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Because of its Flavor,
Why do you ‘buy certain varieties ‘of fruit and

vegetables? Is it not bec

ause you ‘fike the flavor of

some better than cthers? .
Flavor is the ‘specml quality which stamps one

. The delicate, fragrant

brand of food product as superior to another, and is the
quality that always commands the highest price,

flavor of Red Rose Tea is

the result of scientific study and methods on the tea
plantations, and in the tea testing and blending rooms, -

It has what might be called a fruity taste—a rich,
ripe flavor that is very pleasing to the palate—a taste

you won’t forget

The Blue Label is recommended

T. H. ESTABROOKS, St. John, N.B.
BRANCHES : TORONTO, WINNIPEG.
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SOME FAMOUS M.8.8.

©Charter of England’s Freedorn Saved
From Tailor's Scissors — Original

[ Copy of “Paradise Lost.”

¥ !A country which has supported for

@ generation a costly commission to

@écure for the State printed coples of

g#housands of historic manuscripts is

_ mot likely to let go the original copy

of “Paradise Lost,”” and we may be
sure, says The London Daily Mail, that
Bong before the sale announced for next
@pring the Miiton manuscript will rest
fn the national treasure house, side by
mide with the seared and yellow copy of
fMagna Charta,

That shrivelled parchment, the char
@r of English freedom, was saved, it is
@aid, by the veriest chance- from the
@cissors of a merclless tailor.” Struck
By the great seals attached to a plece
©f paper the tailor was cutting up, Sir
Bobert Cotton stopped the man and
mave him fourpence for the docu-
ment he would have destroyed. It is
mow in the British Museum, lined and
mmdmasmucue, the seal

@ shapeless mass of wax, and the char
@cters ‘quite fllegible.

Fourpence will not buy “Pnradho
lJolt." and the passing of this interest-

t into the p ion of the
State will be a much more formal and
wmromantic transaction. Is it too much
%o suppose that the Secretary of the
Historic Manuscripts Commission will
Muiletly send a check one morning to
Mesors. Sotheby and hand the manu*
-'bt to Sir Edward Thompson at

‘nn commission, if we are to believe
&n @mgl, has done uch more daring
€hings. The fourth Barl of Ashburn-
Bam bad no great love for it.  “You
@ye here, sir, under falsé preterices”
e shouted to Sir George Daseht when
Khe knight, at the earl's invitation, ar-
wived at Ashburnhom. “I have discov-
ered that you are a mémber, sir, of that
mmost disreputable soclety called the
Mistorie . Manuscripts Commission;
ghey are a society of ruffians, sir.”

“8urely,” exclaimed Sir George, “a

come to mind of manuscripts which
have lain for years and generations,
sometimes, for centuries, out of sight.
Milton’s “Commonplace Book” was
lost for 200 years, and was only found
and published n 1874. But for an ac-
cident his “Comus” might have been
lost to the world, as it narrowly es-
caped being bricked up with the Bridge-
water Papers, which had all perished
when found.

The Creevey Papers, which all the
world has been reading of late, lay
for sixty years undiscovered, and we
have had in the last few years a re-
markable example of how, even in
these days, momentous manusoripts
~may lie hidd and cted  be-
yond the gaze of man. The oldest
code of laws in the world, promulgat-
ed by a King of Babylon forty-two cen-
turies ago, was found, thanks to the
enterprise of the Frengh Government,
only last year, and though the ancient
manuscript is written in stone, it is an
amazing thing that we can mow read,
in King Hammurabi’s own words,
4,314 lines of°the statutes he enacted
for his people more than twe thousand
years before Christ.

There is now in St. Petersburg the
oldest known manuscript of the New
Testament in Greek, saved from de*
struction by the merest chance sixty
years. ago. Crossing the hall of a
convent at the foot of Mount smai.
Constantine Tischendorf saw a bask
full of parchmerit leaves on their way
to be burned. Two baskets had already
gone, he was told, and all that he could
secure for himself was & small bundle
of odd leaves. But the monks, now in-
terested in the ‘“‘waste. paper,” saved
thoruttxma the fire, and ning years
after, on a return visit te the eonvent,
Tischendorf found that the- ;tewud
had, wrapped in a red clath, “a bulky
kind of volume,” which proved to be
the whole of the New Testament, with
parts hitherto unknown, and parts of
the Old, ‘'which had long been. sought.
He begged the .volume for the Cgzar,
and to-day it lies well preserved in spite
of its 1,600 years of age, among, the
treasures of the Russian capital.

The Stuart pa.pera. one of the most

Ezul many eminent persons belong to
ke commission -—Lord isbury, for
fgstance, is ot .a ruffian”

‘%Y¥es, #ir; he {s a ruffian, when act-
#ng for that society,” the angry earl
Burst out; “and you, sir, are a ruffian,
::_—- your tamper with title deeds,

itamole- almost without number

pr of King Ed-
ward, were found lying In a garret by
an outlaw. upon whose head the Brit-
ish Government had set a price, who
bought them for a paltry sum as a
heap of tradesmen’s bills, and after
wards ended a miserable life by
strangling himself in a London tavern.

of uniform flavor,
always in sterilized parch
1b.

First-Grade Tea

The Red Feather indicatesa first-grade Ceylon tea,
Its “quality ” standard is fixed.
Black, Green or Mixed—never put up in lead but

Get Red Feather in your cap

ment-lined packages—4oc.

Ordered

The T. H. TAYLOR CoO. ’S
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Clothmg

part of the day shewhing g
tabuahed ‘possession by rw ' pre-

hd&«umo in the uturd :
1 climbed to my usual vantage
polnt and found ensconced in my fa-
worite position on my rock a girl.

1 was indignant, also disappoin
I felt much as Izaak qu: might
have felt when he found an interloper
fishing Tis favorife pool. This was &
most presumptuous yo pmn.

“Ahem!” 1 remark

shehn.ltturnedandmadeuullght
bow.

“The view 18 something tremendolu
from here," 1 observed tnrther

“Very," she agreed.

“I come here every day," I panted as
1 sat. down conventionally near. “I
have done so for a month.”

“Qh, perhaps you would rather I"—

“By no means!” I exclaimed. “The
view is much better’’—

She froze me; then she laughed. We
were friends by the divine. instinct
twhich tells unerringly whom we are
going to like or hate. h

1 was glad she bhad jumped my claim,
for she was very pretty, and her eyes
were the kind that send a thrill
through your whole being, and you
wonder if you are golng to live through
it

That was the first day.

- L * L * * [ ]

It was three days after. ;

“Why didn't you wait for me?” I
asked as I climbed over the rock nnd
threw myself down beside her.

She opened her brown eyeg wide in a
wonderfu] assumption of surprise.

“How 1 know yon were coming?”’
she asked.

1 was amazed at the nerve ot her. As
though I could have kept away! As
though the combined police ‘forces of
two continents could have kept me.
away! This girl must be diseiplined.

“Of course you know,” I uld confl-
dently.

She looked at me, and I Mt my heart
turn to ‘water. Still I persisted, where
a wise man would have turned the con-
versation swiftly to the weather or the
view. “¥ou knew I’d been coming ev-
ery day for a month. You kuew I usu-
ally came up sbout this time. You
knew—then why'didn’t you: ‘allow me
to accompany you"’—

She rose, “I'm not coming siny more,”
she said.

1 sprang to iy feet in fright. “Don’t!”
§ pleaded. “I want you to stay! I"—

She kept her face averted, though I
eould see that her cheeks were hot and '

.flughed. “Goodby,” she said, and m

gone, ;

The sun 'suddenly turned to ink.
Where a moment before had been a
bright scene spreading away below me
was a howling wilderness, and I was
tempted to jump aff the rock and butt
my empty head against the river bed
800 feet below. I longed to be a boy
again that I might go down and fight
the first kid I ran across,

This was the second day.
e * . . . L) ]
"’ The next Saturday night there was a
quiet dance in the assembly room of
this famous resort between' the high
walls of the Matilija canyon. I saw my: |
chance to redeem myself. I would
dance with her and make my peace
while she was se close she would be
compelled to listen, for all the week she
bad seemed unaware of my éxistence.

It was an informal affair—a country
dance, sans cards and ceremony. I ap-
proached the group where Miss Win- |
ston was chatting brightly with a goif
stocking Englishman and a  Boston
magnate. Miss Winston saw me com-
ing—I knew sha did. She ‘looked
through and beyond—far beyond me. I
felt like a perambulating plece of thin
glass which a bbnth of hers mw
shatter,

I stopped suddenly. Of course that
wis it! We' had not been pmpeﬂy
“presented.” What a chump I was, I’

4 the -stage

g0 up there’ and
. guilt! I would reproach her and mal

e see the enormity
‘Al this time I was plunging across
the canydn and up the trail. I would
show her just how far she could go in
bredking a loving heart. I would—

! Then as I -found I was nearly half
way up the. trail I lost my nerve and
decided to wait and meet her casnally
ushacmodown. I was tired any-
way. I sat down in the shadow of a'
great rock which projected from the
hiliside, I lit My pipe and wondered
why minutes didn’t pass more swiftly.
Certainly she bad been there ages, 1
put my pipeaway. And then— ;

There she stood in the trall, looking
at me with a gleam in her eyes which
confused me, for I didn’'t know- what
it meant. T had caught it from time
to time all along the way of tribulation
I had traveled for over a month.

“SWhy didn’t you come wup, Mr.
Blake?” she inquired. *The view was
excellent today.”

Was she mocking me? I started to
say something when from above came
a terrific roar; and glancing up I saw
@ huge stone, loosened by some care-
less climber no doubt, plunging down
the slepe. Miss Winsten saw it com-
ing and gave a stifled -cry, which was
smothered against my breast, for I had
caught her from the trail and flusg
her behind the ledge, jamming her

ing monster reared over our heads and
down the canyon side, crashing trees
and stones as it went, till a few sec-
onds later it struck the bottom of the
abyss with a long, thunderous crash
that echoed up and down the river like
a mighty explosion. Then all was still;

I turned to the figure in my arms.
She was occupying exactly the same
positiont as 'when I flung her behind the
ledge, with lker head in the hollow of
my arm.

“Are you hurt?” I asked anxiously.
She shook her head ever so slightly and
kept her face hidden against my coat.
My hedrt began to beat with a tamult
of hope. “Look at me!” I commanded.

She raised her face, but her eyes
were averted. She peered over my
shoulder at tiie depths below. “Is—isit
coming back, I wonder’’— she began;
and the words were stifled, for my seul
was stiddenly Hllumined with the sure-
trotuyhlmtomt.tﬂlm
the red lips, wondering ‘hew-
_ever' I m done. iimhout em for se

‘3 u“ by o
3 m»ttut was the fourth day.

EHajoyed the Fesformance. .
In his familiar character as a

dent recorded in the mew “Life of

Charles Wyndham,” the English aetor
and msnager. One blazing July day
Sir Charles invited him :and other
notables te his theater to hear a reciter:
deliver Tennyson's
Gladstone. eccupled & box belew - the
one in which the actor-manager kept

the stifiing theater. When the recital.
ended 8ir Charles hastened to joia
the statesman.

“Afraid  you've baa a trying time
with all this heat, 'Mr. Guditono " the
hest suggested.

“Not at all,” was the reply “I have
had a charming afternoon. I thank
you for asking me, and now, quite re-
freshed, I can tum back te the house.”

Sir Charles " was @lated. . “Elaine”
was @& success after all. He rushed to

found his other guests
waiting for

“What have ve ‘doné to you,” they
eried, “that you should give us ‘Elaine’

umethln! te choose!”

ter!” retorted the host. “That's
the tronbh with you society people,
you're all so frivolous. I'gave you a
| classio treat. Why, Mr. Gladstone

has just told me he had & donghtful

afternoon.”
. “Ba was nleep all .thn ﬂmn.

y of her 14

fiercely against the ground as the fly-

: *‘ IIAQ VOUR BLOOD BEEN DIIIAIID ?

time
saver Mr. Gladstone adorns an. inci- -
Sir

“Blaine.” . . Mr.

watch lest his:guests should flee from '

ronauynke];hn? Bnralythmm *

"ot mmiho had,” ‘was therduh- &
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“your clothes. It does twice thes work of a common’ i
soap in half the time and with less labor. Don't
take our word for it, but try’, it for yourself

ASK FOR THE OCTAGON BAR

Sunlight Soap Washes the Clothes Whité and won't Hurt the Hands.
A LEVER BROIHERS L‘lMlTED, TORONTO‘ 5a

!
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YOU OAN PAY WME R CURED.,

A NO NAMES USED WITHOUT WRITTEN CONSENT.
STRICTURE AND KIDNEY DISEASE CURED: 2y
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