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one. 1 live on a farm about three 
miles from town. I like to read the 
letters in the Western Wigwam.

I go to school, and I arn in the 
fourth reader. 1 am twelve years 
old. One of my brothers is a black
smith. There is a nice bush on our 
farm. 1 like pen-names, and I think 
1 will send one. I think the button 
would be nice for the corner. I 
would like to correspond with some 
g;rl of my own age.

Man. (a). RAINBOW.
YOU WILL LOVE REBECCA

Dear Cousin Dorothy,—As this is 
the third letter 1 have written to tie' 
Western Wigwam, 1 hope it will 
escape the waste-paper basket as the 
other two did.

I was very sorry, indeed, to hear of 
Philadelphia’s death She used to 
brighten up our corner when we got 
a bit dull. 1 have not heard what 
other member we lost yet, but 1 hope 
to do so soon as 1 like to keep track 
of all the members if 1 can.

I am verv sorry the winter is over, 
because 1 am very fond of skating 
We had a lovely time skating this 
year because the weather was so 
mild. We have no rink here, but we 
have a large slough that we used to 
skate on Sometimes when the 
weather was too cold to skate upon 
the open sloughs, we would drive in 
sleigh-loads to a rink in a little town 
about seven miles west of us. There 
was one carnival, and my sister and 
1 dressed as sisters of charity.

I am <in the entrance class at 
school, and 1 intend writing on ex 
aminations for entrance to the high 
school. I intend being a school 
teacher when I grow up. Do you do 
much reading, Cousin Dorothy ? I 
am a great reader. At present I am 
reading E. P. Roe’s books 1 think 
they are very good, especially "With
out a Home." 1 see you are advis
ing some readers to read 11 Rebecca, 
of Sunny Brook Farm." We have 
tHat book in our school library, and 
1 think 1 will read it, next 

We have a Gourlay piano. My two 
sisters play a little, and we haw a 
pianola also, so we have lots of 
music. 1 was learning to play the 
banjo, but my teacher left, so I had 
to give it up

1 saw someone writing to the West
ern Wigwam who did not like ourlet 
teis. He said they were too mono
tonous, so I thought 1 would try and 
write a letter to please him.

LILLIAN .1 NIXON
Man. (a).

Yarden, Kingsley, Toddy, Blacky .Jnow. 
Trixy and Maud. The hiids’ names herd, 
are: Dick, Dixy and .Jenny.

FLORENCE HUDSON
Man. (a).

CROSSING THE BRIDGE
Dear Cousin Dorothy,—1 was very 

glad to see my letters in print, so I 
thought 1 would write again, and try 
to get one of the buttons. I would 
he very pleased if Cousin Dorothy 
would be as kind as to send me one.
We are living down m Qu* Appelle

My papa lakes cattle into 
We go to school every day, 1 

and ray two brothers. My sister 
drives us every m o r n i n g , and 
we have to cross a large bridge. We. 
have two and one-half miles to go to 
school, 'there are seventeen children 
going to school at present. Our
teacher’s name is Mr. B---- , and we
like him very much. 1 will have to 
close now. With best wishes to all 
the Wigs.

FX A REINERTSEN (.1.0).
Sask. (a).

Bigot felt 
the loser bv

that

THE GOLDEN DOG
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CH APTER XV II 
’I do,

-(Continued).
haveyour Excellency 

reason, ’’ was the reply.
De Pean did not say what his rea

son for watching Angélique was; 
neither did Bigot ask. The Intend
ant cared not to pi y into the private 
matters of Ins friends. He had him
self too much to conceal not to re
spect the secrets of Ins associates.

“ Well, Be Pean ’ 1 will wait on
Mademoiselle de Mdoises this morn 
mg. 1 will act in you: suggestion, 
and trust 1 shall not find her un
reasonable. ”

“ 1 hope youi Excellency will not 
find her unreasonable, but, 1 know you 
will, for if the devil of contradiction 
was m a woman he is in Angélique 
des Mrloises 1 ” replied De Pean 
savagely , as if he spoke from some 
expeiience of his ou n.

“ Well, 1 will try to cast out that 
devil by the power of a still stronger

the golden haired, a - shi sal m the 
arboi this morning. Hei light mom 
iag dress of softest texture fell in 
graceful folds about her exquisite 
form. She held a Book of Hours in 
hei hand, but she had not once open 
ed it since she sat down. Her dark 
eyes looked not soft, nor kindly, but 
wanton, and even wicked in tin ir ex
pression, like the eyes of an Arab 
steed, whipped, spurred, and brought 
to a desperate leap — if may clear 
the wall before it, or may dash it
self dead against the stones. Such 
was the tempei of Angélique this 
morning.

Hard thoughts and many respect
ing the Lady of Bea.umanoir, fond 
almost savage regret at her méditât 
ed mention of De Rcpentigny, gli1 
tering images of the Royal intend
ant and of the splendors of Wrsaill 
es, passed in rapid succession through 
her brain, forming a phantasmagoria

FRUIT EXHIHI I AT XKUSON. B. ( .

A DEAR LITTLE SISTER
Dear Cousin Dorothy,—I am going 

to write you another letter. It does 
not look like spring yet. 1 go to 
school now. There aire nineteen 
scholars going to school. 1 have 
even sisters and foui brothers \h 

father and mother came from Eng
land, and they have been in Canada 
twenty-five years now, and have 
taken the “ Fasmei’s Advocate ” fo 
twenty years. Before Cousin Dorothy 
was printing the letters. A woman 
named Minnie May was printing them 
for all the kiddiei that wrote Icttei 
I belong to another club too, but I 
like Cousin Dorothy’s club the best. 
Cousin Dorothy, aid you enjoy your
self at Easter ? I did, and I hope 
you did, and all th mu n ’ «, 
have a little sister, Nellie. She has 
brown eyes and curly hair. She is 
so pretty, and we have lots of fun 
together. My sister and brother and 
I walk a mile to school every day. 
The anemones are up.

Ian. (a). ' WATER LILY (13).

NTNt i Ms WITH NINE LIVES EACH
Dear Cousin Dorothy,—As I have 

been very interested in the Western 
Wigwam, f thought I would write 
too. ^ My father has taken the 
“ Farmer’s Advocate" ever since I

and thinks it is a very 
for the farm. I have 
dog and nine cats, also 

I live on a farm a quar- 
from Kenton. I have 

sister who is eleven yeàrs old, 
1 am eight. The name of the 
is Rover, and the names of the

can remember 
useful paper 
four pets, one 
three birds, 
er of a mile 

one 
and 
dog
eat are : Tip, Tim Isabel, Holly

one. Ring for my horse, De Pean
The Secretary obeyed and >id• • i d 

I he hoi si " Mind, De Pean 1 " con 
; limed the Intendant 1 I he Board of 
the Grand Company meet at three foi- 
business ! actual business ! not a 
drop of wine on the table, and ail 
sober ! not even Cadet shall comq in 
n he shon s i me streak of 1 he la ape 
on his broad face. There is a storm 
of peace coming over us, and it is 
necessary to shorten sail, take sound
ings, and see where we axe, or we 
may strike on a rock. ”

The Intendant left the Palace at
tended by a couple of equerries. He 
rode through the palace gate and into 
the city. Habitans and citizens bow
ed to him out of habitual respect for 
their superiors. Bigot returned their 
salutation, with official brevity, bul 
his dark face broke into sunshine as 
he passed ladies and citizens win m 
he knew as partners of the Grand 
Company or partizans of his own 
faction.

As he rode apidly through the 
streets many an ill wish followed 
him, until he dismounted before the 
Des Meloises.

11 As I live, it is the Royal Intend
ant himself, ” screamed Lizette, as 
she ran, out of breath, to inform her 
mistress, who was sitting alone in 
the summer-house in the garden' be
hind the, mansion, a pretty spot taste- 
fully laid out with flower beds and 
statuary. A thick hedge of privet, 
cut into fantastic shapes by some 
diseipli of he school of Lenotre, 
screened it frotn the slopes that ran 
up towards the green glacis of Cape 
Diamond.

Angélique looked beautiful as Hebe

in « faich she colored ev ei \ thing ai 
cording to her own fancy. The words 
of her maid roused her in an instant.

“ Admit the Intendant and show 
him into the garden, Lizette. Now!" 
said she, 11 I shall end my doubts 
about that lady ! I will " test the 
In tendant’s sincerity, — cold, calcu
lating woman-slayer that he is ! It 
shames me to contrast his half-heart
edness with the perfect adoration of 
my handsome Le Gaxdeur de Repent- 
igny ! ’’

The Intendant entered the gardei 
Angélique, with that complete self- 
control which distinguishes a woman 
of half a heart or no heart at all, 
changed her whole demeanor in a mo
ment from gravity to gayetv. Her eves 
flashed out pleasure, and her dimples 
went and came, as she welcomed the 
Intendant to her arbor.

“ A friend is never so welcome 
when he comes of his own accord 
said she, presenting her hand to the 
Intendant, who took it with empress- 
ment.. She made room for him on 
the seat beside her, dashing her 
skirts aside somewhat ostentatiously.

Bigot looked at her admiringly 
He thought he had never seen, in 
painting, statuary, or living form a 
more beautiful and facinatine woman

Angélique accepted his admiration 
as her due, feeling no thanks, hut 
looking many.

“ The Chevalier Bigot dors not 
lose his politeness, however long he 
absents himself ! ’’ said she, with a 
glance like a Parthian arrow well 
aimed to strike home.

“ 1 have been hunting at Beauinan- 
oir, " replied he extenuafingly

H*at must explain, not ex'-us» mv

as
t »>

apparent neglect, 
he had really been 
absence.

v Hunting ! indeed ! ” Angélique 
affected a touch of surprise, as il she 
had not known every tittle of gossip 
about the gay party and all then do 
mgs at the Chateau. 11 They say 
game is growing scarce near the e i t %. 
Chevalier, " continued she nonchal 
ant I y, "and that a hunting party at 
Bcaumanoir is but a pretty meton 
omy for a party of pleasure : is that 
true ? "

" Quite true, mademoiselle, " re
plied he, laughing. " The two thim 
are perfectly compatible, — like- 
brace of lovers, all the better for b> 
ing made one. "

“ Very gallantly said ! " retorted 
she, with a. ripple of dangerous 
laughter. “ I will carry the com- 
p.u icon bo farther. Still, l wager, 
Chevalier, that the game is not 
worth the hunt. ”

11 The play is always worth the 
candle, in my fancy, " said he, with 
a glance of meaning; “ but there is 
reallj good game yet to Beaumanoii 
as you will confess, Mademoiselle, if 
you will honor our parts some day 
with your presence.

“ Come now, Chevalier, " replied 
she, fixing him mischievously with 
her eyes, 11 tell me, what game do 
you find m the forest of Boaumanoir?"

“ Oh ! rabbits, hares, and deer, 
with now and then a rough hear to 
try the mettle of our chasseurs ’

“ What ! no foxes to cheat ft. dish 
crows ? no wolves to devour pretty 
Red Riding Hoods straying m the 
forrest ? Come, Chevalier, there i 
better game than all Gut. " said 
she.

<fie yes ! ” — he ; all sui,>>’• ed 
she was i allj lag Mm bow — - pleut \ 
but we don’t « tod hoi ns alter them

They say, " continued sh<
11 there is much fairer game than 
bird or beast m the forest of Beau 
manoir, Chevalier. ” She went on 
recklessly, 11 Stray lambs arc- picked 
up by intendants sometimes, and 
carried tenderly to the Chateau ! 
The Intendant comprehends a gentle 
man’s devoirs to our sex, I am sure."

Bigot understood hei now, and 
gave an angry start. Angélique did 
not shrink from the temper she had 
evoked.

“ Heavens ! how you look, 
lier ! " said she, in a tone 
banter. “ One would think 
accused you of murder instead 
ing a fair lady’s life in the 
although woman-killing is ho 
I believe, by the laws of ‘gallantry, 
as reed by gentlemen — of fashion."

Bigot rose up with a hasty gesture 
of impatience and sat down again. 
After all, he thought, what could 
this girl know about Caroline de 
Castin ? He answered her with an 
appearance of frankness, deeming that 
to be the best policy.

“ Yes, Mademoiselle, I one day 
found a poor suffering woman in the 
forest. I took her to the Chateau, 
where she now is. Many ladies be
side her have been to Bea.umanoir. 
Many more will yet come and go, 
until T end my baeheZordom and place 
one there in perpetuity as ‘mistress 
of my heart and home,’ as the 
says. ”

Angélique could coquette in half- 
meanings with anv lady of honor at 
Court. “Well, Chovaliei it will hi 
your fault not to find one fit to place 
there. They walk every street of the 
city, But they say this lost and 
found lady is- a stranger ? ”

“ To me she is — not to 
haps, Mademoiselle .

The fine ear of-Angélique detected 
the strain of hipoerisy in his speech.
It touched a sensitive nerve. She 
spoke boldly now.

" Some say she is your wife, Chev
alier Bigot 1 Angélique gave vent to 
a feeling long pent-up. She who tri
fled with men’s hearts every dav 
vas indignant at the least symtom 
of repayment in kind. “ They say 
she is your wifi or, if not- your wife,

.e, ought to be, Chevalier, — and 
will be, perhaps, one of these fine 
days, when you have wearied of the 
distressed damsels of the city. ’’

M W hmn he*<ev for Rw»t. i-'+ter

Cheva- 
of half 
I had 
of sav- 
forest; 
murder

song

you, per-


