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and gives the alarm when he awakes.”
She took out of the cradle a beautiful

boy.

“How 1 do love that child!” said she.
“It is the life of my life. If 1 were dead
and an-one should abuse it I would de-
fend it. Such things do happen in the
inward world.” =

The two young women rode away from
the place.

ere is nothing new in the woman’s

. thoughts,” said Miss Needham, “but it

does seem strange that she should have
reasoned thus.”
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' “Miss Needham,” said the other, “there
is something very strange, very strange
indeed, about the wife of Ben Bow.”

In the Indian summer days our two
Brook Farm friends, whom we wil call
Mary Needham and Hester Fifieid, rode
again to the Dedham woods, among:the
falling leaves, wild grapes and gathering
flocks of birds, and called on the wife of
Ben Bow.

She received them gratefully, and said
that her babe had been ill, and that she
had bardly left the place since their
former call.

‘other places.

“I have thought much over the matters
of which you talked,” she said, “and I
have wished to come over and call on you
for my hand and arm have become
swollen. See.” She held up her hand
from which the middle forefinger was
gone. The visitors marked the appear-
ance of the hand very distinetly.

“I have had,” she added, “some strange
experiences of late. My soul at times
has seemed to soar away and be in
I sometimes think that I
am not constituted like other people.
You know that T believe that the body

Thinking of Him

Droaming of Her

Thelr First
Annlversary

Many
woman, because the aroma was distasteful to
He lacked discrimination in the choice
of his smoke, else he might have continued to
partake of the soothing influence of what he
enjoyed in his bachelorhood days.

Men who have stopped smoking or those who
are threatened by their sweethearts that they
must give up, are now given an opportunity to
square themselves 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,
by everybody, and no lady will object to the
pleasure that hubby or sweetheart enjoys in
consuming it.

Remember ROXBORO CIGARS are made differently,
and they sell at 10 cents straight, but to get
you to try them I offer a special in-
Clip the coupon,

her.

THE

Letter No 3.

Dear Sir:

smoke.''

a man has given up

ducement.

today,

I am,

H. E. LEDOUX CO.,

CLIP THIS COUPON TO-DAY W.H.M.

TAKE IT TO YOUR TOBACCONIST WITH 25 CENTS AND GET
THREE ROXBORO CIGARS WORTH THIRTY CENTS

(THIS COUPON IS GOOD FOR ONE TRIAL ORDER)

Sign Name Here ....... .ot i e

H.E.LED | | llXBl]., LiMITED.

WHOLESALE TOBACCONISTS, IMPORTERS
«~ AND CIGAR MANUFACTURERS ~

WINNIPEG ano MONTREAL.

CORNER JAMES € LOUISE STS

WINNIPEG.

TO THE SMOKER OF CIGARS.

Inspiration tempted Kipling in one
of his poems to say ‘‘A woman is only
a woman, but a good cigar is a
Now I agree with his nobs
that a good cigar is a smoke, but
woman, God bless her,
has got all the cigars on the con-
tinent snowed under.

to your cigar store,
boss with a quarter and he will give
you three ROXBOROS.
and save the bands for beaut-
iful framed pictures.

Yours very truly,

LTD.

Apr. 1st.

CANADA. L

if she's good

the weed for a

it is enjoyed

take it
hand it to the

Try the ROXBORO.

is merely a mass of organs adapted to
the needs of the soul—the means of
communication between the outward
and inward world. It is the inward
world that is the source of all mysteries,
as the bloom of the rose is but the rose
principle in the outward world, bodied
forth. I shall go in some ‘day, and it
will not be long, and they will shut
the door. But I can come out again.”
She pressed her child closely to her
heart. “I can come out again, at least,
in appearance. What the soul sees, it
sees; I do not mean that these bones
or that this or that dress or shoes can
come out again. But the inward world
will be a reality then, and all its mys-
teries now will then be a part of life.”

The two ladies invited her again to
visit Brook Farm.

She came one still November day,
while the summer splendor lingered,
bringing her babe with her. One of the
men of the Community, Dr. Fifield, who.
had had a medical education, examined
her hand and arm and gave her advice
and a prescription. They never again
saw her alive, and here begins the in-
explicable mystery of “The Wife of
Ben Bow.”

The ladies did mnot belong to the
original Community of rustic philoso-
phers at Brook Farm. The charm, pos-
sibly the romance, of the little Com-
munity, drew many visitors there, and
Miss Fifield having a brother, and Miss
Needham a sister there, they liked to
be much with the people who were mak-
ing the novel social experiment. But
they found their thought more stimu-
lated by the poor wife of Ben Bow than
by the learned and glowing conversa-
tions of Margaret Fuller, or of Alcott,
whom they also knew. They had heard
this woman say that the Ought which
was written in the soul of every man
was the true law of life. This they
could understand, and they began to
build up a bit of philosophy upon it
which made them interesting, though
they had learned it in the bush, and
had hardly had an idea before, except
such as had been endorsed by wholesome
Mt. Holyoke or Catherine Beecher’s 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 among the
speckled birds of the stream-cleaved
meadows “of Brook Farm.

But a darker problem haunted their
minds. This, also, came from the poor
woman in the bush. Does the soul have
power after death which it can exercise
over the living? They talked of this by
themselves, for the amiable disciples of
Kant and Fourier did not regard any
such old-fashioned speculations as this
as a part of their trancendental inves-
tigations. The Communists, or Tran-
scendentalists, as they came 1o be called,
had gathered to study those things that
transcended human experience, but the
topic of a ghost was ruled out as a
matter of vulgar superstition, although
ghosts were still believed in by the peo-
ple at large at this time to make lively
many old New England houses and
cemeteries. So our ladies talked of the
Ought in the symposiums of the parlor,
and of avenging spirits by themselves,
and a year passed amid the lights of
agreeable speculations and the shadows
of apprehensions. and the leaves came
out of the inner world, expanded, breath-
ed the air, turned red and ecrisp. and
fell, in the bowery groves of peaceful
Brook Farm.

It was a dark, still night of one of
the short days of December. Snow had
fallen.  There had been made a fire on
the hearth in the keeping-room, whose
noble proportions may still be seen.
Without, the crystals in the thin snow
were glistening in the moonlight. There

was heard the gallop of a horse's feet
up the high bank before the door, which
are now seats on the terrace under the
trees. There followed a sharp rap on

the door. Miss Needham, who was at
the time in the room alone, hurried to
answer the call,

"I am Ben Bow.” said the man at the

door. “*Call Dr. Fifield. My wife is
dvine ™ )

Miss Needham ealled the doctor. who
left with Ben Bow for a keen-aired
ride throneh the Dedham woods.

Dro Fifield returned late. Tn answer

to Miss Needham's inquiries, for the
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