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they could do in the way of stirring up a

pular demand for the Snow-white and
%se-Red brands, the former being de-
voted to Laundry purposes and the latter
being intended for the toilet.

There was a great amount of hilarity in
the preparation for this event, and a long
council in Emma Jane's attic. They had
the soap company's circular from which
to arrange a Yroper speech, and they had,
what was still better, the remembrance of
a -certain patent-medicine vender's dis-
course at the Milltown Fair. His method,
when once observed, could never be for-
gotten; nor his manner, nor his vocabul-
ary. Emma Jane practiced it on Rebecca,
and Rebecca on Emma Jane.

“Can I sell you a little soap this after-
noon? It is called the Snow-White and
Red-Rose Soap, six cakes in an orna-
mental box, only twenty cents for the
white, twenty-five cents for the red. It is
made from the purest ingredients, and if
desired could be eaten by an invalid with
relish and profit.”

“Oh, Rebecca, don't let’s say that!”
interposed Emma Jane hysterically. “It
makes me feel like a fool.”

“Jt takes so little to make you feel like
a fool, Emma Jane,” rebuked Rebecca,
“that sometimes I think you must be
one. I don’t get to feeling like a fool so
awfully easy; now leave out that eating
part if you don't like it, and go on.”

“The Snow-White is probably the most
remarkable laundry soap ever manufac-
tured. Immerse the garments in a tub,
lightly rubbing the more soiled portions
with the soap; leave them submerged in
water from sunset to sinrise, and then the
youngest baby can wash them without
the slightest effort.”

‘““ Babe, not baby,” corrected Rebecca
from the circular.

“It's just the same thing,” argued
Emma Jane.

“Of course it's just the same thing but
a baby has got to be called babe or infant
in a circular, the same as it is in poetry!
Would you rather say infant?”

“No,"’ grumbled Emma Jane; “infant
is worse even than babe. Rebecca, do you
think we'd better do as the circular says,
add let Elijah or Elisha try the soap be-
fore we begin selling?"

“I can’t imagine a babe doing a family
wash with any soap,’” answered Rebecca;
“but it must be true or they would never
dare to print it, so don't let’s bother. Oh!
won't it be the greatest fun, Emma Jane?
At some of the houses—where they can't
possibly know me—I shan't be frightened,
and I shall reel off the whole rigmarole,
invalid, babe, and all. Perhaps I shall
say even the last sentence, if I can re-
member it: ‘We sound every chord. in
the great ma-cro-cosm of satistaction’.”

This conversation took place on a Fri-
day afternoon at Emma Jane's house,
where Rebecca, to her unbéunded joy,
was to stay over Sunday, her aunts having
gone to Portland to the funeral of an old
friend. Saturday being a holiday, they
were going to have the old white horse,
drive to North Riverboro three miles a-
way, eat a twelve o'clock dinner with
Emma Jane's cousins, and be backat four
o'clock punctually.

When the children asked Mrs. Perkins
if they could call at just a few houses
coming and going, ahd sell a little soap for
the Simpsons, she at first replied decidedly
in the negative. She was an indulgent
parent, however, and really had little
objection to Emma Jane amusing herself
in this unusual way; it was only for Re-
becca, as the niece of the difficult Miranda
Sawyer, that she raised scruples; but
when fully persuaded that the enterprise
was a charitable one, she acquiesced.

The girls called at Mr. Watson’s store,
and arranged for several large boxes of
soap to be charged to Clara Belle Simp-
son’s account. These were lifted into the
back of the wagon, and a happier couple
never drove along the country road than
Rebecca and her companion. It was a
glorious Indian summer day, which sug-
gested nothing of Thanksgiving, near at
hand as it was. It was a rustly day, a
scarlet and buff, yellow and carmine,
bronze and crimson day. There were still
many leaves on the oaks and maples,
making a goodly show of red and brown
and gold. The air was like sparkling cider,
and every field had its heaps of yellow and
russet good things to eat, all ready for the
barns, the mills, and the markets. The
horse forgot his twenty years, sniffed the
sweet bright air, and trotted like a colt;

Nokomis Mountain looked blue and clear
in the distance; Rebecca stood in the
wagon, and apostrophized the landscape
with sudden joy of living:—

THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

“Great, wide, beautiful, wonderful World
With the wonderful wates erful World,
And the wonder ater round you curled,

ful
World, you are %réxs;t?fﬁ?ﬁr };j(i'lé;t},'wt'

Dull Emma Jane had never seemed to
Rebecca so near, so dear, so tried and true;
and Rebecca to Emma Jane’s faithful
hgart,-had never been so brilliant, so be-
wildering, so fascinating, as in this visit
together, with its intimacy, its freedom,
and the added delights of an exciting busi-
ness enterprise.

é Dgorgeouls leaf ﬁlew into the wagon.

oes color make you sort of di i
asked Rebecca. Y dizzy?

“No,” answered Emma Jane after a
lor}g pause; “.no, it don't; not a mite.”

‘Perhaps dizzy isn’t just the right word,
but it’s nearest. I'd like to eat color, and
drink it, and sleep in it. If you could be a
tree, which one would you choose?"

Emma Jane had enjoyed considerable
experience of this kind, and Rebecca had
succeeded in unstopping her ears, un-
gluing her eyes, and loosening her tongue,
so that she could “play the game" after
a fashion.

‘“I'd rather be an apple-tree in blossom,
—that one that blooms pink, by our pig-
pen.ll

Rebecca laughed. There was always
something unexgected in Emma Jane's
replies. “I'd choose to be that scarlet .
maple just on the edge of the pond there,”
—and she pointed with the whip. *Then
I could see so much more than your pink
apple-tree by the pig-pen. I could look
at all the rest of the woods, see my scarlet
dress in my beautiful looking-glass, and
watch all the yellow and brown trees
growing upside down in the water. When
I'm old enough to earn money, I'm going
to have a dress like this leaf; all ruby color
—thin, ﬂyou know, with a sweeping train
and flufty, curly edges; then I think I'Il
have a brown sash like the trunk of the
tree, and where could I be green? Do
they have green petticoats, I wonder?
I'd like a green petticoat coming out now
and then underneath to show what my
leaves were like before I was a scarlet
maple.”

“I think it would be awful homely,”
said Emma Jane. “I'm going to have a
white satin with a pink sash, pink stock-
ings, bronze slippers, and a spangled fan.”

(To be continued.)

In his new advertisement, the noted
importer of Percheron and Belgian and
Shire horses, Lew W. Cochram, Craw-
fordsville, Indiana, states that he has
the finest lot of stallions of these breeds
in his barns that he has ever owned at
one time, both imported and Amerjcan-
bred, coming three to five years old.
He has had three importations in the
last few months, and others to follow in
a few weeks, and he makes a specialty
of selling in car lots to parties in other
States and Canada.

BARON’S PRIDE DEAD.

The Scottish Farmer announces the
death on December 20th, 1912, of Messrs.
A. & W. Montgomery’s famous Clydes-
dale stallion, Baron’s Pride (9122), at
the advanced age of 22 years, he having
thus reached the same age a® Prince of
Wales (678), and Macgregor (1487), a
son of Darnley (222). Baron’s Pride
was the most celebrated son of Sir Ever-
ard (5858). His dam was Forest Queen
(7288), by Springhill Darnley (2429), a
magnificent big son of Darnley (222).
Baron’s Pride was bred by R. & J.
Findlay, Springhill, Baillieston, and was
foaled May 7th, 1890. He was the most
celebrated of all the sons of Sir Everard
(5853). He topped the list of Clydes-
dale breeding sires without a break un-
til 1911, when he was passed by his own
son, Baron of Buchlyvie, and established
a unique reputation as sire of g numer-
ous and sound progeny. He was possi-
bly the soundest Clydesdale stallion ever
toaled. Up to the last he cost mothing
at all for veterinary attendance. His
feet, joints, and legs, were, to the end
of his days, clean, flat, hard, and free
from any kind of malformation or dis-
ease. He had a singularly mild and
equable temper, and was never excited.
Summer and winter he occupied his pad-
dock and loose box. He died without
any apparent illness. His faithful at-
tendant, David Burns, put him into his
box in the corner of his paddock as
usual ip the evening. A short time
afterwards his little girl told him she
thought she heard Baron’s Pride groan-
ing. David went at once to see what
was wrong, hut the old horse was dead.
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all 1 Ask Is Love.

A GQirlle Was Made to Love,
All A for Blanket Bay.
4All Night Long.
Long a¢ the - Shamrock
Grows Green.
Kisses (Revetle).

A Southern Dream (Waits).
A I i Bhan

ge{ﬂ;nd Nﬁv‘y. (Two-Step).
gels x xamW).
butus Walts. g
ly Bounce Your Baby Doll.

Burning of Rome, (March)
uu’nl Doll Goodébye.

Your
the Old Ca
dal Rose, (Walts),

Was Born With' Nothing.
Btimp, Bump, Bump in My
Automobile.
Beautiful Star eof Heaven,
Reverle).
Baby Rose.
g Back My Lovin’ Man,
utlu Light of the Silvery

Chariot Race, (March),
Casey Jones Went Down om

the Robert B. Lee.
Qarnival Kin (Mareh),
Casteleno, ts).

Oall Oapers, (Two-Step).
&Sﬁ: l(.nn,( (lut.)’)

Casey %l:l;uSong.

Osnsolation, (Reverie by

Morrison),
&:- Boy Joe, (Ragtime).
dian Boy 8cout, (March
Bong)

N
1Y A
- nt' Twilight, (Re-

verle).
Chicken Reel, (Buck Dance).
Curits, Walts,
Ohantecler, (Two-Step).
Dream of Long Ago.
Mother and
Home BSweet Home,
Dreams of Long Ago.
Dowa in the Meadow, Where
the Dalsles Grow.
Dream Walts. \
Daddy Has a Sweetheart and
Mother is Her Name.

Dream K! (Intermessno).
Dream @Girl, (Walts).
Daly’s Reel, uck Dance).

(B

body’s Doing It.
Bverbody Two-S8tep, (Bong),
Bverybody Two-8tep, (Vocal).
Botertaining Rag.
Bvery Adam Has an Hve,
Bmblem of Old EHrin.
Four Little Blackberrles,
~ (Schottische).

l‘lrl:'v Drill Mareh.
Fama Bella, (Spanish Walts).
For Killarney and You.

Falty Moon.

Flirtation, (Oapriee).

Frat, (Oollege March).
Ghost of the Violin.

Garden of Roses, (Vocal).
Gee, I Like Music With My
Meals.

Ganland of Old PFashioned
Roses.

Aardén of Love, (Waltses).
' Rose.

H Bye

iarden of Dreams, (Reverle).

Jeel But I'm Lonesome.

It's Great to Meet a Friend.

Good-Night, Nurse.

Garden of Roses, Inst.

Hlteh{"xoo.

Hen Cackle BI'B.'

Hula Hula, (Two-8tep).

Hot Chestnuts, (Rag).

Hold Me Just a Little Closer,
Here's to the Frilend 1ia
Stormy Weather.

He's Got My Goat.
unter’s March.

Hanky Panky Glide.

Honey Man.

Hypnotic Rag.

Harmony Rag.

Harmony of Love, (Walts).

Is It Love or Admliration.

I'd Like to Live in Love-
land.

I Wonder How the Old Folks
are at Home?

I Would Like to Try {t.

I Can’t Be True to One Lit-
tle Girl.

I’d Do As Much for You.

I Wapnt to be in Dixle.

I've Got the Finest Man.

If all My Dreams Were
Made of Gold.

I'l] Love . You 8weetheart,
Sue. .

'l Be Back in the Sweet

Bre-and-Bys,

Years.
Just You. y
Just Because I Love You Se.
Kentucky 8ue, .

Kings anl nd Mareh.
vae’y Away Fellow
ith the Automobile.

5y Ty
'S
Moon Shin "

ed, N

Let 'er Go,
umo..(mn-g::' Ballad).
Mary Weas My Mother's
Iﬂ”l:l‘&t Flyer, (March)
Midnjght Fire Alarm, (March),
of Dreams.

e Leaf Rag.
Mandy Lou,
Memorles of the OM. Behesl

Moonbe

u‘(’ -:zi on (& Lake,
W‘u‘ ar, (Reverie).

Mooa ! fe

‘Meet m?:—'m(‘nh:'l‘:.k-

nl-m".“;:m ne  Weits,

Meditation, (Reverio by Mes

l(:’ot“’ﬁ Where Leve
Star Gl »

ar Gleams,
Maybe® That'’s

Ionﬂi. !

Moonlight Walts. s

Moonlight Dear, X s

My Georgisna Lou.

My Every Thought is of You.

Meet Mo To-night in Dream-
ot 2o,

New York 4

Napoleon’s Last Charge.

No Girl Oan Take my O0id
Gifl's Place.

Nobody Knows Where <¢he
Old Man Goes.

. 0 You Rag!

Only Baby Fingers.

0 6&nudnl (National Song).

O'Brien Has No Place to)

On the Mississippl.

O What a Beautiful Dream.

O You Ohicken.

O You Circus Day.

O Mr. m Man,

O You Benutiful Doll.

Puritana Walts.

Pride of the Regiment,
(Two-Step).

Put on Your Old Grey Bomn-

net.
Please Don’t Take My Lovin®
- Man Away. 3
Paul Revere's Ride, (March).
Parisienne, Song.
!?ng'tlme Soldler Man, ?
ubles and Pearls, Rag, =~
Red Cros¢ Two-Step.
Roses and Violets, (Walts).
Raggity Rag, (Two-Step).
Rag, Tags, Rag, (Inst.)
Red Wing, Vocal.
Rap, Rap, on Your Minstrel
Bones.
Rum Tum Tiddle, (Song).
Rallroad Rag.
Ring-ting-a-ling, (Song).
Roaring Volcano, (March).
Ring Out Wild Bells, (Inst.)
Row, Row, Row.
Ragging the Baby to Sleep.
Komehnd - “ming to Town
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Roste.
Winter, B g
Moustain Tope. to oad‘*‘
Whea  They Gether In the
"OF the Julle Plemte
Wllhr“‘vglht‘: - g
When Broadway Was o Pal
rls  Wal s
i b ek
m"'!u" You ‘Make ~ M§
When You Tell the Sweetoat
Story. 3 5 4
Whistie It. : N
w.ﬂu.uu for ihe Robt. W
Won't You Let Me Take You
Home, X
w:‘un 1 Get Youn Alone Tos

Yesterday. ;
When I Walts With You. °
When the Dew is on the

Rose

When I Was 21 and Yom
Were Sweet 16.

Where the 8llvery Oolorade
Wends Ity Way.

Wil the Roses
Heaven?

Warming Up in" Dixie

(March).

When You Tell the Sweet
Story to the Sweetest G
You Know.

Walts.
the  Fairles,
(Inst.

When the Harbour Lights
are Burning.

We Have Had a Lovely Time
—S80 Long, Sood-bye.

Your Daddy Did the BSame
Thing 60 years ago.

You an’t Expeet.m
From Me.

You are the Ideal of ey
Dreams.

You and 1 and the Kioom.
You are the Sweetest Ginl
in all the World to Me,




