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THE FRENCH HUSBAND.,

Rlways, as a Rule, Anxious to Do the
; Agreeable Thing.

! The French husband has a fsculty
4hat amounts almost to a genius for
“bestowing the delicate attentions
+which cost little except the exercise
~of a modicum of tact and thoughtful-
+mess, but which carry joy to every
true woman’s heart. He not only
‘#hinks to take home to her often (in
~ghe absence of the means to make a
Sarger offering) a ten cént bunch of
~wiolets, pinks or roses from the flower
-gmarket or the itinerant flower vender’s
+garrow on his route, but he presents
'them gallantly with the compliment
«and the caress the occasion calls for,
and this makes them confer a plessure
weut of all proportion to their intrinsie
wvorth.

He remembers her birthday or fete
dlay with a potted plant, a bit of game,
A box of bonbons, a cake from the pas-
Wity ‘cook’s ‘or ‘a bottle’ of good wine,
‘He is marvelously “artile in expedients
for making the time pass quickly and
agreeably for her. He has a thousand

i and s ful devices for
Welping her to renew her youth. He.
projects unique and joyous Sunday
and holiday excursions. He improvises
«fainty little banquets. He is a past
mmester especially in the art of conjur-
/ing wp amiable mysteries and prepar-
:4ng charming little surprices. And in
+all these trivial enterprises he vindi-
~gates the old French theory that true
wegurtesy  congists in taking a certain
samount of pains to so order our words
wand our manners that others “be con-

¢ent with us and with themselves.”

The American husband is particular-
fy solicitous to do the proper thing;
the French husband to do the agree

~~able thing.—Independent,
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THE GROWTH
OF CULTURE

The day is rast when culture
and true social enjoyment were
confined to the few—to the privi-
leged classes. We live in a day
ofg enlightenment and democracy,
Equal educational advantages,
equal opportunities for culture and
enjoyment of those things in life
thut are best worth while.

The luxuries of yesterday are
the necessitles of to-day, and in the
musical world nothing is more
moticeable than the demand of all
classes for the highest possible

deof piano. The piano manu-
acturér who meéts this demand is
never slack for want of orders,

THE
New Scale Williams

PIANO
dssCanada’s “ greatest piano, Its
dmwprovements and latest fea-

tures ‘have gone far toward creat-
dng-asbetter appreciation of good
_mousic.all gver Canada, It more
nearly approaches the ideal piano
4han any :otler,

s rtone, quality, construction
anél avcliitecinral beauty are un-
exceélled. For good music, for
accompanying the solo voice or
~ehorus of song, great, artists all
over the worid are loud in its
ises, .And wet itis a Canadian
anstrument—perhaps the highes!
~expouent ofCanadien indusf !
- pou - will
N dn the cou-

‘ to your dealer
or send to the
Williams

1Y FREE SEVERAL BEAUTI-
UL BOOKLETS, ‘* The Making
_.of.a Great Piano,” ete, We will
+also tell you of easy purchase
plans that will interest you.

F..G. BRAGG, Barfoot Blook,
" Fifth Street, Chatham.
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DARREL of THE
BLESSED ISLES

By IRVING BACHELLER,

Author of “Eben Holden,” “D'ri and 1,” Etc.
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CHAPTER L~ ¥

T was In 1835, about midwinter,
when Brier Dale was a narrow
clearing, and the horizon well up

in the sky dand to anywhere a
day’s journey. Down by the shore of
the pond there Theron Allen built his
house. Today, under thickets of tansy,
‘one may see the rotting logs, and there
are hollyhocks and catnip In the old
garden. He was from Middlebury,
they say, and came west—he and his
wife—in 1829, From the top of the hill
above Allen’s of a clear day one could
look far across the treetops over dis-
tant settlements that were as blue
patches in the green canopy of the for-

est, over hill and dale to the smoky
chasm of the St. Lawrence, thirty miles
north, The Allens had not a child.

them and a big collie whose back had
been scarred by a lynx. He was good
eompany and a brave hunter, this dog,
and one day—it was February, four
years after their coming, and the snow
lay deep—he left the dale and not even
a track behind him, Far and wide they
went searching, but saw no sign of
bim. Near a month later, one night
past 12 o’clock, they heard his bark in
the distance. Allen rose and lit a can-
dle and opened the door, They could
bear him plainer, and now, mingled
with his barking, a faint tinkle of bells,

It had begun to thaw, and a cold
rain was drumming on roof and win-
dow.

“He's crossing the pond,” said Allen
as he listened. “He's dragging some
heavy thing over the ice.”

Soon he leaped in at the door, the lit-
tle red sleigh bouncing aftér him, The

the sleigh was a tiny cover of sail-
cloth shaped like that of a prairie
schooner.: Bouncing over the doorstep
bad waked its traveler, and there was
& loud voice of complaint in the little
cavern of sallcloth. * Peering in, they
saw only the long fur of a gray wolf.
Beneath it a very small boy lay strug-
gling with straps that held him down.
Allen loosed them and took him out
of the sleigh, a ragged but handsome
youngster with red cheeks and blue
eyes and light, curly hair. He was
near four years of age then, but big
and strong as any boy of five. He
stood rubbing his eyes a minute, and
the dog came over and licked his face,
showing fondness acquired they knew
not where. Mrs, Allen took the boy in
her lap and petted him, but he was
afrald—like a wild fawn that has just

took refuge under the bed. A long
time she sat by her bedside with the
candle, showing him trinkets and try-
ing to coax him out. He ceased to cry
when she held before him a big, shiny
locket of silver, and soon his little hand
came out to grasp it. Presently she
began to reach his confidence with sug-
ar. There was a moment of silence,
then strange words came out of his
hiding place. ‘“Anah jouhan” was all
they could make qf them, and they re-
membered always that odd combina-
‘tion of sounds. They gave him food,
which he ate with eager haste, then a
moment of silence and an imperative
call for more in some strange tongue.
When at last he came out of his hiding
place he fled from the woman. This
time he sought refuge between the
knees of Allen, where soon his fear
gave way to curiosity, and he began to
feel her face and gown. By and by he
fell asleep.

They searched the sleigh and shook
out the robe and blanket, finding only
& pair of warm bricks,

A Frenchman worked for the Allens

{ that winter, and the name, Trove, was

of his invention.

And so came Sidney Trove, his mind
In strange fetters, traveling out of the
land of mystery in a winter night to
Brier Dale. ;

CHAPTER II.

HE wind, veering, came bitter
cold; the rain hardened tohail;
the clouds, changed to brittle

f -nets of frost ‘and shaken to

shreds by the rough wind, fell hissing

in a scatter of snow. Next morning
when Allen opened his door the wind

.| was gone, the sky clear. Brier pond,

‘lately cqvered with clear ice, lay under

‘& blanket of snow. He harried across
the pond, his dog following. Near the !

far shore was a bare spot on the ice

I'eut by one of the sleigh runuers. Up

in the woods, opposite, was the Moss
trail. Sunlight fell on ‘the hills above
him. He halted, looﬂq:ﬂ'p at the tree-
tops. Twig, branch and trunk glowed
with the fire of diamonds through a
lacy flecking of hoar frost. Every tree
bad put on a jacket of ice and become
as a fountain of prismatic hues. Here
and there a dead pine rose like a spire
of crystal; domes of deep colored glass
and towers of jasper were as the land-
marks of a city. Allen climbed the
shore, walking slowly. He could see

Bing. A rosted, ey le of branches
axekad the ¢rail--a gateway of this
griat orystal ~ity of the woods. He
Mistening as  he ' walked.
Branche: af dazel and dogwood were

like jets -t yater breaking into clear,
{halted drop and foamy spray above

him.  ¥le weyk eu, looking up at this

They settled with no thought of school !
or neighbor. They brought a cow with |

dog was in shafts and harness. Over |

been captured—and broke away and l

a0 teack of sleigh or dog or any living

long sky window of the woods. In

the deep silence hé ¢ould liear his heart
beating. .

“Sport,” said be to the dog, “show me
the way.” But the dog only wagged
his tail. .

Allen returned to the house.

“Wife,” sald he, “look at the woods
yonder. They are like the city of holy
promise. ‘Behold I will lay thy stones
with fair colors and thy foundations
with sapphires, and I will make thy
windows of agate.’”

“Did you find the track of the little
sleigh?” sald she.

“No,” he answered, “nor will any
man, for all paths are hidden.”

“Theron, may we keep the boy?”
she inquired,

“I think it is the will of God,” sald
Allen,

The boy grew and throve in mind
and body. For a time he prattled in a
language none who saw him was able
to comprehend, but he learned@ English
quiekly and soon forgot the jargon of
his babyhood. The shadows of mys-
tery that fell over his coming lengthen.-
ed far into his life and were deepened
by others that fell across them. Before
he could have told the story all mem-
ory of whom he left or whence he came
had been swept away. It was a house
of riddles where Allen: dwelt—a rude
thing of logs and ladders and a low
roof and two rooms, yet one ladder led
high to glories no pen may describe,
The Allens, with this rude shelter,
found delight in dreams of an eternal
home whose splendor and luxury
would have made them miserable here
*below. What a riddle was this! And
then, as to the boy 8id, there was the
riddle of his coming and again that of
his character, which Jatter was, Indeed,
| not easy to solve, There were few
books and no learning In that home.
For three winters Trove tramped a
trail to the schoolhouse two miles away
and had no further schooling until he
was a big, blond boy of fifteen, with
red cheeks and large eyes, blue and
discerning, and hands hardened to the
ax helve. He had then discovered the
beauty of the woods and begun to
study the wild folk that live In holes
and thickets. He had a fine face. You
would have called him handsome, but
not they among whom he lived. With
them hand was as hand did,
and the face of a man, if it were clean-

or compliment,-but there was that in
his soul which ‘even now had waked
the ‘mother’s wonder and set forth a
riddle none was able to solve,

CHAPTER I . :
HRE harvesting was over in Bri-
er Dale. It was near dinner

' I
! the two hired men were try-

ing feats in the dooryard. Trove, then
a boy of fifteen, had outdone them all
at  the jumping. A stranger came
along, riding a ‘big mare with a young
filly at her side. He was a tall, spare
man, past middle age, with a red,
smooth shaven face and long gray hair
that fell to his rolling collar. He turn-
ed in at the gate. A little beyond it
his mare halted for a mouthful of
grass. The stranger unslung a strap
that held a satchel to his side and hung
it on the pommel. 3
“Go and ask what we can do for
him,” Allen whispered to the boy.

Trove went down the drive, looking

up at bim curiously.

‘“What can I do for you?’ he in-
quired.

“Give me thy youth,” said the stran-
ger quickly, his gray eyes twinkling
under silvered brows,

|
The boy, mow smiling, made no an-

swer,

“No?” sald the man, as he came on
slowly. “Well, then, were thy wit as
good as thy legs it would be ¢’ some
use to me.”

The words were spoken with dignity
in a deep, kndly tone. They were alse
faintly salted with Irish brogue. ’

He approached the men, all eyes fix-
ed upon him with a look of inquiry.

“Have ye ever seen & drunken sailor
on a mast?’ he inquired of Allen.,

uNo.” f \ " .

“Well, sor,” said ‘the stranger, dis-
mounting slowly, “I'am not that. Let
me consider—have ye ever seen a co-
: coanut on a plum tree?” :

“I believe not,” ‘said 'Allen, laughing.

‘“Well, sor, that Is more like me. "Tis.
long since I rode a horse, an’ am out’
o' place in the saddle” = =~ = -
| He stood erect with dignity, a smile
deepening the many lines in his face.
| *“Can I do anything for you?' Allen
asked. G

“Aye—cure me o’ poverty. Have ye
any clocks to mend?”

“Clocks! Are you a tinker?” gaid A}
len,

“I am, sor, &0’ at thy service. Could
beauty, me lord, have better commerce
than with honesty?”

They all surveyed him with curlosity
and amusement as he tied the mare..

All had begun to laugh. His worda
came rapidly on a quick undercurrent
of good nature. A clock sounded
stroke of midday. ]
| ““What, ho! The clock,” said he, look-

ing at his watch. “Thy time hath a

lagging foot. Marry, were I that slow,
sor, I'd never get to heaven!”
“Mother,” sald Allen, going to the

ly, was never a proper cause of blame-,

time, and Allen; Trove and

‘ doorstep, “here Is a tinker, and he says i
the elock is slow.” |
“It seems to be out of order,” said '
his wife, coming to the step.
“Seems, madam!
the stranger.
of it?”
l “No,” said she, |
i

Nay, it is!” said |
“Did ye mind the stroke

“Marry, 'twas like the call of a dying !
man.”

Allen theught & moment as he whit-
tled. ;
|  “Had I such a stroke on me I'd—TI'd
jthlnk I was paralyzed,” the stranger
| added.

“You'd better fix {t, then,” said Allen.

“Thou art wise, good man,” said the
stranger. ‘“Mind the two hands on the
clock an’ keep them to their place or
| they’ll beckon thee to poverty.” - i
{ The clock was brought to the foor-
step, and all gathered about him as‘he
went to work. L

“Ye know a power o’ Scripter,” sald
one of the hired men.

s

“Seripter,” said the tinker, lnughfng. )

! “I do, sor, an’ much of it according to
the good St. William. Have ye never
‘ read Shakespeare?”
l None who sat before him knew any-
thing of the immortal bard. Lok
; “He writ & book ’bout Dan’l Boone
an’ the Injuns,” a hired man ventured.
,  “‘Angels an’ ministers o’ grace de-
t'fend us!'” the tinker ex<laimed.
Trove laughed.
“I’ll give ye a riddle,” said the tinker,
! turning to him.
|* “How is it the clock can keep a
sober face?”’
“It has no ears,” Trove answered.

¢ “Right,” said the old tinker, smiling. '

1“Thou art a knowing youth.

Read

“Ye know a power o' Scripter.”
‘ Shakespeare, boy—a little of him three

times a day for the mind’s sake. I've
traveled far in lonely places and need-
ed no other company.”

! “Bver in India?" Trove inquired.

He bad been reading of that far land.

i “I was, sor,” the stranger contin-
ed, rubbing a wheel. “I was five
years in India, sor, an’ part o’ the time
fighting as hard as ever a man could
fight.”

“Fighting!” said Trove, much inter-
ested. '

“I was, sor,” he asserted, oiling a
pinion of the old clock.
~ “‘On which side?®”

i “Inside an’ outside.” -~

l “With natives?”’
‘ “I did, sor; three kinds o' them—fe-
ver, fleas an’ the divvle.”

| “Give us some more Shakespeare,”
said the boy, smikng,

The tinker rubbed his spectacles
thoughtfully, and. as he resumed his

work a sounding flood of tragic utter- |
ance came out of him—the great solil- |

oquies of Hamlet and Macbeth and
Richard III. and Lear and Antony, all
said with spirit and appreciation. The
job finished, they bade him put up for
dinner.
“A fine colt!” said Allen as they
were on their way to the stable. -
“It Is, sor,” said the tinker, “a most
excellent breed o’ horses.”
“Where from?”
| “The grandsire from the desert o'
Arabia, where Allah created the horse
out o’ the south wind. See the slender
flanks o' the Barbary? See her eye?’
He seemed to talk In that odd strain
for the mere joy of it, and there was
in his voice the God given vanity of
bird or poet. }
He had caught the filly by her little
plume and stood patting her forehead.

! thy horse.”

' turning in the saddle.
! “Thou, too, Phyllis,” he called.

. tening for the voice that still answered,

. hills, And Trove, too, was Tonely, and: |
i there was a kind of longing in his !

F

oy

“TNemember,” sald the old man, turn-
last judgment God-’ll mind the look.o"
He rode on & few steps and halted,

“God: |
‘Il mind the look o’ thy master. See:
that ye bring him safe.”

The little filly began to rear and call,
the mother to answer. For days she

called and trembled, with wet eyes, lis-

though out of hearing, far over the

heart for the music in that voice of the:
stranger.

CHAPTER 1IV.

OR Trove it was a day of sow-
ing. The strange old tinker
had filled his heart with a new |

i . Joy and a new desire, Nexb |
morning he got a ride to Hillsborough, |

‘fourteen miles, and came back, reading [

' as he walked a small green book, its !
thin pages covered thick with execra- |

| bly fine printing, its title “The Werks

i of Shakespeare.” He read the book in- |

" dustriously and with keen pleasure.

Allen complained shortly that Shake- |

speare and the filly had interfered with |

the potatoes and the corn.

The filly ceased to take feod and
eickened for a time after the dam left
. ber. Trove lay in the stall nights and !
gave her milk sweetened to her liking. |
She grew strong and playful and for- |
rot her sorrow and began to follow him
like a dog om his errands up and down
the farm. Trove went te school in the
autumn—*“select school,” it was called.
A two mile jburney it was by trail, but
a full three by the wagon road. He |
learned only a poor lesson the first |
day, for on coming in sight of the '
| schoolhouse he heard a rush of feet be- |
hind him and saw his filly charging
down the trail. He had to go back
with her and lose the day, a thought
dreadful tg him, for now hope was
high and school days few and precious,
At first he was angry; then he sat !
among the ferns, covering his face and
sobbing with sore resentment. The
little filly stood over him and rubbed
her silky muzzle on his neck and kicked
up her heels in play as he pushed her
back.

Next morning he put her behind a
fence, but she went over it with the
ease of a wild deer and came bound-
ing after him. When at last she was
shut in the box stall he could hear her
calling, half a mile away, and it made
his heart sore. Soon after a moose
treed him on the trail and held him
there for 'quite half a day. Later he
had to help thrash and was laid up
with the measles. Then came rain and
flooded flats that turned bhim off the
trail. Years after he used to say that
work and weather and sickness and
; distance, and even the beasts of the

field and wood, resisted him in the way

of learning.

He went to school at Hillsborough
that winter. His time, which Allen
gave him In the summer, had yielded

' some $45. He hired a room at 35 cents

a week, Mary Allen bought him a

small stove and sent to him in the

sleigh dishes, a kettle, chair, bed, pil-
low and quilt and a supply of candles.

She surveyed him proudly as he was
going away that morning in Decem-
ber.

“Folks may call ye han’some,” she
said. “They'd like to make fool of ye,
but you go on ’bout yer business an’
act as if ye didn’t hear.”

He had a figure awkward as yet, but
fast shaping to comeliness. Long, light
hair covered the tops of his ears and
fell to his collar. His ruddy cheeks
were & bit paler that morning, the
curve 'in his lips a little drawn; his

blue*eyes had begun to flll and the |

. dimple in his chin to quiver slightly as
he kissed her who had been as a moth-
er to him. But he went away laughing.

He got a job in the mill for every
Saturday at 75 cents a day and soon
thereafter was able to have a necktie
and a pair of fine boots and a barber
now and then to control the Jength of
his hair,

Trove burnt the candles freely and

| auske had:aimmed the windows, that he
Ing us he rode away, “in the'day o the- ' first told the story, soon oft repeated:

was able, but never brilliant, in his
work that year owing, as all who knew
him agreed, to great modesty and
small confid He was a kindly, big

For a moment he led her up and down

ing the earth lightly as a fawn’s,

“Thou'rt made for the hot leagues o’
the great sand sea,” said he, patting
her head. “Ah, thy neck shall be as
the bowsprit; thy dust as the fiying
spray!” i

“In. one thing you are like Isalah”
said Allen as he whittled. ‘“The Lord
God hath given thee the tongue of the
learned.”

“An’ if he grant me the power to
speak a word in season tp him that is

| weary I shall be content,” said the

tinker. :

Dinner over, they came out of doors,
The stranger stood filling his pipe,
Something in his talk and manner had
gone deep into the soul of the boy, who
now whispered a moment with his fa-
ther. - §

| “Would you sell the filly?” said Allen,

“My boy would like to own her.”
| “What, ho, the boy! The beautiful

boy! An’ would ye love her,
| tinker asked. :

! “Yes, sir,”” the boy answered quickly.

“An’ put a ribbon in her forelock an’
a coat o’ silk on her back, an’, mind ye,

| a man o’ kindness in the saddle?”
| «Yeg, gir.”

“Then take thy horse, an’ Allah grant
thou be successful on her as many
times as there be hairs in her skin.”

“And the price?’.said Allen.
| “Name it, an’ I'll call thee just.”

{ The business over, the tinker called
' to Trove, who had led the filly to her
stall, ik

“You, there, strike the tents, Bring
" me the mare. This very day she may
. bear me to forgiveness.” ety
| _Treve brought the mare. a ‘
; W

at a quick trot, her dalnty feet touch-

boy?” the

i

hearted fellow and had wit and a
knowledge of animals and ef wood-
| craft that made him excellent com-
pany. His schoolboy diary has been of
great service to all with & wish to un-
derstand him. On a faded leaf in the
old book one may read as follows:

I have received letters in the handwrit-
ing of girls, unsigned. They think they
are in love with me and say foolish
things. I know what they're up to. They
are the kind my mother spoke of—the kind
that set their traps for a fool, and when
he's caught they use him for a thing to
laugh at.. They're not going to catch me.

Expenses for scvuu days have been $1.14.

Clint McCormick spent 60 cents to take
his girl to a show, and I had to help him
through the week. I told him he ought
to love Caesar less and Rome more.
i Then follows the odd entry without
which it is doubtful if the history of
Sidney Trove could ever have been
written. At least only a guess would
have been possible, where now is cer-
tainty. And here Is the entry:

Since leaving home the men of the dark’
have been ven) troublesome. They\wake
me about every other night, and some-
times I wonder what they mean.

Now an odd thing had developed in
the mystery of the boy. Even before
he could. distinguish between reality
and its shadow that we see In dreams
he used often to start up with a lond
cry of fedr in the night. When a small
boy, be used to explain it briefly by
saying, “The men in the dark.” Later
be used to say, “The men outdoors in
the dark.” At ten years of age he
went off on a three days’ journey with
the Allens. They put up in a tavern
that had many rooms and stairways
and large windows. It was a while
after his Teturn of an evening, before
<andlelight, when a gray curtain of

| low the level of the door top.

and familiar, of “the men In. the dark”
—at least he went as far as he knew.

“I dream,” he was- wont to say is
after life, “that I am listening in the
still night alone. I am always alone
I hear a sound in the silence, of what
I cannot be sure. I discover then, or
seem to, that I' stand In & dark room
and tremble with great fear, of what
I do not know. I walk along swiftly
in bare feet, I am. so fearful of making
a noise. I am feeling, feeling, my
hands out in the dark. Presently they
touch a wall and'T follow it and then
I discover that I am going downstairs,
It Is along journey. At last'¥ am
a room where L ¢an seée windows;.
beyond,, the ‘dim light of the n.
Now I seem to.be wrapped in fearful
silence. Stealthily I go near the door.
Its upper half is glass, and beyond it
I can see the dark forms of men. One
is peering through, with face upon the
pane. I know the other is trying the
lock, but I hear no sound. I am in &
silence- like- that of the grave. 1 try to
speak. My lips move; but, try as I
may, no sound comes out of them, A
sharp terror is pricking into me, and I
flinch as if it were & knife blade, ' Well,
sir, that is a thing I cannot understand,
You know me, I am not a coward. If
I were really in a like scene fear would
be the least of my emotions, but in the
dream I tremble and am afraid. Slow-
ly, silently, the door opens, the men of
the dark enter, wall and windows be-
gin to reel. Y hear a quick, loud ecry,
rending the silence and falling into a
roar like that of flooding waters. Then
I wake and my dream is ended for that
night.”

Now, men have had more thrilling
and remarkable dreams, but that of
the boy Trove was as a link in a chain,
lengthening with his life and ever bind
ing bim to some event far beyond the

reach of his memory.
l risen early and was walking out
on a long pike that divided the
village of Hillsborough and cut the
waste of snow, winding over hills and
dipping Inte valleys, from Lake Cham-
plain to Lake Ontario. The air was
cold, but full of magic sunfire, All
things were aglow—the frosty road-
way, the white fields, the hoary foress
and the mind of the beholder. Trove
halted, looking eff at. the .far hifls,
Then he heard a stép behind him and,
as he turned, saw a tall mdn approach-
ing at a quick pace. The latter had no
overcoat. A knit muffler covered his
throat, and "a satchel hung from a
strap on his shoulder.

“What ho, boy!” said he, shivering.
“‘I'll follow thee a month, devise with
thee where thou shalt rest that thou
may’st hear of us an’ we o’ thee, What
o’ thy people an’ the filly?”

“All well,” said Trove, who was de-
lighted to see the clock tinker, of whomy
be had thought often. “And what of
you?”

“Like an old clock, sor—a weak
spring an’ a bit slow. But, praise
God, I've yet a merry gong in,me, An’
what think you, sor, I've traveled sixty
miles an’ tinkered forty clocks in the
week gone.” [

“I think you yourself will need tink-
ering.”

“Ah, but I thank the good God here is
me home,” the old wan remarked
wearily.

“I'm going to school here,” said
‘Trove, “and hope I may see you often.”

“Indeed, boy, we'll have many a
blessed hour,” said the tinker. “Come
to me shop; we'll talk, meditate, ex-
plore, an’ I'll see what o’clock it is in
thy country.” °

They were now In the village, and,
balfway down ifs main thoroughtare,
wént'up a street of gloom and narrow-
ness ‘between dingy workshops. At
one of ‘them, shaky and gray with the
stain of years, they halted. The two
lower windows in front were dim with
dirt and obwebs. A board above
them was the rude sign of Sam Bas- ‘
sett, carpenter. On the side of the old '
shop was a flight of sagging, rickety
stairs, At the height of a man’s head
an old brass dial was nailed to the
gray boards. Roughly lettered in lamp-
black beneath it were the words,
“Clocks Mended.” They climbed the
shaky stairs to a landing, supported by
long braces, and whereon was a broad
door with latch and keyhole In its
weathered timber.

“All bow at this door,” said the old
tinker as he put his long iron key in
the lock. “It's respect for their own

CHAPTER V.

T was Sunday, and a clear, frosty
morning of midwinter. - Trove had

‘heads, not for mine,” he continued, his |

hand on the eaves that overhung be-

They entered a loft open to the peak
and shingles, with a window In each
end. Clocks, dials, pendulums and tiny
cogwheels of wood and brass were on
a long bench by the street window.
Thereon also were a vise and tools.
The room was cleanly, with a crude
homelikeness about it. Chromos and
illustrated papers had been pasted om
the rough board, walls,

“On me life, it is cold,” sald the tink-
er, opening a small stove and begin-
ning to whittle shavings. “‘Cold as a
dead man’s nose.’ Be seated an’ try—
try to be happy.”

There were an old rocker and two
small chairs in the room. W
i-“I.do not feel the cold,” said Trove,
taking one of them, :

- “Belike, good youth, thou hast the
rose of summer in thy cheeks,” said
the old man. it

“And no need of an overcoat,” the
boy answered, removing the one he
wore and pissing ‘it tomtlg tinker, “I
wish you to keep it, sir.”” sl
 “Wherefore, ‘boy? 'Twould = best
serve me on thy back.” .

“Please take it,” said Trove, “I can-
not bear to think of you shivering im'
the cold, Take It, and make me bap-
py” 3 e

“Well, o'
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happy ft will be a wonderful coat™
said the old man, wiping his gray
eyes, » i

Then he rose and filled the stove with
wood and sat down, peering at Trove
between the upper rim of his specta-
cles and the feathery arches of silver-
ed hair upon his brows.

“Thy coat hath warmed me heart al-
ready—thanks to the good God!” said
he fervently. “Why so kind?”

“If T am kind, it is because I must
be,” said the boy. “Who were my fa-
ther and mother I never knew. If I
meet a man who is in need I say to
myself, ‘He may be my father or my
brother; T must be good to him,’ and if
it is a woman I cannot help thinking
that maybe she is my motker or my
sister. So I should have to be kind to
all the people in the world if I were to
meet them.”

“Noble suspicion, by the faith o’ me
fathers!” said the old man, thought-
fully rubbing his long nose. “An’ have
"ye thought further in the matter?
Have ye seen whither it goes?”’ %

“I fear not.” '

“Well, sor, under the ancient law, ye
reap as ye have sown, but more abun-
dantly. I gave me coat to one that need-
ed it more, an’ by the goodness o’ God
I have reaped another an’ two friends.
Hold to thy courge, boy. Thou shalt
have friends an’ know their value. An’
then thou shalt say, ‘I'll be kind to this
man because he may be a friend,’ an’
love shall increase in thee an’ around
thee an’ bring happiness.”

There was a moment of silence, bro-
ken by the sound of a church bell.

“To thy prayers,” sald the clock
tinker, rising, “an’ I'll to mine. Dine
with me at 5, good youth, an’ all me
retinoo—maids, warders, grooms, at-
tendants—shall be at thy service.”

“I'll be glad to come,” said the boy,
smiling at his odd host.

“An’ see thou hast bunger.”

“Good morning, Mr.”— The boy hesl-
tated,

“Darrel—Roderick Darrel,” sald the
old man, “That's me name, sor, an’
ye'll ind me here at the Sign o' the
Dial.”

A wind came shrieking over the hills,
and long before evening the little town
lay dusky in a scud of snow mist. The
old stairs were quivering in the storm
as Trove climbed them.

“Welcome, good youth,” sald the
clock tinker, shaking the boy’s hand as
he came In. “Ho, there, me servitors!
Let the feast be spread!” he.called in
a loud voice, stepping quickly to the
stove that held an upper deck of wood,
whereon were dishes. *“Right Hand,
bring the meat, an’ Left Hand, the po-
tatoes, an’ Quick Foot, give us thy help
here.” }
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