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It Won’t Cost
You One Cent

To have an
Overcoat made
to your order

and sent on
approval,

'eggll mail you
an eclegant assort-

ment of patterns,
selected &:. our
enormous stock of

Overcoats, $13, $18, $25
WRITE TO-DAY for samples.
BOVAL CUSTOM TAILORS, Tereats, Oab

Electrolysis

for the destruction of
that disfiguring blemish

Superfluous Hair

OR

Moles, Warts, Birth-
mark, Ruptured
Yeins, Etc.,

I8 NO LONGER AN EXPERIMENT—it is
reliable, endorsed by physicians, and skil-
fullv and scientifically applied has proved
itself a positive method for permanently and
harmlessly removing these troubles.

[ WE INVITE LADIES

afflicted to call or write us for particulars.
Avoid incompetent quacks; they scar the
face and fail to cure. We've had 14 years’ ex-
perience in treating these and other defects
of the face, hair, hands. feet and figure.

Bend., call or 'phone N. 1666 for descriptive
booklet *‘F.""

Graham Dermatological Institute

502 Church St., TORONTO.

Condensed advertisements will be inserted
under this heading at two cents per word each
insertion. Each initial countsfor one word, and
figures for two words. Names and addreeses are

ocounted. Cash must always accompany the
order for any advertisement under shis heading.
Parties having good pure-bred poultry and eggs
for sale will find plenty of customers by using our
advertising columns. No advertisement inserted
for less than 30 cents.

IOR SALE, Brown Leghorn cockerels, $1 each.
M. J. Barrowdale, Lacolle, P. Q.

OR BALE, 7 pure-bred Brown Leghorn roost-
ers, $1 each. George Walker Eramosa,Ont.

C. Brown Leghorns. Cockerels, one fifty
« each; pullets, one dollur. J. F. Selman,
Wilkesport, Ont.

HITE WYANDOTTEB. Good blocky
young birds ready > ship. W. D. Monk-
man, Bond Head, Ont.

BOOKS
onPoultry,Pigeons,Pheasants,
Birds, Dogs, Cats, Cavies, Fer-
rets, Mice, Aquaria, Farming,
Farm Animals, Farm Crops,
Fruit, Vegetables.and Flowers.

PRINTING Aﬂg CUTS. o
For Poultrymen, Farmers an
Btockmen—QOut Catalog Free.

Wanted fo Purchase

* sons No. 1 timothy hay, f.0.b.
:?rl Grand Trunk Railway. Com-

> ypunicate for further particulars with
the

¥ drie & Company
""'n“”'l-l:‘l:l'l‘ton. Ont.

Mrs. Kicker —*“ Jack writes for $50
quick to buy books.” Mr. Kicker —
« Qtrikes me those college hooks must be

miserable relic of a tail, yet raw, looked
little more than a red button adhering to
its wearer’'s stern.

M’Adam’s. inspection was as minute as
it was apparently absorbing ; he omitted
nothing from the square muzzle to the
lozenge-like scut. And every now and
then he threw a quick glance at the man
at the window, who was watching the
careful scrutiny a thought uneasily.

‘“Ye’ve cut him short,”” he said at
length, swinging round on the drover.

‘“ Ay ; strengthens their backs,’’ the big
man answered with averted gaze.

M’Adam’s chin went up in the air ; his
mouth partly opened and his eyelids part-
ly closed as he eyed his informant.

‘“ Oh, ay,” he said.

‘““Gie him back to me,” &dered the
drover surlily. He took the puppy and
set. it on the floor; whereupon it im-
mediately resumed its former fortified
position. ‘“Ye’'re no buyer ; I knoo
that all along by that face on ye,”” he
said in insulting tones.

“Ye wad ha’ bought him yersel’,
doot ? * M’Adam inquired blandly.

‘““In course ; if you says so.”’

‘““ Or aiblins ye bred him ? '’

‘“'Appen I did.”’

‘“Ye’ll no be from these parts ?

“Will T no ? "’ answered the other.

A smile of genuine pleasure stole over
M’Adam’s face. He laid his hand on the
other’s arm.

‘“Man,” he said gently, ‘‘ ye mind me
o’ hame.’’ Then almost in the same
breath : ‘“ Ye said ye found him ?

It was the stranger’s turn to laugh.

nae

»

‘“Ha! ha! Ye teeckle me, little mon.
Found 'im ? Nay; I was give 'im by a
friend. But there’'s mowt amiss wi’ his

breedin’, ye may believe me.’’

The great fellow advanced to the chair
under which the puppy lay. It leapt out
like a lion, and fastened on his huge
boot.

‘““A rare bred un’ look ’ee! a rare
game un. Ma word, he’s a big-hearted
un ! Look at the back on him ; see the
jaws to him ; mark the pluck of him ! '’
He shook his booted foot fiercely, tossing
his leg to and fro like a tree in a wind.
But the little creature, now raised oeil-
idngward, now dashed to the ground, held
on with incomparable doggedness, till its

small jaw was all bloody, and muzzle
wrinkled with the effort.
‘“ Ay, ay, that’ll do,”” M’Adam inter-

posed, irritably.

The drover ceased his efforts.

‘“ Now, I'll mak’ ye a last offer.”’ He
thrust his head dowm to a level with the
other’s, shooting out his neck. ‘““It's
throwin’ him at ye, mind. "Tain’t buyin’
him ye’ll be—don’t go for to deceive your-
self. Ye may have him for fifteen
shillin’. Why do I do it, ye ask ? Why,
‘cos I think ye’ll be kind to him,’”’” as
the puppy retreated to its chair, leaving
a spotted track of red along its route.

‘“ Ay, ye wadna be happy gin ye thooht
he’d no a comfortable hame, conseederate
man?’’ M’'Adam answered, eyeing the dark

track on the floor. Then he put on his
coat.
‘“ Na, na, ha’'s no for me. Weel, I'll

no detain ye. Good-nicht to ye, mister !"’
and he made for the door.

‘““ A gran’ he’ll be,’”’ called the
drover after him.

‘““ Ay ; muckle wark he’'ll mak’
the sheep wi’ sic g jaw and sic a temper.
Weel, I maun be steppin’. Good-nicht to
ye.”’

‘“ Ye'll niver

worker

amang

have sich anither chanst.”
‘““Nor niver wush to. Na, na ; he’ll
never mak’ a sheep-dog '’ ; and the little
man turned up the collar of his coat.

‘“ Will he mnot ? ’' cried the other, scornr

fully. ‘“ There niver yet was one o' that
line————'' he stopped abruptly.

The little man spun round.

‘“Iss ? ' he said, as innocent as any
child ; ‘‘ ye were sayin’ ? "’

The other turned to the window and
watched the rain falling monotonously.
‘“Ye'll be wantin’ wet,”” he said,
adroitly.

“ Ay, we could do wi’ a drappin’. And
he’'ll never mak’ a sheep-dog.” He
shoved his cap down on his head.
‘“ Weel, good-nicht to ye!’ and he
stepped out into the rain.

It was long after dark when the bar-
gain was finally struck.
Adam M’'Adam’s Red Wull became tk}at
little man’s property for the following
realizable assets : minepence in cash——thlren
coppers and a doubtful sixpence ; & P l?g
of suspicious tobacco in a well-worn
pouch ; and an old watch.

among the six best sellers.’’

THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE.

< ““It's clean givin’ ’im ye,”” said the
stranger, bitterly, at the end of the deal.

‘ It’s mair the charity than aught else
mak’s me sae leeberal,”” the other
answered, gently. ‘“I wad not like to
see ye pinched.”

‘“ Thamk ye kindly,”
plied with some acerbity, amd plunged
out into the darkness and rain. Nor was
that long-limbed drover-mamn ever again
seen in the countryside. And the
puppy’s previous history—whether he was,
honestly come by or no, whether he was,
indeed, of the famous Red McCulloch *
strain, ever remained a mystery in the
Daleland. :

the big man re-

CHAPTER 1V.

First Blood.
After that first encounter in the
Dalesman’s Daughter, Red Wull, for so

M’Adam called him, resigned himself com-
placently to his lot ; recognizing, perhaps,
his destiny.

Thenceforward the sour little man and
the vicious puppy grew, as it were, to-
gether. The two were never apart.
Where M’Adam was, there was sure to
be his tiny attendant, bristling defiance
as  he kept ludicrous guard over his
master.

The little man and his dog were in-
separable. M’'Adam never left him even
at the Grange.

‘“1 couldna trust ma Wullie at hame
alone wi’ the dear lad,”” was his explana-
tion. “T ken weel I'd come back to
find a wee corpse on the floor, and David
singin’ :

‘ My heart is sair, I daur na tell,
My heart is sair for somebody.’

Ay. and he’d be sair elsewhere
time I'd done wi’ him—he | he !
The sneer at David’'s expense was as
characteristic as it was unjust. For
though the puppy and the boy were al-
ready sworn enemies, yet the lad would
have scorned to harm so small a foe.
And many a tale did David tell at Ken-

by the

muir of Red Wull’s viciousness, of his
hatred of him (David), and his devotion
to his master ; how, whether immersed

in the pig-bucket or chasing the fleeting
rabbit, he would desist at once, and
bundle, panting, up at his master’'s call:

how he routed the tom-cat and drove
him from the kitchen; and how he
clambered on to David's bed and pinned

him murderously by the nose.

Of late the relations between M’'Adam
and James Moore had been unusually
strained. Though they were neighbors,
communications between the two were of
the rarest ; and it was for the first time
for many a long day that, on an after-
noon shortly after Red Wull had come
into his possession, M’Adam eutered the
yard of Kenmuir, bent on girding at the
master  for an alleged trespass at the
Stony
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Mr. said
““T'll wheestle ma dog,”’
whistled a shrill,
the cry of a

yer permission, Moore,"”’
Lhittle
turming, he
iar note like
peewit.

Straightway

man,
pecul-
disturbed

there
up, cars

came  scurrying
desperately back, head down,
tongue as if the world depended on
his speed, a little tawny beetle of a
thing, placed his forepaws against
his master’s ankles and looked up into
his face ; then, catching sight of the
Strangers, hurriedly he took up his posi-
tion between them and

out,

who

M’'Adam, assum-
ing his natural attitude of grisly de-
fiance. Such a laughable spectacle he
made, that martial mite, standing at
bay with bristles up and teeth bared,
that even James Moore smiled.

““Ma word ! Ha' yo’ brought his muz-
zle, man ? "' cried old Tammas, the
humorist; and, turning, climbed all in a

heat on to an upturned
stood by. Whereat the puppy,

bucket that
emboldened

by his foe's retreat, advanced savagely
to the attack, buzzing round the slippery
pail like a wasp on g window-pane, i;l
vain attempt to reach the old man.
Tammas stood on the top, hitching his
trousers and looking down on his
assailant, the picture of mortal fear.
“’Elp! Oh, ’elp ! he bawled. “‘Send
for the sogers ! feteh the p'lice ! For
lawk-a-mussy’s <ake cnll bim off, man !
Even Sam’') Todd, watching the scene
from the  cart-shed, was tickled and
N You may know a Red McCul-

loch Borsy by the ping  of white upon

neasc qrom rhe root.
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burst into a loud guffaw, heartily backed
by 'Eanry and oor Job. While M'Adam
remarked : ‘‘ Ye're fitter for a stage thap
a stable-bucket, Mr. Thornton.’’

‘“How didst coom by him ? "
Tammas, nodding at the puppy.

‘“ Found him,’’ the little man replied,
sucking his twig. ‘“Found him in mg
stockin’ on ma birthday. A present
fram ma leetle David for his auld dad, I
doot.”

‘““So do I,”” said Tammas, andi wag
seized with a sudden spasm of seemingly
causeless merriment. For looking up ag
M’Adam was speaking, he had caught a
glimpse of a boy’s fair head, peering
cautiously round the cow-shed, and, be-
hind, the flutter *of short petticoats.
They disappeared as silently as they had
come ; and two small figures, just re-
turned from school, glided away and
sought shelter in the friendly darkness of
a coal-hole.

‘““Coom awa’, Maggie, coom awa’ ! 'Tig
th’ owd un, ’isself,”” whispered a disre-
spectful voice.

M’Adam looked round suspiciously.

‘* What's that ? ’ he asked, sharply.

At the moment, however, Mrs. Moore
put her head out of the kitchen window.

‘“ Coom thy ways in, Mister M’Adam,
and tak’ a soop o’ tea,”’ she called,
hospitably.

‘ Thank ye kindly, Mrs. Moore, I will,”’
he answered, politely for him. And this
one good thing must be allowed of Adam
M’Adam : that, if there was only one
woman of whom he was ever known to
speak well, there was also only one, in
the whole course of his. life, against
whom he ever insinuated evil—and that
was years afterward, when men said his
brain was sapped. Flouts and jeers he
had for every man, but a woman, good
or bad, was sacred to him. For the sex
that had given him his mother and his

asked

wife he had that sentiment of tender
reverence which, if a man still preserve,
he cammot be altogether bad. As he

turned into the house he looked back. at
Red Wull.
‘“ Ay, we
‘“ That' s,
Thornton ? "’

leave him,”” he said.
ye're no afraid, Mr.

may
gin

Of what happened while the men were

within doors, it is enough to tell two
things. First, that Owd Bob was no
bully. Second, this: In the code of

sheep~-dog honor there is written a word
in stark black letters; and opposite it
another word, writ large in the color of
blood. The first is ‘* Sheep-murder *’ ;
the second, ‘‘ Death.’’ It is the one
crime only to be wiped away in blood ;
and to accuse of the crime is to offer the
one unpardonable insult. Every sheep-
dog knows it, and every shepherd.

That afternoon, as the men still talkea,
the quiet echoes of the farm rung with a
furious  animal cry, twice repeated :
‘" Shot for sheep-murder '’ — “ Shot for
sheep-murder *’ ; followed by a hollow
stillness.

The two
The matter
mainly

men  finished their colloquy.
concluded peacefully,
the pacifying influence
of Mrs. Moore. Together the three went
out the yard ; Mrs. Moore seizing
the opportunity to shyly speak on
David's behalf.
‘ He's such
think,”” she was sayving.

‘““Ye should keh, Mrs. Moore,”" the

little man answered, a thought bitterly ;

was
owing to

into

a good little lad, I do

"' ye see enough of him.”

Yo' mun be main proud of un,
mester,”” the woman continued, heedless
of the sneer: *

gradely lad.”’

M’Adam shrugged his shoulders.

““1 barely ken the lad,”” he said. ‘‘By
sight I know him, of course, but barely
to speak to. He’s but seldom at hame.’’

““An’ hoo proud his mother’d be if she
could see him,” the woman continued,
well  aware of his one tender place.
‘““Eh, but she was fond o' him, so she
was.""

An angry flush stole over the little man’s
face. Well he understood the implied re-
buke ; and it hurt him like a knife.

‘“ Ay, ay, Mrs. Moore,” he began. Then
breaking off, and looking about him—

Where's ma Wullie 2 "' he cried, excited-
ly.  ““James Moore ! whipping round
on the Master, ‘“ ma Wullie's gone—gone,
I say 1
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