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+§fi. Mitchell preached in the Meth-
wiiist Church on Sunday.

T5m Kelley spent Saturday In the
WBiaple City.

Wre. Wm. Ross is on the sick list
@t presant.

M. Liberty spend Saturday in the
Baple City. :

Mavid Cutler, of Thamesville, was

®ims Pear] Phillips is visiting in
@m this vicimity one day last week.

Michigan.

Tim. Kelley has his new threshing
machine outfit.

Stanley McGath, of Jhamesville, de-
livered tea through‘-:ete last week.

Mrs. Wm. Hawkins is slowly recov-

ering.

Fred Kelley. is laid up with a cat-
aract on his eye. y

Alex. McMahon, of ‘Inwood, spent
Friday at George Phillip’s.

Mr. Basset, of Thorneliffe, built a
piece of Page wire fence for Mr.
Liberty last week.

Reform seldom begins at home.
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Wirs. “Art. {Boylan, Dawn Mills, vis-
5ted her ‘brother, 8. E. Peters, here
«un Friday.

Woyn. Butler shot two owls recent-
iy. One of ‘them measured 4 1-2 feet
from tip to tip.of wings.

#r. Brown, of the Bell Telephone

“ o, was in the village ou Friday

4" 3est.
“Mre. Bradley, ‘Bothwell, visited her
wwister, Mrs. D. M. Healy, Friday.
A momber from here attended the
@oncert in Florence.
Some of our farmors are planting
#heir corn a second time.

John Ross has started the work on
his new house.

Mr. and Mrs. C. 8. Healy, Dresden,
and nephew, visited friends m this
vicinity on Friday.

Politicians are like bees on the
move. Mr. F. F. Pardee, M, P,, held
a meeting at Rutherford, and Joe
Armstrong, Petrolea, W, J. Hanna,
Sarnia and Hugh Montgomery, of
Plympton, held meetings here to tell
the electors what they had done,
Voting day will determine how the
people view the ‘subject. .

Percy Paddic painted Norris Lamp-
man’s house.
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Always Better

¢ Progress is the watchword all over the
great’ Progress Brand Tailory. - Better
fabrics———.bette;morkmanship—b‘etter fit—

* That is:why “men, who demand the
‘+-best in clothing, wear o

the

Madeline’s Last
Moving Day.

By HARRIET NORTON.

Copyright, 1907, by M. M. Cunningham.

“Madeline, I . see those Bulgravia
apartments will be ready for occupan-
ey April 1. 1 wish you'd stop off there
on your way home tomorrow.” ;

Mr. Stanhope lowered his paper and |

glanced first despairingly at Madeline,
then half supplicatingly at his wife.

“My dear, I don’t believe we can im-
prove on this apartment. T'm sure we
have room enough.”

“But the landlord was here today
and said he would not repaper, and
that horrid stain in Fred’s room”—

“Wwell, that is not the landlord’s faunlt.
The servant upstairs admits she left
the water running. T'll bave the ceil-
ing calcimined.”

“You'll do nothing of the sort! This
janitor is perfectly overbearing any-
how, and when I complained about
Mrs. Brant's dog running up and down
the hall he said there was: nothing in
the leases against keeping a dog. J ust
gs if there wasn’t a law against main-
taining a nuisance! Anyhow, I think
Fred ought to have a larger room, and
we can fit it up as a den, and Madeline
ought to have the north light for her
work.”

Madeline broke in earnestly:

“Oh, mother, dear, I do so little here
at home now that my room does very
well indeed.”

“Well, I heard that those Bulgravia
apartments had a butler’s pantry and—
Anyhow, you stop off and see them.”

No one answered. Mr, Stanhope sat
staring with his unseeing eyes at an
article in the evening paper on the
proper preparation of food for infants,
but before his mental vision passed a
succession of moving vans, furniture
that needed revarhishing, pictures that
had to be reglazed.

Madeline, on her part, focused her
mental yision on a succession of days
Jost, illustrations unfinished, whilé she
restored order in the nmew home, long
heurs devoted to packing and unpack-
ing her fragile personal belongings.
As for Fred, he tiptoed out of the 1~
btary and down the hall to where pa-
tlent Norah was singing over her dish-
wushing.
®gay, Norah, mother’s got the moving
bee in her bonnet again. Bet we're out
of this house by April L.”

Norah dropped ber tea towel in wide
eyed dismay.
“Sure, an’
wmiyer worked in. Ol've a
to give me notice.”
Madeline’s girlhood had been spent In
a pretty suburb half an hour's ride
from the bustling city, but Mrs. Stan-

had wearled of the ubiquitous
servant girl question that stalks at the
heels of every suburban housewife. In
town even if they had no maid they
eould at least eat at a nearby restau-
tant, Besides, she wanted Madeline to
be something more than a household
There were business openings
in town for a bright girl, but Madeline
was not strong enough to commute,

After all it was Madeline who not
only secured a position ina tashion
design studio, but who went to intel-
ligence offices for ‘help and haunted
real estate offices for desirable apart-

good moind

‘ments, For foyr years Mrs. Stanhope

had seemed absolutely obsessed by the
desire to occupy new and more destr-
able quarters, Rach spring they had
moved until the pretty new furniture
with which Mrs. Stanhope had started
her city career as a housewife looked
far less presentable than the old fash-
joned stuff they had sold at the auction
before leaving Crafton Heights, All
her ambitions seemed to center on
showing off the new apartments to her
women friends and assuring them she
had secured a bargain which should
make them turn green with envy.

The next morning Madeline and her
father left the house together.

“po you think it is becoming & ma-
nia?” he asked anxiously.

“No; she has nothing else to do. 1
wish sometimes”—
Madeline stopped and looked down

fong stretch of asphalt pavement.

Her father supplied the words,

wrhat we were back In Crafton |

Heights, where ghe had roses to traln

and the neighbors’ chickens to shoo off

our lawn. Seems as if all city women

are > -

“Yes; 1 guess it's in the air. 1 felt
igh be doing something

while aft-

1

a sunshinier kitchen I ~Dlace. I just thought”—
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gravia apartments were half a mile be- l s

yond, but this was the last station of

fhey were quite the same, with even

B L tasice fheselly Hmiss | 0ID8 ot ben Srat Grawiies el Shd

And the B. and A. led to Crafton
Heights!
She left the train and gazed around

Downstairs once more, she gathered

| up her wraps and was drawing on her

|
hung above her old fashioned desk. l‘
|

gloves, when Mrs. Carruth excused her-

in surprise. The depot building was
1f tafls.
entirely new, a pretty brick and tile | i:l d:;)h:eooskt\ozfltetfys?h'zewﬁ?; :: ofe

affair, with trim flower beds all laid out |
for spring planting. She crossed the\
tracks and followed the street leading

to their old home, but was amazed to
find that the trees, mere striplings
when they left, now intertwined their
branches over the sidewalk. An air of
permanency and restfulness seemed to
envelop the community. Progress was
there, but not half finished buildings,
torn pavements and moving vans.
How the ivy had grown over the Bur-
den gateway! In front of her own old
home she stopped and almost rubbed '
her eyes. Had it really been that

pretty? ;

No; there was a new porch on the ' ¢ tired rolling stones.

south side, and a bay window had been
thrown out from her room. What a
lovely room it must be, with that flood
of light pouring into it!

“1 wonder if they'd care”’—

With firmly set lips she threw hesita-
tion to the winds, opened the low iron
gate and walked up the well kept path
to the front door.

“I beg pardon,” she said as.a white
haired lady opened the door, and then’
she stopped, and her face turned first
scarlet, then white. “Oh, Mrs, Carruth, i
1 did not know you had bought the

Agenﬂylnsistenthanddrewherm-
side the door and led her Into the sit- |

{

at the arbor over which wistaria now | opened in the

clung like a loving, harmless old octo-
pus. She reached out one hand and

l felt lovingly of the old fashioned dam-

ask hangings. A step sounded behind
her, and without turning around she
remarked, with something of a choke
in her voiee:

“Mrs, Carruth, I never knew before

|
the Dbitterness of that old saying, ‘A

rolling stone gathers no moss—not even
pleasant memories.” ”

A hand rested appealingly on her
shoulder. She looked up to meet Hen-
ry Carruth’s grave glance.

“I know of a cozy corner just meant
‘will you
come, Madeline?’

* * * . . .

It was midnight when he came back
from town, but Mrs. Carruth was wait-
ing for him,

“] told her we must be married be-
fore the 1st. Mrs. Stanhope wanted it
in the new parlor because the Bul-
gravia has a bay window that would
be fine for a wedding bell, but I don't
propose that Madeline shall endure
another moving day.”

“And the sweetest part of it all was
that she never blamed her mother for
all these disturbing years—just acted
as if she herself were to blame for a
foolish ambition for a career. That is

| Mad gainst |
ang. reom. eline leaned & true loyalty, and it makes me all the

|

|

the door jamb, staring around her. It |
was just as they had left it.

“Why, I thought everything was
sold.” |

more willing to trust my boy to her

care. ]
And Mrs. Carruth turned to find her

son by the Wwindow, his rugged face
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lection was exhibited by Mrs. Cham-
berlain at the Colonial Exhibition in
London, England, and together with
three books that she has written, re-
presents a_life’s work devoted to this

study. Altho

p
A great number professed to be fond | ® effected at l.owest
of wild flowers, and a number un-ig Rates.
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the peculiar
showed their
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through our
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pluck them

thereby destroying the plant.
It w:y;a a matter of gratification that
Mrs. Chamberlain was

to put this
exhibition.

tion should be placed in some
jeal receptacle,
treasured, as if unfortunately, by any

“Yes, but somehow Henry traced | 5
‘ y | pressed against the old damask hang- | chance it got
nearly all of the things, and what he | ing where he had found his first and

could not buy he somehow managed to | only love that afternoon.

duplicate at secondhand shops. Henry

slways did think your mother’s house ‘

was the finest in Crafton Heights, and

betorohewudolngsoweuhemedh|

tell me that he meant some day to earn
a house just like it for me.”

Madeline felt the room spinning
around her. There were other things
Henry Carruth had tried to tell her
more than once, but be had been a
poor, struggling lawyer and she a well
paid illustrator even then. She had
talked of a trip to Paris, a career—and
where had it all gone? Lost in wan-
derings through a desert of apartment
houses, studios, teas and luncheons.
But Henry had realized his ambition or
part of it at least. Perhaps now he did
not care so much about the rest.

She never knew just how it happen-
ed, but Mrs. Carruth had soon taken
away ber wraps, and then, after a com-
torﬂngcupottea.shehadledher
guest over the old house. The bay
window had made a great improve-
ment in Madeline’s guarters: otherwise

It never gets damp or lumpy.
Each crystal dry, full of salt-life.
That's why particular people use
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Too WMuch Gambling. .

opportunity would never be re

of having such a collection reassem-
bled, combining and

and consummate skill.

kind
the best part
that goes out
full of joy.

Some people seem to rake up all the
sorrows of the past; to them

t;
Hanover, Prussia, June 6.—Owing gg:kblgﬁl::;' ofuhll\e E:iﬂ;n

to the recent gambling revelations, six jals than t!
officers, who were attending the Mili- ;nxa;;yri:;:e t{:lm e

tarv Riding Institute, have been sent | Moo y.

back to their regiments, a number of
othare have been ordered to
rooms under arrest, and all the others

to go to the best known hotels.

——
A good reputation robs many an
act of a suspicious suggestion.

A Blended Flour

(of Ontaric and Manitoba Wheat)

Makes the WHITEST BREAD
« LIGHTEST BISCUITS
« TASTIEST PASTRY
« DAINTIEST CAKES

BLENDED FLOURS are TWO flours in ene.
The famous Bread and Pastry making :

qualities_of Ontano fall wheat—are combined

with Manitoba spring wheat, which adds strength’
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and nutriment. .
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Try it and you

BLENDED FLOURS are not only the .
best for all home baking—ihey are also the
MOST ECONOMICAL. They yield MORE
bread, cake and pastry to the pound than any othet
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« Made in Ontario”
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You can unlock a man's whole life
if you watch w
We have each
though we are s_cm'eely aware

which,

life or have

|
has now reached her 74th year, onel
of her books was completed within the
past six weeks. .
His Honor the
in his address,
hibit as a “wonderful collection
drawings and paintings,” and declared
that great credit was
dies of the city for the
took in always being on the lookout
to provide something mnew
gratiﬁcation of the citizens. After see-
ing the collection he was sure it would
be a revelation \
there were such a number of beauti-
ful flowers growing in

flowers

He thought the collec-
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