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WJEN VYOUR CHILD COMES HOMtE TIREt>
give hilm a cup of Boy~ril, or let the principle mneal commenice with a littie
Soupmade from Bovril.i
'HewIn i lf* t his fatigue and enjoy and profit by the solid

OF A

is trifling compared with the
lifetong satisfaction it affords.
One can't use a "Swan"n and after-
wards dispense with it.

Priote 4rom $2.50
SOLO BY STATIONERS

Usé
Swan

k 1

CATALOCIJES rOST FREE
MABUE TODD & 00.

124 York Strout Tracrito

LONDON, NEW YORK, CHICAGO, ETC.

E YEN t he miller's eatE hd a. certain air of
a up r e me unconcern.

"We are rtwo of a
kind, Primrose," eaid
the miller. And as he
emptied a bag of

- corn into the hop-
per lie sang a line of

bis own particiar song:-

1 care for nobody, no, not 1, since
xobody cares for me.

Primrose stretched and'yawned.
III suppose that is your way of

shrugging your shoulders," the miller
mediated.

Primtrose wakq to trhe sunilighted
door, leaving little four-toed tracks on
te floury floor. At the door she waa

stopped by someone coming in - some-
one who held her silken ékirta high from
contact with the powdery' whiteneas.
'I heard you singing when 1 was far
down the roard," said the owner of the
gilken'aldirts, "and it isn't truc. You
know that I care."

"But you won't live in my miii."
"As if any woman would!"
The miller brought a chair for ber

placing it in the middle of the wide door,
th'at she might lookc out on the white
waters churned by the big wheel.

"You don't care really. You think
you do.d But you are a littie thing to bie
wrapped in silks and satins, and to have
little buckled shoes on your feet, anîd
to eat front golden plates. Primrose
and I have our meals on blue china."

"Primrose 7"
"My cat. 'A primirose by the river'a

brim,' you know, 'a yellow primrose
ivas to 1i1' lie picks'd up the cat
and she lay like a spot of gold 4gainst
his white blouse.

The girl looked at hiîm with some-
tuing burning in the back of lier eyes.
"You're different fromn any man I have
ever met," she said.

"That's wlîy you think you like me,"
lie told hier, and back in bis eyes there
biîrned a. deeper liglit. "The men o
your world are all alieze - and s0 are
thle wornen."

lier head went up. III arn not like
the rest."

-I1 haven't seen enougli of the rest
to know." The miller stood ini the
doorwa-y and looked down at lier. Her
liair n-as black and came in a littie
point on hier forehead. There was a
gold buckle at lier beit and two on hier
shoes. Her eyes were grey, and lier lips
a scarlet line. "I hiaven't seen enough
of the rest to know. Now and then
they drift in here from the hotel and
wonder how it liappens that a man of
brains can content himself with grind-
ing corn."

"0f course they wonder."
"Why? W7hat do men of your world

do?"
"Oh," she answered, vaguely, they

have business during the day and at
niglit they dine sornewhere and go to
the play-and eat late suppers."

Ile laughed, "Thbey are a lot of pup-
pets pulled by a string; tlîey dance to
the tune the world sings, but 1 sing a
soncg of my own."

He set the littie cat down gently and
leanied towards the girl. "I sing a song
of niy owni," lie repeated, 4'a soiig that
bias iii it the beat of the old whbcd, the
grillding of the mill stones, the rou.r of
the waters."

Ilis voice dîed away. is e.Nes looked
bevond the strean, lbeynid theienjter-
v'ening fielàs and pastures, to the bline
Elle of the hbis.

Presently lie went on. "I i ,iii nthe
citv once."

"I thouglit so. Wlîy di d yo011 have ?"

"Berause of a girl."
A flare flickered ini lier lel.''

''Yes. Not a girl of vemr rri.it

a. gilini mv elas at elrrr Silr was
a il (arnel'f little stmulei1 l r'lrr w w re
senîsible boots - not li1i! r, 'riruella,

t hings wîitUa golden b alIid short
skirts and flannel bIousfrý. shi
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was yery frelsh and pretty and young."
"Yea?"' The flame flickered out,

leaving lier'white.
"'She came f rom the people, and she

hated what sihe called the privileed
classes. And ah. chose me as the butt
of ber satire because of mZ father's
mrillions."

"Iminions il"
"'Yes. And now that .my father is

dead the millions are mine. Not many
men at the botel have more."

«'And yet you live here 1 1
"Because of that girl I liv. here.

Grad uai'ly ahe piqued my interest. Site
scorned a man who 'would itot work
with bis bands. I had danced my way
through life. Site showed me trhat there
were real tiings in the 'world-that no
man had a right to b.e a drone. We aaw
a great deal of each other; finaliy we
became engaed."

"'And yet a week ago-that day in thérain-you told me that you loved me."
"'Yes. Eisa waa a force in mylife-.

she bas alwms been a force-but that
is an. And you are different. You are
"«You are different from any man I have

His grave eyes met bers. "If you loved
the realization of a dreaxa. You are
thte incarnation of joy -of if e -
Euphirosyne. That firat day I saw you
on the mountain you were pulling down
te brancies of a dogwood tree and

breaking off the blossoma. And you
were langing-aIl alone Vitere in the
forest. A"i I Iaugbed back and helped
you break off the branches. And we
needed no introduction - do the wild
things of the forest wait for formali-
tics? After iiat you came here often-
and we sat in titis door and talked; and
te day that it rained we were' @hut

away from the world and I could just
see the little white oval of your face,
and then you told me that you would
noV live in my mill."

"And ail the time there was the other
girl?"

"Not -in the way you think. My en-
gagement with Elsa was over two years
ago. 'You see, she didn't want me to
corne up here," a little smile broke the
corners of his strong moutit. "Site had
demanded titat I work with my hands,
and she thought I would do it in a
more spectacular way. But I went b.-
yond bier theorries. 1 was convinced tbat
site was riglt-that the man who lahorS
is the happy man, and that te ques-
tions of the masses will be solved wheu
tbey' can bc made to icave the cities.
My grandfathier was a riller-this was
his miii, so I came here. Over there in
the old house are bis pieces of mna-
hogany, some of his brooks and many of
mine; tlite samne fireplace. I have made
a few changes, though I bave adde<I
sorne luxuries, and I keep two servante
and a horse. Titen for company I have
nuy patrons, mny cat Primrose, and Up
at tite iotel, my friend Beeman."

"Bec-man?7"
"The propretor. The soul of his grand-

father dwells in hin. My grandfather
and lus were friends. One ran thte mille
tite other the count'ry tavern, where the
coaceh stopped. When I came up hère
Beeman iaugited at me, and then he
visited me and was faseinated. NOW
lie is running the botel in a modern way
for fashionable folk, but at heart hie î5

thte old-time tavern-keeper, 'wito would
Iike to sit in the front yard and gosgiP
witih bis neiglîbors, or toast bis cheese
by the winter fire, or amoke bis pipe
in the cliimney corner.'

"Hie seerns so-.--commonplace."
"You tlîink that because lie is fat.

H-e wvas alwavs fat-at college lie was
as round as a barrel-but lie bas bramas."

Tiien lie set the subject aside lightlY.
"Anîd so I livre alone, for Elsa scorns
nie because I will noot go to the city and
work and vou scorn be because i will
not go to tie city and play-and neither
of vou xwihi live in miv miII."

Shîe came and stooâ close to him i er
e es 'er *v large in lier White face. *'An~d

Vov ould rnarry eititer one of us if
w-e could coîie 7"

Tfien for tlie first timie lie Wall
serions. "Good heavens, no, chiid," he

The Miller!s Song.'
By Temple Bailey.
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