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on smm- fool's errand-he was supposed
to be Iying dyi*gmi a Westminister
alum. 1 went. I the mean1while, dressed
asaIdress,hle took myplaoe on the bench
behind you, and stoe your pin."

Aviragous Mou aniffed wretchdlyi
and bipe is forehead with bis huge

"When he sent down word to bis
*disreputable colleagues that hie had suc-

eeeded in bis villainous design, I was
rushed back to the House, net ini the lest
comprehiending the purpose of my
uemi-capt4i ty and enforoed journeys.
The alihi you taumted me with, Mr.
Mannering, could only bave been
proved by bis accomplices, who would
neyer bave betrayed him. What
lucky accident brought you here I do
net know, but you have atumbled
upon a truth that I dare nover have asked
zouto beliçve. I tbink you will admittht you owoe me an apology?

"i do indeed," said the Cýabinet Minis-
ter, warmly, "and 1 tender it with ail
my heart. Ia this-this person stfi in
possession of my pin?"

"What do you think?" asked Mr.
Guiderous Mous, fronically. "«Not muchi
-1-1 passed it on as quick as I oould,
but bis hand twitched involuntarily
toward his left breast.

"Did you?" queried Hannibal Manner-
ing. "Let us see. Put your arma Up a
littie stiffer." H1e drew dloser, one eye
stili on the tigerish Mra. Mess, and set
the muzzle of the revolver to tbe temple
of the luckless Guiderous. "Look in
that left vest pocket, Mous," hie auggested
te the M.P.

Guiderous strugged protestingly, but
the cold steel ring preased against bis
tem ple, and hie yielded to the inevitable.

Bi nhappy relative searched the ini-
dicated receptacle, to produce a crumplcd
roll Of tissue paper.

iQuiveringly bie unfolded it, and the
ligbt from the chandelier glittered on
the bluish facets of the Mannering
diamond. With uncertain fingers hie
replaced it excitedly in the Cabinet
Minister's tie, Hannibal Mannering hold-
ing the revolver in position.

Take it quietly," beseuglit the miser-
able Aviragous, as hie completed thia
work of restitution. "'l'Il give you a leg
Up once more, Guidy, and a real good one,
se don't turn nasty over this-this
littie disappointment. Tell him he'd
better take it quietly, Kitty."

"Don't talk to me you pack of beastly
cowards,'" was the eniginatic requeat of
Mis. Guiderous Mosa.

The Home Secretary and Aviragous
Moss, M.P., went away tegether, supped
amicably at the swagger club of the Party
and concocted- diplomatic explanations
for the Speaker and the Press.

But before tbey departed fromn the
abode of the defeated Guiderous, the
Home Secretary put a question to that
"lovely blackguard."

"Tell me how you got my pin out of
my acarf without my knowing it," lhe
aaid "and l'Il give you a tenner for your
trou'le."y

"Part,' first," stipulated Mrs. Moss's
husband sulkily. The Cabinet Ministercompîied:

"il folded my arma on the back of your t]
bench as you lounged in your seat with 01
your eyes closed," was the thief's ex- ai
planation. "Several times 3011 lretended
to stifle a yawn-your armi ini so doing (
gave me enver enougb. 1 had three gi
tries-third tiîne 1 sld mv hand over a
your shoulder, nipped your pin between 'hi
my first and second fingers, and slipped di
it eut. p I another instant it was in my bq
pockeV.

The Edmonton Exhibition grounds
bave heen enlarged byv the addition
of sixty-five adres, incluiding a beautiful
grove of trees wbich bas been set aside
as a camping ground for niotor parties
frem the country; arrangements have
been made te rent tents, cota, etc., at
reasonable pricca, and it is expected that
many families Nvill take advantage of
tbisjmetbod of solvîng the accommodation
p robiem <turing the exhibition week.
Tenders have been called for the con-

struction of a new Women's Building,
whicb it is hoed te btive completed for
use this summer, for the housing of the
health and baby welfare exhibits and the
Wemen's Institute exhibit, a new feature
this yeaiï.
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- The Old Home
(A Reminisoenoe)

Written for The Western Home Monthly by M. E. Sutherland

~T many miles from the historie
II Iand picturesque "Old Lime-

atone City," is situated the
I Iold home.

Lt isa araing, îned
old farm house, surrounded by a yard in
which aweet grass, ribhon grass and huge
g ink cabbage roses strive for dominion over
bold, big rqýd peones and "ret,. white
snowiballsLae, too, are there m pro-
fusion and almost every variety of t hose
desi old-fashioned sweet-scented flowers,
now so rarely seen.

'Tis years now since MY eyesl last
rested on thb eaoeful beauty of thisspo t
of ail spots on Go's beautiful earth,b ut
e'en yet, the memory of it sends a restful
feeling to me amid the restless, pulsing,
graspmng life of a Western city.

I ait and dream me dreams, and again,
i fancy, 1 am back at the Old Home.

Time bas turned backwards in its ffigbt
and j, a child once more, with my little tini
oaa in hand, wander down the lane.

in which alarm and anger are mingled,
then scamperaawa and in a moment isbat to sight ia bote

Well 71m tbe gtting home, "Phew,
but it is hot!1"

I have reached the creek. The tempta-
tion te pull off shoes and stockings and sit
on the big rock in the shadow of the old
bridge and let my feet dangle i the cool
water, is too streng te be resisted. Se off
come shoes and stockings and down I ait
me. "Oh, bow cool it is, and what bliss
is mine te bc able te run about and enjoy
Jife! Poor ittle crippled Charlie (my
near neigbbor) bow 1 pity him, neyer
able te enjoy such things as this."

Thus listening te the ripple of the
water I sit and drearn, simple dreams,

bpydreams, dreams of a future,
draaah,' se unlike the after reality.

But the insistent cati of my stomacb
interrupts my dreama and donning my
hose and shoes, I start for home with no
lagging feet. My, but 1 arn hungry!

The Professor's Wooing
By Grace G. Boatwick

Re mnet tbe maiden at a cabaret
Where he had gone te sece a bit of life
First-hand, te utilize in bis new book-
A scientific book which deait witb strife.
Impresscd was he, oh, very much, indeedi
"A lovely creature, good and wise, ne doubt;
Her beauty shows a saintly seul," said be.
While Tommy Tinker muttered: "Put 'im out!"

The wise professor, calm ne longer, ne,
But stirred as wise professers seldom get,
Went home witb lier and asked'if he miglit cali;
She smiled and murmured smilingly, "You bet!"
Ile called; and brought a treatise on Oe air
And talked of pranie ether-rather deft,
Be thougbt, at conversation-said farewell,
.And Tommy Tinker entered as be left.

Rie brought ber books-sage volumes neatly boumd,
Witb interlineations as te text,
Ia bis fine script-and read tbem every ine
And neyer wondered why she said, "What next ?'
He never touched ber band or spoke a word
Aside. Ail signs ef passion be forebore.
While Tommy Tinker, bearing chôcolates,
Quite boldly kissed ber there, bebind the door.

And then, one night, impelled at last te speak,
The wise professer dared bis all te stake.
:'If you will marry me," he seftly said,
"'Il read te you each night, my dear, te make
You happy. Knowledge fair shaîl be Our joy,
With rarest wisdem for our daily guide."
But Tommy Tinker shouted frern the door,
"Tee late, old grub, sbe's mine! We've just been

tied!"

'Tia early summer and the air is laden
with perf ure fromn the huckwheat field
bhat bordera on the lane and in the orchard
on the other aideof the land the birds
are baving a cantata rehearsal.

On 1 go, across the 01(1 wooden bridge
ver the creek. As 1 cross the bridge the
great buit frogs cailleut tlîeir grecting ini
àhoarse "bar-um, bar-um." But I

asten on for on the green billaide net far
listant, I know, great luscious straw-

brisawaît my ceming.
Now 1 have reacbed the destined spot

ind on my knees, with eager fingers, I
ýick the beautiful fruit: "Oh, you
:eauties, l'àl soon have rny can full of
jou."
Say, did you ever pick strawberries on
I)almy June morning, while a bird

)restra sang te yeu from nearby tree-
ips? If yeu have net you have missed
mie of the greatest of pleasures.
But now my little can is fuit --atnd "nmy

)ut it is getting ho t!" MWel, ' I will go
ronder and lie in the'shade of the great
itternuts and cool off cre I begin my
vak home. Down I ait me under one of
he great spreading trees but scarcely
nm I seated, when. I espy a smaîl brown
bject, busily digging near a atump net
ar a-way. "«Ah, ha, Mm. MWdtxcbuck P'm
oing te give you a chase."
Awnv I go. As I near him, the lîttie

ascat ceases bais digging, gives me a look

Grandmether is alone. Uncle bas gene
te Kingst;,n. She is at the door watching
for nie.

."Oh, Granny, I hope yeu have seme-
tbing geod ready te eat."

"Oh me, Oh my! Green peas, pork ribs
and roasted potatees, bot biscuita fluffy
as feathema, atmawbermiea with tbick cream.
Were there ever such dainties?"

"Say, Ganny dear, 1 den't believe
Queen Victoria bas anything as good as
this."

How happy we are! Ne abadow of
eming events casta itacif. A little while
nfter dinner, a dear old neighboring
granny on whose bead the aîlvering of
ninety years bas fallen, cornes te sec us.

What an afternebon it is. The two old
ladies are like girls se merry, se «happy.
By spelis they are sligbtly reminiscent for
both remember Ontario's pioncer days.
Ilow 1 enjoy these tales they recail.

Qîîickly the aftemnoon apeeds away-
tea time arrives and again the festive
board is spread and in benor of our dear
old guest the quaint old blue tea set is
used.

After tea, the two old ladies enjey a
short quiet chat, ere Granny D'a grand-
daugbter arrives te take bier home.- Now
it is tirne for the cewa to be brought hote
and on me to-nigbt devolves the task,aý
a task of,<,leasure it is tee. Hew I love
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