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He had spent the last three years on
the continent, and wos so improved by
his travels, and so altered, that Agatha
hardly recognized him. He had learned
a great deal, but he had not learned to
forget her. He had seen brilliant and
beautiful women, but the calm, gentle
face he loved had more charms for him
than Venus herself would have had.

The distance between them did not
seem so great now, and AHan had re-
turned to England, resolved to risk all,
and woo and endeavor to win the girl
he had loved so long.

He looked with surprise at the beau-
tiful girl by Agatha’s side. His father
told him that Miss Lynne had been sent
for to Lynnewolde; but he had said
nothing of what she was like, and Allan
had pictured to himself a dark, foreign-
looking girl, by the side of whom his
beloved would shine like a star. He
was not prepared to see the loveliest and
most brilliant woman he had ever met.

It was a merr yparty that sat during
those warm, sunny hours under the
great cedars. Yet Inez smiled half
bitterly to herself as she noted that both
the gentlemen were devoted to her sister.
She wondered if they were charmed by
her childlike gaiety, by her simple, in-
nocent sweetness, or by the winnin,
grace of her manner, 80 kind an
thoughtful. She wondered half bitterly
why her own magnificent beauty had
not more power, why those cold English
hearts did not warm to her; she felt al-
most alone, did this strange, gifted
woman. Perhaps there was somethin
too regal and queenly in the style o
her beauty. for it was evident that both
Philip and Allan stood rather in awe of
her.

“I can give you the latest news of
Spain, Miss Lynne,” said Allan. “for. 1
spent the last six months there.”

“How happy you must be to have
travélled and have seen so much!” said
Agatha; “I would give anything to go
to Spain.”

It was amusing to know that each
gentleman, as he listened, mentally re-
solved that her wish should be gratified

“What makes you wish to go to
Spain, Agatha?” asked Mrs. Lynne.

“T think it is one of the most pic-
turesque of countries,” she replied. “I
read the romance. of the ‘Cid’ sgme years

, and most of my ideas of chivalry
are connected with Spain.”

“I will not disabuse you,” said Allan,
with a slightly cynical smile.

“You could not,” said Agatha; “then
I should like to see a Spanish lady in
her mantilla, with a rose in her hair.

Lord Lynne held a glowing damask
rose in his hand; a sudden thought seem-
ed to strike him as he looked at it.

“If my mother will lend me her black
lace scarf for one moment. Miss Lynne,”
seid, “we might show your sister the
dress of a Spanish lady.”

Inez smiled as he handed her the rose.
1t was the first flower he had ever
offered her, the {irst time he had ever
asked her to gratify any little wish, for
Lord Lynne was usually somewhat re-
served with his beautiful cousin. Al-
though it was merely to please Agatha,
and not from any interest in herszlf,
that he made his request, she was glad
and happy to grant it.

“I shall'want a fan to make the cos-
tume complete,” she said.

“You shall have a bough from that
lilac tree,” said Allan: “three tufts of
lilac will make a pretty fan.”

“But the color is too tame; I must
bave white or deep crimson to make a
picture,” replied Inez.

“What an artist you are,” replied
Allan, gayly; and he made her a fan of
dark, growing crimson flowers peeping
between green leaves.

Inez was no coquette, but she knew
the value of effects; she placed the |
black lace mantilla on her head, and
fastened the flower in her hair. Then
ghe rose and stood before Agatha, making
a low, sweeping courtesy. She looked
wondrously beautiful as she stood there
holding the crimson flowers to her
bosom with the inimitable grace known
only to Spanish women, and her splen-
did eyes drooped before the admiring
glances bent upon her.

“Good heavens!” said Lord Lynne to
himself, “how handsome she is!” And
for the first time her beauty seemed to
reach his heart and his senses. Allan
Leigh applauded loudly.

“You will make a capital actress, Miss
Lynne, 1 am sure,” he cried, eagerly.
“Could we not get up some charades or
tableaux?—I do enjoy them so much.
What do you say?”

«] ghould like it above all things,’ re-
plied Imez. *“I will restore your scarf,
Mrs. Lynne, as our masquerade is
ended,” “she said; but they would not
allow her to be what Agatha called Eng-
lish again. Allan mude her a throne of
moss, and sat at her feet. Lord Lynne
declared they only wanted a very brown
ZYPSY- with a very old guitar, to make
him think he was in Spain. ; ‘

“Come over this evening,” said Lord {
Lynne to Allan, “and we will arrange
for some tableaux. I owe my vnmghburs
a party, and we will have one.”

CHAPTER VL

“\Where shall we hold var committee?”
asked lord Lynne, as e entered the
drawing-room after dinger. :

“We do not want flowers and birds
to distract us,” veplied Allan. “‘Let us
remain heve, if the ladies are willing, and
settle the progranume of our tableaux-
vivants. Miss Lynne, will you accept
the role of prima donna, and tell us
what scenes irom “the enchanted realms

Ten

Don't lie awake nights,
ervous and feverish.
g‘en to one yoursleepless-
eas {3 caused by a torpid

. A few days’ troat-
ment with Celery Klng
the toniciaxative, will
make your nights restful

HIS LORDSHIP’S
ROMANCE

snd strengthening. U "e
95 oents, at dealers or by
mall R

. . Wells & Co., Toronto, =

to scorch her cheek and brow.

of fancy” we shall enact?”

Inez smiled, and bowed assent. She
looked happier and brighter than usual.
There was no doubt that that brilliant,
beautiful face could express any passion
or emotion.

“We had better arrange a pro T pro-
gramme,” said Lord Lynne. “I k we
will dispense with the dinner part of the
business. My mother thought of a din-
ner-party; but it will be better to give a
large party, including dancing and tab-
leaux. I owe an invitation to nearly all
my neighbors. We can have a grand
supper, mother,” he added, smiling at
Mrs. Lynne, “and that will console you
for '}nhning a formal, ceremonious din-
ner.

;You }rﬂl have the old ball-room fit-
ted up, I suppose!” said Mrs. L; 5

“Yes, it -hnﬂou decorated in w{::nthe
Barfordshire Coultier calls a truly mag-
nificent style,” he replied. “We wﬂl
have hangings and flowers such ae never
were seen in Lynnewolde before.”

“The drawing-room would be the best
place for the tableaux,” said Inez; “they
could be arranged in the small drawing-
room, and the audience could be seated
in the large one.”

“That would do capitally,” said Allan,
“We can have a curtain fixed under the
arch, and it will be a perfect little the-
atre.”

“Let us hava the tableanx first,” said
Agatha, “and then we can begin the
dancing afterward. It would spoil both
to mix them.”

“Certainly,” said Lord Lynne. “Do
you think, my little cousin, we should
spring at once from a polka into & pic-
ture?! = Eelicve me, tableaux r(‘quire a
great dealof preparation. We will say,
as they dc on the playbills, ‘Tableaux-
vivants at nine o’clock—dancing to com-
‘mence at ten. And now to business.
What shall we try to represent?”

“Are you conversant with English lit-
erature!” asked Allan of Miss Lynne.

“Yee,” she replied. “I never had any-
thing to do but read. I know Walter
Scott almost by rote.”

“Nothing could be better than a scene
from ‘Ivanhoe,” ” said Allan. *“‘Miss Aga-
tha, you will be a perfect Rowena, and
vou, Miss Lynne, a still more perfect Re-
becca.”

“No,” said Inez, “I do not think I
could look like Rebecca. Let me have
something I feel at home in. Certainly
I shall not do so in any attitude of pa-
tience,or self-sacrifice, or resignation. 1
do not like to be Rebecca. 1 should like
to be prosperous, happy, and beloved. I
do not think 1 should look at all patient
if any fair-haired Rowena took all I
loved best from me.”

She spoke rapidly, with a curious ring
in her musical voice, and her listeners
gazed at her in surprise. It would have
been easier for that proud, beautiful girl
to die than to enact Rebecca to Agatha’s
Rowena, while Lord Lynne was Ivanhoe.

“I see what style of character you
like,” said Allan. “What do you think
of a scene from ‘Kenilworth’'t Miss
Agatha would make an excellent Amy
Robsart.”

“And I could take the part of Queen
Blizabeth,” said Inez. *“Yee—I could
look as she did before she knew who
Amy Robsart was.”

“That will do excelently
then,” said Lord Lynne,

“Do let us have the balcony scene from
‘Romeo and Juliet,” ” cried Agatha. “Inez
would make a better Juliet than the
real one, I believe. You might be Romeo,
Lord Lynne.”

“We must have some rehearsals,” said
Allan. “I think it would be very nice
to have the tableaux as a surprise, not
to let anyone know of them. But we
shall want a little more-assistance. My
sister Evelyn and Miss Dacre, who is
visiting her, would be happy to join our
company. We might ask Bertie Bohun
to help us also. We could manage some
very effective tableaux then, and - the
surprise would be pleasant; better than
if people came all ready to see and eriti-
cize.”

So it was arranged. Allan Leigh un-
dertook to bring his sister and Miss
Dacre on the morning following, and
Lord Lynne wrote to ask Bertie Bohun
to join them,

The sound of silvery laughter and gay
words was now heard in the old hall
of Lynnewolde Inez ‘was transformed;
she was queen of the revels. Her ready
wit, her brilliant repartees, her genius
and gift of song made those meetings
or rehearsals scenes of never-to-be-for-
gotten gayety. She was universally ad-
mired. People ‘'did not quite understand
her; they were not accustomed to that
rare mixture of gay insousiance and im-
perial hauteur. Whatever seemed
strange or unusual in her, they ascrib-
ed to her foreign education. In the whole
county of Barford there was no one so
admired as Miss Lynne. Her unusual and
rare style of beauty, her wonderful
voice, were talked about wherever men
and women congregated.

The rehearsals took place in the lib-
rary-—they were pleasant to all; but to
one they were dangerous as an intoxi-
cating draught, or a sweet, honeyed poi-
son. It was so easy to play Juliet with
Lord Lynne as Romeo; it was so de-
lightful to know that his eyes were
dwelling on her face with a look of
rapt love and devotion; to stand for
that one moment and know that his
very soul was in the look bent upon
her. One of those rehearsals they never
forgot.

“Scene the Third!” cried out Allan
Leigh—“Romeo and Juliet;’” and Lord
Lynne took his place and Inez hers.

* Capital,” exclaimed Allan; ‘“only
don’'t you think—excuse me, Miss
Lynne—should you not look at Romeo?
Those downcast eyes are very effective;
but I think the other would be better
still.”

Yet the picture—the shy, loving, beau-
tiful face, the downcast eyes, their
long black fringe resting on the cheeks
—was so perfect it seemed wrong to
alter it.

“Try,” said Lord Lynne—*“look at me.’

Timidly enough, she raised those dark
liquid eyes. Lord Lynne ' never forgot
her face as she did so. When she saw
the expression on his, the earnest, al-
most adoring love that he tried so hard
to represent, a crimson flush seemed
For

for one,

one moment her lips quivered like the
lips of a little grieving: ehil. In that
one look Inez told her sectet. It was
well for her that no one réad it,

“I am tired,” she said impatiently, “1
have been rehearsing all mrnh:.
Letmeno'Fo,LordLynm; we shall
manage it, I'm sure; and Mr. Leigh,
you may be a connoisseur in such things
but it does not seem to me that young

i stand to

self-defence, “it: is omly B

his words .although true, were like a
sharp dagger to the passionate heart eo
nearly betrayed.

It was “only acting,” and yet it was
all strangely real to her. She lulled ber-
self with sweet dreams, she cheated
herself into believing it was real, while
Lord Lynne was only waiting until the
evening of the fete to ask Agatha to be
his wife.

Bertie Bohun was a handsome careless
young fellow, who had just his
xamination, and was now at home at
Bohun Court, awaiting & commission, for
which his father had applied. He was &
brave, honorable man, a son to the
aged father who loved himn better thasdi
anything in the world. He was charmed
with brilliant society at Lynne-
wolde; the beautiful Andalusian had a
most ardent worshipper in Bertie Bo-
hun. He would have euffered any hard-
ship have borne any peril, have risked
any and everything to win one look
from those bright eyes, one smile from
those perfect lips; but neither look nor
smile came to him. Inez received his
homage, as she did the homage of all
other men, as something that was sim-
ply her due. She would have laughed
with ecorn if any one had told her that

hnb-om cavalier; but no painter ever
drew a face so perfect as that of the
young girl who stood by him. The rapt
love, the coy, caquettidh attitude—there
was but one voice in its praise.

Then the curtain rose upon snother
and far different scene. Half hiding in
s kind of grove or artificial bower there
stood a pale, lovely, fair-haired girl. Her
sweet face told its own tale of terror
and hope. Her fair had fallen around
her like a soft, shining veil, and her
white hands were and clasped in
snupplication. It was Agatha Lynne as
Amy Robsart. Standing near her, look:
ing with haughty eves and cold, disdain-
ful face, was the royal lady,ewho would
fain would have crushed gentle life
of the fair girl who stood between her
and her love. A terrible moment was
that in which the royal lady looked up-
on the gentle girl and knew who she
was. It was faithfully rendered. There
was something almost sublime in the
concentrated passion of Inex Lynne. Lit-
tlé mercy would she feel or show to one
who stood in the way of her love. There
was something, too; in the pathetic en-
treaty of the ypung face that looked in-
to hers. : )

There was a hush when the curtain
fel upon that picture. Those who look-
ed felt its force and paesion,

Then came the pretty balcony scene—
the lovely love-lit face of Inez Lynne
shining like a star in the depth of night,
and Lord Lynne as Romeo, looking as le
supposed Romeo to have looked after
the words —

“Q, that I were a glove upon thy hand,

That I might touch that.cheek!”

It wes perfect as a picture; as a piece
of acting it was wonderful. But there
was neither semblance nor acting in

the handsome young fellow loved her.
Sbehlkedtozimnbouthisr fession
at times until the boy’s heart glowed,
and he wished—ah, what vain wishes
he had—that she were a captive, and he
the knight who rescued her; that she
were a queen and he might fight and
die for her.

But 1 his wildest dream, no thought,
no hope, ever came to Bertie Bohun of
winning this ificent woman and
making her his wile. Sometimes, after
she had been unusually kind to him, he
would resolve that before “he rode away
to war,” he would tell her how mad and
foolish he had beem, and ask her to bid
him “God speed!” But the marchi
orders were very long in coming, ai
poor Bertie dreamed the summer away
at the syren’s feet.

Evelyn Leigh was a pretty lively girl
of nineteen—just the least in the world
given to flirting, and somewhat inclin-
ed, Allan feared to be fast—still the
pretty face and gay, lively manner had
many admirers.

Isabel Dacre was a tall, stately brun-

ette, very good-humored, and given to
great miration of everything at
Lynnewolde, from the young lord to
his beautiful cousin.
She had not much intellect; but then,
as Allan Leigh said, she had figure, and
that was very requisile in getting up
good tableaux.

The invitations to Lynnewolde were
issued for the eleventh of August, and
very little else save this coming fete
was spoken of, either in the Hall or out
of it. Every one anticipated a dancing
party, the tableaux were to be a sur-
prise. Yet many wondered why they
were requested to be at the Hall at nine
punctually.

Under the able superintendence of Al-
lan Leigh the drawing-rooms were most
effectively arranged for the tableaux;
the inner and smaller one was divided
from the large room by a long, sweeping
curtain of rich crimson silk; a kind of
stage had been erected, and in the large
room the chairs for the guests were ar-
ranged in a circle.

“I hope it will go off well,” said Aga-
tha to Lord Lynne, on the morning of
the eventful eleventh.

“Never fidget, little cousin,” he re-
plied, with a smile. “Even supposing
there should be neither wit nor sense,
wherever there are flowers, lights, and
music, people amuse themselves, and
famouely, too.”

Soon after eight the roll of carriages
began, and burden after burden was de-
posited at the Hall door. The drawing-
room was soon filled. There was much
curiosity as to the curtain and what it
screened. The ladies besieged Lord
Lynne, anxious to know what “charming
surprise” he had prepared for them; but
he refused to answer any questions, tell-
ing them. that, when the clock struck
rine, they would “have the most com-
plete reply.

When the silver chimes of the little
clock rang out that “mystic hour,” the
lights in the room were subdued; there
was a soft sound of music, and the cur-
tain was drawn up on one of the pretti-
est tableaux ever arranged. It was cop-
ied_from an old Spanish picture, called
“The Surprise.” One read the story at
a glance. The centre figure, upon which
the light fell, was that of a beautiful
Spanish girl, represented by Irez Lynne,
the black mantilla fastened coquettishly
at the back of the head, fell upon the
graceful shoulders and the half-quaint,
half-artistic dress. One deep crimeon
rose glowed in the depths of her rich
hair, and she held a magnificent fan in
her white jeweled hands. Standing by
her side. his handsome face peeping over
her shoulder, was a Spanish cavalier,
wearing the picturesque cloak and the
plumed hat. It was a stolen interview,
and at one window of the apartment
stood a sister or friend, evidently watch-
ing that they should not be surprised.
The expression on the face of this kind-
ly guard (Evelyn Leigh) was excellent
in its mingled archness and anxiety. But
alas, at the other and smaller window—
forgotten both by the lovers and their
friend—shone the angry face of the old
father, who had unexpectedly appeared
on the scene.

The tableaux was long and warmly
applauded. Lord Lynne made a very
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the passionate heart of the beautiful
Juliet ;and when the curtain fell, and
the sounds of applause reached her ears,
Inez raised her eyes once more to the
face of Lord Lynne. This time the love
did not die out of it; but he
stooped gallantly, and kissed the little
white jewelled hand. He meant nothing
by it; but it was not in human nature
to be blind to the love that glowed in
that beautiful face.

There were other tableaux, taken
from some of the most exquisite of the
world’s poems. One of Enid and Geraint,
where Agatha and Allan Leigh acquit-
ted themselves with great credit; anoth-
er of Guinevere and King Arthur; and
the last of all taken from a French pic-
ture, where Inez, as Marie Antoinette,
sat, the centre of a group, the most bril-
liant and beautiful of all. Ther the
music sounded again, the curtain fell,
and the tableaux were ended.

“Wonderful!” “The greatest treat!”
“The greatest surprise!” “So charming!”
and such like murmurs filled the room.
They discussed Agatha and Evelyn, Lord
Lynne, Bertie and Allan, but few named
Inez, and when they did so, it was with
lowered voices. They recognized the
genius, the passion, the grandeur of her
nature. She was a new revelation to
them, was that beautiful southern girl.

The tableaux were ended, but the con-
sequences of them never ended for Inez
Lynne. Now that Philip had looked
on her with such love in his face, even
though it were but acting, never could
she bear to scee that same look bent upon
another. There whs a wild, dizzy joy
that filled her whole soul, and she mur-
mured to herself, ‘I love him so dearly
and so deeply, he must love me in re-
turn.”

(To be continued.)
B i —

BABY’S WELFARE
MOTHER’S CHIEF CARE.

Every mother is naturally anxious
that her little ones shall be healthy,
good natured and Dbright. Every
mother can keep her little ones in this
condition if she will give them an
occasional dose of Baby’s Own Tablets.
These Tablets cure all stomach and
bowel troubles, break up colds; destroy
worms and make teething easy.
Equally good for the new born baby or
the well grown child. Mrs. W. E. Stew-
art, St. George, N. B, says: “I have
used Baby’s Own Tablets for my little
ones for several years and have found
them reliable in all emergencies. I can-
not praise the Tablets too highly.” Sold
by medicine dealers or by mail at 25
cents a box from The Dr. Williams’
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.
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SLAVES IN MASSACHUSETTS.
The 01d Hous2 in Which They Were Sold
in Town of Hanover.

A relic of slavery days in New England
in the middle of the eighteenth century,
the old Tilden house on Winter street,
West Hanover, the only house in that
town where slaves were kept for mar-
ket, is now being demolished.

The house is one of the best known
landmarks in Plymouth county and has
stood for nearly 200 years. It ‘was used
as a tavern in its early days and later
for a residence. Of recent years it has
been abandoned to the elements and has
rapidly fallen into decay.

No one knows the exact date of the
building of the house, but historians
agree that it was long before the incor-
poration of the town of Hanover in 1727.

The Hon. Jedediah Dwelley. of North
Hanover, who has spent much time in ga-
thering facts concerning the early history
of the town, says: “While there was
more or less buying and selling of slaves
(as in the middle of the eighteenth cen-
tury nearly all the worthy families own-
ed one or more) this probably was the
only place where the traffic was carried
on for revenue. I have seen two bills of
slaves sold from this house. One was
from Job Tilden to a Mr. Bailey, of Scit-
uvate, a negro child named Morrow, 9
years of age, of good bodily health and
a kind disposition.”

One of Mr. Tilden’s slaves named Cuf-
fee cerved as a soldier in the Revolution-
ary war, and according to an old pay-
roll he was stationed at Hull, March 1,
1777. He was with Col. Bailey and died
at Valley Forge. He was known as Cuf-
fee Tilden, and was so inscribed on the
printed rolls. ’

The books of the First Congregational
Church of Hanover record the marriage
by the Rev. Benjamin Bass on February
8, 1751, of Jack and Billah, servants own-
ed by Job Tilden. and also the death of
a negro bov owned by Job Tilden, Feb-
ruary 12, 1760.

There are many other brief recorde
of slaves kept in different families in
Hanover.—From the Boston Herald.
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“My bov, be polite and honest.”

“Rut, Adad.”

“Cav om "’

w@ometimes it's pretty hard to be both at

an pasne time "—'(n.nfna Citv Journal

CONSUMPTION'S
STARTING POINT

Lies In Weak, Watery Blood. Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills Make the
Bloed Rich and Red.

Bloodlessness is the starting point of
consumption. When your blood is thin
gy R ey

our face grows te
fails and your heart jumps and flutters
a! the least exertion or excitement. You
are always weak and wretched and lose
interest in everything. m-:i; the point

You may [ into
that hopeless decline that le-da“& oon-
sumption and the grave. What is aec-
tually needed to back health and
strength and energy is the new rich
blood Dr.- Williams’ Pink Pills actually
make. In all the world there is no other
tonic medicine like them, and el who
feel weak and easily tired should take
these Pills at omoce, and regain new

health,
Mips Ada Burke, The Range, N.
Pk

B, says: “I feel that I cannot

too much in favor of Dr. Williams’
P..-ll.s. Iin March, 1007, I was attached
with whooyping cough which clung to me
for several wonths, and when the cough
disappeared I was left weak and rum
down. All summer I was ailing, but when
the autumn came 1 see to be com-
pletely worn out. For a whole month
I never moved outside the house, and
cculd scarcely walk about the house
I was so weak. I had no appetite, my
color was a greenish yellow. I bad severe
headaches and would be almost breath-
lvss at the least exertion. I took several
bottles of medicine, but it did not help
me, and then my mother got me three
bcxes of Dr. Williame’ Pink Pills, when
I bad uezd them I was much better, and
by the time I had taken another three
boxes I was again enjoying the best of
health, with a hearty appetite, good
color and renewed energy.”

Tf you want new health and new
strength try Dr. Williams™ Pink Pills, a
fair use of this medicine will not disap-
point you. Sold by medicine dealers or
by mail, at 50 cents a box or six boxes
for $2.60, from The Dr. Williams’ Medi-
cine Oo., Brockville, Ont.
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REFUSED TO BE DISCHARGED.

Scheme of Railway Brakeman Who Kept
Himself at Work.

In Kansas the railroads have a good
deal of difficulty in providing competent
men to fill vacancies i~ the train crews
and other positions which do not offer
attractions that are especially inviting.

At each division terminal there is usu-
ally maintained a “crew board” upon
which is written in chalk twice a day a
list of conductors and brakemen avail-
able for the following twelve hours. This
list is posted by the “caller” or some oth-
er employee familiar with the situation
and from it men are chosen to fill the
various runs. A

One day an accident happened which
caused some dismey at headquarters for,
aside from breaking up some cars and
tearing up some track, it shattered the
plans of the superintendent, who was
about to start upon a vacation trip.

Investigation developed that a brake-
man had forgotten to close a switch proy
perly and the following train ran into
it, with the result noted above.

The brakeman was dismissed forth-
with, Six weeks later the superintend-
ent boarded a freight train at a way sta-
tion on the division and, mounting the
“doghouse” steps in the caboose, was
much surprised to find that same brake-
man on guard.

“What are you doing here?” inquired
the surprised official.

“Workin’,” replied the culprit, with a
dismal grin.

“Upon whose authority?” persisted the
superintendent.

“Aw! I ain’t lost no time a-tall,” ans-
wered the brakeman. 2

Further questioning brought out the
fact that the industrious one had been
marking up his own name upon the crew
board and in that way was being called
regularly to go out on the run.

Asked why he had taken such a course
to keep at work, he replied:

“Well, boss; my eredit for grub is good
as long as 1 keep busy, but when me
pay stops me chuck stops!”

He is working yet.—Kansas City Star.

SAMPLE COPY FREE

Would you like to have a sam-
ple copy of the Farmer’s Advo-
cate and Home Magazine?

THE BEST AGRICULTURAL
AND HOME PAPER

on the American continent. No
progressive farmer con afford to
be without it. Published week-
ly. Ounly $1.50 per vear. Drop
post card fer free sample copy.

Agents Address:

« THE FARMERS’ ADVOCATE”

Mention this paper. 1261. London, Ont.
___________—____——I————4
First Printing Press West of Missouri.

The first printing press in the United
States west of the Missouri was set up
at Santa Fe early in the last century.
History does not disclose the date or its
origin or its ownership, but there are
extant ‘printed proclamations dated 1821
and having the Santa Fe imprint, ante-
dating by fourteen years the first news-
paper, Ei Crepusculo, prophetically nam-
ed the Dawn, which was first published
in 1835 at Taos and was in the main a
periodical tract to make propaganda for
the peculiar religious and moral ideas
of Padre Martinez. The first English
newnpag‘ers in New Mexico appeared in
1847, shortly after the occtipation of
Santa Fe by General Kearny. They
were the Santa Fe Republican and the
Santa Fe New Mexican, both published
at Santa Fe—Santa Fe New Mexican.
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A GOOD ONE.

“The watch advertised in another eol-
umn of this paper is a BEAUTY, and
you will be more than pleased with it.”

wanted.

—elp
A country ean never be greater than
her sons.

MODISH NOVELTIES.

Rose-fringed Scarf—Waistbands—as te
the New Skirts,

Upon some of the new scarfs, there's .
a deep fringe of little roses and daisies
nodding from long stalks. Gold, erysal
and silver fringes are also being used b
the dressmakers as a completing touc
of elegance upon teagowns, eveming toi-.
lettes, and full aress cloaks,

The latest novelty in waistbands owes
its existence vo the crase for the sash.
The fashionable waistbelt of to-day is
mndnto-p{oulilusudlu-uiu
possible. It is ‘high, and swathed, the
broad ribbon ends weigh i
tassels being brought over the hips and
loosely knoited in front. The sash ap-
pearance so gained is very charming,
and gives an up-to-date toych to oue’s
gowns. i

The elose fitting skirt that follows the
lines of 'the with ease is to be the
leader. It is not probable that the great
makers will take a marked departure
from its lines for the next few months
at least. At its best such a skirt is very

and sufte all sorts of costumes.

Walking skirte continue short. Daring
the summer they have been amywhere
from an inch to five inches from: the
floor. The fall walking skirts are still
& bit uncertain, but they will be short
and probably of as many lengths as
those worn now.

Beware of Scelding.

Per most of the scolding done in
the world is between husbands and wives
or between parents and children. Par-
ents must instruct their children; they
must sometimes -reprove them. They
must often counsel them. But they are in
great danger of “provoking them to
wrath”—in the wise Biblieal Lhruo Chil-
dren have the keenest possible sense of
justice; are also very easily hurt,
and when their minds are bruised the
result is estrangement, and that is as
sal a thing as can ever be. An imperious
scolding father or mother frightens the
children away, drives them into all man-
ner of evasions and subter , and
brands their minds forever with the me-
mory of cruel and blisterig words.

‘arrod Linens and Lawns.

This material is of the greatest im-
portance this season, and the indications
are that it will be used extensively for
fall wear, instead of the plain linen or
lawn, for shirt-waists, children’s dresses,
aprons and handkerchiefs. It wears well,
launders beautifully and comes in vari-
ous widths, designs and qualities. Table
linens of plaids and stripes are the very
newest,

The Teeth.

They must be cleaned.

There should be ‘three cleanings a day.

A brushing after each meal is best.

Even a restaurant diner may use den-
tal floss in the toilet room.

Many business women may manage to
rinse the mouth with lime water.

A rinse made of a teaspoonful of li-
carbonate of soda in a gill of water is
helpful.

Persons who eat all their meals at
home have little excuse for mot using
both brush and floss after each meal.

A brush should be chosen with me-
dium soft bristles, and it should be shap-
ed, else only the front teeth will benefit
by its use. .

———ee—————
Doctors ’Prlvll‘lgn.

Rudyard Kipling, addressing a recent
medical gathering in London, remarked
that among the privileges of physicians
was one which they shared with kings.
Policemen would not stop them if they
exceeded the speed limit on their cars.
A visiting card would take them through
the d t, most turbulemnt erowds. By
flying a yellow flag they could turn &
centre of population into a desert, and
by flying a red-cross flag they could turn
a desert into a centre of population,
toward which men, as he had seen them,
would crawl on hands and knees. They
could forbid any ship to enter any
port in any part of the world, and for
the success of any operation in which
they were interested could, if necessary,
stop, in mid-ocean the fastest Atlantic
liner with her mails. They could tie up
traffic and without notice order houses,
streets and whole quarters of a city to
be pulled down, calling, if need bhe, on
the nearest troops to see that their pre-
scription was carried out.

——t————
A Forbidden Weapon.

Every traveller knows that there are
certain restrictions upon the introdue-
tion of arms into forei countries.
Among the weapons which it 18 forbid-
den to take into France is the “trom-
blon,” which is expressly mentioned in
the penal code as a weapon the carrying
and sale of which is not allowed. And
vet the “tromblon” is not a firearm
which is commonly used nowadays, for
it is nothing else than the blunderbuss,
a weapon which old caricatures show to
have been carried by the guards of
coaches as a protection against highway-
men and to have been hung over his
fireplace by John Bull at the time of
the scare of a- Napoleonic invasion &
hundred years ago, The Dlunderbuss
had a flint lock, a short barrel and a
muzzle like a trumpet, the bell mouth
being designed to scatter the slugs with
which the primitive piece was charged.
Any one who buys one at an old curios-
ity shop had better take care how he
introduces it into France, for the penal-
ty for doing so is a fine of 200 framnes.—
London Globe.

3 o

Most Powerful “Dreadnought.”

It is a curious anomaly ,says the
Scientific American, that the most
powerful Dreadnought afloat should
belong to . Bouth American Republic,
but it cannot be denied that the
Minas Geraes is entitled to this, dis-
tinction. She is the only warship
mounting 12-inch guns, and they are
so placed that she can concentrate
eight ahead and astern znd ten on
either broadside, as against four ahead
and astern and ten on either broad-
side, which can be done by our new
North Dakota and Delaware.

————
Their Golden Bond.

“How did these two ever come to
marry each other?” S

“Well, she was the only woman he ever
knew that would listen to his anecdotes
over five minutes at a time, and he waa
the only man she ever knew that could
look at her that long without getting
neuralgia.”—Puck.




