cap ans

X
. 3

Home' Monthly

January, 1908.

—
e

———

town where we are 1ot now we

HERE is a new model of the Edison Phono-
graph containing the many improvements of
Mr. Edison’s latest inventions.
Phonograph is the most perfect form of talking
machine, reproducing sound perfectly for the amuse-
ment of you and your guests. Hear the new

model at the nearest dealer’s.

WE DESIRE GOOD, LIVE DEALERS to sell Edison Phonographs in every
1l represented. Dealersshould writeatonce to'

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH CO., 100 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N. J., U. S. A,

The Edison

THE LATEST NEW YORK SONG SUCCESSES

Sent postpaid to any part of the Dominion of Canada for

23 cents each,

or B for $1.00.

Dreaming

Arrah Wanna

;;he Dear 01((}\d Farm
oney Boy arch Song)

Idn-lz)

‘s hat's the Tune they Played
in Dixie Land. (My Home,
Sweet Home)

Iove Me and the World is
Mine

When the Mocking Birds are
Singing in the Wildwood

Since Arrah Wanna Married
Barney Carney

Darling Sue

When the Blue Birds Nest

Afain
Waiting at the Church
Bye, Bye Dearie

Faﬁan (No one else has got

that cut but Fagan)

Some Day When Dreams
Come True

Why Don't You Try

In The Land of The Buffalo

Yesterday (Chas. K. Harris’
latest Song)

Won't You Come Over to My

House
Think of the Girl Down

Home
The Tale The Church Bells
Tolled
Rosebud
After They Gather The Hay
Iola
Is It Very Far to Heaven ?
The Gibson Girl

Down In The Old Cherry
Orchard

Dearie

John Dough :

Would You Care

Little One Good-Bye

In The Springtime When The
Roses Again

PurgsgTove (a hi%h-class song
with a beautiful melody)

Good-bye Annie Laurie

When The Violets Whisper
Marie

Take Me Back to New York

1f The Man in The Moon
Were a Coon

Without a Wedding Ring

San Antonio

Keep on Smiling

POPULAR INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC 23c¢. each or 5 for $1.00

Dancing Eyes, Three-Step

The Irish Patriot, March and
Two-Step

Teddy Bears, A march for the
Little Folks

Dawnof The Century,two step

San Pedro, Mexican March
and Two Step

Blossom, Two Step

Yankee Tar, a very Popular
March and Two Step

Lady Betty Waltzes

The Charge of The Light
Brigade, March

Egyptian Waltzes

Dream Girl Waltzes, the most
popular Waltzes published

Rubiesand Pearls, a Novelette
for Piano

Red Domino, Two Step

Raggity-Rag, a real genuine
ragtime composition

America For Ever, March

Department F.,
Lindsay Building,

The Delmar Music Co.,

(;olden Sunset Waltzes

G. E. M. March and Five-step
A hit from coast to coast.

The Minute Man, Two step

La Sorella, the latest Parisian
Craze

Arizona, Two-step

Innocence, Valse ILents, by
Neil Moret, the composer of
Hiawatha.

Silverheels and other

Montreal.

suc-

in with expectant

Asenath went 1n :
in the room at a

eyes; they took
glance, and fell. >
“Dick hasn't come, father?

“Come and gone, child; didn’t want
any supper, he said. You're an. hour
before time, Senath.”

“Yes. Didn’t want any supper, you
say. I don’t see why not

“No more do I, but it's none of
our concern as 1 knows omn; very
likely the pickles hurt him for dinner;
Dick never had an o’er-strong stomach,
as you might say. But you don’t tell
me how it m’ happen you're let out at
four o'clock, Senath,” half com-
laining.

; “Ol?;g something broke in the mach
inery, fathef; you know you Yvouldnt
understand if {told you what.”

He looked up from hig bench—he
cobbled ‘shoes there in the corner on
his strongest days—and'after her as
she turned quickly away and upstairs
to.change her dress. She was never
exactly cross with her father; but her
words rang impatiently sometimes.
She camie down presently, transform-
ed as only factory-girls are trans-
formed by the simple little toilet she
had been making; her thin, soft hair
knotted smoothly, the tips .of her
fingers résy from the water, her pale
neck well toned by her gray stuff
dress and cape—Asenath always wore
there was one of crimson

a cape; tl
flannel, with a hood, that she had
meant to wear to-mght; she had

thought about it goming home from
the mill; she W4s" apt to wear it on
Saturdays and Sundays; Dick had
mor&stime at home. Going upstairs
to-night she had thrown it away into
a drawer, and shut the drawer with
a snap; then opened it softly and
cried a little; but she had not taken
it out.

As she moved silently about the
room, setting the  supper-table for
two, crossing and recrossing the

broad belt of sunlight that fell upon
the floor, it was easy to read the sad
story of the little hooded capes.
They might have 'been - graceful
shoulders. ., The. hq\% whic had
scarred .her “fa# had rounded and
bent them—hex own niother’s hand.
Of a bottle always on the shelf; of
gatal scowls where smiles should be;
of days when she wandered' dinner-
less and supperless in the streets
through loathing of her home; of
nights when she sat out in the snow-
drifts through terror of her home; of
a broken jug one day, a blow, a fall,
then numbness, and the silence of the
grave—she had her distant memoties;
of waking on a sunny afternoon, in
bed, with a little cracked glass upon
the opposite wall; of creeping out
and up to it in her night-dress; of the
ghastly twisted thing that looked back
at her. Through the open window
she heard the children laughing and
leaping in the sweet summer air, She
crawled into bed and shut her eggs.
She remembered stealing out at last,
after many days to the grocery around
the corner for a pound of coffee.
“Humpback ! humpback !” cried 'the
children—the very- children who could
leap and laugh. :
One day- she and little Del Ivory
made mud-houses after: school.
“I’m going to-have a house of my
own when I'm grown up,”’ said pretty
Del; “I shall have a red carpet and
some curtains; my husband will buy
me a piano.” :
said Sene,

=Y our Scriptograph $1.00, Post Free
CHARACTER

and abilities told from your handwriting.

YOUR

GEORGE TESTER, Graphologist,

Postal Order for $1.00 to

Write naturally, in ink, enclosing

65 WOOD STREET,
TORONTO, ONT.

A SCRIPTOGRAPH MAKES A NOVEL GIFT FOR A FRIEND.

YOUR SCRIPTOGRAPH $1.00, POST FREE.

N.B. YOUR MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED.

ancer Cure

R. D. EVANS, Discoverer of the
famous EVANS’
desires all who suffer with Can-
cer to write to him.
treatment will cure external or
internal Cancer. Write, R. D. EVANS, BRANDON, MANITOBA.

CANCER CURE,

Two days’

“So will mine, I guess,”
simply.

“Yours!” . Del shook back her
curls; “who do you suppose would

ever marry you?”’

One night there was a knocking at
the door, and a hideous, sodden thing
borne in upon a plank. The crowded
street, tired of tipping out little child-
ren, had sent her mother staggering
through the broken fence. At the
funeral she heard someone say, “How
| glad Sene must be!”

every Saturday afternoon. 1
tool to tie him up to the notions of a
cripplcd girl. Supper is ready, fath-
or

important to her, poor thing!
“hard to miss the
happy people will not understand ex-
actly how hard.

I'm not a

But her voice rasped bitterly. Life’s
leasures were so new and late and
It went
least of them. Very

Old Martyn took off his leather
apron with a troubled face, and, as he
passed his daughter, gently laid his
tremulous, stained hand upon her
head. He felt her least uneasiness, it
would seem, as a chameleon feels a
cloud upon the sun. :
She turned her face softly andg
kissed him. But she did not smile,?
She had planned a little for this"
holiday" supper; saving three mellow-?
cheeked Louise Bonnes—expensive
peats just then—to add to their bread .
and ‘molasses. She brought them out
from the closet and watched her
father eat them.

- “Going out again, Senath?” he ask-
ed, secing that she went for her hat
and shawl, “and not a mouthful have
you eaten ? Find your old father dull
company, hey? Well, well!”

She said something about needing
the air; the mill was hot; she should .
soon be back; she spoke tenderly and
she spoke truly, but she went out into
the windy sunset with her little
trouble and forgot him. The old
man, left alone, sat for a while with !
his head sunk upon his breast. She
was all he had in the world—this one
little crippled girl that the world had
dealt hardly with. She loved him; .
but he was not, probably would never
be, to her exactly what she was to
him. Usually he forgot this. Some- -
times he quite understood it, as to-
night. i :
Asenath, with the purpose only of -
spot where she might think her *
thoughts ‘undisturbed, wandered away %

the river's brink.
place; su¢ch a one as only apathetic
or healthy natures (I wonder if this &
is tautoldagy!) can healthfully yield to. t
The bank’ sloped steeply; a fringe of *
stunted dgpens and willows sprang

from the frozen sand; it was a sicken-

damp and-desolate now. There was

a sluggish .wash of water under. foot, '
and a stretch of dreary flats behind.

Belated locomotives shrieked to each

other across the river, and the wind

bore down 'the current the roar and

rage of the dam. Shadows were be-

ginning to ' skulk under the huge

brown bridge. The silent mills

stared up 'and down and over the

streams with a blank, unvarying stare.

An oriflamme of scarlet burned in the

west, .flickering dully in
curdiing water, flared against the win-
dows of the, Pemberton, which quiver-
ed and dripped, Asenath thought, as
if with blood.

She 'sat down on a gray stone,
;wrapped in her gray shawl, curtained
about by the aspens from ‘the eye of
passers: on the bridge. She had a
fancy for this place when things went
ill with her. She had always borne
her troubles alone, but she must be
alone to bear them.

.She knew very well that she was
tired and nervous that afternoon, and
that, if she could reason quietly about
this little neglect of Dick’s, it would
cease. to. annoy her. Indeed, why
should she be,annoyed? Flad he not
done everything for her, been every-
thing to her, for two long, sweet
years ? She dropped her head with
ashy smile. She was never tired of
living .  over these two years. She
took positive pleasure in recalling the
wretchedness in  which they found
her, for the sake of their dear relief.
Many a time, sitting with her happy
face hidden in his arms, she had
laughed softly to remember the day

on 'which he came to her. It was at
twilight, and she was tired. Her reels
had troubled her all afternoon; the

Since that life had meant three
things—her father, the mills and
Richard Cross.

“You're ‘a bit' put out :that ithe

voung fellow didn’t stay to supper—

eh, Senath ?” the old man said, lay-
ing down his boot.
“Put out! Why should T be? His|

time is his own. It’s likely to be the
| Union that took him out—such a fine
day for the Union! I’m sure I never
expected him to go to walk with me

S TR O e

overseer was cross; the day was hot
{ and long. Somebody, on the way
| home, had said in passing her : “Look
| at that girl! I’d kill myself if T look-
ed like that;” it was in a whisper,
but she heard it. All life looked hot
and long; the reels would always be
out of order; the overseer would
| never be kind. Her temples would

avoiding Dick, and of finding a still ¥

over the eastern bridge and down by %
It was a moody %

ing, airle§s’ place in summer—it was  {
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always throb,
ache. People
“Look at that

“Can you
looked up; she
door-steps witl
Dick stood tl
He forgot tha
way to Newbu
the tears on
Dick could nex
suffer.

“I wouldn’t
sitting down
girl not to cr
for keeping he:
the child do, |
would break?
whole story in
another ten.
short enough-
fresh from his
for work and
here in the st
it might be, a
say so to.

What more
her father can
with the lad, t
talk of Newbu
yellow house
home; that he
tastic gate, an
that his life s
with hers and
and theirs uni

She rememb
pleasant, som
to-night—just
when they cari
summer evenin
time saw what
ing fallen off,
His kindly bl
shocked surpr
raised them,
had crept int
and brightenec
it never left th

So you see,
in a burst
Asenath. If
tired, some o1
If she wore a
a whisper, “It
a little song, s
listened.

“I didn’t kn
this !I”" cried th

After a tim
that he chance
had planned :
gether, which
she sat grievin

“You missed
said regretfull
hand upon th

_She was tryin
she dropped t
kernels rolled

“What shoul
have you ?” sh
breath.

The young n
and back agai
ed her shoulder:

“¥ou shall 1
ath,” he made
face within hi
and so they sl
and nothing m

He had spo
her marriage;
girls, was shyl;
urged 1it.

Asenath stai
dreaming just
turning into g
that she was
quite on the |
girl was sitting
plaid shawl, an
in her hatt H
her hair fell a
pink-and-white.

“Del is too g
so late,” thot
tenderly. Goox

to her in a cer!
loved the girl.
her, but conclu
threugh the a
was quite able
~ Del was sitt
jutted into the
water with the
she lived on '
not have been
Fer shoemaker.
dark to see

her, his eyes u
translate them
hear nothing,



