.

Ring set with Rose Bud.

liere set wlth‘;ex lt:lx'e. &

gold leaves. Your choice or

cents.  Both for 22 cents. Warranted for three ye:
Oreek,

Rex Jewelry Co., Dept. 3 Battle

Zholp Name. JAmen.

When writing advertisers, please mention

The Western Home Monthly
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iy i - THE EASIEST WAY

TO DO YOUR

CHRISTMAS BUYING

Is to use this book, our Fall
and Winter Catalogue. Not
alone does it contain every-
thing imaginable in the way
of gifts for the family, and

) the family’s friends—but
\ X\ it also covers every per-
sonal need and house-

A hold necessity. If you

WA\ haven't a copy write

!u‘ us now, giving your

N nafne And address,

", Ili and we will see

Illllllt ""I"“
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forward to you
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ARE MOST COMPLETE

on hand at this store from which to make your gift

gelections. Goods from England, from Japan, from

from wherever our buyers could find Christmas gifts

of cheer and gladness for homes throughout the West.

Generous as our, anticipation of what the demand

would be, advance,orders already indicate that it will

is still sufficient time to make “your selection from

stocks as yet unbroken and to make reshipments of

change or duplicate such articles as you wish. So -
do not delay, but

The above phrase has been a slogan for many

holiday scasons, but never has its importance been

\ without delay.
|
bk
Goods of every description, all new and’ fresh, are
the Southern States, from Eastern Canada, in fact,
Do Not Be Disappointed
be difficult for us to fill orders in certain lines. There
goods you intend for friends, at a distance, or to ex-
Do Your Christmas Buying Early
more significant than this year.

Not only have prices heen affected under the con-
ditions now existing, but it has been nnpo%sﬂ)le for us
to get the usual enormous quantitics in some lines
which have always proven so popular w 1th EATON
customers.  For this reason we advise you not to
delay but to send in a comp]oto order covering your
Christmas wants as soon as it is convenient to do so.

<T. EATON CQures

WINNIPEG CANADA
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JThe Christmas Message

EaCWEVER it may be at other seasons of the
H year, 1t is necessary at Christmas time for

gl one who writes to get down to fundamentals.
And the fundamentals are summed up in the life
the teachingsand theactions of Him Who gave us the
pame of Christmas. It is eminently fitt at this
season to recall some of the things with which the
name of Christ is associated, rather indeed to refresh
our memories with the thought of Him in His attitudes
His ambitions and His actions. ’

Hisattitudeis summed upin those words which we
learned in youth: “Wist ye not that I must be about
‘my Father’s business?” “My meat is to do the will
of Him that sent me.” “Thou shalt love the Lord
thy God with all thy heart and soul and strength
and thy neighbor as thyself.” Such an attitude
to God and to man is the beginning and end of righteous-
ness, the guarantee of peace and all true happiness,
the ground of all that is eternal and abiding.

Christ’s attitude to God and man explains His
ambition, which was nothing less than toxEuild up a
kingdom on earth after the pattern of the Heavenly
Kingdom—a kingdom in which life should abound
and manifest itself in kindly loving deeds. Well

~did He know that in such a kingdom the noblest
souls are not the proud and self-sufficient, but those
with pure heart and poverty of spirit.

Nor is it strange that Christ’'s acts from the be-
-Finning and the close of His life were beyond reproach,
or they were the outcome of His attitude and in
line with His ambition. He was the only One hoW
could say to His followers, “Follow Me.” All others
have been strong in advice and in intention. He was
as strong in deed as He was gracious in His speech
or pure in His motive.

Now when we wish each other a Happy Christmas
we wish that into this world as into our hearts the
spirit of love, which underlies’ attitude, ambition
and action.

Christmas for the Individual

ONSIDER two lives that are bound to each
other in love. How suspicion, envy and all
: ugliness whatsoever flee away! How sweet-
ness, purity, unselfishness abound! No hard words,
no evil thoughts, no mean actions! Love is the
%round of all worthy personal relationship. It is
or every individual to choose his own disposition and
destiny.

Christmas in the Family
ONSIDER homes in which love reigns! What
harmony, what cheerful obedience, what

) lovely self-denial! All around us are homes
of this kind—homes perhaps poor in worldly gifts
but rich in this one great heavenly virtue. The
mother cares for her child with a love that beareth
all things, endureth all things, believeth all things
and hopeth all things, and the children return the
love in countless little deeds of adoration and glad
submission. Happy the father who can command
loyalty and reverence from his children! Let him
ask no other happiness. In all the Western prairies
we are endeavoring to build up happy and prosperous
homes. The Christmas message 1s to build upon
" the foundation of love, for it will abide when all other
foundations .are washed away. No superstructure,
however gaudy, has a value unless planted on a solid
foundation.

Christmas in the Community

ONSIDER the community. Was it not in-
tended that it should be governed by the
2 same laws as the family? Each member
shall live for all and all for each. Each shall find his
life in his service for others, for verily “He that loseth
his life for the sake of the group shall find it.” This
is the true Christmas spirit and any community
which possesses it may have christmas all the year.
There is a socialism which is rooted 11}" force. It 1s
anti-social and anti-christian. There 15 a socialism
the principle of which is voluntary service. That is
the only socialism which can endure, for its spirib
is faith and love. All up and down this land may be
found communities in which therce is discord, strife
and bitterness. They have not yct sought to possess
the christian spirit. They have not received the
Christmas gift. Family against family an(l- clan
against clan, yes, creed _agnmst creed, an(lihtongﬁe
over against tongue. Is it not ]amentablo W f(‘n Ihe
gift of peace and happiness might be had for .ue
asking? And is it not wonderful that badness and i 3
will continue to exist when one htt.le.Pollyanmvx O(]l
Rebecea might work a change? For it is true beyon
telling that to-day as in the beginning of our,om‘.‘o‘ne
single life devoted to unselfish service, may transform
a world.
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Christmas for the Nation

S ONSIDER that greater community, the nation.
( % I‘ZV?: (t)lfltaeél _talknlof thg nationI as ChliiStiaIIll'
S| bu is only a e. It is only the
individual who can be christi:%xllx,r for it is only the
individual who has a soul to think and feel and act.
And yet not so. A nation may have a dominatin
spirit. It may be the spirit of dissension, unrest an
anarchy, or the.spirit of co-operation and brotherhood.
This latter spirit is possible only when each citizen
18 true to the whole; it is a.ltogetiler impossible where
the strong & mpt to live upon the weak, where
the wealthys grind~ down the poor, when the few
control the many. The christian staé‘e is a democracy,
and every attempt to create artificial class distinctions
based upon wealth, occupation or creed, is in opposition
to the christian idea.. And so the big interests, the

combines, the secret trusts and profiteering in every

form are unchristian.
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The Shepherds’ Wondrous Tale
From the Spanish of Gongora

It was the very noon of night, the stars
above the fold,

More sure than clock or chiming bell, the
hour of midnight told:

When from the heavens there came a
voice, and forms were seen to shine,

Still bright’'ning as the music rose with
light and love divine.

With love divine the song began; there
shone a light serene:

Oh, who hath heard what I have heard,
or seen what I have seen?

I roused me at the piercing strain, but
shrunk as from the ray

Of summer lightning; all around so bright
the splendor lay.

For oh, it mastered sight and sense, to see
that glory shine,

To hear that minstrel in the clouds, who
sang of Love Divine,

To see that form with birdlike wings, of
more than mortal mien:

Oh, who hath heard what I have heard, or
seen what I have seen?

When once the happy trance was past,
that so my sense dus) bind,

1 left my sheep to Him Whose care was in
the western wind,;

1 left them, for, instead of snow, I trod on
blade and flower,

And ice dissolved 1n starry rays at morn-
ing’s gracious hour, -

Revealing where on earth the steps of
Love Divine had been:

Oh, who hath heard what I have heard,
or seen what I have seen?

T hasted to a low-roofed shed, for so the
Angel bade;

And bowed before the lowly rack where
Love Divine was laid:

A new-born Babe, like tender Lamb, with
Lion’s strength there smiled,

For Lion’s strength, immortal might, was
in that new-born Child;*®

That Love Divine in childlike form had
God forever been:

Oh, who hath heard what I have heard, or
seen what I have seen?
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Tt is a serious problem this, the most serious of all
problems, that of evangelizing the people, not that
thoy may profess a common faith nor submit them
selves to a common ordinance, but that they shall

. accept and practise a common form of conduct. Oh,

it is wonderfully fine to live among a people who have
lost their individual wills in the higher national will.
It is the grandest thing in the world to see men placing-
their lives on the altar of their country. Sacrifice
in any form is Christlike, and never more so than
when it takes the form of ardent patriotism. There
are many joys in life, but all joys are not of the same
order. The highest and best, because the noblest of
joys, is that which accompanies sacrifice. Then
this year, though tears may fall, let thee hearts of
Canadians rejoice. Where so much is lovely and holy
there is occasion for gladness. Were it all selfishness
and greed and strife, not all the gold in the Yukon
could make our smiles other than cheap artificial
m'micry. All true smiles come from the heart. All
true joy is born of love.
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Christmas in the World

Bl ONSIDER this old world, tgrey in its years,
( | yet red with .the blood of butchery. It is

! not like the world He came to give us. There
1s not peace and good-will among the nations. His
will is not being done on earth even as it is done in
Heaven. Yet surely the law of international life
differs not from the law of the smaller group. Each
nation must find itself in the welfare of others. A
land that lives for itself alone is hopelessly damned.
We can test ourselves at this time by applying such a
standard of action. Britain and the United States
where do they appear to-day? With no thought of
gain for themselves they are standing for the rights
of the little nations and the freedom of the world.
'.I‘ha.thns .%110 C[mstignt attitude. War for conquest
18 a horrible: , but war to prevent wrong-doing
and to g}mmnte;e&mlﬁaeny to the sons of man is righteous
and glorious. Just as in the community apublic ogsinjon
arrays itself aﬁlsnst wrong-doing and compels its
cessation, go in this war of nations the world-conscience
finds itself aroused to protest against an unrulyanda
brutal element. Unfortunately words are no deterrent.
Germany can outbid the whole world in the matter of
talking. It is necessary to use another weapon.
Even a Christian parent deems it right and proper to
use the asylum and even the strai:gt-jacket for such
as are demented. There was never a dementia more
dangerous than the megalomania of Prussia. Not in

-hatred of the German people but in hatred of the

principles for which they stand do we wage this war

and fight to the death, in the assurance that out
of death life will come. Unless there is a death there

ca.nxll((l)t lf)e_a. mmuah tion. On tl:ia wrecd ks (ﬁ the old
world of inequality, tyranny and pride will arise a
new world in which righteousness, peace and equity
shall prevail—and over it shall float the banner of

love.
The Christmas Call

e/ ND so it comes about after the centuries of
strife and pain that the same voice is yet
pleading with the sons of men. ‘“Go about
your Father's business: Love your neighbor as
yourself: Bear ye one another's burdens: Let
each man find his life in the losing of it.”” This is
the Christian call and it will not fall upon deaf ears.
It will be responded to by individuals and communities
and nations, and in time will be echoed around this

0

" pain-wracked world. Then will the kingdoms of this

world become the kingdoms of His Son, Who came
to us that first glad Christmas morn.

A Message to Farmers
BIOTHING is more cheering than to note the
m change in the tone of current magazines
when reference is made to Christmas and to
Him Who gave the day its name. Adoration is the
first step towards religious observance, and in all
places among all men the Galilean is now honored
as never before. Consider the following from, the
pages of an agricultural journal. It is in line with
what is being expressed everywhere. No longer are
the religious magazines the sole preachers of religious
truth. Christianity is becoming part of the common
life. It is not something which exists apart from all
other thought and activity. Here, then, is the message
from a farmer to farmers. It would be difficult to find
anything more beautiful in its simplicity and directness.
‘May the Hope and Peace of the Blessed Christmas
Time enter into the hearts of all our readers.
Sing a song of Christmas,
Sing with all your might;
Break the old world’s slumber.
Drive away her night.
Love alone makes Christmas,
Love makes Christmas cheer,
Then sing a song of Christmas
And sing it all the year.

i cannot bring people joy. They may make
them comfortable, but there is a vast difference be-
tween comfort and happiness. Christmas is far other
and more than merely a time of exchanging gifts. It
is an event set deep, not only in the history of men, but
in their faith, their avorship and their way of life.
Christmas has given to life a diviner meaning and a
kindlier habit. God so loved the world. Christ so
loved us, and we rhust so love our fellowmen. Love was
the light which radiated from the far-away Bethlehem
star, and that light has never dimmed, but despite all
contradicting circumstances, grows stro‘nger and
brighter witi each succeeding year. Haven't you a
more intense desire this year than last to make some
one happy, to help alleviate pain and want, to give some
little child a good time, to give some aged person a
pleasant memor{igo ponder over when days are dark
and dreary, that show that you are developing the
Christ Spirit, the spirit of Love? Christ came to show
and to teach us Heaven’s thought of our life and how
it should be lived. A devotion of ourselves to the way
of life that the Man of Nazareth taught us is the only
Christmas offering that is at all worth while. That 18
the only true thankfulness. May Love, the spirit of
Christmas, speak to us every one, and enter and abid-,
manifesting itself in us throughout the coming year.
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- unlight can be kind or cruel

Strong sunlight is the real proof of your skin’s beauty. At

night, under soft shaded lig

your skin appear attractive,

CAN you face the strong sunlight

with confidence ?

Is your skin so fine in texture, so
soft and clear-that you do not hesitate
to be seen with your face bathed in
sunshine ?  Scientists say, strong sun-
light is a thousand times stronger than

. ordinary electric light.

No matter what artifices you use—

. sunlight reveals the real condition of

your skin. If you have blemishes,

. pimples, blackheads or enlarged nose

pores, sunlight reveals them canspicu-
ously. It shows up a rough, scaly skin,
a shiny nose or a pallid, sallow com-
plexion.

" You can look well in daylight, too

There is no reason why your skin
should 7ot beclear and lovely, always.
Do not dread to meet your friends
in the daytime. Begin now to make
your complexion as lovely from nine

%

o’clock to six as it is from six to twelve.

The Woodbury treatments are based
on this fundamental fact: every day a
change takes place in your skin. The
old skin dies, new forms. This new
skin, when treated by the lather of
Woodbury's Facial Soap, can be ren-
dered delightfully clear, smooth and
free from all blemishes.

The Woodbury treatments cleanse
the tiny pores of the skin, bring the
blood to the surface, and improve its
circulation. They stimulate the small
muscular fibers. Asthenéw skin forms,
you are surprised at its clearness, its
smoothness, its glowing color!

Follow these directions carefully

If you want to know how beautiful
your skin can be—not only at night—
but in the daytime, too—just try the
following treatment tonight.

Just before retiring, wash your face

hts, you may succeed in making

but how does it look by\day?

and neck with plenty of Woodbury's
Facial Soap and warm water. Work
up a good soapy lather in your hands
and rub thoroughly into the pores, using
an upward ard outward motion. Do
this until the skin feels somewhat sen-
sitive. Rinse well in warm water, then
in cold. If possible, rub your skin for
five minutes with a piece of ice and
dry carefully.

In ten days, or a week even!

This Woodbury treatment, used
nightly, should produce a marked im-
provement in a week or ten days. If
kept up regularly, it will soften and
beautify the very texture of your skin—
and give you a complexion you will
be proud of !

You can secure Woodbury's Facial
Soap at your druggist’s, or at any
counter where toilet preparations are
sold. It ““lasts’’ remarkably well,

How to make your skin lovely by daylight, too .

First, wash

L Iyour face and .
neck with plenty of Wood- mzy lather in your hands
bury’s Facial Soap and wit
warm water. Soap.

Next, work up a good,
Woodbury’s Facial

Rub the lather inwell, al-
ways with an upward and
outward movemeni.

After rinsing with warm
water and then cold, rub
vour face for a few min-
utes with a piece of ice.

Even the first treatment
brings a ruddy glow and
leaves the skin smoother

and clearer.

"

mpe 25c cake being sufficient for a
month or six weeks.

Send for this booklet and

sample cake

~We have given only one treatment
here. “The many Woodbury treat-
ments for the various troubles of the
skin are all given in the booklet, ‘A

skin you love to touch.’” This book- _

let is wrapped about every cake of
Woodbury's Facial Soap. For 4c we
will send you this booklet and a cake
of Woodbury’s Facial Soap large
enough for a.week of any Woodbury
treatment. Write today! Address The
Andrew Jergens Co 12 Sher-
brook St., Perth, Ontarxo.

For sale by Canadian druggists
from coast to coast
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- A Khaki

Christmas - :

By Charles Dorian ‘

HE first Christmas in the
& | trenches had been a joyous
event for John Coderson, sur-
vivor of Ypres and many more
hot battles, and as the second
Christmas of the pre-millenium murder
called the Great War dawned he was

reported missing on that dismal page of

casualties so ponderously complete in its
brief litany of heroism.

His ‘mother, hearing no word of him,
mourned for him. Yet there was an-
other cloud in her Christmas sky.

John had tried to provide well for her,
put what was her knowledge of the
world against old Slade Witcherley’s

e be

The best that John could leave her was
a tiny cottage and lot he bought at a
bargain on the edge of the town. That,
with the monthly allowance she would

t, looked reassuring.

dThe neighborhood will grow up,” he
told her.
lot of knowledge in his foxy old head,
and can be a help to you should you
need it. Then there’s the Mowbrays,
on the other side of you, nice people—
especially Jean (don’t tell her I said so)
they will run in to cheer you up now and
then.”

That was a pleasant prediction just
then, but time came when the Mowbrays
‘moved to the city and the widow Coder-
i;on’s only neighbor was old Slade Litcher-

ey.

“Never mind, old lady,” he chaffed
one day, as she spoke-of the increasing
cost of provisions, of the taxes and of the
forlorn neighborhood. “Youll be rich
some day. Guess what !” he challenged
spryly, watching the startled dilation of
her still youthful blue eyes. “They’re
talkin’ of runnin’ a sewer down this way.”

“But won’t that mean more taxes?
she inquired, thoughtfully.

“What of it? what of it?”’ he asked,
sharply. “Won’t your property go up
in value? Maybe you’d rather stay poor
and pay small taxes!”

Slade Litcherley may have been a good
adviser but his appearance inspired only
distrust. He was too keen, 1t seemed.
He was always chewing something, a
raisin or a straw, his black and grey thin
beard wagging in quick unison, his whole
face bristling, be-goggled eyes winking
waggishly, his low, broad forehead wrink-
ling, his ears hitching.

He was small and spindly in build,
resembling one of those loose-limbed
effigies in wood that are made to dance
mechanically. It was impossible to be
at ease in his presence. Even if you felt
tempted to laugh at his comic mobility
something hypnotic about him had you
“doing it,” too. '

Not so, Mrs. Coderson. She had too
serious a trend to note the funny side of
the man. He mentioned the sewer again
a few days later.

“They’re goin’ to bring it down,” he
announced, ‘“‘and guess what!” he prompt-
ed, chewing rapidly. “Can’t? They're
lgoin’ to bring it right down through your

ot.”

“But they can’t do that, can they?” she
asked, alarmed.

“They can and they will. They can’t
bring it down the street because it’s all
rock. They get around the rock by
bringin’ it down this way.”

“That will make a muss of my lot that
I've been planning to have fixed up into a
nice garden next spring.”

“They’ll pay you for it. Put your
price up high. It'll cost them five thous-
and dollars to blast out that rock if they
EO by the street. What's a couple of

undred here and there to come the
easiest way?”’

“Do you think they’ll offer me that
much?”’

“Sure’as shootin’,” he assured her.

When the proposition was put to her by
the town, however, there was no such
munificence—just the legal minimwm of
one dollar as consideration for the right-
of-way. She refused it. .

“You did right,” Litcherley praised.
“They’ll probably come to me, now, and
they Il get another bump.”

The owners of other lots on the pro-
posed sewer line held out, too, upon
Litcherley’s advice, and the town, t_hUS
gouded, exercised one of its prerogatives
—expropriated the whole block of lots
at their assessed value.

Now, the town did not want both the
Coderson and Liteherley lots and Litch-
erley did some rapid thinking.

& Gt i

“Litcherley, next door, has a’

His lot was assessed at four hundred
;iollars and Mrs. Coderson’s at eight
1lundred. It was reasonable to suppose
té hat the town would grab the cheaper one.
0“he went to Mrs. Coderson and argued:

They picked on your lot first, didn’t
they? Well, now, it’s bettin’ fair they’ll
{:’llrlr;}z ti(’)fl yoursl and not mine. ' Tell you

; I'll swap lots with you i
a hundred dollars to boot)."’ and giva you

Mrs. Coderson was not given to deep
thought over financial matters and the
hundred in the hand with a cottage and
lot almost identical with her own though
so much farther'from the centre of the
town, was a bargain, she considered, and
closed it on the spot. o

Litcherley had the deeds exchang
with his usual speed.

Then the town did just as he had
figured—took the cheaper lot. He was,
therefore, all sympathy for the widow.

“Who’d ’a thought it? Yours was the
lot they were after and here they go and
take the pther one and beat you down,
too. T town’s gettin’ worse and
worse! Now what’ll you do?”

}

Captain Pearson at the outbreak of war was
in 89th battalion as a fighting captain.

Y.M.C.A. forces.
vote and with Miss McAdam, a nurse,

«T don’t know. I never was any
good with land deals and if I buy again
T'm sure to make a bad bargain,” she dis-
paraged. “If Clyde or John were only
here! John was so good at making a
bargain.”

“I guess he was.
Say, he got to be an officer,
asked Litcherley, slyly.

“A non-commissioned officer of the
highest rank,” she corrected him.

t«Qmart lad. Smart lad. Bargains have
of turnin’ out well with some

I ess he was.
o didn’t he?”’

a way !
people. - Then there’s bargains and bar-
gains. You see, your deal with me was a

bargain for you but it was a kind o’
speculation, too, because it didn’t turg
out just as we expected. Tell you what,

he went on, briskly, “What’s the matter
with bein’ Mrs. Litcherley, and livin’ in

the old place?”

Now, Mrs. Coderson revered the
memory of her husband. She was one of
those loyal women who wed but once,
believing implicity in the reality of spirit.
Though Clvde Coderson’s body was in
disintegration, his spirit, his memory,
the impress of his spoken words, lived

with her as much as ever. She was
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righteously indignant at Litcherley’s pro-
and she answered, calmly:

“’1_‘hat_ is a bargain I am certain of not
making,” and turned her back upon him,
entering the house to which she had
moved her belongings only to be forced
to remove them again.

But where was she to go?

Lots in that neighborhood were the
cheapest in town but were held for
speculation. She thought of the Mow-
bray house, long for rent, but even
promptly as she inquired others were
ahead of her and ready to move in.
delight sprang up in her breast for it was
the Mowbrays themselves returning to
town.

Jean was a winsome girl “of nineteen,
dimpled and frank-eyed, affectionate and
sympathetic. She found Litcherley in
the Coderson house and could scarcely
believe her eyes. She rushed to the one
next door.

“QOh, Mrs. Coderson, there’s some mis-
take, i1sn’t thére? You didn’t have to
give up that cosy little place for this cold,
cheerless one, did you? I can see you've
been bamboozled by that old sinner.”

“No use crying about it, my dear,”
soothed Mrs. Coderson, herself in tears.
“P'll have to make the most of it, but I

sec‘retary of Y.M.C.A. at Calgary and enlisted

After being wounded he was attached to the

In recent Alberta elections he headed the polls in the oversea soldiers’s
will represent the soldiers in the legislature.

can’t stay here. The town give me to
January first to keep it but I want to get
out of it now—before Christmas, anyway.
I can’'t think of spending Christmas
here.”

“And you shall not, either. Just come
on over with us. We'll fix up a nice room
for you and take care of your furniture,
too.” Come; I'm boss over there! Mother
will be glad to have you.” .

The" greying head nodded thoughtfully
while she fought back her tears. She
found it hard to decide. It was a sacrifice
of independence so dear to them that have
it.

“I'll go, Jean—the day before Christ-
mas, and I thank you,” she at last agreed.
Jean stayed with her and put her house in
order and then returned to the rehabilita-
tion of their own home.

The sewer was in progress on the pro-
posed new street which was to swallow
up the Litcherley place—that is, the sur-
veying was in progress, but as soon uas
a shovel was put into it all progress
stopped.

They had encountered rock a foot below
the surface. They bared it in many
places with the same result. There

Pt rsp———————— PR ESch

Then
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would be just as much blasting here, the;

ured, as if they kept by the old surveg
which, at least described a street that
was straight while the new one did not.

Winter was approaching and all public
work was doomed to rest and a wrangle
begun involving the town engineer seri-
ously. )

Christmas eve came with swirling gusts
of snow that swept the whole mining
district, settling as if by preference in
fihls’ the chief town, and piling up a foot

eep.

About noon old Litcherley was brought
to his door by a loud knock.- -

‘“Hello Litcherley, is mother in?" asked
a khaki clad youth with the Coderson
blue eyes, a big fellow and not a physical
defect to be noticed.

“John Coderson!” gasped Litcherley,

whitening. * “Why — you — were — re-
Eorted?” — missing. How did you get
ere? s

“I’'m invalided home—just gasand a few
shrapnel slices out of me, but I’'m almost
as strong as ever—and considerably
richer, in lucre, war lore and knowl of
human nature. What’s wrong—why don’t
you invite me in to see my family?”’

“Why — ah — you’re mother moved
next door a short time ago — my old place.
Come in and I'll tell you all about it.”

“I’ll come in later,” and John Coderson
sped to the next house.

His mother opened the door to his
knock and just naturally melted into his
arms. He carried her back into the
chilly room, drawing her upon his knees
into a chair and asking all sorts of ques-
tions.

“Come, now, mother, tell me all about
this thing,” he prompted.

“Everything’s all right, John. You’re
here. There’s been a change here but
nothing that I should complain of. You’ve
been through a thousand times worse.
Let us get ready to be real happy.”

“ , mother, I'll go over ang begin on
old Litcherley,” and away he went, en-
tering Lit,cheriey’s house as he knocked.

“What is it, Litcherley?”’ he asked,
“a trick?”

Litcherley tried to explain about the

swap.

“{) know what that means, mind you,
Litcherley. You can’t trick me.’ You
saw a hundred dollars profit and grabbed
for it. You didn’t care how the other
party suffered. Now, Litcherley, we've
yet time before business closes for the day
to square this up. This house and lot are
assessed at eight hundred. I'll just deduct
the hundred you made and give you seven
hundred dollars and you’ll move out to-
night.”

“Impossible!” blurted Litcherley.

“It 1s not only quite possible but quite
imperative. Come with me right now and
get the deed fixed up and then get ready to
move. You'd better move cf:an out of
town—and out of the count.?', Litcherley,
because my arm is aching for a terrible
swing on your mean jaw and I have a
long reach.”

The capitulation was complete: and
hasty; in an hour John Coderson went
back to his mother with a deed in his
pocket. :

It is a strange fact that in some neigh-
borhoods many things happen in the
intercourselof a day’s business without the
knowledge of it ever getting out, while in
others it would seem that unpleasant
espionage was upon every little act.

John Coderson’s return to town ‘was un-
heralded and except for a hearty hand-
shake from individuals he met on his
way home his coming was quiet. There
were not many out and those who re-
mained indoors kept as close to their
stoves and as far away from windows as
possible. So, Jean Mowbray, washing
dishes near the kitchen fire, saw nothing
of the comedy enacted next door. Two
hours later she began to fix up a room for
Mrs. Coderson and caught a ﬁm of a
furniture van backing up to Litcherley’s
house apd old Litcherley actually handing
out chairs and other light articles. The
strangeness of it held her gaze for several
moments and then she ran out of the
house to tell Mrs. Coderson the news. :

She burst in after knocking lightly and
sang out as she volleyed into the presen
of John and his mother: ?

“Did you know that old’ Litcherley’s
moving out? Well, for goodness sake—
John Coderson, or am I dreaming?”’

It was real, very real, the pressure of
strong arms about her and warm kisses
upon her lips.

Mrs. Coderson had stepped lightly into
the kitchen at the first sign of the af-

(Conﬁnued on Page 6, Col. 4)
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. .Marked Down.

By Margaret Pearce

IRNOLD BARNETT paused
and viewed his reflection in the
long narrow mirror of his bed
room. Grey hairs! Could it

- be possible? Why he was only
thirty-two and full of life and health.
But was he? Even now, his hand
trembled perceptibly as he raised it to pat
the smooth staring m?s of age. 8;,
that would soon pass when he had drank
his morning bracer. He had drank too
much last night and he didn’t feel well this
morning.
Indeed, they had had a night of it. He
and his quondam companions. There
had been six of them and what a time they
had had! They had drank and de-
bauched and\snn% until even the rafters
rang with good cheer. But Ugh! How
bad he felt after it! -

The debris had but been cleared away
and he went to his work. All his fellow
workers dv;'eret' alread dat ttlileir desks
copying, dictating and doing the various
jobs of a big office. Arnold went quietly
to his desk but was soon called by the
manager.

“Barnett, I am sorry to have to say it,”
said the smooth voice of Bray, “but we
will have to let you go.”

“What? Why?—‘Arnold was alarmed.
He had not expected—

“The truth is,” said Bray, ‘“you have
lost your nerve. You make so many mis-
takes that it not pay the firm to hire
a man to corrgct them.”

He looked with sympathy into Arnold’s

eyes—red from and loss of sleep
—and shook his head. ‘
“Sorry, old boy,” he said.

And with another touch ot feeling he
held out his hand and clasped Barnett’s.
ou’ll soon find a good job,” the
voice followed him into the big office.

Arnold turned slowly, mechanically and
reached for his coat and hat.

“What’s the matter, old chap,” asked
Harry Goram sympathetically as he
brushed his desk going out.

Arnold was popular wherever he worked
an was genuinely sorry when he
heard of his friend’s loss.

“QOh, well,” he comforted, “I wouldn’t
worry. There are plenty more jobs.”

But jobs were not so plentiful for
Barnett. Some of the men who held the
reins in the big offices looked at his
trembling hand and some his graying hair.
His red, blood-shotten eyes were no asset
with which to get a job either. So on he
went from place to place only to be turned
down. Finally, tired out he went up and
down the streets and idly looked into the
show windows, pretending to be inter-
ested. Ashamed, and afraid that even
the pedestrians who brushed him on the
gtxt')eet should know that he could not get a
JoD. ’
One day he stopped in front of Old
Anthony’s clothing store and looked in.
He saw the old man come quietly and put
a faded old coat with frayed edges in the
window on a stand. Then he tacked a
card board in front on which Arnold read
the words:

“Marked Down.”

He caught his breath in a quick hiss and
clutched iis breast with his right hand.
In the old coat there faded from much
handling, and frayed and -graying at the
edges, he saw a symbol of himself.

“Like me,” he acknowledged to him-
self. “I am marked down. I am not
worth what I once was. Nobody wants
me because I am graying on the edges and
a little faded in the eyes.”

He laughed grimly at his simile and
went slouching into a saloon. The drink
braced him and he once more an his
hunt for a job. This time he avoided the
big offices and asked at the stores and
small shops.

In a downtown shoe store which strug-
gled feebly for life among its more pros-
perous neighbors he obtained a job on
trial. It seemed that suspicion lurked
by his side. Even the proprietor of this
small business distrusted him. And why
not? He was drinking more than ever.
His clothes were shabby and his hat
seedy. The money that should have
gone for good clothes and food went for
beer and whisky. ‘The money was
getting away too. He had only a few
quarters and dimes left.

He held his job for a month by putting
a brace on himself and going a block out
of"his way every morning so as not to pass

ast.

a salocn. But, alas! One day he met
one of his old companions and he was lost.

From that he drifted to. various small
jobs, and obtained enough by hard labor
to feed and buy himself whisky. Finally,
Harry Goram ran across him carrying a
hod where there was a buildi goin§l up.
A true friend, always, he had hunted for
Arnold alittle every day since he heard
to what straits he was reduced. With

ntle tact he got Arnold off from his
job to go and take dinner with him at a
near by restaurant. Harry tried not to
show his surprise at the spectacle Barnett
presented and soon won him to the old
understandin; ain.

Suddenly, ﬁe elt he could stand it no
lo . This pretense between himself
an:f a friend he loved like a brother, and
he burst out: - “I say, Arnold, this is a
shame! Me with plenty of everything
and you with nothing. I can’t stand it.
I am going to the country to-morrow on
a little vacation and I want you to go
with me. Will you?”’

Arnold had a little pride left. He
blushed and stammered, ‘“I— I have no
money—and—and these are my best
clothes.”

“Do you think that makes any difference
to me?

Goram smiled a true smile of friendship

and added, “We will go around to Tay-
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His voice broke and he hurried away to

his room not waiting for his friend’s ex-

tion that he did not know it was
Arnold’s boyhood home.

They found it very pleasant in the
country among the flowers and live things
of the farm. Arnold led his friend over
many places of his boyhood and lived
over again many thrilling scenes. TheK
hunted and fished and played ball wit
the village team and became boys again
in eve ing but size. The city was for-
gotten in the beautiful days and pleasant
nights of the country and Harry almost
imagined he had been eating the lotus
bloom.

With the blooming of the apple blos-
soms, Arnold found some of his lost man-
hood. His cheeks were rounded out and
his eyes lost every trace of red. His skin
lost the sickly pallor of the city and in-
sufficient nourishment -and he took on a
healthy tan. His nerves were 'steadied
by his good habit of replacing his morning
dram of Avhisky for a tall glass of col
buttermilk fgesh from the churn.

Anddltgen one morning while he and his
frien t smoking on the long front
veranda which ran the length of the
house, the woman made her appearance.
She rode up on a horse and dismounted at
a tall oak at the gate. She was pretty
but Goram saw nothing in her to cause
Arnold to act the way he did. He
straightened his spine; his eyes grew
bright as dew drops and his nervous hand
began to pat his graying hair. Goram

A Canadian officer wounded in both hands having a snack outside a Boche gun pit in

Flanders.

lor's and get you fitted up this evening
and you can settle with me sometime.”

That seemed to make everything satis-
factory and Barnett was as pleased as a
child. He loved the country and had
frequently told Goram that he had been
reared on a farm and would give half his
life if he had never left it with its clean
atmosphere and hard work and peace.
He had described the place so often that
Harry felt like he would know it if he
happened to ride there in the dark. He
dixf not tell Arnold but the place he had
picked as the most desirable to spend his
vacation was so much like the place as he
could imagine

It was night when they got there and an
old darky drove them to the farm house.
The family were up waiting for them and
introductions were in order the very first
thing.

“This is Mr. Barnett—Arnold Barnett,”
said Harry, presenting his friend who now
in a new suit and shoes and hat looked
somewhat like the Arnold Barnett of old.

“Barnett, how singular,” exclaimed
Mrs. Jones, the lady of the house. This
farm used to belong to an Arnold Barnett.”

“Yes it belonged to my father,” said
Arnold. He looked at Harry with a
twinkle and explained: “I knew it the
minute my eyes saw the wood. I have
hunted many a day in that wood, and
fished”in the creek that runs through it.
I knew you thought you were springing a
surprise on me Harry and that 1s the rea-
son I kept still. How I appreciate what
you have done, no one knows but myself.
But for this one act of unselfish friendship
you will be honored by me till the day of
my death.”

He does not seem very downhearted.

smiled but he too buttoned his coat and
smoothed his hair. He had the surprise
of his life however when Barnett jumped
up and almost shouted,

“Norah!”

“Arnold!” was the answer.

And then both stood blushing shyly
like two children. Finally the woman
recovered herself and not waiting for an
introduction to Goram disappeared inside
saying that she wanted to see Mrs. Jones
a moment.

There was silence for a moment and
Harry asked banteringly, “I say, old chap,
who 1s she?”’

Arnold’s voice held a ring of new life as
he answered.

“That woman was my sweetheart once.”

“You don't say!” Harry scented a
romance.

“Yes, and I love her yet,” admitted
Arnold bluntly.

Another silence. And Harry asked,
“Why don’t you win her yet?”

A shadow rested in the deep blue eyes
of Barnett and a picture of his old life rose
before hjm.* The intimacy of years had
given Harry a wonderful insight into this
man’s simple kindly nature and he
guessed what Arnold was thinking.

“You can make good yet and she need
never know,” he said softly as though
soothing a dissatisfied child. B

Arnold was willing to be persuaded and
the two plotted and planned. They sat
long _hoping against hope that Norah
would make her appearance again but.she
did not. They saw her at dinner and
talked with her in the afternoon and
Harry was willing to endorse his friends’
taste. That night however, Arnold and

Norah took a walk. They walked through
the orchard sweet with the smell of apple
blossoms and sweet with the memories of
bygone days. They stood under the old
sweet apple tree that both remembered
so well and lived a whole lifetime in each
other’s smile. ) -

‘““Are you married yet, Norah?”

The soft eyes of the woman smiled at
the absurdity of the question.

“No, are you?”’ »

“Of course not,” answered Arnold, his
heart singing for joy.

With his arms around her and his head
hid on her shoulder he confessed all the
weaknesses of his New York life and as all
the women from Eve down have done, she
forgave him and asked only his love. '

A Khaki Christmas
(Continued from previous page)

fectionate interlocking and remained there
while those two young people told the
world’s oldest story In eye-telegraphy,
embellished by pleasurable sighs and
shocks.

They called her in to congratulate them
upon the happy discovery and then set-
tled down to planning for the day of
Peace.

The van that moved Litcherley out
moved the Codersons in, and after ®
hearty supper at the Mowbrays a “bee’
was held to prepare the Coderson house
for the morrow. Jean found many a
chance to ask John a few questions as they
went about putting things in order.

“I don’t understand you’re being re-
ported missing when you were wounded,”
she told him.

“That is one of the things hard to over-
come. I was missing for four days before
they found me and put me in a hospital.
Then I discovered that they reported me
wounded under the name of ‘Anderson’
but I did not know it for three months
and then I had endless trouble getting it
put right. They had me down as a private
because the sign of my rank was torn off
my sleeve by shrapnel. But I got it
fixed up at last and I was very much sur-
prised’ at the p#g” of back pay I got.
Then I hurried home because I knew that
mother’s allowance would have stop;
and it was up to me—and I had that
human failing of wishing to give every-
body a surprise!”

“You couldn’t have given everybody a
better Christmas gift,” she responded.

Two GREAT WORLD GRAINS

are combined in the
perfected ready-cooked
cereal —

Grape-Nuts

This appetizing blend
of Wheat and Barley
is over 98% Food.
ECONOMICAL
HEALTHFUL

DELIGHTFUL
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OAN Gregory, the teacher of
| the foreign settlement at Volsk,
in northern Alberta, was eating
her solitary dinner in her shack.
Without, the September day
. 'was shortening to dusk. The one roomed
; frame shack, though small, was cozy and

comfortable, and for two years Joan had

lived alone in it.

The free unconventional life had a.

charm of its own, and Joan seldom grew
lonely, though her only associates were
other teachers thinly scattered over the
vast prairie.

Through the window Joan could see the
schoolhouse, some fifty yards away, and
across the road the thatched house and
barn of her nearest neighbor, Dmitri
Boicjuk. There were other thatched
r00fs to be seen farther off on the prairie,
but the nearest was a mile away.

A sound of horse’s hoofs, clattering
down the long hill to the north, took
Joan to the door. On the summit of the
hil, a mile away, thé Russian Orthodox
church, with its gilded domes, stood out
clearly in the sunset glow, but it was too
dark to distinguish clearly the approach-
ing rider. Joan wondered who could be
so reckless as to ride at such a pace down
the hilly road, since it was in very bad
repair, and was full of stumps and badger
‘holes. The rider swept round the corner
of the fence, and stopped at the school
gate, only a few yards away. Joan, as
he approached, was surprised to recognize
Alan Forbes, who taught the school at
Sheremeta, some ten miles distant. He
often came over for Sunday dinner, but
this was the first time he had called on a
week evening. Joan hastily considered
the resources of her larder.

“This is a pleasant surprise,” she said.
“You are just in time for dinner. But
what is the matter?”’ she broke off,
noticing now that he was coatless, hatless,
and generally dishevelled.

“Miss Gregory,” he said, striving to
master his excitement, “I am in trouble.
The police may be here any moment. I
stopped to ask if you could give me some
food?”’

“The police? But why?”

“You may as well hear the truth now
as later,” Forbes said. “I am wanted for

murder.”

“Murder!” Joan fell back a step, but
immediately recovered. “But you are
not guilty?”’

“No. But I dare not give myself up.

You know how these Ruthenians stick
together. The murderer himself will
swear away my life, and he can get
dozens of his countrymen to perjure
}l;emselves. And what witnesses have

“Who has been murdered?” the girl
asked. ,

“Domka Fedorovitch, old Tedot Fedor-
ovitch’s daughter. They live near the
school.. The girl sometimes came to that
ﬁhurch on the hill; you may have seen
er.”

“Yes, I knew her,” Joan murmured.

“I went over there after school to get
some eggs. I took my .22 along, thinking
I might get a prairie chicken on the way.
I took my camera, too, since Domka had
asked me to take her photograph. We
were talking and laughing, and I had just
taken a snapshot, when suddenly I saw
Tonasco Pugachev standing a few yards
behind the girl, covering her with my .22,
which I had left leaning against the fence.
Before I could move he fired. She
screamed and fell. I ran to her, but she
was already dead. The shot brought her
father from the stable. Tonasco called
out in Russian, which I understand
fairly well, “This cursed Englishman has
killed your daughter. I will go for the
police.” He jumped on a horse, and was
off before I could find breath to deny his
accusation. But in any case talk was of
no use. Old Fedorovitch understands no
English, and though I understand Rus-
sian, I can’t speak it much.” '

“But why did you run away? People
will say your flight proves you guilty, and
vou know there is no escape from the
Riders of the Plains.”

“I can’t give myself np—I can’t.
There is not a serap of evidence in my
favor. Tonasco will swear that he saw
me shoot the girl, and he will have wit-
nesses ready to swear to it also. If I
¢ only get fifty miles south, among
I'r.¢lish settlers, I may escape. Up here,
0f course, anyone speaking English is a

- like hawks.”
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The Silent Witness

By 8. Galbraith

ground, I say. My neighbors have eyes

As soon as they reached the shack,

Joan threw back the couch cover, the

marked man.
sharply.

The last rays of the sun showed a gleam
of mﬂetal on the road from the north.

“Spurs,” he muttered. “That means
the mounted police. I must be off.”

“I will get you some footl,” Joan said,
running towards the shack. Then she
stopped. The police were riding fast.

“You haven’t time to get away,” she
said. “Untie your hofse, quick. Hit
him with the whip, so that he will gallop
off to the south. Now, drop to the
ground, and crawl to the shack. I’ll hide
you there. Don’t stand up; drop to the

What’s that?” he ended

door.

I’'m afraid every

fringed edges of which touched the floor.

“Roll under the couch, quick,” she said.
“I must light the lamp, and be quietly
eating my dinner when the police stop.”

In a moment all was arranged. Joan
resumed her interrupted dinner just as
two riders turned the corner. i
mounted and came towards the shack.

Joan rose at his knock, and went to the
“Good evening, .
said, remembering the officer whom she
had met several times in the past year.
“You are just in time for dinner, though

One dis-

sergeant,” she

ifig’s rather cold. I

have been dawdling over my newspaper.”

7

“Sorry, Miss Gregory, but I'm on

official business, and can’t stop. Have

ou seen anybody ride past within the
our?”’ :

“Ruthenians?”

“Anybody.”

“Ha{f an hour ago my neighbor, Boicjuk,
went~past on his way to the post office,
and a few minutes after Mr. Forbes, who
teaches near here, rode past.”

“Did you speak to him? Which way
did he go?” ‘

“He was going south. I asked him to
come in and have dinner, but he said he
was in a hurry. Is anything wrong?”

It had not escaped-Joan then when the
sergeant first came to the door his glance
had swept every corner of the shack.
But he did not seem suspicious.

On the pages of the
Empire’s own history are
written the reasons for
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Yours is the
responsibility for
the purity of /]
your family’s

,f

on bag or carton is proof positive that

this important part of your supply is,

beyond all question, absolutely pure.

K In buying your sugar by the name
“REDPATH?” you are fulfilling the trust

reposed in you by husband and children. 2

“Let REDPATH Sweeten It”.

A Lifetime F
THE Big Ben man in the
evening of life enjoys

ambition’s contentful reward.
Big Ben to him is a lifetime
friend.

And you, in retrospect, at three-
score-and-ten, will thank Big Ben
of Westclox for each cheery
morning call—his faithful.

comradeship through life—his stock him.

La Salle, 111, U. S. A,

riend

Western Clock Co.

thrifty guarding of your hours.

“‘Good fellow, Big Ben, he helped
me live on time

Big Ben of Westclox is respected
by all—sentinel of time throughout
the world. He’sloyal, dependable and
his ring is true—ten half-minute calls
or steadily for five minutes.

Big Ben is six times factory tested.

At your dealer’s, $3.50. Sent prepaid on
receipt of price if your. dealer doesn’t

Makers of Westclox

Other Wstclox: Baby Ben, Pocket Ben, America, Bingo and Sleep-Meter

as well as hers?

“Forbes is wanted for murder,” he said.
“A Ruthenian girl near his school. Lock
up carefully to-night. You should not be

_ living alone here.”

“But why should anyone suppose Mr.
Forbes would murder a Ruthenian girl?”

“Jealousy. Her father wanted her to
marry a countryman of his but she has
been” flirting with Forbes. To-day her
Ruthenian lover was talking and laughing
with her, at her father’s house, when
Forbes surprised them, he says, and shot
the girl in a jealous rage.”

With a hasty good night, the policeman
was off.

Joan stood in the doorway until the
sound of the horses’ hoofs had quite died
away; then she lowered the blinds, drew
the curtains and locked the door. P

“Come and have something to éat,”
she whispered. “But be careful not to
speak loud, for this shack is so near the
road that anyone passing could hear
voices, and would wonder who was with
me. And be careful not to let your
shadow fall on the blind.”

“T'll go,”’ he whispered, “‘as soon as I
have had some food. I’m famished.”

“No, you must stay here to-night, per-
haps for several days, until the first ex-
citement has died away. I will sleep in
the tent.” :

“No, I'll be off as soon as you think
your neighbors have gone to bed.”

“But the prairie is very open here;
there is no bush to shelter in. Everyone
along the trail will be on the watch for
you; you must do as I'say. Butis it true
you were flirting with this girl?”

“T swear to you—"" he cried.

“Hush; for heaven’s sake keep your
voice down.”

“I'm sorry,” he whispered. “I'll be
more careful.

But you see how it is.

I do, and anything out of the ordinary
would start them talking.”

Taking her sweater, a knitted cap, and
a box of matches, Joan went out to the
tent. But she did not go to bed. In-
stead, she sat on the edge of the pallet
until she was sure that no one was about
at Boicjuk’s. Striking a match, she
glanced at her watch; it was just eleven.

Slipping on her sweater, and putting
the matches in her pocket, Joan took her
bicycle from the schoolhouse porch. ~She
meant to ride over to Forbes’ shack for
the, camera. She wheeled her bicycle
until she had passed the brow of the Kﬂl,
since the road was too rough to ride with-
out a light. Then she lit her lamp, and
rode as fast as she dared. There was a
full moon, but the night was cloudy.
After riding about eight miles she saw, a
mile away, a large white building which
she knew must be the school, and near
it several thatched houses. She dis-

-mounted, put out her lamp, and hid the

bicycle in a clump of trees near the road.
The houses were all dark, but Joan left
the road and struck across the fields.
After stumbling over ploughed land, she
at last reached the school. All looked

uiet and deserted. Going softly to the
shack, she turned the handle of the door.
It was locked.

For a moment she was startled. Why
was the door locked? “Oh, how stupid of
me,” she thought in a moment. “Of
course the police would lock the place up.
But it will be easy enough to get in at a
window.”

Going round to the back of the shack,
she found, as she had expected, that the
window was unfastened. In a moment
she had opened it, and crawled through.
The moonlight was bright enough to show
her something dark on the shelf over the

| T S T ST DY -

Memorial service behind the lines to men of

The sergeant seemed to believe that story;
you think it may be true.”

“There must be some reason for such a
story,” Joan said.

“There is no reason, I tell you. Tofan
wanted to marry the girl; her father.was
on his side but she disliked him. Besides,
she didn’t want to marry anybody. She
wanted to go to the city and get work in &
laundry. She and her father quarreled
all the time about Tonasco. Only last
Sunday she told me that Tonasco had
threatened her. So, when I saw him
standing there with the gun, I knew what
he meant to do. I had just snapped the
camera when I looked up—" .

“He was standing behind the girl?
Joan interrupted.

“Yes; he shot her in the back.”

“Then his picture must be on the film,
There is your eyidence.”

“By Jove!” he said, “I never thought
of that!”

“Where is that camera?”’

“On the shelf over the window in my
shack, where I always keep it. I took it
and the gun home mechanically, and put
them in the usual places.”

«Will Tonasco think of the camera?”

”

Joan asked. ‘Perhaps he has already
destroyed it?”’

«] “don’t think so. He's a stupid
creature.”

“Not so stupid in the story he told the
police.”

“Habit; his countrymen are accoms=
plished liars.”

“But you were stupid not
thought of the camera.”

T suppose I was, but I was dazed by
the suddenness of the affair.”

“Well, T am going to bed now,” Joan
said. “Be careful not to make a noise,
or to start a fire in the morning until I
come in. The Doicjuks notice everything

to have

a Quebec regiment who fell on Vimy Ridge.

second window; this, she thought, must
be the camera. She crossed the room,
and was reaching up to take it, when her
hand fell to her side, and she stopped as
if she had been shot. She listene(f Yes,
there it was again? This time there was
no doubt of it. She was not alone in the
shack; someone was snoring heavily on
the bed at the other end of the room.

In a moment Joan’s courage came back.
“Now that I've got so far I will not go

back without the camera,” she said. She-

seized it, tiptoed across to the window,
and was about to crawl out, when she
heard steps approaching. A
afterwards somebody tried the door.
Hardly stopping to think what she did
Joan dropped to the ground, and rolled
under the bed. .

Somebody was shaking the door, and
Joan heard voices speaking in Russian,
but could not distinguish what was said.
A few seconds later she hearc someone
crawling through the open window, then
heavy steps crossed the floor, and she
heard the door open. Another man
entered.

“Light the lamp, Stepan,” said the
latter, speaking in Russian which Joan
understood well. “Is the fool here?”

“Do you not hear him snoring like a
pig?”’ asked the man called Stepan.
“Yes, I thought so,” he said, as, after
lighting the lamp, he approached and
leaned over the bed. “Dead drunk.
Shall we try to wake him up, Vasil?”

“TWe must wake the fool up, and find
out what has become of that camera.
It’s lucky the dld man mentioned it to me.
Tonasco is our brother, even though he is
a fool, and if the police get hold of the
camera, and develop that picture which
the Englishman took just as Tonasco
fired, we'll all go to jail. What a foo
Tonasco was not to think of it! Bul
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what's the window doing open? Did you
find it open?”’ ]

“Yes, 1 suppose Tonasco came in that
way, and was too drunk to shut it. Wake
up, here! .Wake up, I say, Tonasco!”

{Throw some cold water over him.”

“It’s no use, I tell you. He's dead

. No use our staying here. Likely
he broke the camera up. What else
tghould he have come here for?”

« ghall stay here until morning. The '

lice will likely be back early to search

e shack. I must try to wake him up
as soon as it’s daylight. But you might
as well go home now.”

“All right, Wasil,” was the reply, and
goon Joan heard the door open and shut.
Then the light was extinguished, afid she
heard the man called Wasil throw himself
on the bed.

A long time, hours, it must have 'been,
Joan lay there, not daring to move. And

t she knew that she must escape before

ylight, for had not Wasil said that he
meant to search the shack thoroughly.
At last it seemed to her that she could
distinguish the heavy breathing of bLoth
men, and she thought that now Wasil
must be asleep. She peered cautiously
from under the bed. The grey square of
the window showed that dawn was ap-

aching. Inch by inch she crawled out
rom her hiding place, still grasping the
precious camera. Cautiously she tip-
toed to the door and opened it. Should
she leave it open? But the cold morning
air might waken the sleepers too soon;
ghe must risk the noise of closing it.- Just
as her hand sought the handle, however,
a.sudden gust of wind, coming through
the open window, blew the door shut with
a slam. Joan turned and ran. Fast as
ghe was she had not reached the school-
yard fence when she heard the door open,
and a moment after Wasil ran round the
corner of the shack. They were plainly
visible to each other in the grey morning

light. With an oath, the man ran to-
wards Joan. Fortunately, however, he
was unarmed, and, rolling under the
barbed wire fence, she fled across ploughed
fields and stubble to the place where she
had left her bicycle the night - before.
She knew that she could make better
time on the road, but feared to be stopped
by some of the people living in the sur-
rounding houses.

On.she ran, rolling under wire fences,
plunging through sloughs crashing through
clumps of brush. Her feet were wet, her
hair had come down, her clothes were
torn by thorns and barbed wire, but at
last she reached the clump of trees where _
she had hid her bicycle.  As she rolled
under the last fence she ventured to look
back. She had gained considerably on
Wasil, but he was still pursuing her, and
from time to time he

the attention of his neighbors. Pausin
a moment to suspend the camera arouns

Some of the pupils at the Summer Fair,
Murdin to the right, teachers from the

outed to attract .

-

Gladstone.
College.
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her neck by means of her belt, Joan
mounted. KEven as she did so, two men
ran out of .a house some distance ahead,
and started towards her, along the road
which led to Volsk. At the same time
Wasil, making a detour, came out on the
road some hundred yards behind her.
Escape by the road was cut off. Fora
moment she thought of abandoning the
bicycle, and running on foot across the
prairie. But she reflected that they
would soon get horses, and could easily
overtake her. Stretching across the prairie,
at right angles to the highroad, was a
narrow footpath, probably made by
cattle on their way to and from pasture.
Perhaps it led nowhere. It was a slender
chance, still, it was her only one. Jump-
ing on her wheel, Joan sped along the
path at her best speed. ’

After five minutes hard ing, she
slackened her pace and looked back.
She had not yet been followed; the three

Miss Blackburn to the left and Mr.
The chairs in the photo were made by the

boys, the garments which the girls are holding and hats they are wearing were made

at the

chool.

. probably recognized

9

men were turning in at the nearest house.
Still she dared not stop; they had-probably
gone to get horses, and, tired as she was
from the night’s work and.excitement,
she knew that a good horse could easily
overtake her. She rode on, thetefore, as
last as she could, until she was sure that
she was out of sight of all the houses.
Then, having figured out in which di-
rection her school lay, she dismounted and
wheeled her bicycle across the prairie.
After half an hour’s walk she struck the
trail. She glanced at her watch. It was
just seven o’clock.

Joan was anxious to get home before
any of the school children arrived, but
she rode carefully; a spill might mean the
destruction of the camera. Once a

.badger hole yawned across her path, and

she narrowly escaped a fall, and once a
pedal struck a stump, but no damage
was done. It was just eight o’clock when
the bicycle was once more in the school-
house porch.

Forbes must have been watching for her,
for the door opened as she touched .the
handle. She entered quickly and shut
the door. .

“Your camera is in the school stove.
That is the last place anyone would look
for it, and fortunately it is so warm this
morning that we shall not need a fire.
You must get away before the children
come. Walk into Ferndale and give
yourself up. You must tell the Pohee to
come out at once for the camera.’

“But—but—where did you get it?”

“Shelf over the window in your shack.”

“For Heaven’s sakel” o -

“I went over on my bicyele. Unfor-
tunately Tonasco’s brother saw, and
zed me. Now, you can
%ee-l do‘;x’tsvgant mmmmd' ed up in this
usiness you must say you gave me
the camera for safe keeping,,mngn me
promise to say nothing; that-your horse
threw you, when you were on your way to
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The three words that

tell the whole story of
‘a perfect cup of coffee,
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breakfast table |
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running |
“Surely you must care a little—"’

careful, will you not?

Clark’s Pork and Beans

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

CLARK'’S PORK AND BEANS save
you the time and the trouble. They are
prepared only from the finest beans com-
bined with delicate sauces, made from

| W. CLARK

the purest ingredients, in a factory equip-

ped with the most modern appliances.

They are cooked ready—simply
warm up the can before opening

MONTREAL

oped well.
the girl, the gun in his hands. Even if
the photo had been a failure, his behavior
was enough to convict him. On my way
to Ferndale I was overtaken by the two
policemen who were here.
up, and told my story as we went along.
One of them at once went over to arrest
Tonasco, on suspicion, but neither he nor
his brothers were to be found. They
must have run away as soon as they
realized what the loss of the camera
meant.”

" man seized her in his arms.
Dmitri Boicjuk think?”

E

SAVE YOUR MONEY

Stop all laundry troubles. “Chal-
lenge” Collars can be cleaned with
a rub from a wet cloth— smart and
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or new style book. Made in Canada.
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54-64 Fraser Avenue ,TORONTO, Can.
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For _children cutting thelr
teeth, prevent convulsions,
are Cooling and Soothing

and Chemical Co. of Canada,

I I ’ Easy
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give yourself up, and you had to spend
the n?ght on the prairie. Go quickly, or
the children wil '
must make myself tidy before school-

see you. Besides, I

”

time. .
“Oh, Joan, Joan, to think of you
he stammered.’

such risks,”

“There is no time to talk. Straight

south acrosy the prairie for the first two
miles, then west.
for the camera before dark. I should not
like to stay alone to-night, so, as it is
Friday, 1 shall go across to my friends
at the Grekova Mission.
good luck.”

Please send somebody

Good bye, and

Joan. I'll be back to

“Goodbye,

thank you properly as soon as I am
cleared.”

Just as Joan was dismissing'school that

day a mounted trooper rode up.

“T understand that Mr. Forbes left a

parcel with you, Miss,” he said.

”»

Joan answered. ‘“Be

“Here it is,
Mr. Forbes said

it was valuable.”

“No fear about that,” was the answer.
When Joan returned from her visit to

the mission, on Sunday afternoon, she
found Alan Forbes sitting on her doorstep.

“Free sosoon?”’ she exclaimed.
“Yes, thank Heaven. The film devel-
It showed Tonasco behind

I gave myself

“You will not go back to Sheremeta?”’
“No. Some time ago I applied for a

vacancy in the normal school, in Regina,
and yesterday I got g telegram saying 1
had been appointed. The i
twelve hundred—not a great income, but
—Joan, will you share it with me?”’

salary is

“Don’t, Alan,” 'she cried, as the young
“What will

“Confound Dmitri Boicjuk and all his

race,”” said Alan, as he kissed her.

Christmas Eve on Broadway

It is Christmas Eve on Broadway—how
delightful,

Just to mingle with the crowds that gaily
throng, :

On the pavements and to note the smiling
faces,

Of the shoppers as they swiftly pass along.

On every side the cafes gleam and sparkle,

The sound of Christmas greetings fill the
air,

And every where you turn is mirth and
gladness,

For its Christmas Eve on Broadway—
everywhere.

It is Christmas Eve on Broadway—how

inviting,

Every window that you meet with holly

dressed,

And the sights within the shops the eyes

delighting,

Till you long to push and jostle with the . -

rest,

It is true some pass whose hearts have

long grown weary,

And to whom life seems at best an empty -

game,

But the crowds that line the sidewalks are

as cheery,

And it’s Christmas Eve on Broadway—

just the same.

It is Christmas Eve on Broadway—but a

yearning,

Tugs my heartstrings and all pleasures

lose their zest,

For where’er I go, my thoughts are always
turning,

To the loved ones whé are waiting 'way
out West,

So I hasten to my room to write a letter,

As’ the lights commence to flash from

buildings tall,

For the little home that beckons in the
distance,

Beats a Christmas Eve on Broadway after
all. Clare MacDermott.

Said a cheerful old bear in the Zoos
“T never have time to feel blue.

If it bores me, you know

To walk to and fro.
I reverse it and walk fro and to.”

Preparing for Christmas
By Zitella Cocke

There’s a secret in the air,
Somethinﬁ brewing, so much doing.
Though the light it will not dare,
You can feel it everywhere;

See its shadow here and there,
Hear it tripping o’er the stair,
Always shying, sometimes flying.
And we boys watch day and night,
Hoping still to get a sight.

There are mysteries about.

Oh, what hiding and confiding,

As the girls run in and out,

For they know, we have no doubt;
But poor boys they scorn and flout.
If we ask a word, they shout,

" “Stop your prying and your crying,

Naughty boys, to tease us so!
Do you think we’ll let you know?”’

But we learn a thing or two

When they’re sitting at their knitting,
Whispering what they mean to do;
Which is best for little' Sue,

White or red or pink or blue;

And we often get a clue

While they’re showing fancy sewing.
We are studying our books

With the soberest of looks!

And we find things every day

In queer places—pretty laces,
Boxes, pictures, ribbons gay,

And the stuff girls call crochet,
Tools for work and games for play.
We search well and nothing say.
Christmas folly makes all jolly,
And amid our Christmas fun

We will tell them what we’ve done.

A Choice

If you must sit and sigh,
And have the blues,
Why don’t you try
To realise .
That there are sighs and sighs,
And blues and blues,
- From which to choose?

.

There’s Heavenly blues, and blues of

tranquil seas,

Both pleasant—if you have them, préy

have these;

And when you sigh, be like the turtle-

dove,

Who knows not grief, and merely sighs

for love.

“Tea and Cof-

fee Interfere

'With_'Bi'gf‘es;
tion”’—

says a well kﬁoibn s
authority.

Many who use tea
or coffee, not know-
ing that it aggra-
vates stomach trou-
bles, couldstill enjoy
a delicious hot table
beverage and es-
. cape harmful effects
by a chaage to the
wholesome, pure
cereal drink—

POSTUM
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How Red Hair Won at District Eight

EARL Trumley paused a
moment on the porch of Dis-
trict Eight's log schoolhouse,
and shiftedt the unsightly big
dinner pail to the other hand.

- Her pale cheeks were flushed from her

brisk walk across the fields, but her blue

. eyes held a hint of wistfulness in them,

as she turned to look off over the prairies.

Longing for a glorious, adventurous

winter, Pearl had come out to north-
western Nebraska from her home in
Chicago to teach school. Her uncle had
written her many letters urging her to
come. He had told her about District
Eight’s schoolhouse built from logs taken
from the famous old Fort McPherson, and
of the wide wind-swept prairies.
. “It will be the making of a pale-faced
city girl like you,” he wrote. “It will
make the roses bloom in your cheeks to
skip across the fields in the mornings.”
Each letter closed with this assurance:
“Don’t be afraid to try it, little girl, for
you've got red hair and I’ll bet on it every
time. It’s the kind that counts.”

So Pearl had come out to the wild West
to become a school ma’am. But this
morning, as Pearl stood on the school-
house steps, she felt homesick and dis-
couraged. Even though the predicted

. roses had come into her cheeks, her red

hair had failed.

The playgrounds around the school-
house were not inspiring. Upon the fire-
guard that had been plowed last year,
sunflowers and . Russinn thistles had

By Leland S.

Trivelpiece

the teacher at District Eight when he
comes, and Bill won't do a thing. The
kid’s a coward at heart, just like his
father is.”

But in spite of this, the morning that
Bill had walked into Pearl’s school, she
had been surprised and startled. He
was attired in an old pair of greasy chaps,
a red handkerchief was tied around his
neck, and his hat was set on the back of
his head. Without removing his hat, he
strode up to Pearl’s desk and, putting his
hands on his hips looked her over with un-
disguised disgust. Bill had big bulging
black eyes and a prize fighter’s jaw.

w “I didn’t wear my gun,” he growled,

‘but these are the togs I've laid out to
ear to school.”

~Pearl’s sense of humor was startled by

the ridiculous figure that Bill made

standing there, and she burst out laughing.

Bill turned red in the face, but stood his
ground. “I'll study anything but his-
tory,” he said his voice savage; ‘“but
there ain’t a schoolma’am ever lived that
can make me read about what some darn
fool done a hundred years ago.”

By her indiscretion in laughing at him,
Pearl had insulted the pride of Bill's
sixteen years, and he had made up his
mind to run “Sorrel-top” or ‘“Red-head,”
as he nicknamed Pearl, out of school.,
Pearl had not told her uncle, for she felt
that she was to blame, and so day by day
the bad state of affairs had become more
acute.

Bill came to school only to make the

rown lustily. To the north of the school-
ouse stood the coal sheds and rickety
old horse barn, old buildings that looked
as if they were slowly creeping back
among the tall sunflowers to hide their
ugliness.

To the east and west, nothing but sun-
burned stubble fields were visible. The
monotony was broken only by yellow
straw stacks here and there. To the
south, the land sloped to the railroad
tracks, just across which one could see a
mirage that looked like a big lake of
water—a phantom that mocked Pearl’s
eyes, for she was fond of rowing on the
lakes at home. °

The wind blew a lock of hair loose on
her forehead. Pearl frowned and tried
to tuck it up under her Tam o’Shanter.
It was going to blow to-day, another
Nebraska gale. Russian thistles would
roll across the fields like lost sheep; to-
morrow perhaps the wind would change
and they would all come rolling back
again. ‘

Pearl was thinking of what her father
had said when he bid her good-by: “If
you get homesick and discouraged out
there, babe, just you come right home.”
With tears in her eyes, Pearl had given
him her promise; but she had determined
to make good. )

Before Bill . Stark began attending
school, Pearl had thought that she almost
undétstoéd . these rough children of the
plains. Then Bill Stark, the evil-tem-
pered and unruly cowboy, who imagined
himself a Western bad man, and had
already scared two teachers out of school,
cast hissunwelcome shadow in the door.

~Pearl’s uncle had told her not to be
afraid of Bill. ‘““Just let him know you're

All that remains of a small station near Lens. Ground recently captured by Canadians.

little teacher’s life more unbearable. He
kept the school in a constant uproar, by
prompting his brothers in all sorts of
mischief; such as, catching live mice and
putting them in the crayon box on the
school ma’am’s desk, and curling dead
rattlesnakes up on the porch step by the
schoolhouse door in lifelike positions.
Bill remained true to his resolve not to
study history, and he had added grammar
to the list. "Indeed, for the last few
weeks, Bill had neither studied himself or
let anyone else study.

A week ago Pearl, thoroughly exasper-
ated, had given one of Bill’s small brothers
a whipping when he refused to come for-
ward to his class. It had been the case of
red hair getting the better of the little
schoolma’am’s judgment, and since then
she had bitterly regretted the act, for the
whole school had turned from her in re-
sentment, and it lacked only a spark to
cause an open rebellion.

Thinking of all this, Pearl opened the
schoolhouse door and went inside., She
smiled in a preoccupied manner, as she,
set her big dinner pail on a shelf, a board
across a corner of the room. Her uncle’s
motherly old- housekeeper was a firm
believer in the full dinner pail. Then
she caught a glimpse of her face in the
little cracked mirror that hung on the wall.

A moment she stood there winking her..

eyes to keep back the tears, then she
drew a long breath. “And you've got
red hair,”” she saig/, speaking aloud to her
reflection.

As Pearl turned from hanging up her
wraps, she happened to glance at the
blackboard. Someone had serawled these
words there with the blunt end of a
crayon: “Darn you red head we hate
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T HE particles of pure '.vvegetable oil
which are rubbed into the open pores

o}_the skin with the creamy fragrant lather
of Baby’s Own Soap renew the life of the
skin—help nature along. It assures a soft,
white,> healthy skin and its use delights

both young and old. Baby’s Own is for

sale almqaft everywhere. | s
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IRISH LINEN

World Renowned for Quality & Value

§STABLISHED in 1870 at BELFAST—the centre of
the Irish Linen Industry—they have a fully equipped
LS8  factory for Damask and Linen Weaving at Banbridge,
Co. Down ; extensive making-up factories at Belfast ; and for
the finest work, hand-looms in many cottage homes. The
following are examples ;:—

IRISH TABLE AND BED LINEN,
Damask Table Cloths, size 2 2 2 yards,
from @$192 each; 2 x 2§ yards, from
8214 each: 23 x 3 yards, from §672
each. Damask Table Napkins, to match,
from $288 per dozen. Linen Sheets,
size 2 x 3 yards, from @§1148 per pair.
Pillow Cases, size 19 x 30 inches.
from §1'08 per pair. Embroidered Linen
Bedspreads, from $7°44 each. Embroid-
ered Linen Pillow Shams, from $1'18 each.
Hemstitched Linen Huck Towels, from

$4 68 per dozen.

i
IRISH CAMBRIC HANDKERCHIEFS.
—Ladies’ Linen Hemstitched, from $1'38
er dozen. Ladies'’ Embroidered Hand-
erchiefs, from $1'80 per dozen. Gentle-
men's Liten Hemstitched, from §3'14 per
dozen. Khaki Handkerchiefs $§'8¢ to
1°66 per duzen.
IRISH COLLARS AND SHIRTS—Our
celebrated Linen-faced Castle Collars in
every size and shape, .Ir per dozen.
White Shirts, for dress or day wear, from
$1°38 each. Oxford or chhyr Shirts, from
$1 18 each. Mercerised Twill, from $094
each. Cellular, $1°08. Medium Weight
Flannel, $1'42 and $1:6¢. Ceylon Summer
Weight Flannei, $1'18. Heavy Winter
Weight, all wool, $2'28 each. 144 to
16} inches in stock,

THE IDEAL COLORED DRESS
LINEN., non-crushable finish in white and
fashionable shades, 36 inches wide, $048

per yard.
By Aprointment

Illustrated Price Lists & Samples sent post free to

any part of the world.
attention devoted to Colonial & Foreign Orders.

WX ROBINSON & CLEAVER
Bt 38U Donegall Place, **™

i i BELFAST, IRELAND.

King and Queea,
&la-nu of parties using our name; we employ neither agents nor tnullorl.J
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Its purity,delicious flavor.
wholesomeness and food
value combine fo make it
a perfect food drinko.
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| ChoiceRecipes
oent Free.
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TRADE-MARK

ALTER BAKER & Co.Im0

ESTABLISHED 1780
MONTREAL, CANADA,
DORCHESTER., MASS.

The Home of Success

GIRLS and BOYS

WANTED

Results prove The Success College
supremely superior. Twenty-five calls a
day for Success graduates is common. This

. year we could have placed 426 more Sten-
ographers and Bookkeepers. Our annual
enrollment of 2,100 students (in one school)
is Canada’s largest—it greatly exceeds that
of all competitors combined. We emplo
28 expert, certificated teachers. If you wis!
to succeed, attend Success College. Enroll
any time. Send for catalogue of courses.

N—

SUCCESS

Business College Ltd.
WINNIPEG, MAN.

MUSIC %5 5. FREE

By the Oldest and Most Reliable School of Music
in America—Established 1895

9,
Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo, etc,

e

£ . }

AT ot ——t |
‘4 You cam Ma Taaic Mci’\u quickés,

Beginners or advanced players. One lesson weekly
lilustration tmake everything plain. Only expense
about 2¢ per day to cover cost of postage and music
used. Write for FRE Booklet, which explains
everyvthing in full. American School of Music,
2 l.akeside Bldg¢.. Chicago.

you.” Pearl, the color leaving her
cheeks, caught hold of a desk for support.
Although there had been an effort made
to disguise the handwriting, she knew it
was Bill Stark’s. .

Bill had waited around outside - the
schoolhouse last night, until she had
finished sweeping, then he had crawled in a
window, for the door had been locked, and
scrawled the words upon the blackboard.
Hope of ever gaining the good will of her
rough flock of children left Pearl. She
sat down in a seat and buried her face in
her arms upon a haggled desk top.

But the little schoolma’am did not
weep long; she was far too practical a
person for that. After she had wiped the
tears from“her eyes and studied her face
for suspicious “marks before the little
cracked mirror and glanced at her watch,
she began pacing about the school-
room, her high-laced Western boots
making a very firm sound upon the floor.

After a while she paused at an east
window. Disaster stared her in the face.
She must make Bill Stark confess and
apologize for writing the words upon the
board, or give up her school in disgrace.
Long minutes passed while she stood
there brooding over the breathing, living
prairies that lost themselves in distance,
touched only here and there with the
fingers of civilization. It must have
taken spirit and many heartaches to have
reclaimed this from the wild. With a
serious face, Pearl turned to her desk.
Let Bill do what he might, she would stay
and fight it out.

When her pupils came straggling in, all
of them very tardy, they found the much-
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long rows of seats. Bill an((il Saline sat
on rear end seats on opposite’sides of the
room. Steeling herself with an effort,
Pearl stepped around in front of her desk
and pointing at the words scrawled upon
the blackboard, asked: “Will the pupil
who sneaked in the schoolhouse last
night and wrote those words on the
board come and erase them? He nfay,”
the little schoolma’am added with em-
“phasis, “apologize to me for his conduct.”

All the children turned to look at Bill’
whose face had the stain of sunset upon it.
Feeling her eyes upon him, he did not
move, but gazed out the window with a
brazenly transparent assumption of in-
difference.

“Very well,” said Pearl, taking up a
book from on top of her desk. “School
shall not be dismissed, until the guilty
pupil erases what he has written and
apologizes to the school.”

Feeling trapped and depressed, the
young teacher went shakily to-a window
and looked out, turning her back to the
school, but keeping\watch from the tail
of her eye over her charges,

What had been only'a breeze when shé
had come to school an hour ago was now a
Nebraska gale. Thistles were rolling and
the sunflowers were bending and snapping
in the wind. The air was full of dust.

As Pearl turned from the window, she
caught one of Bill Stark’s small brothers
in the act of severing one of the little
Baxter girl’s braids of hair’ with his
jack kmfe. Pearl commanded him to
take his book and stand in the corner.
With many doubtful glances at his
brother Bill, the offending boy obeyed.

A thick steel chhe sniper’s post in what was once a Boche trench; the top of the structure

has been 'blown off.

despised little teacher sitting at her desk,
looking very capable in the trim pink
dress she wore and trying very hard to
smile.

Pearl’s school was composed of three
families, the McKnights, the Baxters,
and the three Stark boys, the eldest being
Bill—fifteen pupils in all. Bill was the
oldest boy in school and Saline Baxter
the oldest girl, being fifteen. Saline
hated Pearl because she wore pretty
clothes and sometimes corrected her when
she used rough language. Saline imagined
herself in love with Bill. Sometimes
Pearl thought she disliked the girl more
than she did Bill.

She rang the bell, not mentioning the
fact that they were all late, and the day’s
routine of study was commenced in an
atmosphere of expectancy. Pearl saw
Bill and Saline exchanging glances. She
had not erased the words that Bill had
written on the blackboard, and all but
the smaller children in the school had
read them and knew that Bill was the
writer.

Bill was the center of attraction and idol
of the hour. All eyes were upon him, but
he sat in apparent indifference looking
out the window, his big thumbs in the
pockets of the old vest he always wore.
That Bill was now cnjoying the glory of
his daring deeds was very much in

evidence. The faces of these neglected
children, so devoid of feeling, cut their
wistful little teacher to the heart.  Why
did they hate her so much? She simply

could not understand it.

She ran her eyes up aud down the two

uch armour as this does not stay the Canadian advance.

Bill seemed to be engrossed in a piece of
carving he was doing upon the top of his
desk with his jack knife. After this in-
cident, the hush of death fell over the
schoolroom, broken only when Pearl
called forward a class that recited in a
vague mechanical fashion which grated
on the little teacher’s nerves.

One of the little Baxter girls held up her
hand. She wanted a drink of water. The
old tin water pail that sat upon a bench
m the corner of the schoolroom was
empty; Pearl had neglected to fill it this
morning. 0

Now she was puzzled. She knew that
an epidemic of dryness would sweep over
the school, now that the subject had been
suggested. She disliked to leave the
children to go after the water herself, and
Bill was the only one among the pupils
who could draw up the water from the
cistern.

Pearl comforted the dry one, but it was
of no avail. Inside of five minutes
Saline, her frizzled hair standing on end
and the artificial curl on her freckled
forchead bobbing up and down like a
corkserew, with half a dozen others,
were waving their hands wildly.

Facing the situation, Pearl tried to
speak carelessly: “Bill, you may get a
pail of water.” Bill, who was looking
out the window, did not turn his head.
although the little teacher knew he had
heard her. Slate pencils were poised in
mid-air. All the children thought that
“Sorrel-top” would try to whip Bill, or
make him stand in the corner with his
brother. Instead, she went back to the

Health Triumphs
over disease every time you
use Lifebuoy Soap. For }ta
mild healing and cleansing oils
are charged with cleansing
properties that make it simply

invaluable,
HEALTH SO AP

Mild and pure enough for
Baby’s skin—therefore emi-
nentlx, suitable for yours.
The mild, antiseptic odor
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““Silent 500s”

the matches with “no after
glow”

EDDY is the only Canadian
makerof these matches, every
stick of which has been
treated with a chemical
solution which positively
ensures the match becoming
dead wood once it has been
lighted and blown out.

Look for the words “ chemi-
cally self-extinguishing” on
the box.
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corner and taking ug the old pail went
out to get the water herself.

District Eight had no well; a small
cistern had been dug near the school-
house; it was about twenty, feet deep,
and the school board took turns hauling
water and dumping it into the cistern.
The wind blew Pearl’s skirts high above
her ankles and filled her pail with a coating
*of dust. :

What her pupils would do during her
absence from the room, Pearl did not dare
to guess. Over the cistern was an old
board covering; hurriedly dragging this
aside, she px%}id up a coil of rope that lay
close by for that purpose and went to tie
it to the bail. In her nervousness she let,
loose of the bail and the bucket fell into
the cistern with a loud splash.

A sense of overwhelming defeat came
over her. Too disheartened to cry, she
went back to the schoolhouse. She
heard the children running about inside,
but when she opened the door Bill’s twin
brother was still standing in the corner
of the room and the rest of her pupils,
some breathless from exercise indulged in
during her absence, were in their seats.

Then the schoolma’am saw that the
words Bill Stark had scrawled on the
blackboard had been erased. Realizing
that she had foolishly given Bill a chance
to get ahead of her, she glanced around
the room. Not one pair of eyes met hers.

Pearl turned on Bill—her face was
flushed and her blue eyes were snapping
like fire. She was no longer the dignified
little schoolma’am of District Eight, but
an angry young woman.
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her sisters, with the shrieking McKnights
and the Stark twins, had flocked in-
stinctively to Pearl for protection.

“Billt” Pearl said with a ring of ‘auth-

ority in her voice, “come here and help me.
Children,” she  said, trying to instil
a note of cheerful indifference into her
voice, “you must do as I tell you, and
after the fire is over we can go home.”
Then Pearl, forgetting her own terror,
opened the door. “Don’t look at the
fire,” she said, “but follow me.” .
_ Pursued closely by her’ terror-stricken
little band, Pearl ran to the cistern. She
caught up the old rope in her hand and
turned to Bill, who stood looking at the
on-coming flames, as if he had turned to
stone. His face was distorted with
terror. “Billl” Pearl seized his arm,
“quick now, before it is too late!”

The roar of the racing flames was deaf-
ening, and the pungent smoke half choked
them. How Pearl and Bill got the
children safely in the cistern is a miracle
until this day-in Adams county. In a
few minutes only the teacher and her
assistant remained; the children and
Saline were crying and splashing in the
water below. Showers of ashes were
raining around the two above the well.

“Get down, Bill,” Pearl said, “I'll hold
the rope. “The boy turned and looked at
the fire and gave one yearning glance at
the children below in the cistern. Then
he looked up into Pearl’s face.

“You'’re a womaf,” he said, “get down
yourself; I'll take a chance.”

A wave of heat struck them, stinging ’j
their faces. _The rolling flames had swept jmin|

Rifle inspection in Canadian trenches, near Lens.

“You coward!” she said, her voice
husky with emotion. “If I were a man, 1
vaould' thrash you within an inch of your
3 e.¥7

Bill sprang to his feet and looked at
Pearl, not knowing if he should get angry
or laugh at her. One long minute passed
while the little school ma’am and Bill
glared at each other. Then Bill’s small
brother, who was standing in the corner,
ran to the west window and looked out.

“Fire! Prairie fire!” he shrieked in
terror. . )

Pearl, followed by all the other children
in wild disorder, rushed to the windows.

On the wings of the wind an uneven
wave of flames was sweeping down upon
the little log schoolhouse from the north-
west. Bill gave one glance at the fire and
sprang toward the door, but Pearl was
too quick for him. Half stumbling, she
leaped in front of him and turned with her
back against the door. Then amid the
wild clamoring cries of the children and
the sickening terror that had come over
her, she tried to think. Bill seized her,
and in desperate terror tried to drag her
from the door. Aroused by the danger
that would follow if she let the children
get outside and try to go home, she clung
to the door and struck Bill in the face.
He fell back astonished.

But the respite gained was only momen-

- tary. Soon the fire would sweep across

the fireguard, and the schoolhouse
wold quickly be a roaring mass of flames.

‘Then Pearl thought of the cistern. If
she could get the children in there, they
would be safe. She had read of such
things in Western stories. Bill, his nose
beciing profusely, had run to a window

ani was trying to raise it. Saline and

up to the old log schoolhouse and the old
shingle roof was in flames. Bill in his
terror dropped the rope, and in an in-
stant it had slipped into the -cistern.
Pearl turned and caught Bill by the hand.
Smoke, blinded her eyes, and the heat
seemed to be crisping her cheeks; already
hungry red flames were playing over the
little log schoolhouse, now, doomed.
Smoke rose to the right and left of them;
the roar of the long wave of flames was
terrible.

Bill started to run, dragging Pearl by
the hand. “Let’s get down on the place
where the old bare base is. Maybe it
won’t burn us there.”

Afterward Pearl vaguely remembered
running and falling forward on the bare
spot of ground, that seemed to spring up
and strike them, then looking up at the

sun that hovered above like a dim yellow

moon before it suddenly disappeared,
leaving only sweeping hot ashes and
scorching heat.

When Pearl opened her eyes she was in
her room at her uncle’s house in her cool
white bed. Her brawny uncle was sitting
beside her in a chair fast asleep. Pearl
noticed that his eyelashes were singed till
nothing remained, then she remembered
the fire. Where were Bill and the chil-
dren? And what made her feel so strange
and’weak?

Pearl raised herself on her elbow.
Dawn was creeping into the eastern sky.
“Uncle Ben,” she said in a shaky voice
that sounded queer even to her own ears.

Ben Trumley streteched out his arms,
opened his mouth, and awoke. o

“Well,” he said, his blue eyes beginning
to twinkle, “how’s the little red-headed
<choolm:amn this morning””
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Bright, Clean Knives

are the sure result of using

R Old Dutch

because it qui¢kly removes
stains, rust, sticky unyield-
ing substances; and restores
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HORROCKSES

are

Cotton Spinners
and Manufacturers

with an experience and reputation
of over a century and a quarter.
As they have always maintained
the reputation of producing

The Very Best

you may rely on all goods which
bear their name on the selvedge.

\
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For information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to

agent, John E. Ritchie, 691 St. Catherine Street West, Montreal.
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Abolish

the distended muscles securely in ?
attached; no *‘diggingin’’ or grind

the rupture can’tcome down.
ever; nothing to be returned.

te Tyuss Forever

Do Away With Steel and Rubber Bands That Chafe and Pinch

You know by your own experience the truss is a mere makeshift — a false prop against a
collapsing wall—and that it is undermining your health. Why, then, continue to wear it?

Stuart’'s PLAPAO-PADS are different from the truss, being medicine
applicators made self-adhesive purﬁnely to prevent slipping and to aold
ce. No straps, buckles or sprin
ng pressure. Soft as V.
—Easy to Apply—inexpensive. Continuous day and night treatment at
home. No delay from work. Hundreds of people have gone be
officer qualified to acknowledge oaths, and swore that the Plap:
cured their rupture—some of them most aggravated cases of long standing.
It is reasonable that they should do the same for you. Give them a chance.

FRE TO THE RUPTURED

Trial Plapesp and {llustrated book on rupture.
how to close the hernial openlnﬁ as nature intended, so
o charge for it, now or

Write today—Mow. Address, P[apao Co. Block 696 St. Louls, Mo.
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This Man's Methods

AR S
Not This Man’s

Let An'Expert Deal
With Corns -

Harsh methods are not sanctioned

was invented by a chemist
repute. It is made by a con-
world-wide fame as a maker

of surgical dressings.

Its action is gen-

two days the corn disappears. Some-
times an old, tough corn needs a sec-
ond application. But no corn can re-
sist this method. It is sure to go.

Millions of people know this. At
the first sign of a corn they apply a

Blue-jay. Corn pains never bother -

them.

You will always do likewise when
you see the results.

and results are

End

BB ey

Instantly
%cPcchcuatDru?:l"m

Pain

One trial will con-
vince you. It means
so much, and costs
so little, that we
urge you to make
it now.

_ Deal with one
corn tonight.

BAUER & BLACK, Limited, Makers of Surgical Dressings, Etc., Toronto, Canada

i
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 How Blue'jhy Acts

B is the B&B wax, which gently under-
mines the corn. Usually it takes only 48
hours to end the corn completely.

C is rubber adhesive which sticks without
wetting. It wraps the toe and makes
the plaster snug and comfortable.

Blue-jay is applied in a jiffy. After that,
onedoesn’t feelthe corn. The actionisgentle,
and applied to the corn alone. So the corn
disappears without soreness.
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Both for
One Year

5128

|| SPECIAL ||*

WINTER OFFER

Both for
One Year

5128

Tl estern Jén;ne Monthy

TWeekly Free Press and
- Prairvie Farmer

HE WEEKLY FREE PRESS enjoys a large circula-

e tion in the Prairie Provinces.

All the important news

is given in length from the various theatres of war, domestic

news, and also latest grain prices. .
Use this coupon and secure a very remarkable bargain.

COUPON:

WINNIPEG

The Western Home Monthly

Enclosed find $1.25. Send me THE WESTERN HomE MONTHLY
and WEEKLY FREE PREss AND PRAIRIE FARMER for one year.
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“Where'’s Bill and the children?”’ Pearl
asked with bated breath. .

“At ggrme ha:zfe a(.ind_ soun git," he said,
taking and gi it a squeeze.
“Bill gives you the cvtro?ilgt for the
bravery. His face was smeared with
ashes and tears when we got there; he
thought you were dead—Bill never saw

anyone faint before. ‘“You’re the heroine .

of the country mow, Pearl,” and Uncle
Ben got up and walked to the window to
look out and hide the tears that dimmed
his eyes. . .

As Pearl lay there watching him, she
knew in that moment that he had guessed
long before yesterday’s fatal fire that
alln%md not been love and peace in the
little log schoolhouse.. .

“The old I ’s gone,” he continued,
“but it won’ m long to stick up a new
frame one. It was a lucky fire after all,
though I reckon we never would have got
it stopped, if the wind hadn’t stogxsd
when it got to the railroad track. d
I guess after the scare we got mterdayz
we will attend to fireguards after this.’

Pearl closed her eyes, while a great
wave of happiness surged through her
soul. .
She awoke in mid-afternoon. A cool
clean breeze was blowing the snowy
curtains about at her window. As Pearl
lay there in blissful content, she heard
her uncle’s old housekeeper talking to
somebodid just outsilge hgr do‘()::'(.i _Some-
one opened it a crack an in.

“Come on in!” Pearl caﬁgﬁ cheerfully.

The door opened snd Bill Starks

The Country Christmas

Old Santa’s celebration reaches straight
across th’ map.
A fat an’ %;owmg nation holds rich plenty
in its lap. .
We have a mince-pie hunger, and th’
mistletoe hangs high
To kiss our sweet girls under, when they
dare a chap t’ try.
And if it comes to matchin’ up a little
thing like this,
There ain’t no osculation what can touch
«a country kiss.
From éoast to coast, an’ crosswise, there is
Christmas in th’ air,
We smell th’ scent o’ turkey that is
; cooking everywhere,
Just see that table, yonder, with its
groanin’ load o’ joy;
An’ ma knows how to cook ’em, you can
bet on that, my boy. .
Bring on your mound of turkey—we are
hungry at th’ word, '
There ain’t no gobbler going, that can
touch th’ country bird.
Years pass, in swift procession, as th’
Christmastides appear;
Land sakes!  Another Yuletide and
another day is here!
We'll grant that folks give presents, down
th’ line, from here to none,
But love seems much th’ sweetest when its
nearer her an’ home.
So, drink that cup o’ cider, an’ be singing
on your way,
Th’ Christmas we love, fellers, is th’
country Christmas Day.

e .

Canadian troops stop ;md look at the grave of a French woman who was murdered by the

chhe. The grave stands on the ground where her house once stood.

followed by the rest of Pearl’'s awe-
stricken scholars, tiptoed into the room.
All were dressed in their Sunday best.
Not a word of greeting was spoken, but
Bill, flushed and serious, handed Pearl
a sheet of paper which he held in his hand.

Pearl took it with trembling fingers and
read:

Dear teacher:

We are all sorry about the way we have
treated you especially me, but we all
promise to turn over a new leaf, if you
will be our teacher in the new school-
house, and we shall never call you sorrel
top or red head again.

Yours respectively,
Bill Stark, Saline Baxter and school.

Pearl, with tears of happiness, looked
up into their faces and saw for the first
time that they were beautiful ,faces.
After a lohg-drawn breath, she said
simply: “Children, you’ve made me very

- happy.”

Comforting

A street car with the front sien read-
ing “Dorchester” and the side signs
“Ashmont and Milton.” :An TIrish motor
man and a nervous woman. The dia-
logue: .

“Does this car go to Dorcliester?”

“Yes, lady; get right on.”

“Are you sure it does?”

“Yes, lady; get right on.”

“But it says ‘Ashmont and Milton’ on
the side.

“We ain’t goin’ sideways, lady; get
right on.”

He Knows

I know not what shall befall me,
God hangs a mist o’er my eyes,

At each step in my onward path
He makes new scenes to rise,

And every joy He sends me
Comes as a sweet surprise.

I see not a step before me,
As I tread on another year;

But the past is still in God’s keeping,
The future His mercy shall clear,
And what looks dark in the distance

May brighten as I draw near.

It may be He has waiting
For the coming of my feet
Some gift of such rare value
Some joy so strangely sweet,
That my lips shall only tremble
With the thanks they cannot speak.

O restful, blissful ignorance!
’Tis blessed not to know;

It keeps me still in those arms
Which will not let me go,

And hushes my soul to rest

. In the bosom that loves me so.

So T go on, not knowing—
I would not if T might—

Rather walking with God in the dark,
Than going alone in the light;

Rather walking with Him by faith,
Than walking alone by jsight.

My heart shrinks back from trials
Which the future may disclose,

Yet I never had a sorrow
But what the dear Lord chose;

So T send the coming tears back .
With the whisperaed word, “He knows.”

-

" eleven ye
four-and-¢
“You se
want to 't
" mal, you
ever he li
he-often |
to see 1t, .
go that w
bit of foo
I caught
brought f¢
tered som

—that’s 3
how.”
+ The' bo)
of the long
strolling b
son’s little
said, smili
thing you
the right |
Davie,
awake wit
trap what
his breath
Aunt Anni
came in to
lonely nep
uite cease
avie boy
was too in
even to he
asked, as |
bedside, ‘4
. “Their o
answered
that fortu
apprehend.
* . But Dayv
way to sol
the land o
It was a
Davie plai
waking scl
mingled in
turned wit
Aunt Anni
country, tc
and baby ¢
ful-loneline
back to D:
face all w

lightly, as «
that had ©
days when
changed fr

ry pla
strode fromn
creatures i
ence to his
his lovely 1
baby sister
daddy that
to search f
blamed hir
search, eve
blamed mo
pitying fa
then hous
8ome who s
sort of kir
could be p
mother anc
could he e
only hide 1
and lie qui
arm, while
some day tk

. again. But

Uncle Steve
h}g‘gk-——not f
ories of m
blended wi
their iinage
until at las
out for ‘“g
of “my mof
Then, in h
to'success,
In the arms
not =¢c—ay




mas
es straight

rich plenty
r, and t‘h;
when they
up a little
can touch
ise, there is
y that is
.~ with its
n, you can
y—we are
. that can
on, as th’
etide and
ents, down
st when its
be singing

ars, is th’

ired by the

me,
eyes,
ath
e,

rs
keeping,
clear,
istance

le
speak.

80,

e dark,

t; .
faith,

s

rials
se,

e knows.”

4

The -Mother Trap

By Mabel Dufford Pinkerton

' was Cousin Steve’s talk about
“traps  that set Davie’s heart
low with a new Scheme

“all
* for winning his heart’s desire.

= The wisd'om_of Cousin Steve’s
eleven years was great indeed to Davie’s

four-and-a-half-year-old comprehension.

“You see,” elucidated Steve, ‘“when you
want to-trap anything—any bird or ani-
* mal, you know—you take some of what-
l}lye likes best, and put it near where
he-often passes by, where he will be sure
to see it, and you have it fix€d some way
e comes to take that nice
bit of food he will get caught fast. When

ever
so that when

1 cau%ht those grouse that mother and I
broug

tered some corn around on the snow near
where I had seen the grouse feeding be-

fore the snow came. Then I trampled a

nice little path and scattered corn along
that, and at the end of the path I put a
box with a trap door. Inside the box on
a board I put some more nice corn. When
the grouse followed the little trail of corn
and came to the box, and went inside and
pecked at the corn on the board, that
pulled the string which dropped the door
—and there I had the grouse fast. Father
—that’s your Uncle Steve—showed me
ow.”

?h The boys were in their favorite corner
of the long living room, and Uncle Steve,
strolling by just then, heard a part of his
son’s little lecture on traps. ‘Yes,” he
said, smiling, “you can catch most any-
thing you want, if you set your trap
the right place, and use the right bait.”

Davie, on his pillow that night, wide
awake with excitement, studied how to
trap what he wanted most, and caught
his breath with the wonder of the thought.
Aunt Annie heard that quick breath, and
came in to see if all was well with this wee
lonely nephew, for whom her heart never

uite ceased aching. ‘‘Are you all right,

avie boy?”’ she called softly. But Davie
was too intent upon his own great scheme
even to hear the question. \
asked, as he noticed her standing by
bedside, “what do mothers like best?”

. “Their own little boys, I should think,”
answered Aunt Annie, with a bitterness
that fortunately the little boy did _not
apprehend. “Why did you ask, Davie?
" - But Dayvie, his one difficulty well on the
way to solution, was already half way to

the land of dreams. )

It was a mother and a little sister that
Davie planned to set a trap for. His
waking schemes and his vague memories
mingled in his dreams. Once more he re-

turned with Daddy from a happy da}ltﬁg

Aunt Annie’s and Uncle Steve's, in

country, to his home, ran to find mother
and baby sister, and found only a dread-
ful loneliness instead. Once more he came
back to Daddy, and found him with his
face all white and strange, reading a
letter. Then the dream went swiftly and
lightly, as dream memories will, over days
that had been very long in the living—
days when his dear heme had strangely
changed from light and happiness to a
dreary place, where his adored Daddy
strode from room to room, like the caged
creatures in the parks. Listening in sil-
ence to his elders’ talk, he gathered that
his lovely mother had gone away, taking
baby sister, and had left a letter telling
daddy that it would be of no use for him
to search for her; that Daddy somehow
blamed himself for her going, and did
search, everywhere; while everyone e:ls,e
blamed mother. There was Aunt -Annie’s
pitying face about the house at first,
then housekeepers, one after - another,
some who scolded, some who gave him a
sort of kindness, but none to whom he
could be persuaded to talk of the lost
mother and sister. Not even to daddy
could he ever speak of them. H’e could
only hide his face against daddy’s neck,
and lie quivering in the circle of Daddy’s
arm, while daddy’s voice told him that
some day their dear ones would come home

. again. But he had heard Aunt Annie and

Uncle Steve saying, “She never will come
h’ig’gk-——not afteI}"l;.lll these months.” Mem-
ories of mother and sister blurred and
blended with things he had been told,
their images in his mind grew indistinct,
until at last his longing little heart cried
out for “a mother and a sister,” instead
of “nv mother and my sister,” as at first.
Then, in his dream, his plan had come
to'success, and he was. caught up, sobbing,
in the arms of a mother whose face he did
not :cc—and he awakened, to find Aunt

t for the Christmas dinner, I scat-

“Auntie,” hl:gg

Axll\r_ue’s irlei about him, and her voice
asking what her precious bab in

mn his sleep abOIIl)t. EREESEER
M,prmng came—‘‘the day before Christ-
mas”—and the house was bright with the
outward symbols of a joy that was not.
Only Davie, full of his great scheme,
seemed so much less grave and silent than
usual that his father, watching him, won-
dered, with mingled gladness ‘and pain,
whether the boy was forgetting. He
ground his teeth together as he muttered
for the thousandth time, “I must find
them, before the boy forgets.”

_Davie knew well enough what little
girls liked best—what to use for bait in
his trap for a little sister. To be sure, he
would have to go without his promised

‘rare treat of just two small pieces of

candy. “Two pieces are all a tiny laddie
with a delicate stomach may have, even
on the \day before Christmas,” Daddy
had said. It takes mother love and
mother wisdom to find the right food for
a highstrung little boy to eat, and house~
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keepers who buy good behavior with
candy, sugar and cake, sometimes lay the
foundation for much pain. And the long-
ing for mother tenderness can make a
wide-eyed, silent little lad of a rollicking
baby. So it had been with Davie. His
father’s face quivered sometimes, at his
son’s wistful glances at forbidden foods,
his quiet acquiescence in the strict rules
that of late had been laid down for his
daily food. “Daddy says it isn’t good for
me—it makes me cry in the night,” was
his reply when offered forbidden goodies.
So the little heart, schooled to self-denial
found his desire for the unaccustomed
sweets not too great to be overcome. He
tucked them away behind the bronze

~ clock on the mantel, standing on a chair

to do so, to await the time he had chosen
to set his trap.

He knew, too, just where to put the
candy bait. Out by the side door, in his
own favorite nook, where he stood to
watch when the grocery boy and the fruit
man and the vegetable man brought in
their boxes ¢and crates and /baskets of
wonderfully interesting things—that was
the place. There was a path cut in the
snow there now, and he knew the very
place on the clean white shelf of snow

For You---a Beautiful

Fur Coat--*160 Brings It

Here is just the coat.

pockets, cuffs and belt.

to full ripple skirt.

this delightful Can-
adian Muskrat Coat.
It’s a phenomenal bar-
gain. Order by its
number—442. Price. .

' Qur Guarantee

That is if you want
a coat that will wear well, look well and cost little.
The choicest grade skins from Canadian muskrats were
used by our expert designers in making this beau-
tiful coat. The coat has a deep shawl collar, slash
A close fitting waist line

It is trimmed with

Hudspn Seal. ‘The most exacting care was
taken by our operators in order that this coat
might be a worthy example of their skill as
furriers. The coat is carefully lined with
beautiful, quality silk. Length of the coat
is 45 inches. It will pay you to consider

*160
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beside the door where he would lay the
tempting bits of sweetness, and the ve
corner where he would stand to wait until

the little sister should see the bait and.:
walk along the white walled path. And -
then—then he would be the trap door,

that would catch her and hold her fast,
and carry her to daddy. His mind di
not picture her as different. from the
toddling sister who had gone away, even’
though daddy had told him she would be
much larger when she came home.

And for the mother-trap—he himself .

would have to be the bait for that, be-"
cause Aunt Annie had said that mothers
loved their own little boys better than:
anything. And he would ﬁwe to be the’
trap door, too, and fly to her quickly, and
hold her fast, and lead her to daddy.

Yes, this was the very place to make a
trap for a mother and a baby sister, be-
cause there were always mothers and
babies passing Eﬁ' every afternoon, right
where they could look down the path -
beside the house, and see the bits of candy -
and the little boy. Late in the afternoon '
he would set his trap, when the grocery.-
boy and all the rest were through using:
the side door, and there would be no one .
in the kitchen to watch, and he would'

BUYFURS
BYMAIL

Write TO-DAY

You Should Have
Our Big Free Catalogue

Wherever you live in Canada you should
secure a copy of the Fur Guide.
styles in fur coats, muffs, stoles, etc., are
interestingly pictured. Wonderfully low
prices are quoted on the furs. From cover
to cover the book is full of interest. You
wil enjoy studying its pages. Send for a
copy to-day. The book js free. We will
mail a copy as soon
reaches us.
postcard to-day.

Many

your request
Write at once. Send us
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Protects You

Here is our guarantee which
covers purchases made
through our Catalogue.
Read it carefully.

“If, on receipt, you find that the
furs for any reason are not satisfactory,
write your name and address on the
outside of the package and return them
in ten days in good condition, stating
why the goods are returned, and we
will pay the transportation charges
both ways and exchange or refund the

"money in full. All that we ask is that
before you ship the article you notify
us. We make no exception with any goods.
Our policy | give you complete satisfac-
tion. Theref@##® we do not wish you to keep

. any article that will be in any way unsatis-
factory to you.”

This Set Only $87.50

Alaska Sable is a fur that is always in style, and so
it might be for it is very charming in appearance.
You would certainly be delighted with such a collar and
muff as we illustrate below. - The Crush collar
[No. 761] is very cosy. Best quality skins have
been used and the linings are made of soft silk.
The muff [Io. 124]is the new round melon shape
dbyle and is made of best quality skins. It has soft
silk lining, silk wrist-cord, and eiderdown bed.
Mention both numbers when ordering
the set. Separately the collar costs
$55.00 and the muff $32.50. The set

S\

Fwo pockets; length is
50 ins, .

$8750°
SELLERS-GOUGH FUR CO.

LIMITED

Other Bargains

822—Natural Canadian Wolf Neck-
iece; two full skin animal style; made

rom best quality skins; fin-
ished with 2 heads, 2 tails, $l 800
and paws; soft silk linings pe—
11565—Gent’s Fur-Lined Coat, shell of
imported black beaver cloth, well tailored,
lined with good quality full furred
marmot skins, storm col-

lar of River Mimk, length 33500
50 inches P,
1663—Marmot Neckpiece, made from
best quality skins; long tab back and
front; made toslip turough | :
fur; finished with head, $l l 50
tails and paws .......... P o e
1850 — Natural Alaska Sable Scarf,

’
made from selected skins; made to throw
over shoulder; finished with
tails; best quality soft silk $4250
lmmz! .................. ==
850—Hudson Seal Coat, 42 ins. long,
with extra large square back collar of
fine quality Alaska Sable; d ep cuffs,
slash pockets; sealbuttons, slightly fitted
waist line with extra full
ripple skirt, best all silk $28 500
Haing..o. : i vosie gooe a—
664—Alaska Sable Neckpiece, a very
smart cosy fur, made from
best quality skins; finished $2500
with head, tail and paws. . —
1843—Ladies’ Fur-Lined Coat; shell
made from best quality imported

jroadcloth, lined with best quality

7/ Canadian muskrat; 38 ins. long; large
collar, straps, cuffs and 00
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be helped into his furry coat and cap and
mittens and mmgs arnd sent’'out to play
for a little while in the snow. If onl{ethey
would not call him in too soon, before
the right mother and sister should come
along.

Long shadows were beginning to creep
near to the sunny path, and Davie’s feet
weregowmg cold, and his face was red
with the wind i

_ , when a woman a
iYeil so thick that ll:eﬂeoulcil bm:h seehmﬁr
ace, and leading a little girl by the

walked past, more slowly than most of
the groups. The woman seemed to -
be ing  steadily at the house as if

searching for something. - She hesitated,
stopped, looked and looked again at the
little patient  figure by the side door.
Daviewedap took a ste] t;(x,ll;
W&ld, lmdmg stmngel A

this be the ri Fx)nother and sistai? How
could he hold them both at once? The

baby was than he could ;
W'hse he smrhxs puzzled, eager little
face leaning forward, the mother took a
step into the white path. Then, suddenly

N For Hard Wear

Buster Brown Stockings are made to
stand the test of rough and tumble play
healthy boy—your boy—

in which every

spernds half his time. :
ings are the greatest wear resisters ever
made—the strongest,
‘specially twisted and tested for durability,
with three-ply heel and toe, well knitted, well
finished and fast dyed in Black and Leather

Shade Tan.

No more darning if you buy Buster Brown

Stockings.

Che Chipman-Fnlton Knitting Co., Limited

she was beside him, on her knees, her wveil
thrown back, and he did not need to hold
her, for she was-holding him.

Out of her sobbing, broken words,
Davie gathered the unmistakable fact
that hepg¢ was indeed the right mother.
And when he looked around for the little
sister, to try to hold her fast, he saw her
little mittened hand just reaching out to

p the two bright candies, and saw
t the mother—his mother—was hold-
ing the sister too.
ntly he recollected the rest of his
lan. “Now we must all go in to daddy—
'm cold,” he said, in short, catching
breaths.

His mother drew away with a fright-
ened look. “I can’t—he wouldn’t want
me—now—"" she murmured.

But Davie’s hand was clinging to her
coat, and he was telling her over and
over, “Yes, daddy want’s you—he said
you would come. Aunt Annie said- you
wouldn’t, but daddy said‘sometime you
would come, you and baby. sister. He
said we must always be ready to make

\

\
N
N\
N
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you welcome. He said you would come—"

A great fear lest she now
crept into his deep eyes while he pleaded
anxr she seemed not to hear. Then the
door opened, a voice began to call,
“Davie, son—" and all at once, Davie
never knew how, daddy had them, all
three, on the long couch before the otren
fire. Their coats were off, and daddy’s
arms went first round mother, then
round “his babies,” while they all babbled
half-meaningless things. “

“Nellie—you can forgive me—and
m ll' i

‘YI—forgive you? Why, David, David
dpar* what would there be for me to for-

ve?” .

“My neglect, beloved. I know, now,
that you would rather have had a part
of my time than what I earned by spend-
ing it all away from you. Ah, I have
learned—"’ :

“And I, too, David. If I may stay, you
will see how I have changed, how much
better I will be—"’

“Nellie, don’t! It was my fault.”

RESOLVED
THAT The BUSTER BROWN STOCKING

v IS A BOON TO MOTHERS ano A SNAP
‘FOR SANTA CLAUS"

BUS TER BROWN

Buster Brown stock-

long fibre cotton,

4 ~
7/ >
i iarairiiiaiddiiisddiid

»/, )
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Girls, Too—

Buster Brown's Sister's Stocking
for the girls is a splended looking
stocking at a moderate price, A
two-thread English mercerized lisle
stocking, that is shaped to fit and
wears very well indeed. ~ /

Colors—Black, Leather Shade
Tan, Pink, Blue and White.

Larpest Hosiery Manufarturers in Canada

Outarin

Familton = ::
MILLS AT HAMILTON AND WELLAND, ONTARIO A

Also makers of the celebrated “Little Darling” and “Little Daisy ” Hosiery for Infants and Children

“And I must stay. ‘Ah! I could never .

leave my Davids, . I never could
have gone if I had known how I loved
l)(':u both. And David—I want you to

ow—I did not stay with him—I saw
his selfishness. I could not help seeing the
contrast between him and you. I ran
away from him that first day.”

“But how have you lived?”

“I have worked, David—see my dress?
The uniform of Brand’s shop!”

“Nellie! You—to do that—how you
must have suffered! And little Net'l'—
you must have had to hire her cared for
—as % (}:g Daleei. tﬁd I hav:omﬁic}i every
way ew, time you.
You seemed to have vanished.”

“I never knew, dear. I could not be-
lieve that you would want to find me—
after—that you would take me back—
And a shop worker named Elsie Jones was
a needle in a haystack to find.”

By this time Davie and Little Nell,
weary of the talk which they could not
understand, had slipped down to the rug
before the ﬁre, and were getting acquaint-
ed, baby fashioned. Now they came back,
hand in hand. 4

“M-mother—" the long unused word

came slowly—“I setted a trap for you,

and I catched you, didn’t 1?”

A statement which of course called for
an explanation. ., When, after many care-
ful questions, they understood as well as
grown-ups could, the father and mother
turned to each other with tear-wet, won-
dering eyes. -

“A mother-trap—what an idea for a
baby’s mind!”

“But it ‘catched’ me indeed, dear. If
I had not seen the boy I never would
have come in. It was the first time I had
passed the house. I didn’t know.even
whether you lived here still.”

“I was tempted to go away—it seemed
almost unbearable to stay. But to rob
the boy of his home after he had lost his
mother—it was too hard; so I stayed.”

“And me found candy,” added little

Nell. .

And when Aunt Annie and Uncle Steve
and Cousin Steve, coming in from a last
bit of Christmas shopping, had had their
share of tears and explanations, and Aunt
Annie had brought 6ut more candy to
replace the rare tréat that Davie had
sacrificed, the mother was sent upstairs
to rest.

Davie clung to her so pitifully that she
took him with her, half sobbing over his
fear that he would lose her again. By
and by she came down the long stairs, a
child holding :to each hand, in a gown
chosen from those she found in her own
old room—a gown a bit out of the fashion,
but it brought out the loveliness that the
shop uniform had concealed. The chil-
dren’s adoring eyes were on her all the
way, and David sprang up the steps to
her, with a light 1n his eyes that made
Davie look at him in wonder. They went
in together to the Christmas tree, and
suddenly Davie noticed that the house,
which had seemed so gloomy ever since
he could remember, almost, was bright
and joyous again.

The Foolishness of Anger

Recently, a young boy, by the name of
John Crowley, was working in a great de-
partment store in Chicago. He had a
good job for his age, and an excellent
chance of rising to a higher position in the
service of the firm. John knew this, and
to please his boss, he always endeavored
to do his work well. But there was one
thing working against him, and that was
his unmanageable temper. When any-
thing provoked him, it was hard for)him
to remain calm. One day, when the boss
lectured him for doing something that was
against the rules of the firm, John flew into
a violent rage. The boss quietly listened
to the youth’s thoughtless expressions,
and then, as soon as he became c

again, told him that the firm had no '

further use for his services.

John left with a heart as heavy as lead.
A shadow had suddenly faHen across
the bright path of his future, and he
knew not where to get another job. Then
he made up his mind that he would never
get angry again. It worked. Never
since, no matter how great the provoca-
tion, has he spoken a word in wrath. He
has now a good position, and can hold it.
“A person who bursts out in anger,” he
says, “‘is no better than a fool.”

_How true that is. Anger has created
discord in thousands of happy homes,
caused sorrow and remorse without end,
and ruined the bright career of many a
young man and woman.
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~ would put a stop to the tree.

was twelve years old three
weeks before that Christmas,
but I was smalj for my age
and looked no more than ten.
There were four of us. I was
the eldest. Then there was a girl of ten,
one' of eight and a half and 3 boy of
seven. In October we had moved to the
house on the shore of Lonesome lake,
which was very lonesome indeed. It
was a solitary little sheet of water on
the top of a hill, almost a mountain.
There were no neighbors nearer than a
mile. Father had moved to thi$ farm on
Lonesome lake because his father had
died that fall and the property had to
be divided between him and his rother,
Uncle William. Uncle William was not
was older than
father, and he and father and grand-
father had always lived together and

worked the home farm, shating the’

profits.

After grandfather’s death father and
Uncle William had some difference, I
never knew what it was about. One
night after I had gone to bed I heard
them talking loud, and the next morning
father and Uncle William looked ver
sober at breakast, and mother had been
crying. That afternoon she told us that
we were going to move because the pro-
perty was to be divided and we were to
have the farm on Lonesome lake, near
Lebanon.  Lebanon is a little village
about ten miles from Wareville, where
we were living then. Mother said she
was sorry to go away because she had
lived there so long and she was afraid
she would be pretty lonesome in the new
home, but she said we must make the
best of it. Uncle William was the eldest
son and had a right to the first choice of
the property, and of course since he was
a bachelor it would be very hard for him
to go to live at Lonesome lake.

We children rather liked the idea of
moving and began packing at once.
Flory and Janey had their dolls and
their wardrobes all packed within an
hour. Flory was the sister next to me,
and I thought her rather old to play
with dolls. I had given up dolls long
before I was as old as she.

Two weeks after grandfather died we
were all moved and nearly settled in our
new home. There had been no one liv-
ing in the house for several years except
when father and Uncle William went
up there every year in haying time to
cut and make hay. Everything seemed
pretty damp and dismal at first, but
when we got our furniture set up and
the fires started it looked more cheerful.
The house was large, with two front
rooms looking on the lake, which was
only about twenty feet distant. One of
these rooms was our sitting room; the
other was our parlor. Back of these
rooms was a very large one, which was
our kitchen and dining room.  There
were a dark bedroom in the middle of
the house, a bedroom out of the kitchen,
one where father and mother slept, out
off the sitting room, and four chambers.

Thanksgiving came about a week after
we had moved, and we had a rather for-
lorn day. We all missed grandfather
and Uncle William. I am sure mother
cried a little before we sat down to the
table, and father looked sober.

When Thanksgiving was over we be-
gan to think about -Christmas. Mother
had promised us a Christmas tree. The
year before we had all had the n'leasles
and been disappointed about going to
the tree at the Sunday *school, and
mother had said, “Next year you shall
have a tree of your own if nothing hap-
pens.® Of course something had hap-
pened.  Poor grandfather had died, and
we had moved, and we wondered if that
Mother
looked a little troubled at first when we
spoke of it. Then she said if we would
not be disappointed if we difi not have
many presents and the tree did not have
much on it except popcorn and apples
she would see what she could do. )

Then we children began to be full of
little secrecies. Mysterious bits of wool
and silk and colored paper and cardboard

were scattéred about the house, .:md we
Wwere always shutting doors and jumping
and  hiding things when a fluor was
opeved.  Kach of us was making some-

thing father and mother,

fOI‘ even
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Harriet Ann’s Christmas

By Mary E. Wilkins Freeman

Charles Henry. He was working a
worsted motto, “God Bless Our Home.”
Then, of course, we were all making pre-
sents for one another. '

It was a week and one day before
Christmas. We had our presents almost
done, and’ mother had promised to take
two of us the very next day and go down
to the village to do some shopping—we
had been saving money all year for some
boughten presents—when  the mnews
about Uncle William came. A man rode
over from Wareville quite late at night
and brought word that Uncle William
was dangerously sick and father and
mother must come at once if they want-
ed to sce him alive. Mother said there
was mnothing for it but they must go.
She said if they had not come away just
as they had, with hard words between
father and Uncle William, she would
have let father go alone and stayed with
us childret; but, as it was, she felt that
she must go too. She and father, though
I can understand now that they felt
anxious while trying to conceal it from

us, did not think there was any real
danger in our staying alone, They rea-
soned that nobody except the people in
the village would know we were alone
and there was not probably ome ill dis-
posed person there—certainly not one
who would do us harm. Then, too, it
was winter, and we were off the main
traveled road, and tramps seeméd very
improbable. We had enough provisions
in the house to last us for two weeks;
and there was a great stock of firewood
in the shed. Luckily the barn was con-
nected with the house, so I did not have
to go out of doors to milk—it was fortu-
nate that I knew how—and we had only
one cow.

Mother stayed up all that night and
baked, and father split up kindling
wood and got everything ready to leave.
They started early next morning, repeat-
ing all their-instructions over and over.
We felt pretty lonesome when they had
gone, I especially, not only because I was
the eldest and felt a responsibility for
the rest, but because father had given
me a particular churge. I was the only
one who knew that ther» was $583, some
money which father had from the sale
of a wood lot in Wareville a month after

17

we had moved and had kept in the house
ever since, locked up in the secret draw-
er in the chest in the dark bedroom.

Father had been intending to drive
over to Wilton, where there was a bank,
and deposit the money, but had put it
off from one week to another, and now
Wilton was too far out of. his way for
him to go there before going to see poor
Uncle William.

Father called me into the parlor the
morning they started, told me about the
money and eharged me to say nothing
concerning it to the others. “It is al-
ways best when there is money to be
taken care of to keep your own counsel,”
said father. He showed me the secret
drawer insthe chest in the dark bedroom,
the existénce of which I had never sus-
pected before, though I was twelve years
old, and he taught me how to open and
shut it. If the house caught fire I was
to get the children out first, then go
straight to the secret drawer and save
the money. If there had been no possi-
bility of fire I doubt if father would
have told me about the money at all,
and I would have been saved a great
deal of worry. s

The money was on my mind constant-

.........................................................
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The Happiness and Health:

Cheery Bedrooms

Good taste counts for far more than ostentatious wealth in furnishing the bedroom of
today. No longer is it just a place to sleep in—nor is it heavy and depressing
with hangings, furniture and carpets. .
On the contrary, the modern bedroom is bright and cheery, and is usually the
daintiest and most attractive room in the house.
For such a bedroom, the ideal combination of luxury and economy is the

STERMOOR

The Quality’ Mattress
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This famous mattress—built of the finest cotton felt—gives 25 years of ideal service
for $25. That’s a dollar a year—less than 2 cents a week for restful, healthful sleep.
=) There are plenty of “OSTERMOORS?” that have been in nightly use .for 25, 30,40
i and even 50 years—and are good mattresses today. This is the practical economy
'E}. of the “Ostermoor.” ] .
o You’ll know the “Ostermoor” among #’thousand by the name woven in the bind.
Lga' ing, Look forit. Ask your dealer or write us for the name of our nearest agent.
2 THE ALASKA BEDDING CO. LIMITED
=§ Makers of Bedsteads and Bedding *
g Calgary WINNIPEG Regina :
=1
> = >
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Ten Cheery Chrisfmas

/
|

‘Greetings for a Dollar—

OUR message of Christmas cheer can find no better
medium for expression than a Christmas Greeting

Card, and you can find no better Christmas
Greeting Cards than in the new Dingwall Catalogue.

. . Particularly good value is

the carefully chosen assort-

* .ment of 1o cards at $1.00—including mailing envelopes.
i “The greetings touch just the right spot. The designs are
- artistic and the workmanship absolutely beyond question.

- Just Read Some of them

To you and yours,
From us and ours.

* aae\%e]

To Wish you all

Both large and small
A Very Happy Christmas.

TR
All good befortune you

and every day
Some ray of golden light
fall on your way.

* ¥k

Christmas would never seem to me,
Just the thing that it ought to be,
Unless to you my good old frisnd,
A Christmas Greeting I could send.

Pin $1.00 to this—give your name and address and the
cards will go to you by first mail postpaid, subject to

exchange.

~ (

You will also receive a copy of our handsome new
catalogue free and postpaid—it's yours for the asking,
whether you order or hot.—W'rite to-day.

D. R. Dingwall Limited

Diamond Merchants, Jewellers, Silversmiths

Winnipeg
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Lift Corns Out With Fingers
Don't Hurt a Bit-lt's Magic

Few drops stop soreness, then the corn or cal- «
lus shrivels and lifts off. Try it and
see! No humbug!

This tiny bottle holds t(ﬁe wonder 3
wonders. It contains an almost magi-
tal drug called freezone. It is a com-
pound made from cther.

Apply a few drops of this freezone
upon a tender, aching corn or a hard-
ened callus. Instantly the soreness
disappears and shortly you will find
the corn or callus so shriveled and
loose that you just lift it off with the
fingers. Tt doesn’t hurt one particle.

You feel no pain or soreness when
applying freezone or afterwards. It
doesn’t even irritate the skin.

Just ask in any drug store for a
small bottle of freezone. This will
cost but a few cents but will posi-
tively rid your poor, suffering feet
of every hard corn, soft corn, or corn
between the toes, or the tough cal-
luses on bottom cf feet. Genuine
freezone bears the name of Edward

Wesley Co.,

B / 1y after father and mother were gone. I

kept thinking, “Suppose anything should
happen to that money while I have
charge of it.” I knew what a serious
matter it would be, because father had
not much money and was saving this to
buy cows in the spring, when he expect-
ed to open a milk route. I was all the
time planning what I should do in case
the house caught fire and in case the
robhers came. The first night after
father and mother went I did not sleep
much, though the others did. We three
girls slept in one room, with Charley in
a little one out of it, and we were all
locked in.

The next night I slept! a little better
and did not feel so much afraid, and the
next- day Samuel J. Wetherhed came,
and we all felt perfectly safe after that.
He came about ten o’clock in the morn-

. ing and knocked on the south door, and

we all jumped. I don’t suppose any-
body had knocked on that door three
times since we had lived there, it was
such a lonesome place. We were scared
and did not dare to go to the door, but
when he knocked the second time I
mustered up enough courage. I told
Flory, who was as large as I and
stronger, to take the carving knife, hide
it under her apron and stand behind me.
Of course I thought at once of the money
and that this might be a robber. Then I

opened the door a crack and peeped out.
The minute I saw the man who stood
there I did not feel afraid at all, and
Flory said afterward that she felt awful
ashamed-of the carving knife and afraid

whom father had sold his woodland. T
went to visit my sister last week,” said
the man. “I haven’t got any settled
work. Yesterday my sister’s husband
saw your father, and he told him how
he had left you all alone up here and
felt sort of worried, and I thought as
long as I was just loafing around and
no use to anybody I might just as well
come up here and look after you a little
and stay till your folks got back and
look out there didn’t any wolves or
robbers or anything get you.”. The man
laughed again in such a pleasant, merry
way when he said that, and then he
went on to tell us that his sister’s hus-
band said Uncle William was better and
the doctor thought he would get well,
but he guessed father and mother would
have to stay there for awhile. We asked
the, man in, and he made himself at
home at once.

It seemed to me I had never seen a
man so very kind as he was, and he was
so quick to see things that needed to be
done. He went out of his own accord
and drew a pail of water, and he brought
in wood for the sitting room fire. We
children all agreed when we went up-
stairs to bed that night that there never
was a man so good, except father. We
had told him our plans for Christmas,
and he was so much interested. He said
of course we could have a tree: he would
cut a fine tree and if Uncle William was
not well enough for father and mother
to leave him on Christmas day he would
go to Wareville himself and stay with
Uncle William, so they could come home.

‘Risking death and serious injury these brave women are tending the wounded under fire.
The men who fight take no greater risk than these ‘“Angels of Mercy,” who serve their
men and humanity on the battlefield. This British official photograph shows two of these

brave women ministering to a wounded soldier

that he might see it and be hurt in his
feelings. -

He stood there, smiling with such a
pleasant smile. He did not look very
old, not near as old as father, and he
was quite well dressed- He was very
good looking, and that, with his pleasant
smile, won our hearts at once. He more
than smiled—he fairly laughed in such
a good natured way when he saw how
we were all peeking, for the younger
children were behind Flory, and I found
afterward that Charley, who had great
notions of being smart and brave,
though he was so little, because he was
a boy, had the poker, shaking it at the
stranger. The man laughed and said in
such a pleasant voice, pleasanter than
his smile even: “Now, don’t you be scar-
ed, children. I am Samuel J. Wether-
hed.”

The man said that as if it settled
everything, and we all felt that it did,
though we had never heard of Samuel J.
Wetherhed in our lives. We felt that
we ought to know all about him, and
Janey said that night that she was sure
she had seen his name in the Missionary
Herald and he must be a deacon who
gave a great deal to missions.

Samuel J. Wetherhed went on to {ell
us more about himself, thouth T am sure
we should have been satisfied with the
name. “I have a married sister who
lives in Wareville. She married % man
of the name of Stackpole.” said he, and
we all nodded wisely at that and felt
that it was an introduction. We knew
Mr. Stackpole. He was' the man to

amidst shell fire in Flanders.

He said, too, that e could go down to
the village on foot and if we would
make out a list of things we wanted he
would go down and buy them for us.
He went the very next day. We gave
him all our money, and he brought back
everything we wanted. We decided to
make him some presents, too, and I be-
gan a little wash leather money bag, like
the one I had made for father. Flory
made a penwiper and Janey a worsted
bookmark.

Samuel J. Wetherhed cut a beautiful
tree for us, taking us all into the woods
to pick it out, Then he set it up in
the parlor so firmly that it did not
shake. He rigged some sockets for
candles and helped jls string popcorn for
decorations and muge candy bags. He
could sew as well as mother. Samuel J.
Wetherhed “was the most industrious
man I ever saw.” He was not idle a min-
ute.  He milked and did all the barn

chores, he made the fires and drew water -

and swept the floors and washed the
milk pails for me, and all his spare time
he was at/work upon our Christmas
preparations as busily as we were. He
found some boards and tools of father’s
and made some wonderful things with
them. Thegre was a nice box, which he
showed us how to line with flannel, for
mother to keep knives and forks in, a
little boat for Charley and a number of
other things. ’

[ felt much easier in my mind about
the money after Samuel J. Wetherhed
came,

We had given'Samuel the bedroom out

&
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We want, and will pay highest
prices for all kinds of RAW

"FURS

Ship your skins to us at once.-
We pay Express Charges, or Postage.

- Price list and shipping tags sent on request.

5 134 McGill St.,

| VLo L 7ereS  yoNTREAL,
| ur Manufacturers R Ly g

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY.

OUR ADVICE

Ship 1o us at once and Reap Benefits of High
Prices now prevailing

PRICE LIST AND SHIPPING TAGS FREE

“sierce Tur Co.. Lt

Richard M. FPierce, Manager

and Alexander WINNIPEG , Carada

e ——— -

Hallam’s Trappers’ Guide— 96
pages; illustrated; English or French;
tells how and where to trap; what bait
tn_nd traps to use; is full of useful informa-
ion.

Hallam’s Trappers’ Supply Cata-
log—36 pages; illustrated; rifles, traps,
animal bait, headlights, fish nets, and all

necessary trappers’ and sportsmen’s

supplies at low prices.
Hallam’s Raw Fur News—
Gives latest prices and advance
information on the raw

fur market.
Write to-day.

Address giving
pumber as

118 HALLAM BUILDING,
TORONTO.

Mr. Farmer
Merchant
| and
Country
Butcher:

R are in the market to pay you the highest market prices for your
Hides, Sheep Skins, Wool, Seneca Root and Raw Furs, and
guarantee you honest assortment for anything you may ship us.

Prompt returns assured. Write us for prices and shipping tags, All
other infornfation gladly furnished on request. At your service. Come, ship
us a trial shipment and be convinced. Upon request we hold goods separate
for your approval of our valuation.

NOTICE—Salt All Hides Well in Warm Weather

The B. E. Hogan Hide and Fur Co., Ltd.

& 4054 = ge . -
B o, SMEEY 362 Pacific Avenue, Winnipeg, Man.

TN

HIAnnnn

=

T 3 ST PR

ST nnnnnnnnnnm

llilllliiI!llillllllllIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIlllIlIlllIIIIIllllllllllilllllllllllllIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII

“Now, don’t you cry,” said Samuel
“Ill go this minute and cut another

tree.”

So Samuel started off, and Charley
with him, and then I made Flory and
Janey go upstairs. “You two have just
got to go upstairs and stay there while
I fix a surprise,” said I. Surprises were
a favorite amusement with us children.
Flor§-and Janey laughed and ran off up-
stairs in a minute.

I set some molasses on to boil. Then
I got the money out of the secret drawer
and made six little parcels of it, rolled as
tightly as I could and wrapped in letter

aper. - Then as soon as the molasses
was boiled I made popcorn balls. Luckily
I had enough corn popped. When I called
the girls downstairs I had two plates of
corn balls. The balls in one were of
extra size, with strings attached all
ready to hang on the tree, and in six of
them were hidden the little rolls of
monev. The balls iri the other plate

“Come down here a minute,” said
Samuel, and I went down to the sitting
room. “I want to ask you a question,”
saiad Samuel. He tried to smile, but he
was very pale and looked as if he was as
frightened as I was. I trembled so 1
could scarcely stand. I was so afraid
he would ask me right out, “Where is
the money ?” but he did not.

“T only want to ask if your father left
some money in the house when he went
away,” said he, looking away from me
as if he were ashamed-

“Yes, he did,” said I. I had to or tell
a lie.

“Well,” said Samuel in a queer, shak-
ing voice, “I would like to borrow that
money for a little while. I need some
money right away, and as long as your
father ain’t using it—"

“I would rather you waited and asked

father,” I said. “I don’t think father '

would like it if I lent his money.”
“IT will make it right with your

- =

Lieut.-General Sir Julian Byng, K.C.B., who, under the supreme commgld of General

Haig, commands the British forces who broke through the Hindenburg line to a depth of
five miles along thirty-two miles of the old Somme front. The, attack was begun without
artillery preparation, and the Germans were taken completely by surprise. The British
infantry and tanks pressed on and captured the second system of German defences. The
new drive stretches from St. Quentin to the Scarpe.

Lieut.-General Byng formerly commanded the Canadian Corps. He is the seventh son
of the Earl of Strafford, and joined the army thirty-four years ago. On the outbreak of

the war he was made commander of the Third Cavalry Division.

Later, he was given

command of the Cavalry Corps, and then of the 9th Army Corps.

were smaller, and those were to be
eaten at once.

When Samuel and Charley came home
I gave them some of the little corn balls
and when Samuel had set up the tree I
hung on the others. Then I thought the
money was safe, but I wondered all the
time what I should do if Samuel should
come to me and ask me right out where
the money was, for I did not want to tell
a lie. ’

That night we all went upstairs, as
usual, but I did not go to sleep gkt avas
not very late when I heard Sarhuel mov-
ing about below, and presently he came
to the foot of the stairs and called me.

T went to the door. My heart was
beating so hard it seemed to choke me.

father,” said Samuel. “Did your father
tell you where the money was?”

“Yes, he did,” I answered. I had to
or tell a lie. I trembled for the next
question.

“Where did he tell you it was?” asked
Samuel.

“In the chest in the dark bedroom,”
said I. That was the truth, and it did
no harm.

“WhereaBouts in the chest ?”

“In the secret drawer.”

“Oh! So there’s a secret drawer?
'Izid your father tell you how to open
it 77

1 =aid he did.

“Well, you just come in here and show
me how to open it,” said Samuel.

[ went with Samuel into the dark bed-

X e re 9 < 3 2
What do you want?” I made out tr)!/,fuum and showed him how to open the

say as softly as I could, so as not t
wake the children.
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dered if it would be wrong for me to cry
out as if I were astonished when he dis-
covered that the moncy was gone. Then
all of a sudden I heard a sound that
made my heart jump with joy. 1 heard
sleighbells and then father’s voice shout-
ing to the horse. “Father has come,”
said I.

Samuel made one leap ang was gone,
rushing through the kitchen and out the

¢ back door.

I ran and unbolted the south door,
and there were father and mother, come
home sooner than I expected. When I
saw their faces I_just broke down and
sobbed and sobbed and teld them all
about it in such queer snatches that
they . thought at first I was out of my
mind. Father said afterward that he
never heard such a jumble of popcorn
balls and secret drawers and Samuels,
When father fairly understood what had

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

happened he lighted the lantern and
scarched out in the barn and the sheds
to be sure that Samuel was hot lurking
about the premises, but he did not find
him. Father said he knew the man;
that he belonged to a good family, but
had been sort of shiftless and unlucky.
When we were all settled down again for
the night and I felt so safe and happy
with father and mother at home I could
not help feeling troubled about  poor
Samuel out in the stor I hoped he
would not die of cold anhe found dead
when the snow melted in the spring.
There was quite a severe snowstorm.
That was the reason why father and
mother had reached home so late. They
had been obliged to drive slowly on ac-
count of the gathering snow.
_We were just sitting down to- our
Christmas dinner next day when we all
stopped ,and listened. Then the sound

came again, and .We were sure that
somebody was out in the storm calling
faintly for help.

“It is the man!” said mother. “Do go
quick as you can.” Mother had been
worrying about Samuel all day. She
said she did not want him to perish, if
he had tried to wrong us, and father had
been all around the farm looking for
him. He thought, however, that he had
gone down to the village the night
before.

We opened the door, and we could
hear - the calls for help quite plainly.
Father pulled on his big boots and
started out. The storm was véry thick.
Soon we could not see father, but we
could hear his shouts and the faint cries
in response, and then we saw father
coming back half carrying Samuel J.
Wetherhed. -

21

Samuel was pretty well exhausted, be-
sides being frightened and ashamed
when he saw where he was, back in the
house of the man he had tried to rob.
He tried to stop on the threshold of the
outer door, spent as he was. “I guess
you—don’t—know,” he began, but father
interrupted him. “Come along in!” ecried
father in a hearty way that he has.

“You have been good to my children, and

as long as you didn’t do what you set
out to there’s no use talking about it.”
Samuel was pretty well exhausted.
He had spent the night in an old barn on
the other side of the mountain and :had
been floundering about in circles all day,
trying to find the road. However, he was
able to eat some Christmas dinner with
us, though he hesitated about that, as he
had done about entering the door; and
all of a sudden he dropped his knife and
fork, bent his head down over his plate,
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Arthur Middlelon
af the Metropolitan Opera

Thomas Imera

of the Metropolitan Opera

ou like to have
these Wetro,bo[ilan Stars

as your Christmas Guests 9

WOULDN’T it be a pleasure to be able to sit down amidst the comfortable

surroundings of your own home and listen to Anna Case, Marie Rappold,
Margaret Matzenauer, Arthur Middleton, Thomas Chalmers, and the other great
singers of the world? That would be a privilege, wouldn’t it? .

We said would be a privilege.

But thanks to the genius of Thomas A. Edison it

is a privilege which is now within your, grasp. So far as the enjoyment of their
voices is concerned you can actually have this distinguished group as Yuletide

guests.
magnificent voices.

You can sit in your own home and revel in the beauty of their

“T{w Phonograph with a Soul

reproduces the human voice with such fidelity
and accyracy that, no human ear can detect a
shade of difference between the livingartists and
the New Edison’s Re-Creation of their voices
—or instrumental performances.

You will, very naturally, feel skeptical about so
strong a claim. But before hundreds of audi-
ences we have conducted our famous “tone
tests” in which the instrament was pitted against
the artist and invariably the verdict was the
same; no difference could be detected. In
a ‘“tone test,” the artist singsin his natural voice;
then suddenly ceases, leaving the instrument to
continue the song alone. Thirty different great
artists have made these tests.

More than one million people have at-
tended the tests and not one of them has
been able to tell, except by watching the
singer’s lips, when the living voice left off

and when the New Edison began. With the
lights lowered not one could tell when the
change took place. 500 unprejudiced news-
paper critics who witnessed the recitals unite in
this assertion. In this new instrument Mr.
Edison has actually succeeded in re-creating
the human voice.

We have never heard of any sound-pro-
ducing device whose manufacturer dared to
risk so relentless a trial. Until the New Edison
was perfected such an achievement was un-
dreamed of.

The actual photographs reproduced on this
page depict five Metropolitan Opera Stars
singing in direct comparison with the New
Edison’s Re-Creation of their voices. No lis- °
tener could detect the slightest shade of
difference between the living voices and their
Re-Creation. :

A ROYAL GIFT
It Means a Richer Li‘ff:

As a Christmas gift what can surpass this wonderful
instrument? It is like a permanent pass to all the operas,
all the concerts, all the music of the whole world. It

., does actually add something real and vital to life.

Have you ever considered the New Edison as a
family gift? Nowadays many families are eliminating
the smaller individual presents to one another and are
pooling their holiday funds for the acquisition of “the
phonograph with a soul.”

We believe that you'd find our ligerature of interest.
It's different from the usual catalog style. Drop usa

line and we'll send you copies of our musical magazine,
“Along Broadway,” of the brochure, “Music’'s Re-
Creation,” and of the booklet, “What the Critics Say.”

Or call at the nearest licensed Edison merchant in
your vicinity and receive a demonstration of the New
Edison. He advertises in your local papers.

THOMAS A. EDISON, INC., Orange, N. J.
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Five Thousand Pounds of Buckskin *~
By Francis J. Dickie

and we saw that-he was crying, though
we tried to take no notice.ry ¢ '8
Samuel stayed with us that night and
was present at the Christmas tree,
though he seemed very sober and dash-

T was all so strange and new, and fur parka and sleepi coverings
ed his hand across his eyes a good many I i 8 ‘ Y ping bag

; A this sitting in big leather was not to be overcome by any mere two
times~when his name was called out and chair in the huge, high ceil- weeks of barbering, no matter how well

he got his litttle presents. inged Lounge of the hotel done.

* A% “Chateau Macdonald,” softly . . P
" and ‘Tather put the hove inthe Pe, alight from the glow of many shaded 50 with Mo dothes Fxpensive and
and took Samuel down to Lebanon %o electric chandeliers, that Joe Haskins wed o—the gsomeh(};w did not seem Zo
take the train. ‘We never saw him g?tl:lil:g :né“:::;c}f&(;iﬂ%e %l(fﬂ‘f:r& i_’:ldj‘f‘fg {)ne?o:s gupon yhim. The man’s huge
R, St e had shaken hands with o ‘e e e an oman, ang Shouldrs and vy i of b i o o
1A that trembled so that h 1d mlce listening to the liting and throbbing jtest to these conventional habilaments

| \ speak and father had de' couh. scart'ic_e.y note of the stringed orchestra, half p;'o it The collar. its white
— riven him off I hidden among ornamental palms at the O CI'Y Wear. o COUES,, i THRaeS

the sleigh. . . startingly accentuated against the thick
upper end of the Lounge, just off the wide b ¥ the coidod ek, seemed sl
That day we girls pulled the corn entrance-way to marvellously appointed o;m;}zlz 0point, of bursting’with his every)s'

balls to pieces and found the bills inside, diningroom. i i i
not sticky at all. The next day father ~ That Joe Haskins did not belong to ;:?e‘;% mj})[(liglhlnghr?gi'; tl;?xlrlgrl;el:tlglh %gl(;el;i
took the money to the bank, though he men of that world who are at home among hurt, bis feet. When he walked, lia st
said he didn’t know but corn balls were the rich appointments of modern, many was that of & man in pain, for Teet lo
safer, since robbers knew that money million’ dollar hotels, was evident. accustomed to yielding moceasins taﬁg
was in banks, but he didn’t think they . His square face, rugged and a little | " kindly to sterner environing of leather
had any suspicion of its being in corn lined from all his years spent in the open, even though it be the best and most com-
balls. was dull copper hued, and around his fortable tl%at money can buy.

. : keen blue eyes were many intricately in-
OI:V:O;P:“;I tlvlsa?::fiil;l Ch:“‘t“f’m:h n 0“5 termingled crowsfeet, giving to the lids  Joe Haskins was a northman of the
Uncle William had mag’ or “d er ;“ 4 and eyes.an oddly contracted look that mnorthiest north, hailing from the Mac-
oné hack there to Ii e {1‘17’ al? we had  comes only from many seasons of staring kenzie River district around Fort Norman.
g :;e t.hc 4 erlt:efo wéil We had a tree, over far stretches of sparkling rivers, Once previously in the thirty-five years
;’;:: e lll)y ore Christmas a great ering wilderness plains, dazzling of his wilderness dwelling he had come to
x came by express with a handsome snow expanses, blinding in the sun, and the outside, as represented by Edmonton.
present for each of us. There was mo peering among lonely forest ways, close That had been twelve years.before, when
name sent with them, but we always ranketf of tree, and dusky even under the the place, a mere over-grown village, had
knew as well as we wanted to, and light of day. His thick black hair was sprawled a few hundred houses, a dozen
father and mother thought so, too, that rough and mutinously awry, refusing to stores and half as many hotels along the
they had come from Samuel J. Wether- lie neat and placid as did that of these high bank of the river Saskatchewan.
hed, who, we had heard, had settled out men he saw around him, for the effects Even then Edmonton had appeared a
west and was doing very well. of long years of hurried “finger-combings,” very wonderful spot to him, who had

- B
known always only the wide places of
endless primeval wilderness.

But, like all true creatures of the silent
laces, to the man had come quickly a
Emging to return. So after two weeks of
stay he had gone back to his trap lines,
amf his hunting; and for the next decade-
his knowledge of the outside world had
been confined to occasional bundles of
yellowed newspapers and ancient maga-
zines that found ‘their way in on Hudson
Bay Company’s steamers to Fort Norman.

Then in the Spring of 1915, a few weeks
previously, had come, with the first boat
of the season, news of the great world war.
With a fat fur pack Haskins had boarded
the boat on its return trip up the river,
landing him, after fourteen hundred miles
of riverway, at the settlement of Peace
River Crossing. Thence by stage and
rail he had come to Edmonton, arriving
one warm morning early in June.

But the Canadian army, which he had
travelled all this way to join, would have
none of him. Haskins was minus one
big toe and two little ones on his right
foot, a misfortune of frost bite on a hard
trail many years before.

“We can’t accept a man crippled like
that,” the recruiting, sergeant had said,
add&ng “You couldn’t stand the march-

milaskins, veteran of a hundred bitter
marches more terrible than any he knew
these men would ever face, had turned
away disgusted, and given his attention
to entertainment.

The frontier village, that even twelve
years before had so impressed him, had
vanished. In its place a busy city had
reared itself, noisy with the clang of
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trolley cars, endless drays, vans, motor

trucks and hurrying people. Here were
vaudaville theatres, moving picture pal-
aces, great hotels and a never ending
collection of things never known to him.

So he had banked his sizeable roll ol)-
tained from the sale of his furs, selected
the most expensive hotel, and, donning
the best clothes money could buy, settled
down to enjoy pleasures of a world that
was as fascinating to him as tales of fairy-
land to a child.

The great Lounge room of the newly
erected grey granite hotel, “Chateau
Macdonald” was his chiefest delight.
Hours upon hours he sat in a big leather
chair watching the passing crowd that
thronged the lobby, Lounge and dining
room, and listening to the droning voices
of the Japanese page boys as they moved
at intermittent intervals calling the name
of some desired guest.

This pageant of, to him, strange life
defiling an ever richly dressed parade,
thrilled and held him in constant amaze.
Even now as he sat here on this, the
tenth evening of his stay, the life of the
big hotel was as interesting as upon the
first night he had witnessed it. The
people were more numerous at the minute.
It was six o’clock and, by ones and twos
and little groups, men and women were
coming from the lobby through the
Lounge past him toward the dining room
beyond for the evening meal.

But Haskins made no move to follow.
The crowd was too great. Once, upon
the first cvening of his stay, he had
essayed the dining room during the carly
minutes of the meal, and, the place being
crowded, he had found himself scated in
company with s#wo gorgeously dressed
women and a little wisp of a man, re-
splendent in evening dress.

Had he been alone, the realization of
his mistakes of selection from all the
puzzling array of ‘“eatin’ tools”—as he
described to himself the many varied
knives, forks and spoons spread before
him—would not have particularly phazed
him. But, made conscious by his table
companions’ glances, their thinly veiled
mirth, that he knew was born of watching
him, he had been twice awkward.

After that incident had come cattion,

The New

which now held him waiting for the near
emptying of the dining room.
/ With the large handedness, typical of
fwilderness dwellers when in a city, he had
showered plentiful tips upon the cold,
unpassive and haughty appearing head
waiter, and upen the one who served his
table. - He had done this intuitively, for
the customs of hotels were strange to him.
Certainly, the result had been most satis-
factory. The head waiter had become
smilingly cordial, pressingly attentive.
As for the regular waiter; he at first got
upon the big northman’s nerves, standing
as he did so close, apparently watching
every mouthful. That the man was but
obeying a rule of the dining room, and
wished only, if possible, to anticipate the
guest’s every need and so, the more
quickly, supply it, Haskins did not grasp,
“Little jumpin’ jacketed critters,” he
dubbed them all.

Thus, after the second day, the dining
room also held no terrors for him as long
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as he sat alone at table. Even the prob-
lem of the menu card, with its strange
wording which left him in doubt as to all
but a few food particulars, he solved by
calmly waving it away each time the
waiter held it before him, remarking:
“Just bring it all, doc.”

And each time, marvelling afresh, the
waiter—he was French, new to Edmonton
and unused to architypes which frontier
cities so often turn up, even in the most
select of places—would obey the order to
the letter, bringing the vast assortment of
foodstuffs that are part of the table d’hote
service of any great American hotel. But
Joe Haskin’s stomach, supplying six feet of
brawny. frame, was equal to everythin,
brought forth by even this ordering of
entire bill-of-fare.

If sometimes he left the olives to the
last and ate them between dessert and
demi-tasse, the meal was none the less a
gustatorily satisfying one to him.

Save for himself the Lounge was now

Nor

These Gladstone (Man.) girls did this work during their summer holidays and out of rem-

nants gathered up from stores and friends.
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deserted. Presently he glanced at  his
watch. It wasseven o’clock. In another
half an hour would be time enough to go
in, he decided. He lit a cigar and, turning
his chair about fell to staring out through
the tall window. Across the paved
promenade without, that ran to the
edge of the river's high, steep sloping
bank, his eyes passed on to the further
view of winding yellow river, yet high
with the flood waters of late northern
Spring, and to the new green of the -
poplars and freshening spruce lining the
Jagged and broken walls of the gorge of the
Saskatchewan. Something in the rugged
grandeur of this distant vista of sh
clay banks and trees and farther rolling
plain, stretching green and warm under
the still high sun,” woke within him the
old longing for the open places. Once
again the spell of the northland, of which
he had been so long a part, was upon him.,
A vague unrest stirred.” And somehow
all the city things that had entranced and
enthralled him during the last ten days
seemed suddenly very tawdry; a queer
lonesomeness, almost an ache, gripped
The cigar between his teeth
went cold from inattention, but he did
not notice. His eyes were fixed far away
on the distant horizon, misty and blue
and shimmering under the {engthening
rays of the evening sun.

-Only yesterday he had decided to
tempcrarily desert the northland. He

“had three thousand dollars in the bank,

and these last two days had been turning

over in his mind various schemes of in-

vesting it, finally deciding to buy a pair
of horses and go teaming, for certainly

there seemed plenty of work in this new,

bustling city, which had proved so

fascinating.

Yet now, with his eyes upon the far
horizon, the idea was su({denly distasteful.
Still, this recent made decision might
have triumphed had not a scrap of con-
versation caught his attention, causing
him to listen interestedly.

Two men had just come from the
dining room and dropped into chairs at
his right.

“Yes,” one of them was saying, “I had
an offer to-day of six dollars and twenty-
five cents a pound, if I'd guarantee to
deliver by October five thousand pounds of
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buckskin. Six dollars and twenty-five
cents a pound F.O.B. here! It certainly
looked like a wonderful chance to make
a nice bunch of money, for, you know.
I can buy whole hides for that within
two hundred miles of here.”

“Well?” - the second man queried in-
terestedly. )
. “I’m to give my answer in the morning,”
the first speaker went on, “and it will have

to be no! You see,” he hurried on, “the:

buyer stipulated five thousand pounds.
If they can’t get that much, why they
don’t want any. Well, I asked for a
day’s time when the offer was made me
this morning. I thought there was a
possibility I might be able to fill it. But
‘when 1 checked up, I realized how utterly
impossible it was. The most I ever
handled in a season before was five hun-
red pounds, and I’'m the biggest buyer in
town. In fact, I don’t think any of the
other fur dealers bother with 1t. And

ou know I wouldn’t if it hadn’t been for
geger’s request the last time I was in New
York. It seems his house supplies some
place where they make burnt leather
work—fancy pillow covers, ornamental
table tops and such stuff like that, you
know—and the buckskin is used for some
specially fine work.” ’

“And now this house wantsa big order?”
the second man questioned.

“Oh, no. This is an entirely different
party. He’s a buyer for the British army.
Very dignified old duck. It seems they
need a lot of buckskin. He wouldn’t say
just what for; but evidently he’s anxious
to get it, for—after getting my name

G

As Haskins finished, the younger man
rose courteously to his feet. “My name's
Garland,” he said, holding out his hand,
“and I sure will be glad to talk business
with you.” '

Haskins took the extended hand, re-
marking as he shook it: ‘“Mine’s Has-
kins, Joe Haskins of Fort Norman.”

The meeting over, Garland introduced
the second man.

“This is Mr. Pearson, my father-in-law.
Our wives are away for a holiday; so 'we're
dining out for a few evenings,” he ex-
plained, adding smilingly, “when the cats
are away the mice will play, you know.”

s Then they turned once more to business
and Haskins, drawing-up his chair, began
a rapid outlining of his plan of filling the
five thousand pound buckskin contract.
When he had }fin(i:;xed, f(}]arlaﬂd wl'las
sitting gripping the edges of his chair, his -
eyes shining, his face alight with en-
ti‘l'usiasm and excited interest born of the ,
graphic description with which Hasking
concluded his story.

After a minute, Garland said, an odd
wondering in his tone: “And to think
I've been here in this city, and buying
fur right from the north country for seven
years now and never heard a word about
what you’ve just told us!”

Then his father-in-law chimed in:
“Now you bring it to mind, I do remem-
ber hearing fales something like that.
But it was a long time ago, and I'd clean

forgotten. But it certainly offers a -

solution.”
Haskins nodded. “Yes,” he admitted
“I guess there ain’t many people in the

An old pile of German ammunition makes a good observation post for some

Canadian

from Seger in New York, where it seems
he first tried—he travels clear across the
continent to see me personally. But he
says anything less than five thousand
isn’t worth bothering with. And now, of
course, I'll have to decline the contract,”
he concluded in regretful tone.

Upon the listening northman the words
had a remarkable effect, for with the
hearing had come to him brilliant ideas.

Five thousand pounds of buckskin by
October! Why, that was possible—a
little difficult, perhaps, but possible.
Before his mind’s eye drifted again a
scene viewed by him so many times in the
past. Afire with the idea he got to his
feet. Usually so diffident at meeting
strangers, he now forgot all shyness as he
approached and came to a stop before
the two men whose conversation he had
just overheard. _

They were both well dressed, with the
keen, alert faces of up-to-date business
men; one of them was wel past middle
age, while the other was perhaps twenty-
five or thirty.

“Excuse me,” Haskins said, without a
trace of embarrassment, ““I just happened
to overhear your talk, and I think I can
deliver five thousand pounds cf buckskin
by the time you mention.”

Both men had glanced up startled with
Haskins’ first word, into their eyes coming
that coldly suspicious light with which the
average man greets the advances of a
total stranger. In the eyes of the younger,
however, the look had quickly given place
to one of pleased hopefulness, while into
the other’s had come mild interest.

observers.

outside world know.” Then, turning the
conversation back to the business of the
moment: “Well, how are we going to go
into this thing?” Without waiting for a
reply, he proceeded: “Of course  you
could go and hire a half a dozen breeds
and try to carry the thing through your-
self. You might even. be successful.
But not knowing the country—and let me
tell you there’s just certain points you
got to be at to be successful—I hardly
think its likely. On the other hand
you're in touch with the buyer, so I can’t
go it alone.”

Garland nddded and replied: “Under
the circumstances, as you know the price
T've been offered, I suppose I can’t offer
you less than five a pound, seeing as you
would have to do all the work and take
all the risk. That would leave me a
dollar and a quarter profit. Certainly a
nice little sum for not having to raise a
hand. But” — his voice gréw eager—
“to tell you the truth, your story has so
interested me that I want to go, too .I
want to have a hand in filling the con-
tract. At the same time I can see every-
thing as you have described it, and have
the excitement and the outdoor life. So,
what do you say to going partners with
me, and we'll split the profits fifty-fifty?”

“Garland was so pathetically eager, that
Haskins was forced to smile. But there
was something likeable about the young
man, and Haskins noted also that he was
well set up and no weakling. “Well,”
he said, after a moment, “it means a lot~
of hard work, and to you who ain’t used
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to it a lot of hardship, but if you don’t
mind that, I'm willing to a partnership.”

Garland  held out his hand. “It's -a
-bargain!”  Then, perhaps a little ashamed
of his almost boyish excitement, he ex-
plained. “You see, my father-in-law and
I were in partnership in the fur business.
In fact, the firm is still known as Pearson
and Garland. But this last five years
he’s left it entirely in my hands, while he’s
beetr: chasing about America and the
continent having a good time. And now
I feel I have a holiday coming. Don’t
you think I have?” he said, turning to the
older man.

Evidently the two were on great good
terms, | for the old man smiled good
humoredly. “Go if you feel like it,” he
replied. “I ran the business for many a
day, and I'm perfectly capalle of doing
it again till you come back.”

So Haskins made an appointment for
-a meeting in the morning, and passed on in
to supper. 1

Promptly at ten the next nerning
Haskins arrived at the office of I’carson
and Garland, fur buyers. At the con-
ference with "Garland which followed,
it was decided that the two of them would
proceed the next morning to Peace River
Crossing, thence by river boat seven
hundred miles to Fort Smith. At this
point navigation began on the Mackenzie.
Well aware that a speedy reaching of

- their destination was necessary for the

success of the expedition, for it was now
the fifteenth of June, Haskins suggested
attempting a special chartering of the
Hudson Bay's steamer “llackenzic
River,” opcrating on the Mackencie river
from Fort S:iith to IFort Norman ande
beyond.

“You seo, it's this way,” he explained
“if we travel on her the crdinary way the

trip will ta'e twice as long, for she makesa |

lot of stops. And riht now the main
thing is to get in. there before they pass
the point I'm aiming to reach, and, .
he honest with you, we ain’t got any too
much time. Besides,  with a special
charter, we can be sure of having the
steamer meet us in the Fall when we get
ready to come out. With the charter
giving us full control; we can travel down

i T ide’ ional offer are
ipti d and the details of The Guide's exceptional :
o descnpt]on”o[gcttktl:r Séicd Book,'-‘?a beautifully illustrated booklet, which will be

mailed free to any person who will give” their name and address on the attached

contained in our

coupon and mail it at once.

In five days at the most. Then we can
release her back to the company, say til
the end of August. From that date on,
she’ll wait at Norman for us, We've got
to get out of there and be on our way back
by the tenth of September at the latest
for transportation isn’t to be counted on
after the middle of the month.” 8

With the suggestion Garland heartily t
agreed. In fact, though an equal partner
In the expedition now contemplated, he
was fully aware that its success lay en-
tirely \\‘f{

So they hurried to the District Office of
the Hudson Bay’s Company, a few blocks
away, from which headquarters all fur and
transportation business for the Mac-
kenzie river district was directed.

Brisbane, the manager, grizzled veteran
of thirty years in company service, was
suspicious. The chartering of a company
vessel by outside parties suggested to him
some profitable venture, and, with true
company spirit, he hated to think that
anything in the north country in the way
of a money making scheme could hawe
been overlooked by himself. So, ins¥éad
of giving them a direct answer, he stalled,
leiding the conversation here and there,
hinting, suggesting, trying desperately,

with all the
trading experi
secret.

At last, However, failing, he became
once more the autocrat tha
gruffly:

in s
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teamer for the

ion.”

the
River’ at Fort Smith.”

guile of thirty years fur that,
ence, to learn his visitor's

requirements you men-

- To his immense surprise, Haskins
replied:  “All right; that’s satisfactory.
We'll pay cash now, as soon as you sign

. this contract, and give us an order on the
h the big northman. captain  of

steamer ‘Mackenzie

With their special charter contract

signed, and in possession of an order on
Captain_Bartlett of the steamer “Mac-
kenzie River,” directing him to accept
their instructions, Haskins and Garland
left the District Office in high good humor,
pite of the somewhat high price they
had been forced to pay.

The early morning northland train found

them aboard bound for end of steel, two
hundred and sixty miles away. From
here a stage carried them the inter-
vening forty miles to the frontier settle-
ment of Peace River Crossing, at which
point the majestic Peace River flowed
northward to connect up with the Slave
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in turn, joining the Mackenzie
formed one of the greatest inland water,
ways in the world, by which the pene-
trating of the vast Canadian wilderness
was made so quickly and easily possible
during the Summer months when naviga-
tion was open.

Haskins and Garland arrived at Fort
Smith on June twenty-sixth. Hiring six
half breeds they quickly transferred their
outfit, grub, half a dozen thirty-thirty
rifles and two thousand rounds of am-
munition, to the steamer “Mackenzie
River” just ready to leave on hcr trip
down river to Fort Norman and beycnd.

It was upon the third night aftcr their
making camp that Garland was wakened
by Haskins softly shaking him. He sat
up sharply. Though his wrist watch
pointed to two in the morning, it was
bright as day, for the sun still hung

above the horizon two hours yet from
setting. :

“What is it?” he questioned, wonder-
ingly. '

Smiling, Hasking held up a warning
finger. ‘Listen,” he said.

Then to Garland's ears, out of the
hanging hush of endless listening dis-
tances, came a muffled beating.

For weeks now the stillness of these
wilderness reaches had closed around him
with a silence so vast and profound that
the very soundlessness had seenied to
sound—a queer booming noté, under-
standable only to those who have lived in
wide places. )

But now his straining ears were con-
scious of a new toning. Thro the
quiet air of night it came, a muffled beat-
ing, prolonged, steady, growin in volume
with every passinf second, swelling louder
and louder, till all the pregnant night was
vibrating, and the earth alive with
tremorings as from the onward rushings
of a hundred locomotives. :

Perhaps five minutes elapsed before
Garland—vainly striving to recall where
he had heard similar sound—remember-
ed it was like that of five thousand march-
ing soldiers, whom he had watched moving
to entrain at Edmonton many months
ago.
gBut now the sound was infinitely
louder, more voluminous, a rising diap-

He has

Man.
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PRIVATE NURSES—Earn $10 to $25 a
week Learn without leaving home. Booklet
free. Rbi!al Colle%ea:f Science, 7091, Spadina
avenue, Toronto, ada. 12-17

For Sale

. PLAYER PIANO ROLLS—Choice selec-
tion, all good music; 24 rolls valued at $44;
no reasonable offer refused. Riches, 590
Eorydon Avenue, Winnipeg.

FOR SALE—Silver black and patch foxes;
s from black litters. Write for price and
descnﬁthn. T. R. Lyons, Waterville, Kings
Co., N.S: 2-18

Stamps for Sale

STAMPS—Package free to collectors for 2
?_e_nt.s po:tage; alsol offer hhundred different
oreign stamps, catalogue, hinges; five cents.
We gnuy stamps. Marks stamp Co., Toronto.

.F.

P
Patents

FETHERSTONHAUGH & CO. The.old-
established firm. Patents everywhere. Head
office, Royal Bank Bldg., Toronto; Ottawa
office, 5 Elgin St. Offices throughout Canada.
Booklet free. T

Business Chances

DON'T PAY COMMISSIONS—Write for
our plan of selling property, any kind, any-
where, without paying commissions. Co-
operative Sales Agency, Minneapolis, Minn.

12-17

Fruit and Farm Lands

CALIFORNIA FARMS near Sacramento
for sale; easy terms. Write for list. E. R.
Waite, shawnce, Oklahoma. 12-17

IF YOU WANT TO SELL OR EX-
CHANGE YOUR PROPERTY, write me.
John J. Black, Desk B, Chippewa Falls, Wis.

11-17

IMPROVED FARMS FOR SALE TO
SUIT ALL NEEDS in one of the best wheat-
Howmie'd“tnc“ in Saskatchewan. quire

. id, Perdue, Sask. 12-17

Educational .

LEARN BOOKKEEPING, SHORTHAND
and all commercial subjects at home, and fit
yourself for a good office position. Write
Canadian _Correspondence College, Limited,
Dept. W.H.M., Toronto, Canada.

BE A TEACHER—Prepare at home for
entrance to normal school; courses for all
grades of teachers’ diplomas. Write for par-
ticulars. Canadian _Correspondence College,
Limited, Dept. W.H.M., Toronto, Canada.

MATRICULATION BY MAIL—Complete
and thorough course in Matriculation for any
university. Learn in your spare time at home.
Any or all subjects. Canadian_Correspondence
Collcﬁe, Limited, Dept. W.H.M., Toronto,
Canada. .

STOP FORGETTING—We can train you
to remember names,® faces, facts, figures—any-
thing you want when you want it. Ask for
booklet on the Pelman Mind and Memory
Course. Canadian Correspondence College,
Limited, Dept. W.H.M., Toronto, Canada.

LEARN ALL ABOUT THAT ENGINE—
Complete, practical courses by mail in station-
ary, steam, traction, gasoline, automobile
engineering. Prepare you for government
examinations. Write Canadian Correspond-
ence College, Limited, Dept. W.H.M., To-
ronto, Canada.

YOU CAN LEARN AT HOME—Begin-
ners’ Course, Matriculation, Commercial,
’ Enginering, Special
English, Journalism, Story Writing, Mind and
Memory Training, and many other subjects.
Write Canadian Correspondence College,
Limited, Dept. W.H.M., Toronto, Canada.

Miscellaneous

J. D. A. EVANS, Teacher of English Com-
position, etc., Crystal City, Man. T.F.

LADIES—Write for our “Wash Material”
samples. lLarge booklet free on application.
Harry Tolton, Kitchener, Ont. 2-1

ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA, $18;
1,000 lctterhicads, $2; 25 Christmag Colored
Views. 10c¢/; 100, 35¢c. McCreery’s Printery,
Chatham, Ont. 12-17
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BILLIARD TABLES—For farm homes,
portable and stationary. The game of kings,
$50.00 up, easy terms. J. D. Clark Billiard
Co., Winnipeg. ; i T.F.

HARNESS—The “Square y'Dgal” Brand.
Sold direct to users. No agents<{Send for my
Catalogue B, showing 30 styles! Thos. Mc-
Knight, Winnipeg, Canada. T.F.

RAZOR BLADES SHARPENED by ex-
perts. Gillette, 35c. per dozen; Ever-ready,
25c. per dozen. Mail to Albert Keen Edge
Co., 180 Bathurst Street, Toronto, Ont. T.%.

NOTICE — Exchange your troublesome
cream separator_for a 500-1b. high grade new
machine with latest improvements. Splendia
trade proposition offered. Write Dominion-
Reid Separator Co., 300 Notre Dame Ave,
Winnipeg. . T.K

DO YOU WANT WATER—I have an in-
strument with which I have located over 400
wells in Manitoba, Saskatchewan and Alberta.
Registers only on springs, no soakage shown.
Terms_moderate. This instrument not for
sale. E. A. Hobart, Water Expert, Brandon,
Man. 11-17

ason, as the approaching tread of a
million men. With it drumming in his
ears, Garland followed Haskins from the
tent. Standing just without, the two
men turned their eyes to the southeast.
Breathless,- Garland stood, eyes wideni

at the wonder of this approaching army o%
the north. He sucked in an awed and
gasping breath; like a man in a dream
went on silently staring at'the dun grey-
brown column of animal life, the head of
which was now passing not two hundred

, yards away.

On the animals came, plodding steadily
in loose order, perhaps a quarter of a mile
deﬁi). And as far as Garland’s eyes
could reach over the level tundra to the
southeast, the line of undulating forms
was unbroken.
swaying sea, they went slowly past.. The
fall of their hoofs filled all the night with a
long muttering, as of distant and con-
tinuous thunder. The air became heavy
with new odor, faintly ammoniacal, the
combined smell from this incalculably
numberous herd.

For a long time Garland remained trans-
fixed speechless, appalled, almost dazed
by the very gazing upon such profusion of
wild life. Then, like one emerging from a
dream, Haskins triumphant rejoicing
brought him back to earth.

“The caribou! the caribou!” Haskins
was exclaiming. “There’s your five thous-
and pounds of buckskin—five million
pounds if you could carry it away!”

“Yes,” Garland replied, his voice
strangely thrilled, “but one has to see to
believe.”

“Then you didn’t quite believe me back
in Edmonton?”’ Haskins queried amusedly

“Yes — no,” Garland stammered—
“that is, I believed you enough to come
and that we’'d get enough to fill the con-
tract— but — well — I thought you were
exaggerating quite a lot. It didn’t
seem possible that your tale could be any-
thing but an exaggeration.

“Exaggerating!” Haskins voice was
scornful. He waved his hand toward the
Eassing panorama of horns and hoofs and

eads and dun grey-brown bodies stretch-
ing to the end of the horizon and beyond
to the southeast, and whose moving line
was now crawling on into the west, where
the dying sun, in splashed aureole of gold
and crimson, was near to setting. Then
he went on: “Exaggerating! Why
man, I didn’t tell you half. You see this
herd? Well, they’ll be passing here like
this for two weeks yet. Millions on
millions of them. And this is only one of
the herds. There’s a dozen more like it in
various parts of the northland. Every
season they pass in annual migration to
the shores of the Arctic.’ Then in the
Iall they come back again. This partic-
ular one always passes here: But, as you
say,” he admitted candidly, “I can quite
understand  your feeling—you’ve got to
see {0 believe!”

They turned back into the tent after a
while, and as they prepared to snatch a
few hours more sleep, Haskins remarked:
“We’ll start killing at sun-up.”

Like a vast, faintly

The Woman’s Quiet Hour
By E. Cora Hind"

The reason why there was no page the
last two months was a difference of opinion
between myself and the editor of the
magazine over an article on the confining

of the Dominion vote to the
The Reason next-of-kin. In answer to
Why a great many enquiries as

to my opinion on the re-
stricted vote, I had written an article
which I thought might be of service to the
women of the West. -The editor could not
see his way to publish it and I had in-
tended to withdraw definitely from the
page, but in view of the present crisis In
Canada probably no writer is justified in
missing an opportunity of speaking to the
women earnestly and faithfully on the
subject of food conservation and control.

We are rapidly approaching the fourth
Christmas of the war, and long before
this reaches the readers the parcels for the
boys at the front will have gone on their

way. Everyone has felt it a
Food pleasure and a privilege to
Control make these parcels as com-

prehensive and useful as pos-
sible without losing the Christmas touch.
There is just one more thing which the
women of Western Canada can do for the
boys in"regard to Christmas, and that is
to make the food portion of their cele-
bration of Christmas as simple as possible.

It is almost impossible for the women
of Western Canada to realize that there is
an actual shortage of food in the world,
but this is absolutely the fact. There is a
shortage of bread and meat, a very serious
shortage, in fact the world’s rcserves of
both these articles have been practically

Memorial to men of a Canadian Divisidn who
fell on Vimy Ridge, at ‘“La Folie” farm. It
bears the following:—

“Canadian Division.”

“To the Flor_v of God and in everlasting

memory of our gallant comrades who gave

their lives in the defence of the line from

October 23rd, 1916, to February 15th, 1917,

and in the attack and capture of Vimy Ridge,

on April 9th, 1917, and in the subsequent
operations.”

wiped out, and if there should be a failure
of wheat crops in 1918 or even a partial
failure, and if we fail to produce every
pound of meat, especially beef and pork
that it is possible to produce in a year,
there will be not merely shortage, there
will be famine. With regard, to wheat,
beyond putting the grain inf in proper
time on the best cultivation that ean be
achieved in the present shortage of labour,
the production of the crop is out of the
hands of the producer. The production
of meat can be more closely controlled
but it is largely eontingent on the supply of
food for cattle and the supply of labor to
feed them. There is, however, one thing
which every man, woman and child in
Western Canada can do in this erisis, and
that is they can save on the food which is
already in existence. IFortunately, the
food required to be saved is the food which
will keep, namely, wheat, and heef which
can be tinned and -bacon which can he
cured. Therefore, it is the absolute duty
of every mistress of a houschold to sec
that nothing is wasted. T know that on
farms it has been felt in the past that dry
bread was not wasted when it went to the

hogs and that scraps of cold meat were not
wasted when they went to the fowls, and
in normal times this was quite true, but
normal times have long ceased to exist
and it is with abnormal times and very
abnormal times at that that the western
housewife in both city and town must deal
with. It is not easy for Canadians, and
more especially Western Canadians, to
save on the matter of small amounts of
food. It has never been necessary before,
but it is absolutely necessary now if the
rations for the men at the front are to be
maintained in their present quantity and
quality, - The saving of food in small ways
is tireSome, monotonous and adds to the
work in any household, but because it is a
tedious and inglorious task it is the better
worth(v,ﬁoing. It is always easy to do the
spectadular things, public approval and
applause carries us over many hard places,
but in the history of the world it has largely
fallen to the women to practise those
every-day small self denials and economies
which make little show but in the aggre-
gate mean so much, and the women of
Western Canada have come to a time
when this class of work is more essential
than it ever was before. I would like to
say with a force and an emphasis that
would ring through the three western
provinces, do not allow a crust of bread or
an inch of meat to be wasted this winter,
and in making Christmas preparations,
endeavour to use only those things which
cannot be utilized for the men at. the
front. This will be a season when the
using of turkeys, chickens and geese in-
stead of beipg an extravagance will be an
economy. %hese things cannot be sent
overseas. am not suggesting that the
plum puddings should be omitted, but I
would suggest that cornmeal take the
place of flour in these puddings. I can
hear the score of good -housewives say
how ridiculous, the Iittle bit of flour that
we put in plum- pudding, but if you
multiply that couple of pounds of flour by
more than three-quarters of a million
homes, it runs into a good deal, and in-
cidentally you will find the Christmas
pudding with yellow cornmeal sa sub-
stitute for flour not only quite as palatable
but considerably easier to digest. For all,
excepting the very small children, cut out
the making of home-made candy, sugar is
the article on the saving of food next to
wheat and meat. The supply of fruit,
such as currants, raisins, figs and dates is
good and considering war time, not unduly
expensive, and they are infinitely better
for children than so much candy. If these
savings seem to you trifling, sit down and
figure what it would mean if every house-
hold in Canada so arranged its menus that
they would save three pounds of flour and
three pounds of meat a week, there are
eight million people in Canada, and allow-
ing five persons to a family, that would be

1,600,000 homes, three pounds of flour per
family saved would be 4,800,000 pounds
per week and the same quantity of meat.
Never forget for one moment that it is
actual food itself which must be saved.
We have grown so accustomed to the idea
of barter that we measure everything by
its value in dollars and cents, that standard
will not do on this occasion, it is the actual
food, the btead and meat that is needed
and nothing clse will do.

- IJknow that all over the West women are
feeling hotly indignant at the reports of
profiteering on foods, and many of them
individually and through resolutions in
their various organiza-
tions are intimating to the
food controller that until
these things are stopped they will not
pledge themselves to save. Personally, I
think that shooting on sight is too mild a
punishment for the man who profiteers in
food, but the fact that there are such
wretches has no bearing whatsoever on the
duty of the women of Clanada in this crisis.
Get after the profiteers, insist on their
being eliminated, but bear in mind always
that while they profiteered in food they
did not do away with the food, it was there
for use, at an exorbitant price truly, but
it was there. Unless food is saved in
every way that can be devised the food
will not be on hand this year when it is
nceded, and remember that ten million
dollars in the “cold cash” we are so fond of
talking about is of no value to soldiers in
the trenches compared to a million pounds
of flour, and the women of Canada can
caxly save three times that amount every
week in the coming winter if they choose.

Profiteering
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Sh'acciari's son

of love and hate. |

Love struggling with
- hate in dramatic melody
— that is the theme of
“Eritu?’’ from Verdi’s -
“‘Masked Ball.”’ A song
that requires much of
the artist, and in this
record Stracciari, lead-
ing baritone of the

Chicago Opera, has

given of his art in full

measure.49221—%$1.50. -

Columbia
Grafonola
Price $145

@

Colum]
. Records

_}\D ¥ “When [azaro sings'

‘Laugh, laugh, Pagliacéio!”

It is more than words or song or acting. His ““Vesti
la Giubba’’ is the breaking of a heart in music. Sor-
row beyond words, hidden beneath a smiling mask
to face the call of duty—what one of us has not some-
times laughed with Pagliaccio? Lazaro, Metropolitan
Opera tenor, in this appealing record has made his
singing live, 49020—%3.00. a
%

Q .

g
THE records individually Ay AT
X >

mentioned are only a few @: \9
of the splendid Christmas list ¥
of Columbia Records. It in-
cludes many other operatic
numbers, 22 new popular
song hits, 14 whirlwind dance
numbers, patriotic songs,
fairy stories for the children,
and a number of beautiful
Christmas carols and bymns.

pry
/// ) 0. il ""(‘

Barrientos, crystal clear

in Lakmes Bell Song.'

Soaring joyously through the
bell-like notes of Delibes’
lyric, Barrientos makes music
more musical by the matchless
cadence of her voice. Arecord
in which the great soprano of
the Metropolitan Opera sur-
passes herself, 49151—3$3.00.

““It’s a Long Way to Berlin,
But We'll Get There’’ coupled
with ‘‘So Long Mother’’
(A2383) 85c; are typical songs
for “Our Boys’’, but they are
no better than ‘‘When We Wind
Up the Watch on the Rhine’’
and ‘““The Old Ggey Mare’’
(A2382) 85c.

The list .also includes many
striking, popular melodies such
as ‘‘The Best Things in Life are
Free’’, and ‘‘For You a Rose’’,
(A2390), 85c; also two selections
from ‘‘Cheer Up’’ the New York
Hippodrome’s latest production,

¢‘Cheer Up Liza’’ and ‘‘Melody Columbia Grafonola _

Land’’ (A2394) 85c. B S 210100

New Columbia Records on Sale the 20th of Each Month

BRI . T

Each word is writ on the inmost heart,

27

COLUMBIA
GRAFONOLAS

and

RECORDS

SOLD BY

Stanwood’s Limited

390 Portage Ave. ~ Winnipeg

NNIPE PN

CROSS, GOULDING
& SKINNER

323 Portage Ave.  Winnipeg, Man.

#T, EATON Curse

When the Nights are Long
By Lydia M. Dunham O’Neil

\Vith;iout, there is wind, and snow, and
eet, 3

But within, there are fires aglow,
Therﬁo?)ll'; bright lamps lit, and a shelf of

-

O’er the mantelpiece, all in a row.
Dog-eared and shabby and much be-
thumbed, L
But we cherish them just the same,
"And our eyes light up with a look of love,
As they rest on Dickens’ name.

We ?]halzi walk with Copperfield, hand in
an
From b;!.byhood on to the end; ‘
We shrink with him from the humble

Heep,
With his servile bow and bend.
With him we weep for his. Dora’s death;
At Emily’s fate we si%:n;
And we call to Ham in the stormy sea,
Where the breakers are rolling high.

We shall follow the fortunes of Dombey
the proud,
And witness his pride laid low;
We shall see sweet Florence, discarded,
alone,
Wed Walter, who cherished her so.
We shall see the face on the little white

bed,
And the old-fashioned light on the wall,
And our tears for a moment flow un-
checked,
At the death of little Paul.

We shall trace the footsteps of Oliver
Twist,
Through the winding ways’of crime;
We shall see him climb from its noisome
depths,
Untouched by its taint of slime.
We shall wonder at Sikes, whose loveless
heart ,
Knew none but its own brute laws;
We shall see his dog leap down to death
For the slayer wﬁose thrall he was.

The times have thanged, but there is no
change .
In the human heart and its lore;
And nearer and dearer the old books grow,
And we cherish them more and more.

Each face shines forth in the flame;
And our eyes light up with a loving look,
As they rest on Dickens’ name.

Fur Prices Advance b to 76 per cent.

Mr. John Hallam, of Toronto, who at-
tended the recent auction sale of furs in
New York City, states that the prices cf
furs showed an advance of from five to
seventy-five per cent.

SRR




e S

P —

28 THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY
0000000000000 O R STRERRATT O
L L0 e i LA EAAO O AOODAOAARORAEAATR RO AR ARRACOR RO RRRG R RACRACRRAR A AR 1) O o
§ : AT DA RO : ) AR A OO AR RO A A o =

A0 O EA AR RS EER A N AR A R RN RERE O - . y © e Ty

L T T ¥ R A AR SRR AR R AL A A

AT A A R AR e ] l 05 0 e r RN TR RN nnn

O RO TR AT A AR RANGRR TR A ORVR A R SRR AR AR ARy £ =

O 00 AR DA ST AR TR ; AR AR A AR R o S £
0 O O OO OO R AR AR RO A AR RO RORRRCORRRRR LA RRCR 0 O O
an ! LD mmﬂ"“mmmﬂwmﬂﬂmﬂ“ﬂ""mmwmﬂmmummmmmlmmnunmlmnmluuuunuuuumuummmulmxmumuuulummmulmn|nmummunnmnu||nuu||mlnuuumlnnuumummmlmml|u|nu||m|nuuqznmmummuunnmumml-

. THE FOURTH CHRISTMAS OF THE WAI

_The fourth Christmas of the War! And the third
that has come to many a home in Canada which knows

ief for lives given for humanity’s future t.ﬁmd’ and
. knows pride, too—and just pride—in the thought of

courage that counted not the cost! The first
Christmas of the War found Canada under the shadow
of the great conflict; many thousands of the flower of
manhood . were in training, some having

crossed the ocean to England, others being in training
:;e Canadian tlng—s:llllz’z and actual Cal:mdian participation in
-that is.to say, the presence of men in

Gan.gﬂin uniforms at the f;ont—bm yet to come.
Individual Canadians in the Imperial service in other

than Canadian units had already given a good aceount —s="

f themselves. It was in Febru

4 , 1915, that the
us record of the.heroism of

anadian’ units at

' the front began. Each succeeding Cliristmas has seen

that glorious.record made. still more glorious. And on
the fourth Christmas of the War from countless homes
throughout our country prayers will go up, and thoughts
and hopes and ardent wishes will travel over the stormy
seas to loved ones who are spending their Christmas in
the reeking trench, or in the rude surroundings be-
hind the line, or in hospital. And‘in the homes whose
absent loved ones have gone never to return—who, in
their youth and their strength and their devotion, died
for Canada and Freedom—may there be in those groups
around the table. in those hames with vacant chairs all
the consolation ‘there is to be drawn from the great and
true thought that no nobler use could be made of life
than its devotion, in the full measure of sacrifice to the
highest cause that man can die for! For such lives not
the broken column, but the crown of glory is the true

symbol.

WHAT CHRISTMAS MEANS

. The central truth of Christianity, the keynote of all
that the sacred festival of Christmas stands for, is the
greatest of all truths—the equality and brotherhood of
man before God. It is against this truth that the
despotic military power which seeks to dominate the
world is waging ruthless war. Prussianism, as the
world has seen 1t in action since the morning of the
invasion of Belgium is the most ruthless denial and
violation that the world has ever known of the words
of Him who was born in a manger at Bethlehem. “Do
unto others as you would have others do unto you.”
And all this highly organized warfare against the
essential spirit of éhristianity, all this reversion to
savs.ﬁerﬁ, as, been made possible, by the manner in
which the autocratic system in Germany has been able
to control education and shape the German people to
its ends. Never has the world had such a lesson in the
importance of education—a lesson which, if civilization
is to be preserved, must never be forgotten. If there
had been among the Teutons liberal and truly demo-
cratic education, if there had been instilled in the minds
of the Teutons, beginning in the formative years of
childhood, humane principles in respect to the rights
of man, individually and collectively, the practices of
the German Government which stand recorded in that
Government’s own documents, and the outrages and
atrocities of the past two score months, which have
fastened upon the name of Germany an ineradicable
stain, would have been impossible.

THE TRUE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT

What will be the dominant thought and sentiment
around every true Canadian hearth on Christmas Day
this year? Will not the thought and sentiment ani-
mating every worthy Canadian heart here at home
when the t household festival comes be in accord
with the thought and sentiment animating the hearts
of the Canadian men in the trenches? Between all
that the spirit of Christmas stands for, on the one hand,
and, on the other, Prussianism, that foul and cruel
exhalation from the long-forgotten graves of primitive
savagery, there can be no truce, no compromise.
Civilization must free itself from the menace of the
ruthless, torturing, destroying military absolutism that
has its seat in Berlin. For another year of the war,
or for more than that, if the struggle has still to continue
longer than that before the world is free from this
baneful terror, there must be no relaxing in the deter-

ination to fight the good fight to the end. This is
he only right, fitting and appropriate frame of mind
for the celebration of Christmas, 1917, in every land
whose people value freedom as something without
which life would not be worth living.

CHANGED MEN AND WOMEN

A correspondent in Saskatchewan sends The Philo-
sopher a clipping from the New York World about
Harry Lauder’s recent appearance before great assem-
blages in New York and other cities in the United
States, both in theatres and in the open air, and with
this clipping another showing the great Scottish comic
singer addressing a large mass of people from the steps
of the «ub-treq<nry building in New York city. “Who
thought,” says the New York World,
Lot Harry Lauder in old days,

eonld ever b
‘as e Leard pod wal

&

. to noelittle trouble, as we

that this veritable monarch of stage fun would one
day, with his only son in a soldier’s grave somewhere
in France, use his wonderful voice in earnest, compel-
ling appeals. to his hearers to buy Liberty bonds to
help to buy the wherewithal of battle on humanity’s
behalf against despotism? Here is one of the striking
transformations of the war.” But are there not many
hundreds of thousands of such transformations in all
the lands that have given of their manhood in the
fight for humanity’s welfare in the years to come?
Surely every man and every woman, except the incur-
ably selfish and the intellectually vacant, has already
passed through such a process of change.

“NICHT ARGERN; NUR WUNDERN!"’

Of all the “curious manifestations of the German
mind since the war began, one of the most extraordin-
ary—and, as The Philosopher cannot help thinking,
significant—is - the inseription in large lettering which
the retreating Germans, methodically destroying every-
thing as they had to move back in Francg, left 1n every
orchard of young trees which they ruined. They went
in the London Times

correspondence from the frgnt, to set up this inscrip-
tion like an advertising billboarrd amid the destroyed
. young fruit trees—‘Nicht argen; nur wundern!” If
one will give it some thought, it will be found a singu-
larly revealing message. Translated literally, it is,
“Rage not; stand amazed!” It is a singular manifes-

_ tation of the ponderous solemnity with which the Hun

regards his vandalism as something superbly magnifi-
cent, something before which the world at large must
needs bow down in humble and hopeless admiration.
That inscription helps us a little in the endeavor to
understand the amazing German mind. It is of a piece
with the granting of a holiday to school children in
Germany to celebrate the Lusitania sea-massacre. It
is of a piece with the heavy German attitude of non-
comprehension of the light-hearted—and often utterly
grotesque—trench songs of the men in khaki. For
the German takes himself with thoroughly-drilled, awe-
struck. seriousness. - The German so%diers ‘sing what
they are ordered to sing; they also cheer gutterally by
order, just as they do the goose-step, with machine-
like solemnity, as if they were autonatoms

»

“NOT PEACE, BUT A SWORD”

As once more, in the annual journey of our world
around the sun, we come to the season of the year
in which falls the anniversary of the birth of Jesus,
will it not be with a determination more resolutely
steeled - than at any time before since the war began
that the lifetand-death struggle for freedom must go
on, without counting the cost”or shrinking from the
sacrifice? The name-day of the Prince of Peace is
the best of all days on which to resolve highly that
never can the free people submit to having Hun might
make itself the master of human destinies. The mes-
sage of the angels’ song to the shepherds watching their
flocks by night in the fields outside Bethlehem must be
made good iIn the world. As the highest scholarship
has now made certain, the correct rendering of the
earliest manuscripts gives the angels’ song thus in our
language: “Glory to God in the highest, and on earth
peace among men of good will.” Jesus shall rule in
a peace that crowns the triumph of righteousness
—until that is ‘achieved, He brings the world not
peace, but a sword, for there can be no peace between
the eternal principles of righteousngss and men who
are not of good will.

o

THE GERMANS AND WOMANHOOD

At the heart of civilization are the mother and the
child. When we think of the first Christmas, it is the
Divine Child we think of, whose mother had to lay
him in a manger for a cradle. As the centuries have
gone on -and Christianity has made progress, its pro-
gress has ever been manifest in increasing regard and «
protection for motherhood and childhood, increasing
recognition that motherhood is the most sacred thing
in the world and that every child has rights in the sight,
of God equally with every other child. If civilization
does not mean that, it means nothing. And in this
war, which is waged by the Huns against both chris-
tianity and civilization nothing has been more char-
acteristic of the Hun than their hideous outrages upon
womanhood and childhood. It is further significant
of the Hun spirit that the learned exponents of kultur,
the masters and pastors of the subservient German
people regard it as one of the many proofs of the super-
iority of Germany over other lands that is that in

~Germany women have not been encouraged in the least

io think that they should have any say in regard to
public affairs. This boast is made in a book by Herr
Vocchting, Ph.D., which The Philosopher has been
reading—a book entitled ‘“The Cult of Women,” pub-

lished” the vear before the war began.” The learned
author omits to mention that a like boast could he
made for Turkey—which is so fitly Germany’s ally.

Her: Voechting, in his book, views with scarcely con-

cealed satisfaction ‘“the rapid advances of feminism
throughout-all the English-speaking countries,” and
predicts confidently that feminism ‘‘will eventually
engulf those countries in degradation and ruin.”
German women, he boasts, ‘“are to be trusted not to
make themselves a menace to the welfare and progress
of the Fatherland.” ' But it would appear from some
extracts from a few German newspapers reprinted in
the London Daily Mailllast year that a few German
women forgot their “duty to the Fatherland” in one
respect. They were actually guilty (so those newspapers
declared in horrified and angry language) of ‘‘treachery’
and “unworthiness!” And how did they show them-
selves “treacherous” and ‘“unworthy?” i
ing, a little kindness towards prisoners being taken to
a prison camp.

BEFORE THERE CAN BE PEACE

Among all the theologians in the world to-day there
is none more venerable or worthy of greater honor than
the great Biblical scholar and authority, Rev. Dr.
Sanday, of the University of Oxford, one of the most
gentle and peace-loving of men, who a year ago said
he was ready to shake hands with the first German he
met after the conclusion of the War and the return of

ace to the world. In a recent letter to the London

imes, Rev. Dr. Sanday writes: ‘All peace talk at
present is utterly out of the question, no matter from
whom it comes. The signal fet.triye peace talk will
come when Germany begins to show! signs of conver
sion. And no such signs have appeared yet.” And
who that has eyes to see can fail to realize that in
these words Rev. Dr. Sanday speaks the truth? There
can be no real peace in the world again until the
German people are gonverted from their monstrous
false belief, which makes so fitting and appropriate the
alliance between Germany and Turkey, and which finds
fitting and appropriate expression in atrocities on land
and on sea.

DOMINION AND REPUBLIC

We and our neighbors of the great Republic have
reason to rejoice that this Christmas will)find us united
in purpose and in life-and-death resoluteness, in heart
and in deed, as we never have been before. It will
thus be the first Christmas of what we both may hope
and confidently believe to be an enduring era. of
brotherly co-operation between Dominion and Re-

. public, an era of closer linking up of all the English-
speaking people on this continent. For more than a
hundred years we and our neighbors have had between
us that peace which the angels singing over Bethlehem
proclaimed ‘“‘among men of good will.” Why should
there ever be anything between us between good will
and peace? The war has taught us to realize more
deeply than we could ever have realized it before, that
e have the same enemies to fight, and the same 1deals.
to strive for. :

THE GERMANS AND THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT

Germany is still possessed by the diabolical delusion:
that brutdl, power is the greatest thing in the world.
The Germans fail to understand the basic principle of
civilization. They ‘“have gone astray after false
gods.” For several generations now they have been
drilled into a military fanaticism which has been
given a religious form, but which is in its essential spirit
a denial of the eternally basic truth of righteousness
—a denial of the Divine principle of equality and
justice. It stands as the head and front of the indict-
ment against them that they are the enemies of the
Christmas spirit.

‘““THE MENACE OF PEACE”

The book with this title, by an able and travelled
American, Mr. G. D. Herron, which The Philosopher
has just finished reading, sets forth in less than a
hundred pages a clear-sighted and unanswerable exposi-
tion of why the war must be fought to a finish that
will end all possibility of Teutonic domination of the
world. The fact that Mr. Herron was before the war
ranked with the most distinguished of the pacifists
gives all the more weight to what he now writes. He
uses forthright words, with no mincing, when he deals
with the pacifist activities of the present time and
those who are responsible for them. ‘“No matter how
obvious or odious it may be, to each decoy which
Germany sends forth the pacifist responds with his
daft endorsement, his insane applause. The pacifist
fails—he fails morally and intellectually—because of
his dissociation from reality. He has let himself be
seduced By an ideal that stands essentially unrelated
to the terrible facts of the hour.” In reading Mr.
Herron's strong and irrefutable conclusions, The
Philosopher was reminded of the ‘words of the prophet
Isaiah, as applicable to the condition there would be

in the world if the pacifists had their way: “Because
ve ‘hn\"v said, We have made a covenant with death
and with hell we are at agreement, 1 will make justice
the line and righteousness the plummet. And our
covenant with death shall be annulled. and vour

agreement with hell shall not stand.”

’
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OUR CHRISTMA
- —GET A PIANO TO-DAY

ERE’Sdthe Wway to get a really high grade Piano—a Standard Canadian Piano,
owned by Canadians—at the price of a second-hand instrument, and on such ter

lt?l:l;adr;ep:issibl? through the powers of real co-operative buying. When a large number of people buy the same thing at
fees or char it LH0m t%e same source, they profit by co-operation. It costs you nothing to join this Club. There are no
ge€s or assessments, yet the membership gives you advantages of the most substantial kind.

This Club is to be organized at once, and will be limi i ‘
. . I ) ted to 100 members. Any responsible person may appl for member-
ship. The only requirement of a Club member is that he is in the market for a Piano. By joinirl:g the Clu}l') ypopuyare under nro

bligation to b i i i i i
(l)) ec%mi) erxl', (1)91171,)”,,bm if you want to buy you will obtain every Club advantage if you select your Piano on or before the 31st

But remember, while you ma
members enroll. ‘

made by Canadian workmen in factories
ms as you never heard of before. This Club

whil y have till December 31st to make lection, d i ’ i i :
Join now is the safest way. your selection, the Club will be closed ;mmedlately 100

CANADA PIANO CO. GERHARD HEINTZMAN

Secret of the Club Offer

This club is run in co-operation with the best and
oldest firms in the world, such as Chickering, Gerhard
" Heintzman, Nordheimet, Cecilian Bell, Haines, Sher-
lock Manning, Doherty, Canada Piano Co., Lesage,
Imperial and Winnipeg Piano Co.

REGULAR Pianos are featured at SPECIAL prices
and on SPECIAL terms. You have NINETY styles
of Pianos and Player Pianos to choose from in genuine
Walnut, Mahogany and Fumed Oak cases. Illustrated
catalogues with REGULAR and CLUB prices and
terms mailed free on application.

This is the Whole Plan of the
Winnipeg Piano Company’s
Christmas Club

L. Your choice of any make of Chickering, Nordheimer, Ger-
hard Heintzman, Cecilian, Bell, Haines, Sherlock Manning,
Doherty, Canada Piano Co., Lesage, Imperial and Winnipeg Piano
Company’s Pianos or Player-Pianos at special club prices until,
Monday, the 31st December, 1917. Yy,

2. The terms are one-fifth cash down and one, two or three
years to pay the balance, or small monthly payments can be
arranged to meet your convenience. .

3. A special discount of ten per cent for all cash or extra in-
stalments paid at the time of purchase.

4. The Piano will be delivered when you join, or later, if you wish it.
5. The monthly, quarterly or yearly payments to date from when the Piano is delivered.

6. Every Instrument is guaranteed without reserve for ten years.
as strong as we know how to make it in writing.

7. If, after 30 days’ trial, the Piano is not satisfactory, we will give you your money back on return of the Piano.

8. If the Piano is satisfactory after 30 days’ use, the Club Member has eleven more months in which to satisfy himself as to the character of the
Piano. If it does not then prove satisfactory in every respect, he has the privilege of exchanging it without one penny’s loss for any other instrument
of equal or greater list value by paying the difference in price (and we sell 90 different styles of the best Pianos in the world).

9. A beautiful $15.00 Piano Bench with music receptacle to match the Piano is included without extra cost.

10. TFreight paid to your nearest station. -

11. Come into our store or write and select the style of case you prefer in Walnut, Mahogany or Oak; this is all you have to do.
12. Each and every Club Instrument will be personally selected by our President.

PRIVILEGE OF EXCHANGE f

Privilege is given the purchaser to exchange within qne year for any New Piano sold by us of equal or greater list value at the time exchange is
made. All payments made being placed to the credit of the price of instrument for which it is exchanged.

8tyle Armand

Style Colonial Regular $485. ‘Club Price..,..... s"l 5

Regular $400. Club Price........ $325
CANADA PIANO CO.

88-Note Player Piano '.
Remﬂgl‘ $700. Club Price......, . $590

©

Style Louis
Regular $480. Club Price..... $378

There are no “ifs” and “ands” in the guarantee—just a straight-out guarantee

o Get Our List of Slightly Used Piano Bargains at from $225 to $325

Club opens Saturday, 1st December, and closes Monday, the 31st Decem-
ber, 1917. There will be a big demand for memberships.” Take no chances.
Be on hand early or send in this coupon. f%gn the annexed coupon, mail
to us and when registered on our books you become a member of the Club.

Winnipeg Piano Co.’s Christmas Club Coupon

Winnipeg Piano Company,
333 Portage Ave., Winnipeg.

Please send me full information about the Christmaf Club, as advertised 333
in The Western Home Monthly, and also a Membership Blank. .
: \NMNPEG.

DIRECT FACTORY REPRESENTATIVES
STEINWAY, GERHARD HEINTZMAN, NORDHEIMER, CHICKERING, HAINES, BELL,
SHERLOCK - MANNING, DOHERTY, CANADA AND LESAGE PIANOS.
EDISON, COLUMBIA, EUPHONOLIAN AND PHONOLA PHONOGRAPHS.
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~ eonditions would " disclose. I sincerely hope that
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. "% A Letter
% I received a*long and-interesting letter a'few days
0 with respect to my remarks on Conversation in
He last issue. * T shall be glad at.any time to receive
communications-about ‘the matters touched on in this
column. Thesant.of conversation can be. consciously
developed. As a general thing the Ratin races are
ally, Eu i his' regard cehAx‘rlxuauy gqnqr&
, ‘Europeans in this ex Americans an
€anadians. - i Y L

" ing Gout
have just read Upten- Sinclair’s -book .with, this
fitle. It isu:,? savage: indictment 0f ‘conditions in “the
western mhﬁ.niacamps-of the United States. I wonder,
-an inyestigation of- Canadian mining
there is nothjrgsanalogous in Canadian  eonditichs
to_what Sinclaw"alleges with respect to American
mining camm;:- uch conditions, In so far as thcy
obtain anywhere, dre a standing menace to the stability

of " existing ' institutions. They constitute an- open .

sore. Employing classes are playing with dynamite
in so far as they allow such circumstances to continue.

Murmurs of Dicontent
Tt is surprising how many quiet and well-balanced

men confess privately that they fear that revolution -
“born, some woman goes down to the gates of death.

in a great many countries will be the inevitable outcome
of social conditions as they now exist. I'aulty govern-
ment is bound in the long run to provoke reprisals.
A thing that we forget too habitually is that the
present war is going to teach great numbers of men to
gﬁink in terms of force. That psychology had almost
disappeared from the consciousness of Anglo-Saxon
seoples at any rate. . The close of the war will rclease
_Kzts of men accustomed to the appeal to force. Social
amelioration will henceforth have to procec: more
rapidly if society at large is to be saved from ararchy.
One man of sixty said to me the other day: “I'm
glad I'm sixty. The next twenty-five years/are going
to be terrible.” On the other hand.a.young man
said to me a few days ago: “I believe wg arc in for a
half century of disorder.” The way to mcct this
m:r is, assuredly not, ostrich-like, to put our
he: in the sand. We must reckon with the facts
and try, by wise action, to forestall disaster. You
will recall Tennyson’s line about Iingland, ‘“‘where
¥reedom slowly broadens down from precedent to
recedent.”” The present temper of the world calls
or the accelerating of the pace.

Mediation

The remedy for many social ills lies in a wise media-
tion. The gap between classes must be Lept from
widening by mediation based on mutual knowledge.
The trouble is that many capitalists refuse to try to
enter sympathetically into the needs of employees.
Equally dangerous are the rabid representatives of

the employed who refuse to take cognisance of the

difficulties of employers.

American Ideality

In the best American life to-day there is a fine
note of ideality. For this President Wilson is much
to thank. Conspicuously he thinks in terms of ideality.
The basis on which the United States is participating
in the war has given tremendous impetus to this
tendency. The American people are not fighting
for anything matcrial. They want not a dollar of
money, not an inch of territory, as the price of their

articipation. Their grand object is, in the great
phrase of Woodrow Wilson, “to -make the world safe
for democracy.” History has never scen anything
so magnificent and inspiring as this. I heard Reed

 Smoot, a banker, say in the Amecrican Senate: “If
| the President of the United States wishes to make a

oan of a ‘billion to steady the cause of democracy in

aissih, witheut any prospect of return, I hold up both
hands.” An American railway president I heard
pay in the Council of National Defence: ‘‘American
rallways are badly run down. They neced rolling
stock sorely. They need new rails. But for years
we must build nothing for ourselves. We must labor
to reconstruct the lines of Russia and France.” This

"i8 superb altruism. This is the spirit of applied

Christianity.

& Russia

We know very little of what is really going on
in Russia. The news of the evening denies the news
of the morning. When the veil is lifted we may
easily find that the worst excesses of the French
Revolution have been re-enacted.

Our Foreign Populations

Tt is highly desirable that the public of Manitoba
should know what the Provincial Government is doing
by way of providing educational facilities for our

“Prof.-W. .F: bsbor;e, "University of "Mci'ﬁitoba .‘

fdreiéﬁ feili)w mu;m I recently heard the Minister

of . Education speak on this subject- before -a &on-
vention of school teachers at Emerson. - I understood

" him' to ‘sAy’ that' within two years one hundred new

"schools - have . been - erected 'in Manitoba ' districts
settled by foreigners. These hundred ‘new ' schools
are providing for about :forty-five hundred - pupils.
"An important feature of the: policy is the erection,
‘in connection with: these schools, of homes for the
teachers. This makes possible the securing of English
speaking teachers for- these districts. This ' policy
is imperative if the future is to be safeguarded. It
represents a fine experiment in nation-building.

‘Woman Suffrage

The triumph of woman suffrage in New York state

is an event of the fitst consequence. The prestige

- of the movement on-this continent will be enormously
. enhanced. - Tennyson says: “Ior woman ‘is not

undeveloped man,- but diverse.”” It is because she is
“diverse” that women is. néeded in politics. Her
grand public function is tobréathe the human element
into legislation. Man emphasizes property. Woman
emphasizes life. * She, better than man, knows what
life costs. The old argument that because woman
cannot fight she should not vote is untenable. One
of the finest books I ever read on the woman question
ig Olive Schreiner’s “Woman and  Labor.” She
reminds us of the fact that, for every child that is

The vote is one return for this vast and inevitable
peril. The New Republic, speaking of the victory
of ‘the women in New York state, says: “The en-
franchiscment of women on the same terms and to the
same extent as the enfranchisement of men deserves
to be incorporated in the fundamental law of the
American nation as a vital principle of the American
democracy.” No state is really a democraey that is
trying to get along with the votes of simply one-half
of its population.

Japan

One of the gratifying features of the war is the wise
restraint practised by Japan. Many of us were
afraid that she would take advantage of the situation
presented by the preoccupation of the great powers
in the world war. Precisely the opposite has ap-
parently been the case. She has performed the tasks
assignel her. She drove Germany from the Kiao
Cho peninsula. She assisted Britain in sweeping the
Pacific. She has recently reached an agrcement with
the United States with respect to China that goes far
toward removing the possibility of trouble with the
American  Republic. We have apparently every
reason to be satisfied as to the wisdom of the Britich-
Japanese alliance. The old bug-bear of the abyss
between. the East and West is pretty well exorcised.

Cosmopolitanism

The war is dealing a heavy blow at old prejudices.
Prejudices are the fruitful source of danger. Class
prejudices breed revolution. National prejudices breed
wars. Charles Lamb said there were certain hations
that he could not abide. Half-jocularly, half-seriously
he named in this connection, Jews, Scots and negroes.
Almost everybody cherishes certain national anti-
pathies. These are usually the result of ignorance. .
Burke said it was absurd to indict a whole people.
Think of the motley host fighting under the banners
of the democratic allies. Comradeship in the defence
of democracy must generate a new sympathy, a new
cosmopolitanism. India has raised a million men
for Britain in the present war. This must profoundly
affect the atgifude of Britain to India. This war gives
tremendous @mphasis to the word “God has made of
one flesh all the nations of the earth.’” The war
should generate a great company of citizens of the

~world. . Over-exaggerated nationality has been one

of the banes of society. That is precisely what Ger-
many is suffering from.

Partisanship

The campaign eventuating in the formation of a
national government must deal a heavy blow at
partisanship in Canada. It will certaiily be a strange
phenomenon if it ever revives in its old intensity.
“Partisan’ is to-day in Canada a term of disparage-
ment. It is not likely ever again to recover good
repute.  Anglo-Saxon countries at any rate have not
yet discovered a good equivalent for party government,
but the health of the state demands a large body of
detached and independent opinion.

Venice

Tt is with a shiver that one hears that the Germans
are within fifteen or twenty miles of Venice. The city
of the Doges exercises an almgst unequalled witchery
over the minds of men. Only the very most celebrated
cities of the world surpass her in fascination. There
are vast numbers whom the fall of Venice woulld
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depress terribly. Every traveller and reader has his
" own’ group "of associations' that her name suggests.

1 think of ten golden days I spent there in 1898.  After
a.hot: ride across the luxuriant plain‘‘of Lombardy
we were. greeted by her refreshing breezes as by a
benediction. Never shall I forget my first ride in a
gondola, that dark rakish craft that moves almost
like a swan over the waters. I remember what a
shock it was to me when I read—was it in 1906?—
of the fall of the campanile of St. Mark’s.

An English Campanile
‘How surprised I was in 1904 to find a campanile

- in England.. The campanile is a bell-tower. That

is what the famous Leaning Tower of Pisa is. That
‘famous structure is simply the bell-tower of the Duomo
or Cathedral of Pisa. Cathedr?‘l, baptistery and
campanile form a trio of buildings familiar in Italian
cities. "~ The celebrated Tower of Grotto at Florence,
over which Ruskin expatiates with such enthusiasm,
is the bell-tower of the cathedral of the Tuscan city
on the Arno. But to come back to the English cam-
panile of which I commenced to speak. I found
it in the cathedral town of Chichester. This English
building is a simple wooden structure. I was told
that there was one other in England. Where it is
situated I have forgotten.

Venetian Memories

I said above that every visitor to and reader about
Venice has his own set of associations suggested by
her name. I for my part think first of all of Shake-
speare’s ‘“Merchant of Venice.” There is not much
local color or allusion in Shakespeare’s famous play.
Save for the Rialto and the fact that Antonio is a
merchant of a maritime city, the scene might just
as well be laid anywhere else. The Rialto is the noble
old bridge that spans the Grand Canal, the main
strect of Venice. The question “What mews on the
Rialto?” means just about ‘“How are things on the
Exchange to-day?’ Then I think of J.” Fenimore
Cooper’s “Bravo,” a tale of assassination and intriguc.
In the Doge’s Palace one may still see the Lion’s
Mouth in which charges were dropped by %those who
wished to get rid by foul means of those whom they
chose to represent as cnemies of the Republic. Then
in my memory stands Byron’s ‘“Childe Harold’s
Pilogrimaze,” with its famous allusion-to the Bridge
of Sighs. If I remember rightly the scene of Shelley’s
“Julian and Maddalo’’ is laid in Venice. One’of my
chief pleasures in Venice was a visit to the Palazzo
Rezzonico where Robert Browning died. Asolo, the
stene of Browning’s “Pippa Passes” is not far from
Venice. Of all the cities of Italy the two that Ruskin
loved best were Florence and Venice. The two
volumes of his “Stones of Venice” are magnificent.
I repeat that it will be distressing in the extreme if
Venice should fdll into the hands of the Austro-Ger-
mans.

The Vast Task of the Allies

Talk about consulting the Imperial Government
as to how many more men it needs from Canada is
absurd. We know perfectly well that the most w
can supply will be none too many. I recall a con-
versation I had with a very intelligent officer last
summer. He said, “We have a first-class battle over
practically every village held by the Germans in the

occupied territories of France. And there is a village |

every few miles.” This-is the herculean task that has
to be performed on the Western front. Add to this
the enormous labor of moving heavy guns and all
the munitions of war over land torn by shell explosions
as by so many earthquakes. The New Republic
in its last issue confirms this picture when it says:
“The territory behind the present line consists of one
series of strong positions after another. When  the
Germans are ousted from one series, they fall back
to another, and so slow is the movement of this kind
of warfare that the new positions may be as carefully
prepared as the old.” In other words the Allies
have the ascendency on the Western front, but it is

impossible to capitalize this ascendehcy rapidly -

Meanwhile, in all the other theatres of war, with the
possible exception of those in Asia, the Germans are
in the ascendant. There is nothing to do but clench
the teeth and go on. Our grand hope lies in the
approaching application to the war of the mighty
resources and the clear determination of the United
States. Russia is paralyzed. Roumania is prostrate.
Italy is reeling, though we trust rallying as well.
Britain is at the peak of her power. France is past
that point, in all probability. If we can hold on till
America gets into her swing it will be a horse of a
different color. The one hundred millions of the
American Republic will not be worsted. It is Canada’s
duty to do her part to keep Britain’s forces up to
strength until the matchless resources of the United
States are fully deploved.
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* 'gides, dyspepsia, extreme nervousness, depres-
- 8ed spirits, melancholy, desire to cry, fear of

. flash

- other sufferer. My home treatment is for all,

"MRS. M. SUMMERS,
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= BUY Ha"am GUARANTEED

"ﬁt\ MAIL DIRECT FROM :
T N BY" TRAPPER 10 YOUS

¢

No matter where you live, you can obtain the lat-
est styles and the highes: quality in Fur sets or

ents from Hallam’s by mail. All Hallam gar-
ments are high quality Furs—yet can be obtained
by you direct by mail at lower prices than else-
where for the same quality—every Hallam gar-

nteed. i
ment is guarantee use, in the first

Why We Can Sell at place, we buy our skins

such LOW Prices direct from the Trap-

; i g o per, and sell direct to
- you'for cash, saving you a t share of the middlemen’s
rofits—high store rent—bad accounts—salesman’s salaries.

en: you are sure of satisfaction when you buy by mail
from Hallam. You see the articles in your own home and =
can examine them without interference—if the goods do not =
ease YOU in any way—you can s;-‘ﬁ)ly send them back AT =
'UR EXPENSE, and we will cheerfully return your money— =
=

=

8
E
§

A

you are not out one cent—we are thus compelled to give
extra good value, as we cannot afford to have goods returned.

The articles lllustrated In this advertise- §
ment are fair samples of Hallam’s great values =
and will be sent promptly on receipt of price.

1506—Driving Coat 1686—Handsome Manchurlan-
of Fine Muskrat. 45 Wolf Set. Newest design, made
inch length, beautifully from fine, jet black silky ekins. The
designed. Skins are of large stole is in two skin style, wide
fine quality ; even, dark across the back and shoulders—
colors, carefully match- trimmed with heads, tails and paws.
ed, and wmkmnship is Muff inlalgeand comfortable, made =
faultless. Lined with Over soft down bed—has wrist cord =
b ) teed b and is trimmed with head and tail

CAVY  GUATAN “;‘“‘ —lined with corded silk poplin.
e e ola" Facepional v $1550 e ot

w &L et
delivered to you.
high Chin-chin or flat
as in small illustration.
Finished at waist line
with half belt. In sizes
. 32 to 42 bust. $75.00,
! delivered to you.
1508—Muff to match In new melon shape (as illustrated),
or in pillow style, $11.50, delivered to you.

1507—Hat to match, silk lined. $7.50, delivered to you.

r--err FREE =rrmy

A beautifully illustrated Fur.Style Book—giving advance iu-l
lformluon on furs and fur fashions and containing 125 illus-

trations of up-to-date Furs and Fur Garments. All these

illustrations are photographs of living people—thus ahow!n':l

how the Furs REALLY tappear; it shows Furs for every
l member of the family.

Don’t fail to send for this book TO-DAY—it is now read}'l
lfor mailing and will be sent as requests are received.

HALLAM'S 1917-18 i
“»FUR STYLE BOOK¥*

Don’t forget to send for Hallam’s Style Book to-
da'y—-lt’s FREE—Address, using the number as
below.

[

897 Hallam Building TORONTO
The fargest in our Ilne In Canada. =
[ O Illlllllll[llllmllllllllﬂlllﬂllﬂﬂﬂﬂlﬂﬂllﬂllllllﬂﬂﬂlﬂmmmﬂlﬂlﬂﬂﬂlllllllllllllllllllllllllﬁ
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A WOMAN WHO HELPS WOME

I know your need for sympathy and 5
health.

And the treatment that gives me
health and strength, new interest in
life, I want to pass on to yon, that you
too, may enjoy the priceless boon of
health,

Iam a woman,

What I havesuffered isa fat betterguide than
any MAN'S experience gained second-hand.
Are you unhappy, anfit for your duties?
Write and tell me how you feel and I will send
g)u ten days' FREE trial of a home treatment
meet your individual needs, together with
references to women in Canada who have
Eassed through your troubles and regained
ealth; oryou can sccure this FREE treatment
for your daughter, sister or mother.
If (ousuﬂer from pain in the head or back,
nate constipation or piles, pain in the

something evil about to happen, creeping feel-
ing up the spine, palpitation, weariness, hot

sallow complexxon’ with dark circles
under the eyes, or a general feeling that life is
mot worth living, I invite you to send to-day
for my complete ten days’ treatment entirely
free and postpaid to prove to yourself that these
ailments can be eas!l{ and sirely overcome at
your own home, without the expense of hos.
pital treatment or the dangers of an operation,

When you have been benefited, I shall only
ask you to pass the good word along to some

Read My FREE Offer®

To Mothers of Daughters I will explain g

simple home treatment which s edily and
effectually dispels headaches and itude in
young women and restores them to plumpness
and health., Tell me if Kou are worried about
your daughter. Remembet it costs younothing
to give my method of home treatment & come
flete ten days' trial, and if you wish to continue

t costs only a few cents a week todo so, and it
doesnotinteriere with one’s daily work. Write
and ask for the free treatment to-day as you
may not sec tis offer again.

young or old.

Box 86 WINDSOR, ONT.

When icriting advertiscrs, plcase mention The Western Home Monthly

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

A Christmas Dinner Amid Hardships of the Trail

..y Bonnycastle Dale

ADDIE and I some years ago
were working sou’east out of
the Peace River Block, aiming
for the Peace River and later
on the Skeena. We had to raft
it a bit as none of our men could speedily
make a canoe.
with some old eedar logsand vines,made a
really safe raft, even if the bubbles of the
swift currents did throw foam over our
food spread on our blankets as we dashed
down this un-named stream. We had
the cameras, a rifle, and a bit of food,
enough for ten days for the outfit of six
men. It was a bit plain, flour, meat-
venison, fish-spawning salmon, or rather
a big charrtlike the deep water trout—
“Namay-cush.” We had secured im-

portant notes and pictures of the native

tribes, past and present, numerous good
skins and specimens, our fair share of
sport, feathered, furred and scaly. Now,
in early November, Jack Frost had played
us a scurvy trick by sealing up the small
streams and nipping the edges of the big
ones. We knew just where we could
strike our cached canoes, but the Skeena

=4 was two hundred miles west, and there

was a big rock about one hundred yards
ahead of the raft, a deep sluicing current,
only a pole for an oar and others for
pushing with; they snapped like pipe-
stems when the Thompson River men
tried to fend her off. Up, up! she went,
there was a sickening rolling motion, a
rending grating sound, a gurgling of
waters, a snapping of stout vines and
the raft was but-a tossing drive of logs.

O’poots, our head guide,‘

strapped on his back, setting the pace
towards the distant R.R. Surveyors’
camps we knew were working through
from or to the coast.

Of the scrambling up those dreary
slopes, living on fish and venison with
never a grain of flour or salt, of the
desperate raft trips we were forced to
take, of the rude camps in bush or snowy
mountain side, all I can say is, O’poots
acted a born leader, Laddie laughed away
the hardships and I became a sort of
humble camp follower waited on by two,
kind hosts. Suppers of old dried berries,
breakfasts “of lean, so lean. when we
needed fat, venison (for a few days we
fairly swam in fat as the guide walked
smack into a black bear on the wild
animal trail we were following, and

Laddie threw up the 22 and put six '

bullets in various parts of the poor
beast’s writhing carcase). Unfortunately
for transporting the bear meat we had
lately crossed the divide and the going
was simply a struggle for life. The skin
wrappings over our torn boots were
so dangerous that O’poots went one
whole day almost barefooted where much
snow was to be met. However, we
finally met a travelling camp of Thompson
Indians and traded a few of our pitifully
scarce duds and odds and ends from our
pockets for a few much needed things.
Later when an empty food bug and the
last shell fired sent us to rest uneasily
under our brush lean-to we were awakened
by the caterwauling of a panther, and in
answer to it sounded the ludicrous braying

A B.C. rivet scenc—Indians with grizly bear carcass and skin.

Instantly we were swept into the shallows,
each laden man hugging a log for dear life.
I scrambled -ashore with the big camera
safe in its waterproof cover and Laddie
tucked under my left arm, he in turn
had a camera and a small rifle, but food,
negatives, notebooks, blankets, all were
sweeping down stream far ahead.

Some hours’ later when we were all,
dried out before an immense fire we

took stock of the few bits of things we
had snatched out of the swirling waters;
and, after many confabs, and much
gesticulation, the three Thompson River
men decided to cross over to the Parsnip
River and raft or canoe down it towards
home as the circumstances decided. We
divided the matches in my camera match
case with them, gave them fair half of
the scanty bits of food we had salvaged,
made. them to thoroughly understand
that their wages would be sent from
Prince Rupert—if we ever got there—
bade them good-bye sorrowfully, watched
them plunge off into the cold crackling
woods with only one rifle and a few
44’s among them, while all we had was
our 22 Special and one box of 50, and
I remember it was only a partly filled
box at that. O’poots promptly took the
leadership of us three, as naturally and
kindly and firmly as if he had us hired
or we were children. These West Coast
Kwakiutls are strange people, make them
your servants and they obey thoroughlyv
without any offer of thinking out a thing
for themselves, literally doing exactly
as they are told, yet here, was the usually
stupid O’poots In my “place in front,
with my rifle in his hand and my camera

of a jackass, and later the neighing of
some horses. We had gone sadly to sleep
within a mile of a big surveying party
and a rude trail was now open to us right
down to Hazelton. : We were given each a
pair of old comfortable shoes. I bought
an older pack animal, to wit the ancient
bfayer of the night before, a brindled
Jack that looked like a cross between a
Zebra and a solemn muley cow, but
laden with purchased supplies it was a
sight to cheer our hearts and lightened
our tired feet, even if a rough uncertain
trail and a wild. river lay between us
and the coast.

We ran into another native camp
where the medicine man was “curing’’
a native woman. In the first place he
told the hunters gathered about him
that she was a vietim of witcheraft,
here he looked slowly around to find
the evil one who had charmed away the
health of this poor ragged squaw and,
because I had offered her a few drops of a
sleeping mixture to make her forget her
ulcer tormented body, he did me the
honor to plainly intimate that I was old
Nick himself (see the jealousy that always
exists between medical men). He edged
close to me intending to spit, upon me
so to thus have power over me, but I
blew such a volume of smoke into his
face that he burst out coughing instead,
and Laddie started the laugh that soon
became general. But this thin shanked
old witch doctor took his goodly potion,
dried ground frog and salt water, and
drank it himself, then this “shaman,”
as they call them, started on an ancient

(Continued on Page 38)
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Where Rye Beats Wheat

By William C. Smith

After a long experience in growing rye
upon all classes of soil found in the
humid region of the Central United
States, I have found that rye will grow,
thrive and mature a paying ‘crop upon
relatively poor and “run-down” soils.. I
have mnever experienced a failure in
growing rye, nor have I ‘seen one, nor
have I found, upon inquiry, a farmer
who has failed in rye growing when the
seed was properly sown and, covered.
This cannot be said of any other crop
grown on the farm.

The initial expense in growing ry

is small, as it can be drilled or broad-

cast in corn at the rate of one and one
half bushels to the acre.
best rye I ever grew was broadcast in
corn and nothing was done toward
covering the grain. But I advise giving
the grain a covering if possible to do so.

Often corn is so blown down that a
covering cannot be given the seed, yet
it is seldom, if ever, that you will
make a failure by sowing the rye
broadcast without covering the seed.

It could only fail to grow a crop if it
should be dry after seed time and on up
to winter, but seldom does dry weather
continue so late, and rye can be sown as
late as the last of October and yet
make a crop.

When rye is sown in the open the soil
need not be deeply plowed, which means
a saving, as it takes much horse or
tractor power to plow deeply. Yet I
plow deeply for the rye crop if possible,
as it pays to do so.

Little fertilizer is needed for the rye
crop, but of course rye responds and
pours out its wealth of grain when
~own in good fertile soil, the same as
any other crop will do.

Rye is a profitable pasture crop, and
it is remarkable how extensively it can
be pastured and yet produce a paying
crop of grain. From my window I can
look across the highway upon a field of
=andy, worn soil that has had no fer-
tilizer or organic matter for twenty
vears. This field was sown to rye in the
fall of 1916, and the late fall of that
vear and all the spring of 1917 was pas-
tured by horses and cattle, until I
thought it was impossible for it to pro-
duce a crop of grain worth harvesting:
vet when the rye grown upon this field
was threshed it produced twenty bushels
to the acre and sold for $1.60 per bushel,
and gave a large by-product of straw, of
areat value for feeding purposes. And,
mind you, this was done on soil that for
vears has not produced a twenty-bushel-
to-the-acre corn crop, and, in fact, for
many of the years this field has been
planted to corn the crop would be con-
sidered a failure.

In the fall of 1916 a neighbor’s tenant
at a considerable expense for plowing
and preparing the seed bed, and for fer-
tilizer and seed, sowed twenty acres of
wheat. After the wheat was sown he
went into a twenty-acre field of grow-
ing corn and broadcast it to rye, doing
nothing toward covering the seed.

The two crops were recently harvested
and sold, and each was an average crop--
for this year. A list of the actual ex-
pense for sowing and harvesting each
crop had been kept, and upon comparison
it was found that the rye crop returned
the greater profit, although the wheat
crop sold for the most money. The
~mall expense incurred in growing the
rve crop made it the best money-
making crop. a

Soils that will grow an average corn
crop to the acre will produce a rye crop
of twenty-five to thirty bushels to the
acre, which at present prices makes the
ryve crop a profitable one to grow.

When rve was selling at sixty cents
a bushel, ‘and wheat at less than one
dollar a bushel, and hogs, were selling
for nine cents a pound, I fed ground rye

s

< to hogs and realized one dollar a bushel

for my rye, and the hogs were fitted
for the market upon a feed of rye alone.

*with hogs mow selling above eighteen

cents a pound, T can feed them ;zrmmd
rve and realize more than two dollars
« buxhel for the rye.

There is no better pasture crop f(.yr
cattle and hogs than rye.  Sown in
\ugust it has given me four months
. i1sture in the fall before the snow cov-
-d it, and then from early spring until

nearly the first of June I pastured it and
Yet it produced a twenty-five-bushel-to-
the-acre grain crop. Rye affords pasture

when other pasture crops are not avail-
able. ‘

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

If rye is sown very early it must be
closely pastured to prevent jointing, or
the cold of winter will kill if. Rye will
never winterkill if it goes into the
winter unjointed. I have sown
in October after the digging ‘of late pota-
toes, and while it afforded no fall pas-
ture it made a splendid late ‘spring pas-
ture, and a paying crop of grain.

I know of
planted to rye for three successive years,

rye late

soils that have been

Some of the

and the rye crop grown upon them the
third year was the best one of the three.
I have given this fact in Tye growing
much study, and have reached the con-
clusion that the reason why rye does
not exhaust soil fertility is because of

e

its extensive root system. Growers of
rye have noticed that rye plows up in
the spring like heavy blue-grass sod. Its
small roots are a matted mass of vege-
table fiber, penetrating the soil toa depth
of six or seven inches. These roots when
growing evidently disintegrate particles
of the soil and release valuable soil
elements, making them available for
building up the soils’ fertility. And
these roots, deeaying, afford a fine feed-
ing ground for soil bacteria, giving them
the opportunity and material to con-
tribute toward soil building.

I know of no plant so suitable to pre-
vent soil washing, and the use of rye
for green manuring. is not appreciated by
the American farmer.

Summing up the points to be con-
sidered in favor of growing rye for a
grain crop, we find that: 1—It costs less
to seed rye than wheat; 2—Rye will

/
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grow a paying crop on the poorest of
soils where ‘wheat will not grow a crop
that will repay cost of seeding. and har-
vesting; 3—It never fails to produce
some grain or marketable straw.

There is always a market for rye, for
it can be fed at a greater profit to stoc
upon the farm. Its by-product, straw,
is more valuable for feeding than wheat
straw.

In comparison with wheat growing—
considering the facts of the heavy cost
of seeding wheat, that rye will grow a
paying crop on soil that will not produce
a wheat crop, and that rye does not ex-
haust soil fertility like wheat—we must
reach the conclusion that rye is the more
profitable crop.

Where the keeping of livestock is an
important feature of the farm, the value
of the rye crop for pasture and grain
feeding must not be overlooked.

)
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INTELLIGENT FARMING IS A PATRIOTIC DUTY

MANITOBA

DO YOU KNOW?

That in Europe to-day there are 28 Millions of Cattle
fewer than before the war began?

Tflat this decrease is about four and one-half times as
. many cattle as we have in Canada and over 40 times
as many as Manitoba possesses?

That European sheep flocks have decreased by 54 million
head?

That this decrease is 27 times as many sheep as Canada
owmn times as many as there are in
Manitoba?

That the European swine population has decreased by
32 million head, or 13 times as many pigs as Canada
owns, and about 100 times as many as exist in
Manitoba to-day?

FARMERS

That previous to the war the greatest suppliers of cattle,

sheep and swine, and their products to Great Britain
were Argentina, Uruguay, Mexico, New Zealand,
Australia and Russia?

That for the duration of the war Canada and the Uniteﬁ
States must, because of their geographical position,
supply a very much larger part of the food n '
by the Allies? ' :

That the Allies to-day will buy, at very high prices, all
the beef, mutton, Econ, hides, wool, cheese, eggs,
wheat, oats'and barley we can raise?

\

That the prices for farm products will likely be even
higher during 1918 than during 1917?

That even if peace were declared next week it would
take years for the world to make up its deficit in
some lines of production?’

Therefore the Call to the Manitoba Farmer is--

.To sow only clean seed.

To learn all there is to know about weed fighting—
Attend the Weed Conferences.

To raise every calf to at least two years of age.

To save every ewe lamb for breeding purposes.

To increase the swine production greatly.

To keep as many live stock as will utilize all the
surplus of pasturage, hay and straw in the neigh-

borhood.
To breed up herds and flocks by using only high-class
males. &

To feed and care for sheep in such a way as to keep the
wool free of chaff and dirt.

To increase dairy and egg production.
—————————— i

"To feed all screenings on the farm after destroying the
germinating power of all weed seeds. S

To use as many vegetables and perishable foods as posL_'
Sible in the diet, and so permit of exporting the
maximum amount of beef, bacon and ﬂour._

%

To waste nothing.

To avoid, so far as possible, the erection, during the war,
of expensive buildings that are not positively needed.

leave till the summer no work that cani'be accom-
plished during the winter.

To

To study the latest government agricultural bulletins,
Federal and Provincial. (For List o anitoba
bulletins, write the Publications Branch, Manitoba

Department of Agriculture, Winnipeg)

encourage the boys and girls to study farming
through the Boys’ and Girls’ Club movement,

attend the Farmers’ Week Conferences if possibte,
and to send the boys who are at home to the Agri-
cultural Short Course Schools or the Agricultural

College.

To take the keenest interest possible in the work of
the Agricultural Society, Grain Growers’ Association,

To

]

Home Economicﬁociety or any other organization 4

which stands for a progressive type of agricultural®
life.

To feel free at all times to write to the Manitoba" Agri-
cultural College, the Extension Service and Mani-
toba I-)epartment of Agriculture for agricultural
information of any sort.

To exercise the greatest freedom in suggesting to this
Department any constructive way in which the
Manitoba Government can further assist Manitoba
farming.

Manitoba Department of Agriculture
WINNIPEG
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to get the Genuine New Edison at the Old Prices!

Here’s your chance, as prices positively will be increased Jan.1. The very

last announcement that will be made in this paper before big increase in price of the New
Edison. Orders for the increase have come from Mr. Edison himself. High cost of materials

and labor have made it necessary. Mr. Edison regrets the necessity of this price raise but conditions make it
essential. So, if you want a New Edison now is the time

to get it. Don’t put it off. You can save money by buy-
ing your machine NOW'! 3

Is Your Home Happy?

How about your home? Is it a real home? Is it something more
than a house with a yard or a farm around it? Is it something more than a
place to eat and to sleep and to shelter you? Is it a place where the united
family can gather together and be happy? Has it something that will bring
joy into the life of father, mother, grandparents or children? Has it something
that will make your friends enjoy visiting you? That is happiness. That kind
of a home is a happy home. Such a life is the only life worth while. And
anything that will bring you such a life is a necessity. It means as much to you
as food and clothing. Money cannot measure its value,

Put music into your home and you will have the greatest influence

for happiness that the world has ever known. As long as history has been
written, music has been man’s inspiration. It is the mother’s lullaby, the
warrior’s cry, the lover’s song—who, indeed, does not find the expression of all

his moods and emotions in music?
And now Mr. Edison’s genius has put real music within your reach.
You can make it part of your life.

s o

L

Just read on the opposite page how easy it is for you to get the New Edison into your home.

Consider how important—how invaluable—good music is to_your life. new p.honogmp.h. Send the coupon on the opposite page for our free
Then read our offer.  How ridiculously small is the expense of making catalog. Get full details of our offer. Sec why you need not be satisfied
music part of your home! Find out, at once, about Mr. Edison’s wonderful with anything less than Mr. Edison’s great, new instrument.

F. K. Babson, Edison Phonograph Distributors, 355 Portage Ave., "2 Winnipeg, Man.
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greatest inventors genius, the p
and your choice of the latest Diamond Amberol Records on

free trial without a penny down On this offer you can now
have the genuine Edison, the instrument which gives you real,
home-like music, the finest and best of all phonographs at a
small fraction of the price asked for imitations of Mr. Edison’s
great instrument. Seize this wonderful opportunity! Send

the ecoupon today—NOW!

=
If, after'the free trialyou decide to keep Mr. Edison’s superb new instrument,
send us only $1.00. Pay the balance on easiest kind of monthly payments.
.00 payment, and a few dollars a month to get this wonderful new style outfit—
h with the Diamond Stylus reproducer, all the musical results of the
Diamond Amberol Records—yes, the greatest value for $1 down,

Convince yourself—free trial first! No money down, noC.0.D.,
Send the coupon now full particulars.

Think of it—a $1
Mr. Edison’s great phonograp
highest price outfits—the same

balance on easiest ffonthly terms. '
not one cent to pay unless you choose to keep the instrument.

New Edison Catalog FREE //-===—=

YV our name and address:on a postal or in a letter (or

is enough. No obligations in asking for the

just the coupon
s i )ffer-—-while this offer lasts. Fill out coupon today. p

catalog. Get thiso

E. K. BABSON, Edison Phonograph Distributors ¢,

355 Portage Avenue, Dept. 109 , Winnipeg, Manitoba ,

Still Only $1.00

After Free Triall

Yes, we will senia you the New Edison, the product of the world’s
honograph with the wonderful diamond stylus reproducer

Myr. Edison Says:
“Thousands of music lovers, many of
in <very moderate circumstances,
have been making their plans all year
to purchase a phonograph this fall. Neo
matter what other manufacturers
do, there must be mo increase in_ the
prices of Edison phonographs until Jan.
1, 1918."* Ewverybody now has an op-
portunity to come in attheold price. But
those who do not hurry awitl lose out.

Hurry! Hurry!

or You Will Be
Too Late!

Thousands of people
are going to lose out on this

offer unless you hurry—hurry.
Don't fail to let me send you the Edi-
son Catalog giving you all the details
of the big price increase. You will
have just time now, and no more than
time, to let me tell you about the big
opportunity you have and get your
order in. So, ‘‘make hay while the
sun shines”’, and rush in the coupon.
There is absolutely no reason why you
shouldn’t save this money. You will
always blame yourself if you do not.
So, mail the coupon now. This isn’t
a matter which can be put off. Re- '
member, NOW Or never i

i i i o i
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ABSON, Edison h
Phonograph Distributors A
355 Portage Ave. Dept. 109 Winnipeg, Man.
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ticulars of your free trial offer on the

, New Edison Catalog and full par- ol
, " new model Edison Phonograph. '
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The Bedroom

j

ARTISTICALLY decor-
ated walls and ceilin:

in the bedroom are a certain
aid to repose. And you can
have beauty combined with
economy, permanence and
sanitation if you finish your
bedroom with

PERFECT METAL

AND WALLS

!
They cannot burn, crack or fall
away., Joints are invisible. Repairs
will never be req.ired, as Pedlar’s
Ceilings and Walls end. e as long
as the struct-ire to which tliey are
attached. This fcature makes them
easily the most economical finish
avail:ble,

nunnnnnnnﬁhnnnnnnnhnnnnnnnunrmnnnnunnunnnnnnﬁnnmwnnnnr

Over 2,000 styles and Period
desi:ns give you a wonderful
range.of ch~ice fro:1 the plainest
to the most ornate patterns,
Write today for Catalogue ~ h,

THE PEDLAR PEOPL
LIMITED '
(Established 1861)
8L bard St., Winnipeg, Man.
Executive Offices and Factories:
Oshawa, Ont.

Branches; Regina, Moose Jaw,
Calgary, Edwonton, Vancouver
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LOSSES SURELY PEVENTED

by CUTTER'S BLACKLEG PILLS

BLAC Low-priced,
fresh. reliable ; (3 >
preferred by ;
western  stock- : ;-
m because they

4 protect where other ‘,‘

Wi hbwunee‘linu fall. )
te et and testimonials.
10-dose pkg. Blackleg Pills, a.oo
50-dese pkg. Blackieg Pills, $4.00
Useany injector, but Cutter's simplest and strongest.
The superiority of Cuittet productnssis :ne t; o;:-r Ml;
years of specializing in VACCIN ND SERU
ONLY. INSIST ON CUTTER'S. If unobtainable,
wder direct.

The Cutter Laboratery, Berkeley, California
Trade Marks

P ATEN T and Designs

Write for booklet and circular, terms, ete.

FEATHERSTONHAUGH & CO.

Fred. B. Featherstonhaugh, K.C.,, M.G.
Gerald S. Roxburgh, B.A. Se.

16 Canada Life Building, Portage Avenue
(Corner of Main) WINNIPEG

Bureau Set EOc.

An Elegant Bureau Set of 7
Pieces in Eyelet Embroidery), con-
sisting of 6 Doilies and a ldrge 18
inch Traycloth to match. alljon Fine
Quality. Round. Thread /Natural
Bleached Art 1 1nen, only 20¢. Book
of Intest embroidery designs, con-
taining-other Bargains free with order
THE_WOMEN'S SUPPLY CO., REG. (Dept. “M*)
747 St. Catherine Street West
MONTREAL, P.Q.

\When writing advertisers, please mention
The Western: Home Monthly

What is Food Control?

It is the Wiser of Two Methods by
Which the Present Situation Can
Be Handled

Speaking recently at a meeting of
State Food Commissioners and his per-
songl staff, Herbert Hoover gave a strik-
ing explanation of the part that food
control plays in war.

He said that European nations went
into the war giving little thought to the

subject of food. Even Germany, with -

all its preparations, had not foreseen the
significance of this factor. With mil-
ions of men taken from production, and
thousands of square miles of fertile
fields laid waste by armies, the world’s
cupboard quickly -began developing a
.bareness like that of Mother Hubbard.
Country after country went to the cup-
_board to get a bone, and found a
diminished supply.
This made it necessary to organize
food supply and distribution, and the
various countries tried various methods.

observer got into serious difficulties.
the parachute.

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

Early in the battle of Menin Road, in Flanders,
The observer,

the world’s appetite, either by control-
ling that supply in ways that lead to
economy and make it suffice, or by let-
ting wages rise as prices rise, to keep
pace roughly with fluctuations. Even
an amateur economist can see at a glance
that food control is better than wage
increase, because wage increase is a crude
force operating slowly, unevenly and with
great injustice and suffering to millions
of workers. The wages of many workers
do not rise—the professional men, clerical
workers, public employes, and so forth.
Russia tried the experiment of letting
wages adjust themselves to the diminish-
ing food supply, gnd it did not work—
Russia was brought to a state bordering
on anarchy by the intolerable pressure of
the food situation on the ordinary peace-
ful citizen.

Therefore, whether we like it or not—
this is a favorite phrase of the food ad-
ministrator, and typifies the impersonal
attitude he takes toward these great
cconomic problems—whether we like it or
not, we must meet the food situation in
one way or the other, and food control

.. o

a British observation balloon awfl its
to escape injury, chanced his life in
r This British official photograph shows how the parachute carried him to
safety in a tree-top.

of the parachute ropes, which enabled him to reach

The observer let himself down from his precarious position by means

another truncated tree.

mous support to food control measure~

“Whether we like it or not,” they are
told, “this is the situation. Business
cannot go on as usual in war times he-
cause the law of supply and demand ;-
thrown out of operation. These are the
conditions, and here is the only remedy
that has been found in countries with
greater experience in war than we have
vet had. What do you think about it,
gentlemen ?” -

What the business men think is shown
in every case by their action in recog-
nizing the necessity for food control.
They have promised their patriotic co-
operation, and are readjusting their
trade organization and methods for
loyal support of Food Administration
policies.

With sensible food control it is pos-
sible to handle the other two outstand-
ing problems of food supply in war. One
is increased production, and the other is
economical use of food. With stable"
prices, absence of speculation, and the
temporary surrender of individual trade
advantages, the farmer can have an as-
surance of prices ample enough to en-
courage larger planting and live stock

r

raising. And by these same safeguards, n\,

thrown around the food supply, the con-
sumer is made willing to economize in

/"\food, and is also able to purchase the

necessities of life at prices which are at
least reasonable, and what is more im-
portant, do not suffer wild fluctuations.

This is food control in a nutshell.
Whatever fear or hostilit<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>