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On “butter day” little Susie Bradley
always wiped the Dbreakfast dishes.
She was making but little progress
with that occupation now, however, by
reason of running to look out the win-
dow every few minutes. Although she
took a handful of silver, a platter or
a pile of plates with her on each trip,
wiping as she went, she was not keep-
ing pace with Rosie, the help, who was
washing the dishes.

“I vow, Susie, this is the tenth time
you have gone to that window!”

“Qb, I can’t wait to see her!” sighed
Susie. “I am so afraid the train is late.”

The coming of the city cousin, Kath-
Irn Randall, was always an event. The
visit generally occurred in strawberry
or harvest time, but what could have
induced ber to come to the farm in
November was beyond the combined
conjectures of the Randall family. She
had written a short note saying she
would be there that morning for a long
visit.

“Can hardly wait for what, Susie?”
asked a manly voice.

Susie looked up into the handsome
face of Neil Milnes, one of the men
from the city who were camping down

~on the river for the shooting season.

It was Neil's turn to come for the milk
and butter with which Mrs. Bradley
supplied them.

“My ~ousin. She Is coming to visit
us, and, on, xbe is so lovely and wears

' such beautiful clothes!”

Milnes laughed and walked out
through the woodshed and across fialds
of stubble to joig his companions.

“I can just imagine the city cousin,”
he thought, “clad in a bargain shirt

| waist suit and a picture hat from the

basaar at $1.39, overwhelming the coun-
try folk about here with her ‘style.’”

He heard the round of running feet
behind and turned, expecting to see a
young colt, but it was Susie.

“Mother said I could go down to the
river road and meet them and ride
bome with them.”

“Your cousin will think she has fall-
en in clover Wwhen she hears there are
four young men on the premises,” he
suggested..

“Oh, she has lots of beuus,” replied
Susie loftily.

“Then she’ll be sure to want more.
Tell her we are all married. will ven?”

|

nowever, naa caugne e
sound of distant wheels and sped
quickly away. Milnes met them rid-
ing in the light wagon, Mr. Bradley and
the baggage on the first seaf, and Susie
perched proudly on the back seat Dbe-
side the most sturning lsoking girl that
e had ever seen Mr. Bradley reined
ap and presented Milnes to his niece,
Miss Randall, who acknowledged the
introduction cordially. Then  they
drove on, and Milnes, .recalling her
tailored traveling coat with the Dbig
bunch of violets fastened at the Dbelt,
the chic hat and correct appointments
of veil, gloves and purse, also foreign
labeled steamer trunk, was amused at
his preconception of the “city cousin.”

He went on to the camp racking his
braing for a plausible errand to the
farmhouse, but his wits, usually fer-
tile, refused to suggest. Iinally he
resolved to go away and await an in-
spiration. When he reached the farm-
house, Miss Randall, charmingly gown.
ed, was in the kitchen with her aunt.
She hardly vouchsafed the young inan
a glance, '

“Oh, Mr. Milnes, what can I do for
you?” asked Mrs. Bradley.

“Why—er—oh, we want some more
butter,” he said desperately,.

T=+=cr muve you done witi all that
you got this morning?”’ she exclaimed.
. “Well, you see, it's Johnson’s turn to
cook, and he uses so much butter!”

Mrs. Bradley's eyes twinkled as she
got a roll of butter, while Susie giggled
outright, and he could see that Miss
Randall was amused, though she was
quite ignoring his presence. Suddenly
it came to him in a flash that Susie
had repeated his remarks. He turned
to go, and Mrs. Bradley said good na-
turedly:

“Susie, go as far as the barn with
Mr. Milnes and show him where to get
some cider.”

On the wax out he asked Susie anx-
iously if she had told what he said.

“QOh, yes,” she replied cheerfully.

He groaned. ?

“What did your cousin say?”

“She said you didn’t look like such a
cad.”

He winced and was silent for a mo-
ment. Then he said suddenly:

“Say, Susie, is her father’'s name
Wellman Randall 7’ .

“Yes. Uncle Wellman is her father.
He is awfully rich.”

Of course he was. Every one knew
of Wellman Randall, /the successful
speculator.

“I am sorry,” he said half to himself.

“Why ?’ asked Susie indignantly.
“Uncle Wellman is lovely.”

“I know he is, but I wish he were
poor.”

Such a wish was beyond Susie's un-

Susie,

MRS.BISHOP"S SUGCESS

It’s easy to make bad bread even
though you use the very best flour.

The whole secret of good bread
is not merely good fl ur.

The way it's
important.

made is most
This is . why some people do not

get sueh good results as others in

their bread baking.

It is to quite an extent a (uestion

method, /

Mrs. F. B. Bishop, of Lawrence-

town, N. S, made a batch of bread

with “‘ROYAL HOUSEHOLD”’

FLOUR.

P
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She made it according
o directions and the bread was

good.

She made a second, a
third and many other batches,
and a few days ago she

wrote us that she found ‘““ROYAL
HOUSEHOLD FLOUR the
best best flour she had ever used.
This lady got good results be-
cause :
1st, She had the right flour,
2nd, She made her bread ac-

cording to 5 RWAL HUUSEHULD i

directions,

Had she failed in the latter her|
opinion of the flour might have!
been very different.

aerstanung, ana sage tmought he was
joking. All day he loafed and smoked
by himself and thought of the vision
at the Bradleys. At twilight he insist-
ed that the milk was sour and went up
to the house for a fresh supply. By
good fortune Miss Randall was alone
in the orchard.

“Niss Randall,” he said, coming up
to her, “we are all prone at times to
say ufterly idle words that we don’t
mean. I couldn’t know that you were”—

“That I was what?”’ she asked as he
hesitated.

“That you were the hundredth wo-
man. Unfil I sow yon I had no reason

to suppose that you were not one of
the ninety-nine. 1 don't wonder you
thiuk me a cad, though.”

She blushed a little.

“I am afraid Susie is leaky,” she said.

Ifurther conversation was prevented
by Mr. Bradley's appearance upon the
scene,

“Come, Kathlyn, if you want to go
with me to see the committee. We
must be starting.”

“Yes, uncle. Good night, Mr. Milnes.”
And she walked away, leaving Neil dis-
comfited.

The next day, Sunday, the men were
away from camp fishing save Neil,
whose turn it was ' to cook dinner.
While in the tent he heard steps ap-
proaching and then a fall. Going out,
he saw Susie sprawled on the ground
by the side of a pumpkin pie. Both
were quite disturbed on the surface.

“Oh, dear,” sobbed Susie, ‘“mother
took such pains, and I walked so slow
and careful all the way!”

Milnes always had a tender sympa-
thy ywith the woes of children. He
picked Susie up in his arms and sat
down in the hammock with her, kissed
her gently and wiped away the rain of
tears.

“See here, dear,” he said soothingly,
“the pie is all right. We can smooth
it down, and if we can't we'll call it
pudding. You needn’t tell any one at
the house, and the fellows won't know
the difference. They’ll think it's the
proper stylé for a pie. You stay and
watch me get dinner and help eat it,
and then we’'ll have a boat ride.”

Susie was quickly comforted. She
was not used to being petted except
by Cousin Kathlyn, and her heart went
straight into Neil's service henceforth.

“Cousin IXathlyn is going to stay here
and teach the school. Our teacher isill
and has gone away. Isn't that lovely?”

“What in the world is she going to
do that for?” he asked in amazement.

“I mustn’t tell. Cousin Kathlyn told
me it wasn't nice to repeat things.”

Neil questioned no further. “It's
some whim,” he thought, “or a wager.
She won’t keep that up very long.”

When Kathlyn went to Susie’s bed-
side that night for a little visit with
her cousin she casually mentioned
Neil’s name, *

The child sat up in bed, her eyes
shining.

“I love him!” she eried.

“Why, Susie!”

Theireupon Susie confided the fate of
the pie and told how he had kissed
and comforted her. The next morning
when Neil chanced to be strolling in
the lane near the little schoolhouse he
met IKathlyn., To his surprise she
stopped and spoke to him, smiling
graciously.

“Susie told me how good you were to
her,” she said.

“Susie’'s a darling!” he exclaimed,
“And say, Miss Randall, if I can help
you in the school or anyway”—

She laughed.

“Oh, I can manage the school all
right. I understand children.”

Both were essential

to

| “One Came Out After

secure |

desirable results. | \ The Other-
i

That Mrs. Bishop succeeded so
proves that others may do
eqnally well and certainly those
who have seen the best bread pro-
duced from “‘ROYAL HOUSEHOLD”
must admit that it is the finest
bread in the world and worth going
to some trouble to procure.

well

It is at least worth the trouble of

getting "' ROYAL HOUSEHOLD ™

flour and making bread from it in

the “RUYAL HOUSEHOLD” way.

The “ ROYAL HOUSE-
HOLD?” way is described in a
leaflet which will be sent you for
the asking.

Ocrnvie Frour MirLs Co., LD,

MONTREAL.

Suffered with Boils for Six
Months.

I

A

" Mr. Elie Braizeau, Meadowside
Station, Ont., tells of his ex-
perience with Boils and

Burdock Blood Bitters.

He says:— *“ In the Spring
of 1889 I was continually
troubled with boils—one
coming after another for about six
months. I suffered terribly, and
was in a very bad condition. In
August I got a bottle of Burdock
Blood Bitters, and Qbegan to feel
better after taking it. I kept on
until I had used five bottles, and
can truthfully say that I was cured,
and have remained so ever since.
I have not had the least sign of a
boil.”

There is nothing like Burdock
Blood Bitters for bad blood, boils,
pimples, dyspepsia, indigestion,
«or any trouble arising from the
| Stomach, Liver, Bowels or Blood,
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Canada’'s bsst clothing It

of taste and refinement. [t

and you'll find
Clothing

Every Clothier does
19
FESS

Only the best clothiers in Canada can sell

who cater to that best trade—and who are in a
position, financially, to control the best.
Find the best clothier in ycur city,

WEPrOgress

Sold by Leading Clothiers
throughout Canada.

not seli

Clothing

anfx:a‘.s only to people i
is sold only by retailers
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T1 spall cume anu see now you get
on,” he declared.

He appeared in the schoolroom the
very next day and announced that he
had come to ‘“visit.” She was pro-
voked, but she could not turn him out.
She had written some words on the
blackboard for the pupils to use in
sentences. She now pointed to the
first one, “income.”

“Who can make a sentence and use
that, word, correctly 7’ she asked. :

¥po call on that little fdt boy for a
sentence or he’ll wring his hand off,”
whispered Neil.

She gave the youngster the floor, and
he jumped to his feet in triumph, yell-
ing:

“In come a rat!”

That was too much for Neil's com-
posure, and he gave way to an infec-
tious fit of laughter, in which teacher
and scholars joined.

‘“You had better go now,” she said
to her visitor.

“If I'll promise not to come in again
may I come every afternoon and row
you and Susie home by the river way 7"

She consented to this arrangement
and thenceforth came halcyon days—to
Neil and Susie at least.

November vanished, and so did the
hunters, save Neil, who lingered and
upon Mrs. Bradley's invitation took up
his quarters at the farmhouse. He was
very happy except when he remem-
bered how paltry his income would ap-
pear in comparison with Miss Ran-
dall’'s millions. Susie used to watch
bim eclosely] when he was in ane af

theseé reveries, and her warm little
Lheart, enlightened by her affection for
Neil, divined the cause. She reached a
decision. Her opportunity came that
evening. She went to the barn to hold

the lantern for Neil while he got some ;

¢
NT

cider.

“I am going to tell you why Cousin ~
Kathlyn teaches school,” she said
bluntly.

*Oh, but you shouldn’t, Susie! Didn't
she tell you not to?”

*No. She didn’'t say not to tell that
especially. Besides, every one knows
but you. You know you wished Uncle
Wellman was poor ?”

“Yes,” he said, his heart beating with:
hope. :

“He is now. He lost everything he
had in a minute, and he sent Cousin
Kathlyn here to stay while he went
west to make some more money, and
she would teach so as to help him.”

“Susie, Susie, you are my good an-
gel,” he cried in delight. ¥

The light of love and hope so trans-

figured his countenance that Kathlyn

turned pale when she saw him. When
the Bradley family had considerately
zone to bed at an earlier hour than
usual Neil told Kathlyn all that was
in his heart.

“Dear,” he said reproachfully, “why
didn’t you tell me of your father's-
loss ?”

“I was afraid you'd think I was im-
agining myself ‘in clover.” Besides, it
shouldn’t be a question of income”—

“A rat!” he finished. lJaughing,

FINE TAILORING.

Our Stock is now complete in all the leading makes in

Overcoats,

Suitings and

IMPERIAL
HALL,

Trouserings.

GEO. S STANGER,

MERCHANT TAILOR.

GREAT

—

VALUE

Is to be seen in every garment we make but it is
especially noticeable in our

Fall £ Wicter Overcoats

MADE TO' ORDER.

Why not call and have a talk
about the matter. We can give

-

vou some interesting points. You Y

may want a Suit to order.
such is the case we are ready with
a splendid line of Fall and Winter
Mateiials,

Would also like to quote yow
prices_for a stylish Furlined Coat.

JAS. R. HOWIE, 150 Queen St

«

E.xtra

for large parcels.

Selling Agents, - -

Have you seen our New Grade of

[n natural color, cspecially suited for Dry Goods. :
Stocked in 3 sizes, made to order in any sizs.
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Strong
Wrapping?

Best wrapping

SCHOFIELD BROS,

- St. John, N. B.

The E. B. EDDY CO., L'TD., Hull Paper Mills.
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