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When Exposed to Air

ten loses its strength and flaves.

- "SKLADA"

for that reason is never sold in
bulk. Your grocer sells this

T E

ADA.

deliciousblend. Try SAL
_What Tommy Atkins Reads. |

" The pre-War notion thet Tommy At-
kine was a rough-and-ready fellow,

with little or no education, has gone.
The modern soldler s a well-educated,
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THE = CALGARY
STAMPEDE :

By RAYMOND L. SCHROCK and PAUL GULICK.
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CHAPTER 1. manner. But she did not desiet from
ADVENTURE. the task she had undertaken and her

Wanderlust, hunger, curiosity, em-| Pony looked arcund in surprise and
p!oyment,r and the effort to v it, | imdignation that two such eminent
bave driven men into all corners of °JUestrians as his rider and this Am-
the earth; the spirit of adventure and ®rican cowboy champion should take
that alone had brought Dan Malley
to Wainwright Park. ;:‘But the beauti.' And to make tho matter worse,
ful eyes of Marie La Farge had kep
him there. And they were beautiful,| @me entangled in the loop and when
There was no gainsaying that. Others;

Bad thought #o, miany of them. The: oot s end tamed hia bead. Whit

.80 long to adjust his simple cinch. th"v:bm”mi’m
¢ Marie’s hand most unaccountably be- g:’;’az thc&:ghg:
fabrica, 1

'Dan finally drew it up she gave a ew 1 was done
fittle squeal of pain. The pony stamp-| with experiments.
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well-informed and intelligent man, who
puts himself ready for promotion, says
an Engiish writer.

But what does he read when he puts
his “study” booke away? Fiction
bheads the list, as you would expect. A
vieit to an Army library and an Inspec-
tion of the novels on its shelves soon
reveal the modern soldier’s favorite
suthors. Perhape the most surprising
discovery you will make is this: he is
not particularly fond of Kipling.

The authors who rnppeal to Tommy
Atking are the old favorites, He
reads (‘aptain Marryat, Charles Reade,
Mrs. Humphry Ward, Oulda, and, of
course, Charles Dickens.

According to one librarian the.great-

est call 18 for “something light,” and p=—

among the favorite authors are |
Charlea (Garvice (Tommy 18 a senti-
ment4l soul) and Marte Corelll. But!
there arc an increasing number of sol-
diers who take out more gerious booka.
Until last year Donald Hankey’s “Stu-
dent in Arms” was an Army, “best-
seller.” It made its appeal directly to
the man who had fought under the
same conditions as the author himself,

Rider Haggard is a steady favorite,
as tic well-thumbed copy of “King
Solomon': Mines” witnesses. But who
heads the list of authors in demand?
The arawer is- -Nat Gould!

The Army encourages reading, and
the barrack accommodation for it is
very gcod. Every unit has its library.
No charge is made, although a deposit
of one ghilling 18 taken.

As Manvto Man.

True men recognize and respect one!
another, even through the mists of!
It is warfare that
the most striking illustration of that |
Sir Frank Benson tells a deltgh»t-‘
ful story of the sort which is quoted in
Jeseph H. Oldham’'s Christianity and'
the Race Problem.

A Brit'’sh officer had beeh sent for-
ward in fome fighting with the Zulus,
Jeading a contingent of men. The
Zulus sent out & messenger of peace.
By an unhappy blunder the British out-
posts shot him. The officer was great-
ly dlstressed 8o he handed over the
contingent to the second in" command
aend walked straight out, unarmed, to|
the Zulu lines. He was ledl to the
chief.

“T have come,” he sald, “to give my-'

]
1

self up because we shot your peace)
mescenger by mistake. It i3 a thing
brave warrlors never do. I am very
rorry. To make amends I place my
life in your hands; do with me as you
will”

The Zulu warrior chief was silent
for a momemt. '.‘n he sald: “You
are & man, and your people are men
and the sons of men; we, too, are men.
We will make peacs.”

— e —

The Story.

Carol, every violet has
Heaven for a looking-glass'

Every little vailey lies

Under many-clouded skies:

Every little cottage stands

Girt about with boundiess Xanll.
Fvery little glimmering pond
Ciaims the mighty shores heyond——
Bhores no <eamen ever hailed,

Beus no eliip has ever sailed.

Ali the shores when day s done

Fadc into the setting eun,

Bo the story {ries to teach

More than can be told in speech,

-—-Alfred Noyes, in “The Flower of 0ld .
Japan.”
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After Every Meal
It doesn’t take much
to keep you in trim.
Nature only asks a
little help.

Wrigley’s, after every
meal, benefits teeth,
breath, appetite and
digestion.

_ A Flavor for Every Taste

= |

‘beauty. Her eyes were great wells of |
i limpid emotion, seldom aroused, hut!

purest blood of old France, pioneer
setters, =zdventurous trappers and
traders, coquettish and brave women,
flowed in her veins. The La Farges
had not intermingled with the other
nationalities that had won for Canada
a mighty empire in the West. They
were proud of this, proud and jealous
to maintain it.

Jean La Farge had married a bean-
tiful French woman, as had all his
ancestors. Together they had come to
Wainwright Park, and together they
had made the ranch the tidy little
home that it was. Together, too, they
had looked forward to a ripe old age
with their children about them. But;
the two sons had never come back!
from the war, and the shock of their!

. death, though it was for their dear|

France, was too much for the loving |
mother. And Jean, aged before his|

i time, was left alone with the mot}.ler-’

less Marie. !

At nineteen Marie was the belle of |
Alberta. The far-riding gentry, the |
hunters, trappers, cowboys and the'
Indians all gave her the palm for|

|

eloquent of coquetry, steadfastness,

PLAITS ASSUME IMPORTANCE.

The latest reflectigns concerning the
approved silhouette, admit plaifs to a
place of importance in bringing about
the desired full skirt. In this grace-
ful one-piece frock, narrow box-plaits
are placed either side of the front, ex-
tending from the beit to lower edge,
and provide the desired flare. The
plain back is in one-piece, extending
over the shoulders in yoke effect.
There are a group of small tucks at
each shoulder, and the long plain
sleeves are finished with narrow cuffs.
The diagram pictures the simple de-
sign of No. 1285, which is in sizes 16,
18 and 20 years (cr 34, 34 and 38

inches bust only). Size I8 years (36

bust) reéquires 3% yards 39-inch, or
2% yards 54-inch material. Price 20c.

The secret of distinctive dress lies
in good taste rather than a lavish ex-
penditure of money. Ewery woman
should wunt to make her own clothes,
and the home dressmaker will find the
designs illustrated in our new Fashion
Book to be practical and simple, yet
maintaining the spirit of the mode of
the moment. Price of the book 10
cents the copy.

HOW TO ORDER PATTERNS.

Write your name and address piain-

ly, giving number and size of such
patterns as you want. Enclose 20¢ in

‘stamps or coin (coin preferred: wrap
lit carefully) for each number and

address your order to Pattern Dept.,
Wilson Publishing Co., 78 West Ade-
laide St., Toronto. Patterns sent by
veturn mail. .
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A Life Without Books.
Busy that man must be, indeed,
Who thinks he has no time to read,
No time to ajt him down and look
Upon the panéé,s of a book.
So husy withf his tasks of day,
So eager, with the night to play,
That Tennyson is {hrust away!

Near him are richer friends than thoee

His dafly wandering ever knows;

Friends who would share his every
mood '

And fill his heart with gratitude,

Rut he’s 8o busy that he must

' Know Shakespeare merely as a hust,

A bit of marble gathering dust.

Busy that man must be who finds

No time for all God’s noble minds,

Who sees them waiting all about,

Takes tradesmen in and shuts them
out.

|Hn lives his life on crowded 8t reets,

Listens to every man he meets,
But 1tas no time for Lamb or Keats.

Fancy a garden wondrous fair
With every lovely blossom there-
An dat i*s farthest end a siiop
Where one (o eat a bite could stop,
Not to know books would be, I think
Like racing there to eat and drink,
Biind to the roses, white and pink.

-~ Edgar A. Guest.

+
Helping Her Out.

The maid was jeaving, and her mis
tress sald to her, “Mary, I should Wke
to give you a good reference, but my
conscience compels me to state that
Jou never got the meals ready at the
proper time. Now I wonder bow [ can
put that in a nice way?™
. "Weu. ma’am,” retorted the girl,

Jou can say I got meals the same
way 2s [ got my pay.”

i longest of lashes, their every accent!

1
1

'her admirers could have told you the

| Sacre Damm, impossible.

i

daring and love. Shaded with the

i

i

was emphasized by that delightful un-’
' certainty that a French woman knows
{s0 well how to uee. Her hair was
i raven black, with a tantalizing sug-
!gestion of wave which relieved the
{oval face from the madonnalike look
it had 20 often worn since her mother’s
' death. Though tanned to a healthy
|color by Albertan breezes, her skin
. was of that waxy texture which is the
despair of artists, shading down per-'
ceptably about the eyes. ‘

The mouth, small but well formed,
with Jips not too fuil to be expressive
and yet full emough to indicate im-
pulsivenese, were brilliant erimson.

. umaccountable people were these two.
. Of course it had all to be done over

They were the most noticeable feature'
of the face except the eyes. In their
dark hazel depths the luckless swain
who was vouchsafed their full power
was lost to all other feminine charm
until Marie had released him. Few of

. appearance of Marie’s nose. They sel-!
fdom cata’ogued her that far. It was
jthe one feature that Marie herself
regarded as treacherous. It was slight-
ly aquiline and possibly a trifle too
long. As a child she had spent hours,
while reading a book, with her hand'
‘pressed grimly against it in the en-!
deavor to give it an upward tiit. f

But no one else saw anything but|
exquisite beauty in Marie’s nose. And!
of all those who admired it, with!
Marje’s other attractions, the first and
foremost was Dan Malloy. Dan was
a cowboy and he was Irish, There was
no disguising that. Not that he want-
ed to, but it was soon made apparent
to him that neither of these things
ptaced him high in the estimation of
Jean La Farge. Good cowboys were a
necessity, Jean admitted, and probably;
Irishmen had their place in the econ-
omy of the universe; but for Marie,

In the States, Malloy was known as'!
a champion rodeo rider. From the'
south his reputation had preceded:
him. Wainwright Park keew of him'
long before it knew him, the wirmer{
at Pendieton, Cheyenne, Deadwood and |
Denver. Every fall saw him in thei
competitions, the world series lure of
every cowboy. And to him this world
series money provided the sinews of
his adventure and reldef from the neec-
essity of riding range. He had come
in the spring without any definite in-
tention of remaining and none of hir-
ing out. But one aight of la belle
Marie had made him give up ail
thought of any other adventure, He!
was stilt in Wainwright Park in July
and etill without other occupation
than that of gazing into Marle’s eyes |
whenever the opportunity eoffered.
When opportunity did not offer he
made the opportunity. He had -dones
so to-day.

Just how Dan knew that Marie was
going to ride down by the creek that
day is none of our business, but it was
all of the business that Dan had and
he attended to it with exactness and
relish. It was with perfect confidence
that he swept over the bluff and reined
his pony down the bank to the trysting
place. He gave a low chuckle of satis-
faction as he observed two familiar
horses on the bank of the creek. Marie
was tightening her saddle girth, and
Neenah, her half-breed maid, was

assisting her. The cinches seemed to
be giving them trouble.
“Just a moment, Marie,” laughed

Tougher,

Customer—"I tell you, it's pretty

tough to pay 90 cents for a steak.’”

Waidter—'"Yes, bt it’s tougher when

yoU DeY any lese.”

-

Dan as he alighted, “let me help you.”
“Oh, Monsieur Dan, it is you,”
eried Marie, In pretended surur]

One might have inferred that Dah had

Sent on despoiling the buffa'o he i,

just eome up from Mexico from her

¢

again.,

The injured—well, yes, why not say
so0, the injured hand had to be petted
and held. That seemed only right,
and Dan performed the duty that lay
before him manfully, though with a
trifie of embarrassment. Twice he
looked over at Neenah as he led Marie
to & log in the shade of a second
growth hickory tree. Now this Nee-
nah was a wise maiden. She knew
her cabbages. And this preiiminary
was quite in line with many other

ly, scientifically and above

\miaa

representing t he mill

ions of thrifty hourewives
and careful laundrese2s who
have made Sunlight the
largest selling laundry soap
in the world.

The popularity of thisgreat
labog'o»sava and household
economy is based on eff

ciency and ' purity.

Sunlight Soap
The Largest Selling Laundry Soap in the world

Sunlight removes dirt from clothes quickly, th:orough-

all safely.

It is backed by a $5,000 Guarantee of Punty

opening chapters that she had seen as It costs no more than ordinary soaps.
auspiciously begun. Besides she had . P
@ lover herself, and though he was at Cant_heb&;tbetoogood?

the present time enjoying the hospital-
ity of the North West Mounted, she
knew and sympathized with all the
symptoms that were so plainly evi-

denced. : Made by
“Tree’s maybe wat you call one Limi
crowd,” Neenah observed coyly. , Lever Brothers ted
“Neenah,” declared the smiling Mal- Toronto
loy, “when you talk you always say
something important. I like you.”
Malloy was always laughing. It
seemed to be difficult for him to look| S0ld Everywhere

very serious, and Neenah was not
quite on to his American lingo, but
she finished her own thought by ob-
serving to her mistress that she would

‘ r {l.
L
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he could see. A red-coated, superbly
mounted policeman, attracted by the
unusua! disturbance in the valey, slid
down the little gully and approached
the still storming La Farge from the
rear. Bill Harkness’s job was to keep
Wainwright Park peaceful. It cer-
tainly was not peaceful in the little
valey at that particular moment. One
glance convineced him, however that
no blood was being spilled.

Tying his horse he leapt over the
log beside the gesticulating La Farge
and the pleading Marie.

“Here, what's wrong with you
two?”

“He want marry wiz my Marie,”
La Farge fairly screamed at him.
“Sacre tamn, ze gran’ children of Jean
La Farge wit’ dat Irish name,—Mal-
loy!” and with one last wave of his
hand he rolled over the log and made,
still grumbling, for Chicko.
Harkness was used to the firy
Frenchman and in hie heart he sympa-
thized with Malloy. Almost everyone
in Wainwright Park did sympathize
with him. His attentions to Marie
were s0 undivided, his a®¥ection so
frankly expressed, and the parental
opposition so stern and vociferous.
_Dan had sat down on the log and

ride back alone to the ranch. She
waved gayly as she topped the bank.

Without more ado, Dan pitched
headlong into the matter nearest his
heart. Fastening ithe horses, he drew
Marie down beside him on the log.

“See here,” he burst out, “why don’t
you merry me, -Marie?” )

“Father,” shyly began Marie, look-
ing down at her boot-toe, “he doesn’t
like the name—Malloy.”

For answer Dan kissed her. Marie
did not resist. Why should she? She
seemed to like it, So did Dan. He
did it again.

“If you really love me, Marle, you
vou.d not let a silly reason like that
stand in the way. Father or no father,
I'm going—"

So absorbed were they with each
other that they had failed to hear a
horseman ride up and dismount. But
they heard him now.

CHAPTER IIL
A LUCKLESS LOVE AFFAIR.

Jean La Farge, in addition to keep-
ing his own ranch, was a deputy game
warden, and jealously as he guarded
the government herds of buffalo and
elk, he guarded his daughter even

Success After Death.

There & something esmsantiadly L‘l‘ﬂr‘
gic about compositions published after

the death of their creatorss Many of’
the works of the masters did not ap-’
pear fn print until mficr thetr deaths.’
Several of the best waltzes of (‘hotphx,’
for instanco, were etill in manuscripe!
wlen he passed away. The “Tales of
Hoffman,” Offenbach’s on2 chim to‘
larger immortaility, was never seen byi
the composer. Bizet's “Carmen’” and’
Moussorgsky's “Boris Goudounoft”,
were produced during the lifetime of
their compesers, but thev could hardly}
imagine the great recentions that wers
to be given to them in ofter years.
_—......’_. i

Revival
A little sun, a tittle rain,
A soft wind blowing from the west,
And woods and flelds are sweet again,
And warmth witliin tha mountain’s
breast. ‘

-~-Storford A
’ E-
Minard’s Liniment for dandrulf.

Brooke.

e —

THE NEW WALLPAPERS.

more jealously. She was seldom out
of his sight for very long.

Seeing Neenah crossing the prairie
alone and being ever on the lookout
for the omnipresent Malloy, La Farge
was not long in discovering the tete-
a-tete he more than suspected.

“By gar!” shouted the French Can-
adian wrathfully, as he leapt o¢ff his
horse into the littie gully. “How many
times I tol’ you, my Marie, not for
no-good cow-puncher!”

Startied as the two lovers were by
the irate game warden, the significance
of his words was not lost on the Irish

was now mopping his face and shak-
ing his head in perplexed silence. _It
was about the tenth time he had been |
over the same ground and they never
got any farther. {

“Tough old trooper, that,” observed !
Harkness, still smiling as he watched '

La Farge mount and beckon to his

there was very little to encourage him
from the stern aspect of Jean La'
Farge's back as it faded from view.

cowboy.  Straightening himself up
proudly but not belligerently, and still —_——
holding Marie’s hand, he declared: Content.

“I'm a darn good cow-puncher and
I love Marie.”

“Maybe you tamn good cow-
puncher,” fired the father back at him,
“but you not good enough for my

arie.”

So excited was La ‘Farge that he
fairly jumped up and down, waving
his hands about like an excited wind-
miH.

Any other pony but his would have

With glittering gems that shine
against the sun,
In regal rooms of jasper and of jet,
Content of mind not always likes to
wone;

In simple cotes closed in with walls
of clay.

been frightened away by the demon-, —®-
strative Frenchman’s words and ac-! Minard’s Liniment for sore throat.
tions, but Chicko calnily continued eat- e

ing grass—he was used to it.

Marie also was accustomed to this
superabundant manner of expressing
feeling, but she had taken the ccca-
sion to &lip away and was now stand-
ing beside her horse. Her father’s
word was law in his own domain, and
little Marie always remained meek
until the storm had b'own over.

It was at its height now. Even
Malloy, who was used to storms and
weathered wordy ones fairly well him-
self, was nonplussed by the verba.
barrage which swept the usually effec- '
tive smile completely off his face. It
was difficult for Maloy to look mad,
and he didn’t now, only disappointed. -
—disappointed mostly at his inability '’
to make Marie's father listen to him.
But Jean La Farge was unstopabla.
The thought of an Irishman courtinz
his daughter aroused his ire, mor¢
even than would a dozen poachers i:-

Work of Junior Red Cross.

derful opportunity to interest the
The formation of proper health habits
during school life is one of the essen~

tial means of permanently improving

weil-being cf the people.

bfiets, it

INECTO
RAPID

' The world’s best
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ray bair to its natural
fn {5 minutes.
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and he was death on that.
But if ‘Dan couldn’t izl
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daughter to follow him. !
Dan also looked up as he heard the,’
horses mounting the embankment, bUt{

(To be continued.) |

In crystal towers and turrets richly set

But oftentimes it pleaseth her to stay f e

—Geoffrey Whitney (15688). |

'
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The Junior Red Cross affords a won-

youth cf Canada in the cavse of health,

the Lealth and contrihuting to the |

DEALERS AND DECORATORS, SEN) FOR
OUR BPECIAL SA:N'PIE BOOK.
LIBFRAL DISCOUNTS—SPLENDID VALUES.
The W. J. BOLUS CO., Ltd.
HEAD OFFICE AND §HOW LROOMS:
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1€ At Half Prics
m R"Gs From Your Oﬂr?m

Do not throw away vour old carpets
or rugs. Let us re-weave there into
beautiful new Rugs, hundsome in ap-
pearance and an economical asset to
any home.

Write for Catalogue No. 1e.

THERIEN C0. Limited,  Ottawa, Out.
n -

goneg_rown INCUBATOR

s

— | P
B :
|

~
.
{

SHIP US YvOUR
POULTRY, GAME, EGGS,
BUTTER ~~o FEATHERS
”me- fﬁﬁ‘}!f iz Yearz Rounp -

them ﬁ:f alﬁ:fé ;z;:hgzgmntco
P. LIN & Co LIMITED

Stabilaheel crer. ?M
38-39 Bonsecours Marheot o P»;on(.‘oal

e RN S d

=
" Cabin Liners

EUROPE

F.fmocs “O" “cearners are

among thousands of

ous accommodaton:, excellent
Cuisine, attentive sivice,
Vrequent s.lngs Lotwern FTa1c g

Cherbourg and o thamote »

“The Comfort I omse™

ROTA,

TheRovar ManSyeam PacxerCo,
Sandersen & Son, Inc

» dgonsty
\_ 26 Brosiway N.Y . Or lLocii Age sy

4
S r—

1
¢ » —

i

|

)

t

|
1

e ——

ISBUE No. 11.-'28.

e e

MN® B 38 N B st M et et rn

—

TS -] Y PN



