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1in a month. And murder would only 
Iincrease their peril. Now, eight miles 
|from their cave was the cabin of a 

settler. They passed within a mile of 
it on their way out and in. They had 
often met the dog of the settler roving 
after small game—a shepherd, trustful, 
affectionate and ever ready to mal* 
friends. One day they captured the 
dog and took him to their cave. They 
could not safely be seen with the boy.

1so they planned to let the dog go home 
! with him in a little red sleigh. Now, 
! the settler’s cabin was, like that of my 
|father, on the shore of a pond. It was 
jround, as a cup’s rim, and a mile or 

so in diameter. Opposite the cabin a 
trail came to the water’s edge, skirting 
the pond, save in cold weather, when 
ft crossed the ice. They waited for a 
night when their tracks would soon 
disappear. Then, having made a cover 
of the sailcloth sack in which they had 
brought the boy and stretched it on 
withes and made it fast to the sleigh 
box, they put the sleeping boy In the 
sleigh, with hot stones wrapped in pa­
per and a robe of fur to keep him 
warm, hitched the dog to it and came 
over hill and trail to the little pond 
awhile after midnight. Here they buc­
kled a ring of bells on the dog’s neck 
and released him. He made for his 
home on the clear ice, the bells and his 
bark sounding as he ran. They at the 
cabin heard him coming and opened 
their door to dog and traveler. So came 
my hero in a little red sleigh and was 
adopted by the settler and his wife and 
reared by them with generous affec­
tion. Well, he goes to school and learns 
rapidly and comes to manhood. It’s a 
pretty story—that of his life in the big 
woods. But now for the love tale. 
He meets a young lady—sweet, tender, 
graceful, charming.”

"A moment,” said Darrel, raising his 
hand. “Prithee, boy, ring down the 
curtain for a brief parley. Thou say'st 
they were Syrians—they that stole the 
lad. Now, tell me, hast thou reason 
for that?”

"Ample," said Trove. “When they 
took him out of the sleigh the first 
words he spoke were ‘Anah jouhan.' 
He used them many times, and while 
he forgot they remembered them. 
Now, ‘Anah jouhan’ is a phrase of the 
Syrian tongue, meaning, ‘I am hun­
gry.’ "

“Very well,” said the old man, with 
emphasis, “and sailors. That is a just 
inference. It was a big pert, and far 
people came on the four winds. Very 
well! Now, for the young lady. An' 
away with thy book unless I love her.” 

“She is from life—a simple hearted 
girl, frank and beautiful and”— Trove 
hesitated, looking into the dying fire.

“Noble, boy. Make sure o’ that, an’ 
nobler, too, than girls are apt to be. If 
Emulation would measure height with 
her see that it stand upon tiptoes.”

“Bo I have planned. The young man 
loves her. She is in every thought and

and ghostly house of his inheritance.
"‘Tis thy mother’s terror—an’ thy 

father’s house—I make no doubt,” said 
Darrel presently in a deep voice. “But, 
boy, I cannot tell any man where is 
thy father, not even thee, nor his name 
or the least thing tending to point him 
out until—until I am released o’ m. 
vow. Be content. If I can find the 
man ere long thou shalt have word o’ 
him.”

Trove leaned against the breast of 
Darrel, shaking with emotion. His tale 
had come to an odd and fateful cli- 
max.

The old man stroked his head ten­
derly.

"Ah, boy,” said he, “I know thy 
heart. I shall make haste—I promise 
thee I shall make haste. But if the 
good God should bring thy father to 
thee an’ thy bead to shame an’ sorrow 
for his sin, forgive him, in the name o’ 
Christ, forgive him. Aye, boy, thou 
must forgive all that trespass against 
thee.”

“If I ever see him he shall know I 
am not ungrateful,” said the young 
man. ,

Trove and Darrel walked to the clear­
ing above Faraway. At a corner on

Tunk Hosely, who* had come to work 
for Mrs. Vaughn, took the mare and 
led her away, his shoulder leaning with 
an added sense of horsemanship. Pol­
ly began to burry dinner, fussing with 
the table and changing the position of 
every dish until it seemed as if she 
would never be quite satisfied. Cover­
ed with the sacred old china and table 
linen of her grandmother, it had, when 
Polly was done with it, a very smart 
appearance indeed. Then she called 
the boys and bade them wash their 
hands and faces and whispered a warn­
ing to each, while her mother announc­
ed that dinner was ready.

"Paul, what’s an adjective?” said the 
teacher as they sat down.

FREE T9 YOU MY 8I8TER,aGBSMER"ARCEr- 
X‘s I know woman's sufferings.

I have found the cure.
I will mail, free of any charge, my home treat- 
ment with full instructions to any sufferer from 
women's ailments, 1 want to ten all women about 
this cure yuta, my reader, for yourself, your 
daughter, your mother, or your sister. I want to 
tell you bow to cure yourselves at home without the help of a doctor. Men cannot understand wom- 

en's sufferings. What we women know from ex» 
perience, we know better than any doctor. I know 

|that my home treatment is a safe and sure cure for ! Leucorrhoea or Whitish discharges,Ulceration, Dis. 
placement or Falling of the Womb, Profuse, Scanty or Painful Periods, Uterine or Ovarian Tumors or 
Growths, also pains in the head; back and bowels, bearing down feelings, nervousness, creeping feel- 
ing up the spine, melancholy, desire to cry, hot flashes, weariness, kidney and bladder troubles where caused by weaknesses peculiar to our sex.
Iwant to send you a complete 10 days’ treatment 

entirely free to prove to you that you can cure 
yourself at home, easily, quickly and surely. Remember, that It will cost you nothing to give the 
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of cost,my book— WOMAN'S OWN MEDICAL ADVISER trim mail. I will also send you free 
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MRS.rn'yu you may not see this offer again. Address: MRS. I-----CMMCRS, Box H.4 - . . WINDSOR, Ont.

WORRY
IS A DISEASE

DARREL 9f THE 
BLESSED ISLES

By IRVING BACHELLER, 
Author of “Eben Holden,” 

"D'ri and I," Etc.THE Canadian MAGAZINE for 
1907 will contain six articles on 
the consequences of worry by a 
famous English scientist and - , ...
site TR Th 7 airtru m. 1 "Marry, boy, the world is a great writer-DR. C.W. SALEEBY. The school, an' this little drama o' the good 
first is out now (but the magazine God is part of it,” said Darrel. "An’

Copyright. 1903, by Lothrop Publishing Co.

all through is an antidote of the play hath a great moral—thou shalt 
worry). Other articles are to the to use thy brain or die. Now, 
point, and well illustrated, and 
the stories are full of go.

Remember, the best Canadian 
writers contribute to the

“A word applied to a noun to qualify treatment a complete trial; and if you should wish 
or limit its meaning,” tbe boy answer- ‘‘- 
ed glibly.

there may be many perils in this land 
o’ the woods, so many that all its peo­
ple must learn to think or perish by 
them. A pretty bit o’ wisdom it is, 
sor. It keeps the great van moving- 
ever moving—in the long way to per­
fection. Now, among animals a grow­
ing brain works the legs of its owner, 
sending them far on diverse errands 
until they are strong. Mind thee, boy, 
perfection o’ brain an‘ body is the aim 
o’ nature. The eat’s paw an‘ the ser­
pent’s coil are but the penalties o’ 
weakness an’ folly. The world is for 
the strong. Therefore God keep thee 
so or there be serpents will enter thy 
blood an’ devour thee—millions o’ 
them.”

They sat a little time in silence, look­
ing at the shores of the pond.

“Have you ever felt the love pas­
sion?” said Darrel.

“Well, there’s a girl of the name of 
Polly,” Trove answered.

“Ah, Polly! She o’ the red lips an’ 
the dark eye,” said Darrel, smiling. 
“She’s one of a thousand.” He clapped 
his hand upon his knee merrily and 
sang a sentimental couplet from an 
old Irish ballad.

“Have ye won her affection, boy?” 
he added, his hand on the boy’s arm.

"I think I have.”
“God love thee! I’m glad to hear it,”

“Right! And what adjective would 
you apply to this table?”

Tbe boy thought a moment.
“Grand!” said be tentatively.
“Correct! I’m going to have just 

such a dinner every day on my farm.”
“Then you’ll have to have Polly too,” 

said Tom innocently.
“Well, you can spare her.”
“No, sir,” the boy answered. “You 

ain’t good to her. She cries every time 
you go away.”

There was an awkward silence, and 
the widow began to laugh and Polly 
and Trove to blush deeply.

“Maybe she whispered, an’ he give 
her a talkin’ to,” said Paul.

“Have you heard about Ezra Tow­
er?” said Mrs. Vaughn, shaking her 
head at the boys and changing the

Canadian 
Magazine the high hills, where northward they 

could see smoke and spire of distant 
villages, each took his way, one lead­
ing to Hillsborough, the other to Al­
len’s.

“Goodby. An’ when I return I hope 
to hear the rest o’ thy tale,” said Dar­
rel as they parted.

“Only God is wise enough to finish 
it," said the young man.

" ‘Well, God help us; ‘tis a world to

of George Smith. Services were con­
ducted on Jan. 1st by Rev. Mr. Pilkey 
at Fansher church, after which the 
remains were taken to Johnson ceme­
tery for interment. 1. -. i, Li

John Coleman, wife and baby, spent 
Christmas with Mr. and Mrs. Pesha.

Miss McClellan is spending her holi­
days with her uncle, Frank Fansher.

Ethel Wood is spending a few days 
renewing old acquaintances around 
Dresden.

Mrs. Will Warren spent New Year’s 
with her sister, Mrs. Reddick.

Henry Osborne presented his daugh­
ter, Mrs. Gilbert Smith, with a beau­
tiful sewing machine on Christmas 
morning.

Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Winters have 
returned to their home at Wards­
ville.

Mrs. Pavey and daughter, of Lon­
don, attended the funeral of Mrs. 
Pavey's father, George Smith, on New 
Year’s day.

Mr. and Mrs. Monche are spending 
New Year’s with relatives at Flet­
cher.

Martin O’Brien made a business 
trip to Thamesville on Monday.

District.
and the list is increasing rapidly.

DANTE.

.J. E. B. 'McCready, whose 
name is familiar to readers of 
THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, will 
contribute six articles on “Politi­
cal Reminiscences.”

If you wish to know what a bright, in- 
teresting publication THE CANADIAN 
MAGAZINE is, get a copy of the January 
•eumber. It contains eight illustrated 
articles, four articles without illustrations, 
seven short stories by leading writers, and 
.a liberal interjection of original verse and 
other “quick” reading matter

Happy Now Year to all.
Miss Gorman, of Petrolea, is visit­

ing her aunt, Mrs. Thos. McAlpine.
Mr. and Mrs. Squires, of Dresden, 

spent Christmas with, the latter’s 
parents, Mr. and Mrs. Wood.

Willie Rolston is home for the holi­
days.

Mr. and Mrs. Amos Williams and 
family had Christmas supper with 
Georgie Kelly.

Mr. and Mrs. George Randall spent 
Christmas holidays with friends in 
Port Huron.

Mrs. E. McGregor and son Glen, 
left on Monday for Toledo, Ohio.

Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Stocking had 
Christmas dinner with the Misses 
Randall.

Hattie Stocking and brothers, Roy 
and Tom, spent Christmas with 
friends at Longwood.

Mrs. Prangley, of Euphemia, pass­
ed away on Monday after a lingering 
illness.

Another esteemed resident passed 
away on Sunday last in the person

topic with shrewd diplomacy.
. . . . “Much; but nothing new,”
“If thy heart oppress thee, steer for Trove.
the Blessed Isles." "Well, he swears he’ll never cross

see,’ ” Darrel quoted, waving his hand. said

the Fadden bridge or speak to any- 
CHAPTER XIX. ; body in Pleasant valley.”

BIG maple sheltered the house “Why?” 
of the Widow Vaughn. After - “The taxes. He don’t believe in im­

provements, and when he tried to make 
a speech in town meeting they all jeer­
ed him. There ain’t any one good

d : the noon hour of a summer 
day its tide of shadow began 

flowing fathoms deep over house and
garden to the near field, where finally ; enough for him to speak to now but 
it joined the great flood of night. The | himself an’—an’ his Creator.”n1: 1: , o ,. is said the old man. “She is a living 

Ontario Publishing Co. Limited wonder, boy, a living wonder, an' had 
I thy youth I’d give thee worry.” 

“Since her mother cannot afford to 
do it I wish to send her away to 
school,” said Trove.

maple was indeed a robin's inn at some| 
crossing of the invisible roads of the . 
air. Its green dome towered high| 
above and fell to the gable end of the j 
little house. Its deep and leafy thatch j 
hid every timber of its frame save the 
rough column. Its trunk was the main*

In the midst of dinner they heard 
an outcry in the yard. Tom's game- 
cock had challenged the old rooster, 
and the two were leaping and striking 
with foot and wing. Before help came 
tne old rooster was badly cut in the 
neck and breast. Tunk rescued him 
and brought him to the wood shed, 
where Trove sewed up his wounds. 
He had scarcely finished when there

Toronto

EAST BRANCH.
“Tut, tut, boy. Thou hast barely 

enough for thy own schooling.”
“I’ve $82 in my pocket,” said Trove 

proudly. “I do not need ft. The job 
in the mill—that will feed me and pay 
my room rent, and my clothes will de 
me for another year.”

"On my word, boy, I like it in thee,” 
said Darrel, “but surely she would not 
take thy money.”

“I could not offer it to her. but yon 
might go there, and perhaps she would 
take it from you.”

“Capital!” the tinker exclaimed. “I’ll 
see if I can serve thee. Marry, good 
youth, I’ll even give away thy money 
an' take credit for thy benevolence. 
Teacher, philanthropist, lover—I be­
lieve thou’rt ready to write.”

“The plan of my first novel is com­
plete,” said Trove. “That poor thief- 
he shall be my chief character—the 
man of whom you told me.”

“Poor man! God make thee kind to 
him,” said the tinker. “An thou’rt 
willing, I’ll hear o’ him tonight. When 
the firelight flickers—that is tbe time, 
boy, for tales."

They built a rude lean-to, covered 
with bark and bedded with fragrant 
boughs. Both lay in the firelight, Dar­
rel smoking his pipe, as the night fell.

“Now for thy tale,” said the tinker.
The tale was Trove’s own solution of 

his life mystery, shrewdly come to aft­
er, a long and careful survey of the 
known facts. And now, shortly, time 
was to put the seal of truth upon it 
and daze him with astonishment and 
fill him with regret of his cunning. It 
should be known that he had never 
told Darrel or any one of his coming

The youth who surrenders himself 
to a great ideal himself becomes. 
great,i

Rev. D. Stanley Shaw, of Michigan, 
spent Christmas with his brother Al- 
fred.

Miss Lottie De Wolfe is spending 
her Ch stmas holidays with friends 
in Blenheim.

Miss N. Parker spent a few days 
in Dresden.

Miss Jennie and Bella Richardson 
wisited Pear Bothwell last week.

Mr. and Mrs. Chapple, of Bear Line, 
spent Sunday at A. Jenner’s. I

Rev. and Mrs. Barker, of Camala- 
chie, spent Christmas.week in our 
midst.

beam, each limb a corridor, each tier 
of limbs a floor, and branch rose above 
branch like steps in a stairway. Up 
and down the high dome of the maple 
were a thousand balconies overlooking

came a louder outcry among tbe fowls. 
Looking out they saw a gobbler strid­
ing slowly up the path and leading thethe meadow.

From its highest tier ASK FORor a summer gamecock with a firm hold on the 
back of his neck. The whole flock of 
fowls were following. The rooster held 
back and came on with long but un­
equal strides. Never halting, the tur­
key led him into the full publicity of 
the open yard. Now the cock was lift-

morning the notes of the bobolink 
came rushing off his lyre, and farther 
down the golden robin sounded his pic­
colo. But chiefly it was the home and 
refuge of the familiar red breasted 
robin. The inn had its ancient cus­
toms. Each young bird, leaving hieMilton Richardson (LONDON)has returned purpose. She has become as the rock 

on which his hope is founded. Now 
he loves honor, too, and all things of 
good report. He has been reared a 
Puritan. By chance, one day, it comes 
to him that his father was a thief.”

The boy paused. For a moment they 
beard only tbe voices of the night.

“He dreaded to tell her,” Trove con­
tinued, “yet he could not ask her to be 
his wife without telling. Then the 
question, Had be a right to tell? For 
his father had not suffered the penalty 
of the law and, mind you, men thought 
him honest”

"‘Tis just,” said Darrel. “But tell me, 
how came be to know his father was a 
thief ?”

“That I am thinking of, and before I 
answer, is there more you can tell me 
of him or his people?”

Darrel rose and, lighting a torch of 
pine, stuck it in the ground; then he 
opened his leathern pocketbook and 
took out a number of cuttings, much 
worn and apparently from old news­
papers. He put on his glasses and be­
gan to examine the cuttings.

“The other day,” said he, “I found an 
account of his mother’s death. I had 
forgotten, but her death was an odd 
tragedy.”

And the tinker began reading slowly 
! as follows:

“She an’ her mother, a lady deaf an’ 
feeble, were alone, saving the servants

ed so his feet came only to the top of 
cradle, climbed his own stairway till [ tbe grass; now his head was bent low, 
he came out upon a balcony and got a and his feet fell heavily. Through it 

all the gobbler bore himself with dig-

home trom a trip to Port Dover.
The young people are longing for 

good skating.
Mrs. Hugh Allen and son Arthur 

spent a few days in London last 
week.

R. Rankin, of Baldoon, and Walker 
Bennie, of the Medical College, De-! 
troit, spent Sunday at T. Richard- 
son’s.

Harold Birmingham and Charles 
Seward, who have been spending the 
summer sailing, have returned home 
safely.

The south side Sunday school held 
a little entertainment in their school 
room on Friday night. A pleasant

F time was spent by all.
The Sydenham River at present is 

unsafe for crossing.
'Miss J. and B. Richardson leave 

on Thursday morning to take charge 
of their schools on the 6th and 7th

• concessions, near Chatham.

India Pale Alefirst timid look at field and sky. There
he might try his wings and keep In -.___ _
the world he knew by using bill and of wrath or unnecessary violence. He 
claw on the lower tiers. I swung the cock around near tbe footAt dawn the great hall of the maple

nity and firmness. There was no show
Prejudiced end unscrupulous vendor. may suggest others, bet compare It any 

way you will—purity. freedom from acidity, palatableness—Labatt’s Aleis surpass- 
ed by none equalled by few—at about half tbe price of beet imported branda.of the maple tree and walked him back 

and then returned w him. Half his 
Journey the poor cock was reaching 
for the grass and was then lowered 
quickly so he had to walk with bent 
knees.

Again and again the gobbler walked 
up and down with him before the

rang with music, for every lodger paid 
his score with song. Therein it was 
over cool and clean and shady though 
the sun were hot. Its every nook and 
cranny was often swept and dusted by 
the wind. Its branches leading up and 
outward to the green wall were as In­
numerable stairways. Each separate 
home was out on rocking beams, with 
its own flicker of skylight overhead. 
For a time at dusk there was a contin­
ual flutter of weary wings at tbe lower 
entrance, a good night twitter and a 
sound of tiny feet climbing the stair­
ways In that gloomy ball. At last 
there was a moment of gossip and then 
silence on every floor.

There seemed to be a night watch 
In the lower hall, and if any green 
young bird were late and noisy going 
up to his home be got a shaking and 
probably lost a few feathers from the 
nape of his neck. Long before day­
break those hungry, halt clad little peo­
ple of the nests began to worry and 
crowd their mothers. At first the old 
birds tried to quiet them with caress-
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assembled flock. Hens and geese 
cackled loudly and clapped their 

I wings. Applause and derision roee 
. high each time the poor cock swung 
I around reaching for the grass, but the 

gobbler continued his even stride, de­
liberately and, as it seemed, thought­
fully, applying correction to the quar­
relsome bird. Walking tbe grass tips 
had begun to tire those reaching legs. 
The cock soon straddled along with a 
serious eye and an open mouth, but the 
gobbler gave him no rest. When at 
length he released his hold the game- 
cock lay weary and wild eyed, with ne 

! more fight in him than a bunch of 
rags. Soon he rose and ran away and 
hid himself in the stable. The culprit

It’s The Tone That
qualityProves the

Of A Piano . . . .

J centsV. In outward appear ince one make of piano may resemble 
another very closely. The real difference lies in the tone 
which is concealed within the case.

It’s the tone every time th it proves the quality of a piano.
Run your fingers over the keyboard of a " Nordheimer " 

and just listen to the superb tone. No doubt about the 
quality of the " Nordheimer '’ piano with such a tone as it 
possesses.

Those who know the real value of tone-quality naturally 
select the " Nordheimer "—the unr vailed Canadian piano, 
Will you not come in and play over a selection and judge the 
quality of the " Nordheimer ” tone from what your own ear 
tells you 1

Our Mr. R. V. Carter will visit Chatham frequently in 
our interests, and will be pleased to furnish you with any in­
formation you may desire. Correspondence addressed to 
him, in care of the Garner House, will receive careful atten­
tion.

In the little red sleigh.
He lay thinking for a time after tbe 

tinker spoke; then he began:
"Well, tbe time is 1835, the place a 

New England city on the sea. Chapter 
I-A young woman Ie walking along a 
street, with a child sleeping in her 
arms. She is dark skinned—a Syrian. 
It is growing dusk. The street le de­
serted save by her and two sailors, 
who are approaching her. They, too, 
are Syrians. One seems to strike her- 
it is mere pretense, however—and she 
falls. The other seizes the child, who, 
having been drugged, is still asleep. A 
wagon is waiting near. They drive 
away hurriedly, their captive under a 
blanket. Tbe kidnapers make for the 
woods In New Hampshire. Officers of 
the law drive them far. They abandon 
their horse, tramping westward over 
trails In the wilderness, bearing the 
boy In a sack of sailcloth, open at the 
top. They had guns and killed their 
food as they traveled. Snow came 
deep. By and by game was scarce 
and they had grown weary of bearing 
the bey on their backs. One waited in 
the woods with the little led while the 
other went away to some town or city

50c. Pails of Choice Thamesville 
'Apple Batter for 39c.

7-1b. Fails of Jam, 38c.
8 lbs. of Broken Sweet Biscuits for 

25c.
6 Bars of Quick Naptha Soap, 25c.

$ Doz. Clothes Pins for 5a.
(Cooking Figs 6c. per lb.
3 lbs. of Old Select Raisins for 25c.

77 lbs. Fresh Rolled Oats, 25c.
120 lbs. Granul ted Sugar for $1.00.
Fresh Bork Sausage, 10c. per lb.

Crockery and China
Our Crockery and China are clear­

ing out quick at 75c. on the dollar. 
If you want a bargain you wills 
have to hurry.

fowl was then tried, convicted and 
sentenced to the block.

“It’s the fate of all fighters that have 
only a selfish cause," said the teacher.

ing movements and had at last to hold 
their places with bill and claw. Asin a remote corner o’ the house. A 

sound woke her In the still night. She 
lay awhile, listening. Was it her bus- 
band returning without his key? She 
rose, feeling her way in the dark an’ 
trembling with the fear of a nervous 
woman. Descending stairs, she came 
into a room o’ many windows. The, 
shades were up, an’ there was dim 
moonlight in the room. A door with 
panels o’ thick glass led to the garden walk. Beyond It were the dark forms 
of men. One was peering in, his face 
at a panel, another kneeling at the 
lock. Suddenly the door opened. The 
lady fell fainting, with a loud cry. 
Next day the kidnaped boy was born."

Darrel stopped reading, put the clip- 
ping into his pocketbook and smoth- 
ered the torch, homed its off? 
ass-thiol., woab died the -• 
fand was my mother.” The words 
came in a broken voice.

Half a moment of silence followed 
them; then Darrel rose alowly, and a 
tremulous, deep sigh came from the 
lips of Trove.

“Thy mother, boy!” Darrel whispered.
The fire had burned low, and the 

great shadow of the night lay dark up­
on them. Trove got to his feet and 
came to the side of Darrel.

“Tell me, for God’s sake, man, tell 
me where is my father!" said be.

"Hush, boy! Listen; Hear the wind

light came an old cock peered about 
him, stretched his wings, climbed a 
stairway and blew his trumpet on the 
outer wall. The robin’s day had begun.

Mid-autumn, when its people shiver-

He was sitting on the grass, Polly 
and Tom and Paul beside him.

“Look here,” said he suddenly. “I’ll
show you another fight" 

All gathered about him. Downed and found fault and talked of mov­
ing. the maple tried to please them________..... among the grass roots an ant stood 
with new and brighter colors—gold, i facing a big, hairy spider. The ant 
’•" backed away presently and made awith tbe warmth of summer In Its

little detour, the spider turning quick­
ly and edging toward him. Tbe ant 
stood, motionless, the spider on tiptoe, 
with daggers drawn. The big, hairy 
spider leaped like a lion to its prey. 
They could see ber striking with the 
fatal knives, ber great body quivering 
with fierce energy. The little ant was ! 
bidden beneath It Some uttered a cry 
of pity, and Paul was tor taking sides.

“Wait a moment," said tbe teacher, 
restraining his hand. The spider had 
begun to tremble in a curious manner.

“Look now,” said Trove, with some 
excitement

Her legs bad begun to let go and 
were straightening stiff on both sides 
of ber. In a moment she tilted side- 
ways and lay still. They saw a twin­
kle of black legs and the nut making 
off in the stubble. They picked up the 
spider’s body; it was now only an emp­
ty shell. Her big stomach had been 
torn away and lay in little strips and 
chunks down at the roots of tbe stub­
ble.

“It’s the end of a bit of history,"

look; scarlet, suggesting love and tbe 
June rosés. Soon it stood bare and de­
serted. Then what was there In the 
creak-and-whisper chorus of the old 
tree for one listening In the night? 
Belike it might be many things, ac- 
cording to the ear, but was It not 
often something to make one think of 
that solemn message: “Man that is 
born of woman is of tew days and 
full of trouble?" They who lived in 
that small, bouse under tbe tree knew 
little of all that passed in the big 
world. Trumpet blasts of fame, thun­
der of rise and downfall, came faintly 
to them. There the delights of art and 
luxury were unknown. Yet those sim­
ple folk were acquainted with pleasure 
and even with thrilling and impressive 
incidents. Field and garden teemed 
with eventful life, and hard by was 
the great city of the woods.
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1 for provisions. He came back, hauling
4'them In 'a little sleigh. It was much 4940/0+0+0+040404040404040 •401040+0+0+9+019.9+9+9+01

like those made tor the delight of the 
small boy In every land of snow. It 
had a box painted rod and two bobs 
and a little dashboard. They used it 
for the transportation of boy and im­
pedimenta.

"In tbe deep wilderness beyond the 
Adirondack’s they found a cave in one 
of the rock ledges. They were twenty 
miles from any postoffice, but shortly 
discovered one. Letters in cipher were 
soon passing between them and their 
confederates. They learned there was
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CHAPTBR XX.
ROVE was three days In Brier 

Dale after he came out of the 
woods. The filly was now a j said the teacher as be tore away the 
sleek and shapely animal, past | curved blades of the spider and put

in the trees,” said Darrel.
There was a breath of silence, broken 

by tbe hoot of an owl and the stir of 
high branches. "Ye might as well ask 
o' the wind or the wild owl," Darrel 

they do with the boy? One advised said. "I cannot tell thee. Be calm, 
murder, but the other defended him. It ' boy, and say how thou hast come to 

was unnecessary, he maintained, to 1 know, 
kill a mere baby, who knew not a 
word of English and would forget all

no prospect of getting tbe ransom. He 
they had thought rich was not able to' 
raise the money they required or any 
large sum. Two years went by, and 
they abandoned hope. What should
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three years of age. He began at once I them in Polly’s palm.
breaking her to the saddle, and, that 
done, mounting, he started for Robin’s 
Inn. He carried a game rooster in a 
sack for the boy Tom. All came out 
with a word of welcome. Even the 
email dog grew noisy with delight

“Let’s see where the ant goes.”

, To Be Continued.
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The SovereigAgain they sat down together, and 
presently Trove told him of those silent 
men who had ever haunted the dark EDWIN BELL, Solicitor. W. D. WILLIAMS, Manager. 

CHATHAM and ESSEX,
It’s generally the other fellow al­

ways gets licked.

TAGE SIX.


