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MWd gIVMes b.uk~m whea lie awake0."
8h. took out of the oradie a beautiful
4bOWr Ido Ioe th" echildu" said. ah..

and mu:oue shol abuse it 1 would de-
foui IL. Suc thinga do happen in the
iawaid wold." -Ih wo Young uworen rode away frorn

t eSIe isnotbiln ew in the woman'so

thoglte' idM . Needhan, l'but it
doeo nsanguopthat site should have

éi 1d bsuM&
Fmu #d.ls -

lim of picnte2 x
24 bM i..

I"Miss Needharn," said te othier, "«there'je something very strange, very strange
indeed, about the wife of Ben Bow"

u Lb.th Indian sumuier days our two
Brook Farm friends, whom we w;àl cal!,
Mary Needham and Rester Fifield, rode
*gain to te Dedharn woods, arnongethe
faliling leaves, wiid frapes and gathering
Ilocks of birde, and caliled on the wife of
Ben Bow.
t,2he reeeived tbem gratefully, and Baid
t hber babe liad been iii, and tîtat site

hadl hardiy leit the place since titeir
former cal!.

of wbich you talked," she said, "and 1
have wished to corne over and caîl on you
for my band and arrn bave become
swollen. See." Site ield up her band
frorn which the middle forefinger wa@
gone. The visitors rnarked the appear-
ance of the 'band very distinctly.

"I have had," sbe added, "sorne strange
experiences of late. My soul at tirnes
bas seemed to soar away and be in
otber placpes.1 sornetirnes tbink that 1
ain not constituted like other people.
Vou know that 1 believe that the lîoýdy
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Letter No 3. TO THE SMOKER 0F CIGARS.

Dear Sir:

oPm.bu 01 #v

W Inspiration tempted Kipling in one
F of bis ppems to say ''A woman is only

a woman, but a good cigar is a
smoke.1' Now I agree with bis nobs
that a good cigar is a smoke, but
woman, God bless ber, if shels good
has got ail the cigars on the con-
tinent snowed under.

Many a man has given up the weed for a
woman, because the aroma was distasteful to
her. He laoked discrimination in the choice
of bis smoke, else he might have continued to
partake of the soothing influence of what he
enjoyed in bis bachelorhood days.

Men wbo have stopped smoking or those who
are tbreatened by their sweetbearts that they
must give up, are now given an opportunity to
square tbemselves by smoking a cigar with none
of the objectionable features of the ordinary
malodorous proposition.

My new ROXBORO CIGAR is a real Havana beauty.
The aroma is simply delightful, it is enjoyed
by everybody, and no lady will object ta the
pleasure that bubby or sweetbeart enjoys in
consuming it.

Bemember ROXBORO CIGARS are made differently,
and tbey seil at 10 cents straight, but to get

you to try them I offer a special in-
ducement. Clip the coupon> take it
to your cigar store> hand <it ta the
boss with a quarter and he will give
you three ROXBOROS. Try the ROXBORO-
today, and save the bands for beaut-
iful frarned pictures.

Iamn, Youra very t.ruly,

H. E. LEDOUX CO., LTD.

CLIP THIS COUPON TO-DAY W. H.M.
TAKE IT TO VOUR TOBACCONIST WITH 25 CENTS AND GET

THREE ROXBORO CIGARS WORTH THIRTV CENTS

(THIS COUPON IS GOOD FOR ONE TRIAL ORDER)

Sign ame Here..............................
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is mereiy a mass of organs adapted In
the nords of the soul-the means of
communication between the outward
and inward world. It ie the inward
world that is the source of ail mysteries,,
as the bloom of the rose ie but the rose
prineiple in the outward world, bodied
forth. 1 shall go in some 'day, and it
will not be long, and they wiil shut
the door. But I ean corne out again."
She preesed ber chiid closely to ber
heart. "I ean corne out again, at least,
in appearance. What the soul sees, it
sees; 1 do flot mean that these bories
or that this or that dress or shoes can
corne out again. But the inward world
will be a reality then, and il its mys-
teries now wiil then be a part of life."

The two ladies invited her again to
visit Brook Farm.1

She carne one stili Novemnber day,
while the aummet splendor Iingered,
bringing ber babe wii.h ber. One of the
men of the Community, Dr. Fifleld, who.
had had' a medical education, examined
ber hand and arrn and gave her advice
and a prescription. They neyer again
saw ber alive, and here begins the in-
explicable mystery of "The Wife of
Ben Bow."

The ladies did flot belong to tbe
original Cornrunity of rustic philoso-
phers at Brook Farm. The charrn, pos-
sibly the rornance, of the little Corn.
rnunity, drew many visitors there, and
Miss Fifield having a brother, and Miss
Needharn a sister there, they liked to
be rnuch with the people who were mak-
ing the novel social experirnent. But
tbey found their tbought more stirnu-
lated by tbe poor wife of Ben Bow than
by the learned and glowing conversa-
tions of Margaret Fuller, or of Alcott,
whorn they also knew. They had heard
this woman say that the Ought which
was written in the soul of every man
was the truc law of life. Thtis thev
could understand, and they began to
build up a bit of philosophy upon it
wbich made thern interesting, though
they had learned it in the bush, and
had hardly had an idea before, except
such as had been endorsed hy whoiesorne
Mt. Holyoke or Catherine Beecheres pru-
dent school. So they began to study
the Ought between them, which they
decided came out of the "inward world,"
and evolved into infinite consciousness,
and they became numbered arnong the
speckled birds of the strearn-cleaved
meadows 9 of Brook Farm.

But a darker problern haunted their
minds. This, aiso, came from. the poor
woman in the bush. Does the soul have
power after death whichi it cari exercise
over the living? They taiked of this by
themselves, for the amiable disciples of
Kant and Fourier did not regard any
such old-fasbioned speculations as this
as a part of their tranccndental invis-
igations. The Communists, or Tran-
cendentalists, as tbey carne i o be called,
iad gathered to study those things that

transcen(le(l iuman experience, but the
topie of a *ghost wvns rifled out as a
iatter of vîigar superstition. although
bosts were still believed in by the peo-
ple at large at this time to make lively
iany old New England bouses anîd
,eteries. So our ladies talked of the
'ugbt in the symposiums of the parlor,
ind of aveiug iý,sipirits bv thernselves.
tnd a year pase amid the lights of
1greeaide -spectîlat ions and the shadows
)f appreltetisiotts. and the leaves camne
)t of the inner Nvorld, expanded, breath-
I( t he a ir, t o tu d îed anîd eCisp5. anîd
Il, in the howerv groves of peaceiiti

3rook Fari.
It -,%as a dark. stili nigît (if onîe of

1e short days of D)ecemlwýr. Siîow liad
ailen. Tiiere liad heen miade a tire on
he iîearth in the keeping-roorn. who'îe
iole proportions niay stili he seen.
Xithotit, the elrvstals in the thîn qnow

ire gisteing inth te mooiiltt. Th<ere
vas lith te gallop of a horse's feet
ip the higli batk before the door. wiih
re luo% seats on the terrace under tite

esThiere followed a sharp rap on
e iloor. Mîs eedbain, ho ias at

I11 tifileein Ihe roorn alone. burried to
11iSNNer the ceau.

-[ arn BIen Bfoýtx*sa iiithe tian k3t the
or.l'al D. itieltl. M%, wife is

Nd,.\-1îain callel the doctor. wvlîo
il itlhi teý ti 13<0for a keen-ait-t'I

1 i iuIlleti DedhlbamWoods.
r:Viliiiluj etiliîrne<l bite. Inatsîi

Mi SudlanÀiiiiiiirics, for the
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