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wanted—fancywork, sofa pillows, towels,
holders, pillow-slips, and a long list of
useful things. Perhaps Mrs. Farmer's
Wife has butter and eggs she would ex-
change for something she nceds. 1 know
there is always good demand among town
folks in the fall for crocks of good
butter.

But T must cease, or you will be tell-
ing me to stop my chatter.

Grandma, I have not attended Women s
Institute meetings, simply because there
are mnone in my neighliorhood But 1
read and enjoy all the reports T can get
of such meetings; and 1 believe they are

The Emancipation of Lydia
Duyroe.

Mrs. Simon Bale stepped with ponder-
ous solemnity up the path between the
flower-beds with their brown and tatter
ed company. It was the second of
November, and the air was full of the
fine, sharp voices of dead leaves and
bare, scraping branches ; there was quite
a wind that afternoon. Before Mrs. Bale
touched the door, Mrs. Warren ojened it
from within.

‘I sce you going over to Lydia’s,"” she
said in the repressed tone with which one
speaks of a house where death is guest,
‘and I told Jessie that I thought like-
ly you'd stop in on the way back, so I
was sort of watching for you. lLay off

your things, Em'line

‘1 dunno’s 1'd ought to,”” Mrs. Bale
responded, doubtfully unwinding the nubia
that framed her broad face. “ 1 can't
stay more'n half a minute, for I've got
to get back and make biscuits for sup-
per Well, there, Jessie, 1've jest dis-
covered you, curled up in that corner.”

The young girl looked up with a serious
sinile. She had an odd, eager, little,
brown face, with eyes so blue that at
times, when alight with excitement, the
effect 'was almost startling People often
looked at her with the curious feeling
that she had spoken and they missed her
words : they couldn’'t make her out, they
confided to each other.

Mrs. Bale, surrendering her wraps, sank
heavily into the nearest focking-chair.
Mrs. Warren took the one opposite, and
for a moment or two they rocked in
silence. Mrs. Bale was the first to
epeak

“Well, and so poor B-tsy's gone at
last I " she sighed. “* It came on me
like a clap this morning : she'd been
hanging on about the same for so many
years that I s'pose we didn't realize that
she really had been failing all the time
Lyddy says she passed away real easy,
in her sleep.”’

“Last night,”” Mrs. Warren confirmed
her ““ Lyddy didn't know till this
morning She came running over before
I was dressed, an’ 1 jest flung on what
was nearest and went back with her. She
looked as peaceful as a child.”

I'ney both glanced instinctively towards
the opposite house A brown tangle of
honeysuckle and roses hid the door, but
every now and then something black
fluttered against the pale sky.

“"I'was a blessed release, if ever there

was one,”” Mrs. Bale asserted. ‘It sefull
five years now since she's been a comfort
to herself or anyone else. There ain't
many would have done for her as lyddy

has—and she no kin at all.”

| sald <o to Lyddy once I said
that it didn’t seem right <he should be
wasting her life on an old woman that
had no claim on he I she knew,
"twould be different,” T said “But she
don't sense anything that's going on
round her, and you're jest throwing away
the best yvears of vour life,” T told her

' Tain't hard to guess what Lyddy
answerxl, "’ Mrs. Bale said with some
alnusement : \ulmd‘\' e\ er got any
thanks for telling Lyddy to consider her

celf

No 1101t 1 didn't,”" her friond e
Tarnedd “lyddy said that Bersy  had
tahen core of her mother, and she wa n't
ane  that could forget things like that
Betsy should have all that she could cive

.w‘i long ws she lived. As for bher not
censing what went ou  around | Jrgr
dipdn’t know  about  that She certinnly
new the difference between i aud an
one else

She eertainly did,” Mis Bale pgtel

I'hat was what made e maddest
he'd treat Lyddy like the dirt under b
but af Lyddy wanted to po o gl
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I don't think Lyddy minded the talk-
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BRIGHT I'DEAS
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e : and all other forms of enter-

i : tainment will prove a greater
success if you consult our
book, ‘‘Bright Ideas
for Entertaining.”
It contains 235 pages of
novel and practical ideas.
There should not be a dry
moment.
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ENTERTAINING

MRS.HERBERT B.LINSCO11

Nothing makes the time drag so much as the lack of some-
thing to do. ‘

Young and old, rich and poor, big and little will all find
scores of valuable suggestions in this book.

There should be one in every home.

Send us only one new subscriber to THE FARMER'S
ADVOCATE AND HOME MAGAZINE (not your own
name) and $1.50, and we will mail the book to your address
postpaid. Do it to-day. Address :

The Wm. Weld Co,, Ltd., London, Ont.

100 %

good bread is what every user of * Five
Roses ” Flour gets as the result of Baking
Day. This is more than can be truthfully
sald of any ordinary brand on the market.
Users of “Five Roses” never have any
sour, soggy bread, but always sweet, crisp
loaves that are the delight of every bread-
eater throughout the world.

Ask your grocer for a 7-lb. bag to-day and
test it yourself.

LAKE OF THE WOODS MILLING CO.,
LIMITED.

—'

TO FARMERS:

If your local dealer cannot sup-
ply you with Plymouth®
Binder Twine, write us,
and we will put you in the
way of securing the Celebrated
Plymouth Brands.

PLYMOUTH AGENTS
65 Colborne St. TORONTO, ONT

TO SECURE THE BEST RESULTS

Piace an Ad. in the Farmer’s Advocats




