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]Royal Iflouseholdfflour
The hest for Bread and the best for Pastry

"The Uile'Brother of The Rich"

N 0W, this is not atalk about mioniey.
It isn't a contrast between

the rich and the poor, for in
somne things we are al]
equally ricli and there are
no poor brothers.

The poorest woman in
the land can have just as
good bread as the richest.
The chidren who walk can
have just as delicious pies
and cakes and «1goodies- as
the children who ride in
carriages.

Ail the morey in the
world cannot bu>' better
flour than «ROYAL
HOUSEHOLD", for
there isn't an>' better.

And the woman whio does
her own baking can have
just as good bread as is
served to the Royal House-
hold of England, and that
is - made from ROYAL
HOUSEHOLD
FLOUR sent ta England

« R OYA L HOUSE-
HOLD" produces many
more loaves than a barrel
of ordinary flour. The bread
is better-sweeter, nicer ta
eat-and more wholesome
-lias more health and
strengthi in it-makes more
deliclous pies, cakes, biscuits
and doughnuts. Children,
whose mothers use
"ROYAL EIOUSE-
HOLD" at home, can have
just as good baked things
as the Princes and Prin-
cesses of England.

Mlthoug h -«ROYAL
HOUSEHOLD" cos a
littie more per barrel than
ordinary flour it contains so
much more nourishment
and makes so much more
bread of superior quality it.
is in reality the most eco-
nomical of ail flours.

"tigiMve's Book fer à

The Disappointmnent.
Bxssiv. A. MoTY<ER.

o NCE, when I's out at Uncle o'
we saw a great big fire,

The smoke, it was jest awful thick,
the flames was shootin' higher.-

So Aunt M'ri', she hiustled round and
Uncle Bob and me,

We hitched old Whiteyta the rig and
galloped out zo see.

'N'en Uncle Bob, hie said hie thought
'twas Mr. Beebe's place,

But Aunt M'ri', she told hisu that he
better make more haste,

'Cas she thought it was nothin' else
but Grandpa's cider-mill;

'N'en I could. hardly wait a talU ta see
above the~ hull.

But when we got to where 'twas clear
and we could see around,

An' I was ready to sing out, then what
d'ye think we found?

Jes' nothin' but a bonfire, as sure as
you are born 1

J es' boys a-playin' Injun an' roastin'
ears o' corn 1

An' Uncle Bob was awful mad, and
Aunt M'ri', she said

She thought such silly folks as theni
much better be abed;

But ewhen 1 ast 'em if they wished it
had been Grandpa's miii,

Iit did flot affect the brightness of his
jwit, nor the clearness of his convinc-
ing argument. When his pleased and
grateful client was seeing him on
board the night train-which made
quick connection at Banville-"Why,
Mr. Manning," hie exclaimed, "you
handled that case like a hockey player
his stick." And the K. C. smiled.

"Hello 1" ejaculated Bob Manning,
some.days later, looking up from the
morning paper, "listen to this !" It
was an accaunt, taken in abridged
form from "The Banville MWercury,"
of the final -hockey match -between
the Banville Tigers and the Tarîton
Terriers. "Largely instrumental in
winning the game for the Tigers,"
ran the j ournalistic comment, "was
the stellar play of a substitute, a
stranger who gave the non-committal
name of Smith, but who, we have
every reason to believe, was no Jess

"Iplease don't shine so brightly
hIaps if I could not see him, I
in time forget."

" No use winking at hier froý
distance," thought Little Man
"but I may as well try."

But lie was right-it ruas no
When the suni rose he

straight in at the Princess' w:
"She'Il be glad to sec me," h,

"for she's going to the tournamni
day, and wants to look her best
he neyer thought of the two pc
tde Icicles he was melting ail th(

Drop by drap each of the,
solved, and drop by drop twc
pools of water on the path bi
them increased, till gradually b,
and she turned into a tiny tm
stream, and trickling gently tog
they met at last.

...Now, was it the reflectý
the bIne niorning sky overheý
was it just a fairy tale? Anyv
is certain that when the Pr
looked out of her window she
upon the path outside, a daint,
tie-up lying there, and it was
shape of a true-lover's knot. -
Hall Magazine.
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than Bob, Manning, late star of
Roylston team, junior champi
and now of the University Seveni

"Sorte bally fool must have 1
using my name," cried the young
hotly; "what wauld you do abou
CousinDick ?"

"Oh, I fancy I wouldni't bolY
about it if I were you, Bob. Cui lia
-for hie was the barrister once rr
-"or,, in the vernacular, what's
gaod?" But as he went to the 0i
he smiled, for fromn his inmost sP4
ing spirit the reproach had been
ed.

And ta this day, 'as the Lanky(
lounges over the desk of the B
ville hotel and discusses the tC
gossip with his friend the clerk,
chuckles heavily over thiat fain
night when he won victory for
Tigers Iby producing the star
player, Bob Manning.
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