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A RMEFOR YOviRSEiLF
Our t*o bookes of Bungalow House and CottagePascoiitaiing bundreds of designs, i7'cludlingIloor plans. For any of tbem we supply blueprints and specifications at about 85 per set.Mae to order by an architect tbey would coet$0to $75.* Any carpenter can build your borne~wth our plans, specifications and blue prints.BOM< books sent prepaid and duty free for Onerolo. Regular price ia a dollar each. IfBlue Prints are purchaged we allow you the

dollar.' Catalogue froc.FItI>EJCKje DAKE & Co*
M. 31 315Imogmom oule vard. chicague> , U.S.A.

She his lear-ned that Rioyal Household
j Flor isto ordinary fours what cream i to
Pli mllk0

IShe ham used'Qther kinds of flour, but ham found that Rtoyal
~Iueod is rich in thé highest quality of gluten, giving the

loa athi, risp crust and within a creamy whiteness with a

LOOK -for the ORESTý ON EYEBY SACK. REFUSE AL 0THERS.
OiVie's "Book for a Cook" contains 125 pages of.catr.fullv s9-ected rpeciue that lov,ý

beentrid and testcd. Sent frec on .recuest. Mentl-n n-11- of ur dealer.

The Oqilvie flour ,Milis Co., Iimited, Winnipeg

The Boit Dance of Bulgarla
Copyrighflt, by Uiide(rw"(ooî & Underwootî,

Nev York.

In the land of the rose fields, wvhere
the distilleries tumna the rose, leaves iiîto
the Mnost fragraiut Of perfunles-AXtt,uî
Of Roses, one wituesses witil deliglt.
thie performance of the c"Belt Dancèe,"
ai variation of the "Riing Danco" onrig-
inating ini Bollemia.

Dressed in their verv be.st elothe,
made of, shecp skin, wvich'l soives the
iîighland Bulgars dress pleî,'ear-
îmg as thev <lu? fie w,%ool side Ilext the

'diinin 'ite 11(1 :thle embroilereil
side next the siîî in slllmmert, aimol cm-
bi rOd ered a s on 1 v a B iiilga i a n w' au a n;jj

kuîo~'s 1w; anfuîîîlr of men nai
WOlleî lu ifour-, 'iethfie sjiitist

onj them .gntsj> onw a îm*titer's heU s
and the dlance is on.

.First three stvps forward, then threeI stePs backward (Ithen forWard again
ýinto a r'ing. swviîgimmg and balancing tethe'iei rd mlsie w'ich puts one in

mid of the ])ervislîes, hoiw they man-
agie te kveep theniselves "pin-w.heeling"

-for lours at a time, la remarkable.
To watchi them gyrating is a treat

for abount lifteen minuites. Thpen one
becones dizzy by the rapidly revolv-
ing ~ieel of huîn1anitv whiehi govus
faster and faster until one can ne long-
er follow.

Tloîhthe dance ma-v Iast for hourst a tretuh, euh me of the dancers
losas "s<ol<ili as a funeral"' and

irev e bt uit at inters-ais the nien
1mw] il wh iigi lVeia raiken as a

ilnet i, aL x emy ent ertaining Juer-
fn îi e w i(.11 (.a;I w illh safety, as

well pîî 1sdf. fbe amideulto ,any par-
] or da lie progzra mmne.

"Indeed .1 don't," said Xed, springing to
hie feet, and bending over Claire, bis
band on tîme back of ber chair, "But 1
love you dear," bce said softly. "Don't,
you feel that you should be your wife's
tiret love ?" asked ClaiKe, Iooking UI)
through tears glistening on the long
curled lashes. 'I would have said se

before I knew'you," said Ned seriously,
"but to know you, Claire, to me was
to love you, and the joy of my life willI
be, that throughi my love and care for
You 1I may belp to lessen the sorrow
that God saw lit to send to mar your
sweet Young life.»

Claire covered her face with bet~.hafnds
and her shoulders shoojc with the sobs
she could no longer sitepfess.

"Goldie, darling, don't do that,"
pleaded Ned, as ho dropped on his
knees beside ber, foldiîig bisg big arma

Sa round her, "don't do that, sweet-
heart," lhe pleaded. "Can't you love
ma a littie, l'Il wait if you can't just
now, but ]et nme teach you. Oh!I Goldie
I don't know what life would be like
now if I can't bave you, and you know
how I love Billie and Goldie dear, Dad-
dy lovesW you and lie loves Bille, too.-
Don't you know wbat a happy little
family we would inake,» lie pl'eaded.

À little shudder rai,, over Claire as she
ceased her sobs, and slipping ber armea
around Ned'a neck, she laid ber tear-1
stained face on hie shoulder and whis-4
pered, "Oh, N*ied, you are se good, 1I
would bate so terribly to go away,"
and "Npd '"1sheb whlspered still lower,1
"I do love you. I tried not to but 1couldn't help it. It didn't seem loyal1
to Frank. But you were se kind, se
big and strong, and now that Madget
is gene, you do need one. And poort
Billie; pleading for You for his daddv." i

"IMy danling," said Ned as be rose
te a standing posture, and drawing
Claire up besi(le him kissed the tearsh
a w~ay cc

It was the beginning of the third f
week ini December, whrien Dick and
-Nadge- returned' from their trip. And s
thon ail was busy with the preparation .f
of the other wedding, whieh Claire had Ji
set for Christmas Eve. f

Winnipeg, Jan., 1913.

It was to be very quiet, no One pres.
ent except the two familles an th
minister and his wife. dth

Claire and Madge spent Part of theirtime fixing up Ned' hbomne, mnaking
eie-rythiîig ready and comfortable for
the old gentleman, while they should Lý
away.

lhe air was cold and a gentie snow
Ivas falling, ais. the minister pronounc<.j
Claire Dixon and Edward Oliver mai,
and wif e. Then after a dainty dinnerthey gathered around to say good-bye.
Dick coming inin l hie big f ur coat,
cailed out cheerily, "The rig is ready
.01d Golden Top," and siapping Ned
on tbe shouldere ,fid, ."WeIl, now per-
hap s you a r e « ad o e l s w h r

yon are goifl (Aod inan." No," saidNed, his -gt[d eyes turning to Claire,
"Claire hasn't toid even nme yet where
we are going. Won't youi tell us now
dear?" lit asked, going over to hcer. Shiegave his hand a littie squeeze, and go-ing over to his father, she put hier armi
aronnd his shoulder and holding the
other hand out_ to N'ed, she said.

Ileare going home ii BiIlie's
grandfather."

"Cod bless you, my daughter," said
the old man, nising and kissing hierforehead. "Ned, my son, I wish your
miother couid have lived to bave seen
titis day." Then, turning to the others,
Claire's happy voiGe called out, "And
we want you all to corne over to spend
Xmas with us," and gathering littie
Billie up, she said, "So corne along
Ned, you'II have to kili another tur-
key, you kno-iv."

Ned put bis amis around the both of
thlem, and said, bis deep voice almost
trenibling, hie Nvas se happ *v, "My -noble,
noble little wvife. Corne to Daddy, Billie,"
lie said, taking Billie ini his armas. Billie
looker intoN ed' ees and squeezing
bis littiearms around Ned's neek said
"(Ii, I'ni se dad (glad) Dod sent you
for mv lid .

And they were tears of gladness'that
streamed down M-Nr. Oliver's kind old
faee as he and Claire and Ned filied
little Billie's stocking that hung by the
fire-place that night.


