Tea is Delicious and Pure

‘| that is too marked.

Sizna laughs.

“No! It is the new life to m2! You
will see! I am so strong'! And I only
want to be happy! It ism’t mueh, is
it?” and she laughs. *“And I shall be,
ah, sc bappy! What a' lovely room
this is! Does Hector’s room face tice
south? He likes the south side”—
with sudden anxiety.

“Make your mind easy,” says Laidy
Rookwell, grimly. “His room adjoins
this. He will be able to come in and
smoke his horrid cigarette as usual.”

“1 am so zlad!” says Sizna, simply.

“Yes, its so nice tosmell of tobac-
o smoke when you come down to din-
ner.”

“Oh, cizarettes dom’t smell,” s2ys
Signa, naively. “But is there no

news?”’
“None,” says Laura, comprehgn-
sively. “Nothing happens in North-

well. You bring all the news with
you. Oh, there is one piece of mews,”
she says, with an ail* of indifference
“Sir Frederic has
lost a cousm, so that ne stands nex:
to the earldom of Rexlade.” .-

“Really. Then he will be Lord Rex-
lade?” says Signa. *“I shall always
feel like -calling him Sir Fredric. How
altered he is! I don’t m2an facially
so much as in manner.”

“Do you think so0?” says the beauty
with affected carelessness. ‘Yes, he is
altered—for the bhetter. If you knew
"how hard he has worked! He has
worked as hard for you as your Hec-
tor worked for me. I don’t think
Lord Delamere will find a single
screw loose on the whole estate.”

“A screw loose!’™’ moans Lady

Rookwell. ““That’s a 1adv-like expres-
sion!”

“How very good of him!” says Sig-
na !

Then comes a knock at the dcor,
and a demure servant hands in' a
houquet of choice het-house flowers.

“For me?, c<ays Signa, as Lady
Rnokwell hands them to her.

“So it says.”” say3 her ladyship,
pointing to the label.

“For Lady Delamere, with Lady

Blyte’s love and good wishes!” rcads
Signa. “How kind and thoughtful!
Oh <top!” and she runs to th: dcor
and calls to the maid. *“Tell the mes-
sengzer to give my love to Lady Blyte,
and that 1 will come and see her to-
morrow,” she says.

For some unexplained and mysteri-
ous reason, Laura juraps ap and kiss-
es her..

“You are a dear. good girl!” sh»
hays, with a vivid blush, and hastily
disengaging hersélf from Signa’s em-
brace, she hurries quickly from th:
room.

“What—what does she mean? Why
should she be so pleased that I sent
the message?” asks Sizna, wondering-
ly; but Lady Rookwell only grins aund
grunts an unsatisfactory “Humph!”

1f is a very happy party that siis
¢own in the small dining-room that
evening.

Hector {s in the best of spirits—al-
most boyish in his cheerfulness—so
much so that it is {difficult to realize
that he is my Lord of Delamere, with
fifty thousand a year, and the ribbon
of the order of the Knights of the
Garter. :

“Lady Bumbleby ought to be here.”
says Lady Rookwell, with a grin.

“Sn she shall, before long,” he saya.
“T look unon Lady Pumbleby as 2o
dear friend, who understands a good
story to the fullest. I tell you what,
Lady Rookwell, we will have high
times this Christmas. so prepare your-
self! The Grange has been empty and
silent long enough. Why, I've read
how, in the old times, the old placs
was crammed with guests, and that
the servants’ hall was filled to over-
flowing half the nights of the year.
Why shouldn’t it be so now?”

“Why pot? 1 know no
against it,” says Signa. .
. And ne looks across the table at her
gratefully.

“I expect it will be full encugh to-
morrow,” he says.

“To-merrow?” demands Lady Rook:
well.

“Yes,” he adds; *“I've asked all
t Northwell here to-morrow—men, wo-
men and children. e will have such
a night of it as has not been known
for the last twenty years—ah. the last
fifty'" )

“What!” shrieked Ladv Rookwell
“Do you want to have vour wife ill
again?”’

“I,am not afraid,” he says, looking
at Signa “Signa is never so happy as
when she is making other people hap-
P¥; and happiness does not kill—it
cures, Lady Rookwell.”

“How are you going to feed two hun-
dred people?” demands her ladyship.

‘;’I"his is for me, and Blythe, to find
out,”
Sir Frederic's shoulder.

They solve the problem somehow,
for on the morrow nearer three than
two hundred present themselves for
admission to the Grange, and Hector
and Sir Frederic are ready for them.

As in olden times, the huge hall has
long- tables set up within it, and the
tables are spread with good, solid food.
There is food in abundance, and plenty
of sound October ale and cider.

reason

the place of servants for the time be-

ing, wait upon them.

S PERFECT BREAD

True to his word, and passing be-
yond the mere spirit of it, my Lord of
Delamere and his friends join in the
repast, at the upper end of the table,
Seven o’clock dinner having been dis-
bPensed with; and when, at the close
of the meal, he rises, and announces
that there will be a dance to finish the
evening, a lusty cheer greets his
words. .

To set an example, he chooses the
comely wife of one of his own tenants
and opens the ball, and Signa, not to
be behindhand, accepts a young farmer
on the estate of her partner. No one
enters into the spirit of the thing more
thoroughly than Laura Derwent, and
clad in one of her choicest costumes,
she leads to the quadrille the oldest
farmer on the estate.

The band 1s the village one, and it
tries its hardest to eclipse the London
one, which discoursed sweet music at
Laura Derwent’s ball; and if it does
not quite succeed, it makes music fa-
miliar to the ears of the guests, and,
therefore, quite as satisfactory.

Never, perhaps, has Signa been hap-
pler than she is to-night, and when, in
a pause of the festivities, Hector finds
time to approach and address her, he
finds her laughing heartily at gome
fishing story told by a ruddy-cheeked
Young fisherman who had snmponed
up courage to ask her to dance.

The ball is kert up until midnight,
and at its finish the guests group to-
gether to give a hearty cheer to my
Lord and Lady Delamere.

“Are you tired, my darling?’ he
asks, as, alone, they stand in the de-
serted and silent ballroom.

*No,” she says, "and "ves’ I am a lit-
tle tired, but, ah! so happy, Hector!
After all, these sithple people are ours.
There is not one of them for whose
comfort and happiness we are not an-
swerable! 1 used to wonder what use
a great lady could te. Now 1 under-
stand. It is to make the pecple under
her happy and contented. Heector, 1
shall be content to live amongst them
for the remainder of my days!”

But she had not to do this. There
comes a certain period of the year
when my Lord of Delamere finds it
imperative for him to be in London.
There is his seat | the House of
Lords, amid his brother peers, and at
such periods Signa has to take up the
role as the mistress of the great house
in Grosvenor square.

And she plays it well. If she chose
she could be the queen of the high so-
ciety in which she moves; but she
does not choose. It is not in her to

be a professional beauty or a leader of |

ton. She leaves all that to less happy
individeals.

Still her dances and her evenings
are crowded by the best people, and to
have a card for one of Lady Dela-
mere's ‘“At home’s” is a passport to
the best of society.

Laura Derwent still reigns. Her
beauty undimmed and unfaded, is
still the talk of the town, and her pho-
tographs may still be seen in the shop
windows; but a change has come
over this flighty damsel; and in her
off-hours, as she calls the rare inter-
vals when she had no party or ball to
attend, she finds her way to Signa's
house in Grosvenor square, and spends
the evening there.

Sir Frederic is now Lord Rexlade.
He bears the title nicely and modestly.
He, too, is always to be seen at Lady
Delzamere's assemblies, always near
her elbow, and ready to ecarry any,
message or undertake any commission.
He loves her, but it is. as he told Lady
Rookwell, the love of a brother for a
sister.

One day, late in spring, Laura comes
to Signa’'s dressing room, where she is
in the hands of her malid, who is attir-
ing her for the coming levee.

“Signa,” says Laura, impulsively, “I
want to speak to you. Send the girl
away.”

Signa gently dismisses the maid, and
waits all attention.

“What is it dear?” .

“3igna, you will be surprised; !
know you will?”

“Shall 1? What is it, Laura, dear””

“l don’t know how to tell you, and
yet I feel as if I must! Frankly, 1
feel as if I couldn’t do it, unless you
concurred!”

“What are you going to do?” asks

he says, laying his hand upon |
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The crowd cf guests file in in twos |
and threes, and ‘““the gentry,” taking | You don’t know who it is! It is Sir
lFrederio.—I mean Lord Rexlade!”

Signa, smiling.

“Something very dreadful and con-
clusive! Signa. you know how many
offers I have refused?”

“Nearly all,” says Signa, smiling.

“You know I could have been a
marchioness if I had liked?”

“Yes, dear!”

“But I didn’t like!"" says the spoiled
beauty, “and now I have got an _offer
that I do like:”

“Really! My dear Laura,” and she
takes a step toward her.

“Stop! You have not heard me out!

“Witnh a joyous cry Signa hugs her
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very pale, his eyes grave and wistful.
Witk a quick imputse she glides to-

ward him, and holds cut her haad.
wgir Frederic, it wouid 320t Lave

seemed like coming home if ¥ou bkad
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" He takes her hand holds it for a

moment, then presses it .and m
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. ~Biyte, how are ‘you?’ exclaims

‘Hector, grasping his hand ard aring-
fng ft, almost like a schoolboy. “T've
" been looking

forward to sexing you.
You'l have to plead guilty to this
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was a favorite name among the long-forgotten food products
of half a century ago, just as it is among the live ones
of to-day. Only _exceptional quality can
permanent popularity.

“Let Redpath Sweeten it.”

explain such

4
to her bosom; then she holds her out
al arme’ length. and laughs.

“You dear, stupid creature! Why 1
guessed it long ago! Any one could see
he was madly in love with vou! Dear
Sir Frederic—I mean Lord Rexlade!
Oh, I am so zlad!™

“Are you really?” demands
beauty. “I thought—forgive me, Sig-
na!—that you would be—well, jeal-
ous! He hae been your slave so long!”
“My slave!” says ° Signa, with a
blush. “I only want one slave, azd
that is Hector. And here he coma:!
Good-bye, dear! I am happier thax
I can tell you! You will be Lady Rex-
lade, and w® shall be close neighbors'
And they eay there is no such thiag
ag Fate! Kiss me, Laura' You ana 1
will be that anomalous article which
dear Lady Rookwell called unique —
wives in love with their husbands!™
(The End).

UNIQUE IN ANIMALS.

Racoons Have a Curious Habit of
Washing Their Food.

Few American wild animals are
more widely known or excite more
popular interest than the raccoon,
which occupies most of the wooded
parts of North America from the
gouthern border of Canada to Panama,
with the exception of the higher moun-
tain ranges.

Its diet is extraordirarily veried and
includes fresh water clams, crawfish,
frogs, turtles, birds and their eggs,
poultry, nuts, fruits and green corn.
When near water raccoons have a cur-
fous and unique habit of washing their
focod before eating it. Their fondness
for green corn leads them into fre-
quent danger, for when bottom land
corn tempts them away from their us-
ual haunts raccoon hunting with dogs
at night becomes an especially favored
sport. Raccoons are extraordinarily
intelligent animals and make interest-
ing and amusing pets.

They began to figure in our frontier
literature at an early date. Coon-
skin caps ,with the ringed tails hang-
ing like p.ulies, maue the tavorite
headgear of many pioneer hunters, and
coonskins were recognized articles of
barter at country stores. Now that
the increasing occupation of the couz-
try is crowding out more and more of
our wild life it is a pleasure to note
the persistence with which ‘these char-
ecteristic and interesting animats con-
tinue to hold their own in so much cf
their original range.—National Geo-
graphic Magazine.
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THEATRE AUDIENCES.

A Sermon for Those Who Arrive
Late and Depart Early.

It is one of the most hallowed na-
tional customs not to go into a theatre
until the curtain has risen. If by some
stupid blunder we have arrived punc-
tually we smoke a cigarette in the
lobby.

So the cunning playwright takes care
not to start his story until at least five
minutes later. He occupies these five
minutes with a colorless scene of some
kind just to Lkeep the groundlings
amused. In some cases he will begin
each act in the same way. it depends
on how fashionable his audience is and
how thirsty. For a converse reason he
must finish his play five minutes be-
fore the final curtain falls.

Another of our national customs is
to leave the theatre the moment Ed-
win has embraced Angelina although
the author may have reserved a quaint
comedy touch or a dramatic surprise
for the actual end.

It is no use altering the hour of per-
fermance. Begin at midnight if you
like; we shall not come until five min-
utes after. lLeave ofi at 10; we shall
go out five minutes before. It is in the
blood Theé idea that an audience owes
2ny consideration to authors or actors
is entirely foreign to us. The very
suggestion of it is almost an imperi-
nence.—Louis N. Parker, in New York
Times.

The Wild Pigecn Mystery.

That the wild pigeon, once so com-
mon in the United States, has become
extinct is  one of the strangest myste-
ries in American natural history. It is
a puzzle which has baffled scientists
and which probably never will be solv-
ed. Half a century ago wild pigeons
were abundant in Pennsylvania, Ohlo,
Indiana, Kentucky and all the states
¢! the middle west. In their migra-
tions they travelled in flocks number-
ing tens of thousands, and it some-
times took a single flock the better
part of an hour to pass a given point.
Vast numbers of the pigeons were kill-
ed every year by gunners, but many
investigators hold that the complete
disappearance of the species must
have been: due in part at least to
other causes. No other bird was ever
50 numercus in this country as the
pigeon.

A Gargle for a Sore Throat.

The kind of sore throat which an-
roys one when the weather is unplea-
sant and the air feels raw and damp,
is not difficult to treat, and a speedy
cure is always possible. The red ap-

pearance of the throat indicates 2 mild
degree of congestion, whilch may be
<relieved by gargling the throat with
hot (as hot as can be borne without
burning) soda water. Dissolve a tea-
spoonful of socdium bicarbonate in a
tumblerful of hot water. Use this
strength and gargle thoroughly every
three hours. Also take a salin. laxa-
tive—such as Rochelle salts, a heaping
teaspoonful in a tumblerful of cold
water—at bedtime, and another dose
upon rising in the morning. It is al-
ways advisable to remain indoors for
24 or more hours when having a mild
Lattack of sore throat.

Imitation Gems.

The opal is more difficult to tmitate
than is the diamond. But, from artifi-
cial alum, rubies which really are ru-
bies can be made, and very cheaply.

It the coloring agent is titanium ox-
ide the product becomes a genuine ar-

tifical sapphire. Only in interfor struc-
ture do these etones differ from those
made by pature.

the

SUMMER COMPLAINTS -

At the first sign of illness during the.
hot weather give the little cne Baby's
Own Tableéts, or in a few hours he may
be beyond cure. These Tableis will
prevent semmer complaints if givem
cccasionally to the well child and wilk
promptly cure ‘these troublesif they
come on euddenly. Baby’s Own Tab-
lets should always be kept in every
home where therq are youag chil-
dren. There is no other medicine as
good and the mother has the guaran-
tee of a government analyst that they
are absolutely safe. The Tablets are
sold by medicine dealers or by mait
at 25 cents a box from The Dr. Wil-
liams Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.
IRISH SPANIARDS.

America Did Not Get All Emi-
grants of the Emerald Isle.

“You are, perhaps, too much inclin-
ed to think,” said a Spaniard recently,

“that America i3 the only foreign
country where Irish emigrants lamd.
But there is an Irish element in Spaia,
though less numerous, also important.
1t is probable that the- spec.ai ¢ondi-
tions of this old country, its Catholle
faith, its monarchical epirit, and noble
traditions, particularly attracted the
more distinguished Irish families in
search of a new home, while the mid-
dle and poorer classes preferred to
sail to more democratic and English-
speaking lands.
“This would explain why most of
the Irieh-Spaniards belong te the
army. The Spamnish army lists abounds
with names like O'Shea, O'Coanor,
MacKenna, ’Neil, earl of Tyrone, be-
came a Spanish tield marshal. and im
the Carlist wars won the titie ¢f Mar-
quis del Norte. His son, though an of-
ficer in tliec Spanish infaatry, was bet-
tec known as a poet. Another poet of
Irish deccent died recently in M:zdrid,
Fernandez Shaw. And the name of
General O'Donnell ijs az famous im
Spain es that of Wellagton in Eng-
land. General O’'Donnell wags in * com-
mand of the Spanish troops whicih in-
vaded Moroéco in the last years of
Queen lcabella’s reign, and h'e trinm-
phapt march was only checked by the
diplomatic oppesition of Engiand.
“Most of these Irish-Spaniards emi-
grated during the first half of the
nineteenth century. They were quickly
absorbed by Spain—a country which
quickly stamps her character on new-
comers—and hardly any of their pres-
ent representatives speak English, or
have any knowledge of English and
Irish life. But they carry everywhere
their family tales of a dark past and
their names as witnesses of their fam-
ilv romance, and their influence is ne
doubt overwhe!ming on the goeneral
opinion which Spain, ignorant of the
progrecs of later years ,still entertaine
Oon tne ‘oppressed s!ster island.’
‘‘Another important link between
Ireland and Spain is the Irish eemin-
ary for Roman Catholic priests still
existing in Salamanca. It creates a
continuous channel of communice-
tions for the clergy of the two eoun-
tries. It must be added that the very
numerous wealthy families who wish
to give their daughters an English
education generally place them im
English-epeaking convents, either inm
Spain or in England. Thes2 conventa
are generally Irish.“—Exchange.
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We're All Like Her.

Terence V. Powdcrly, of labor fame,
was taiking about compulsory arbitra-
tion.

“The trouble withh the worl! n
general,” he said, thoughtfully, ‘is
that we all know just what the other
fellow ought to do, out we take little
account of what we ougkt to do cur-
selves.

“l found a young bride one day
tending, with a stern and severe air,
over a dry looking volume.

“*What are vou reading? 1 asked.

‘“‘An excellent work,” she roplied.
called ‘Happiness in Marric: e

“*What advice,” 1 asked, ‘doez it
give to wives?”

“‘I don’t know,' she answered, ‘I'm
reading the advicc to husbands.'"
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Compressed Air Pressure.

The highest known  ‘pressure te
which air has been compressed [is 4,008
atmospheres (about 60,000 pounds) per
equare inch, but this wa< a labora-
tory experiment. The eafe limit of
pressure for use im the arte to-day is
largely determined by the strength of
the retaining vessel. or 3,000 pounds
per square inch. To ob:ain these
great presegures c=pecially designed ale
compreseors have to be contructed.
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Cheese Salad.

'Tis eagily made.

And very putritious,

Have you some cottage coceese?

Well, ~eason it with meited butter.

Add to thie a little paprika and mus~
tard.

Roll into balle with pitted cherries
in the centre,

Place eacn on a disk of nicely toast-
eq bread.

Piped mayonnaise makes a very
tasty and effective dish.

‘ o
i Bella—I wonder who was the first
woman to get Ber gowns from Pa fel
Stella- Helen  of Troy. no doubt -~
Froth.

PILLS =

B 1
;S_E}‘

A \'\\\\\-\D

it

KILL LITTLE ONES




