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party?” humbly asked Lloyd, “or Is [ Stone wall! Shove ’em In! Shove ’em 
there someone else?”

“Oh,” said Betty, “we are sure to 
need somebody, and you will do as 
well as any other.”

In obedience to an Invitation con­
veyed by Lloyd, Brown appeared at 
the Fairbanks house in the early morn­
ing. Eagerly the young ladies pro­
pounded their plan. At once Brown 
entered heartily into it, and calling 
with them in the afternoon persuaded 
the old lady that she ought to attend 
the great match, emphasing especially 
the fact that Shock would be delighted 
to see her there, and wopld be stimulat­
ed to do his very best by her presence.

“It will likely be his last game, too,” 
urged Brown.

This finally decided the matter, and 
so it turned out that perhaps the most 
enthusiastic, and certainly the most 
picturesque, of all the groups that sur­
rounded the campus next day was that 
which filled the Fairbanks carriage, 
consisting of two young ladies, an ele* 
gantly attired young man, and a 
quaint, plainly dressed, but undeniably 
dignified, old lady.

“Well, old chap,” he calls out cheer­
fully to Campbell, “how goes it?”

“All right,” says Campbell. “They 
are a great team, but I think we are 
holding them.”

‘They are the greatest team McGill 
ever sent here,” replies Black.

“Oh, thanks, awfully,” says Camp­
bell, “but they are hardly up to the 
team of four years ago.”

“Quite, I assure you, and you are 
holding them down.”

“Do you think so?” There was no 
anxiety in the captain’s tone, but there 
was a serious earnestness that some­
how caught the ear of all the men in 
the room.

Black noticed it.
“Yes, you are holding them so far, 

without a doubt. Their weight tells 
in the- scrimmage, and of course we 
do not know their back play yet, and 
that fellow' Bunch Cameron is a won­
der.”

"That’s what!” sings out little 
Brown. “But what’s the matter with 
The Don?”

Immediately the roar comes back, 
“He’s—all—right!”

“Yes,” replies Black quietly, •‘Bal­
four is swifter, and harder In tackle.”

“Have you anything to suggest?” 
asks Campbell, with a reverence which 
a man in the struggle feels for one 
who has achieved. The men are all 
quiet, listening. But Black knows his 
place.

"Not in the least. You have a great 
team, and you are handling them per­
fectly.”

“Hear that now, will you?” cries lit­
tle Brown. “We’re It!”

“Do you think we had better open 
up a little?” But Black is a gentle­
man and knows better than to offer 
advice.

what does she like?”
“Shock.”
“But I mean what amusement and 

pleasure has she?”
“Amusement! Shades of the mighty 

past! Why, Miss Betty,” Brown’s tone 
I was said and severe, "in my young days 
young people never thought of amuse­
ment. We had no time for such follies.”

“Oh, nonsense!” exclaimed Betty im­
patiently. “Has she no other interest 
in life than Shock?”

“None. Her church—she would re­
gard your prelacy wrlth horror—and 
Shock, and Shock’s doings and goings— 
and football, of course, as I have said. 
Shock plays, you see.”

“Then I have an idea,” cried Helen.

Bowel Troubles THE EARIn!”
But the ’Varsity captain is alive to 

his danger, and getting his men low 
down he determines to hold the enemy 
fast till the fury of their attack be 
somewhat spent, or till fortune shall 
bring him aid.

“Get up! Get up there, ’Varsity!” 
yells the McGill contingent.

“Look at ’em saying their prayers!” 
shouts a boy.

“They need to ” answers another.
"Get up, ’Varsity! Get upi Don’t be 

afraid!” they yell derisively.
“Make ’em stand up, referee,” a 

Montreal man insists.
Again and again the McGill captain 

appeals to the referee, who remon­
strates, urges, and finally orders the 
’Varsity to get up or be penalized.

Campbell perceives that something 
must be done. He moves Shock from 
the centre to the left wing of the 
scrimmage and calls in Martin and 
Bate from half.

By this time every ’Varsity man is 
on his feet, for he knows that Shock 
is about to lead the “screw” and before 
the scrimmage is well formed the Mc­
Gill stone wall is broken, and Camp­
bell is boring through it with the ball, 
gaining a good ten feet and by a quick 
re-form ten more.

The Prospector Liver pills, cathartics, mineral 
waters, often make Constipa­
tion worse. They merely 
irritate the bowels and force 
them to move—stop taking 
purgatives and the bowels 
become “tight” again.

“ Fruct-a-ti'bes ” are the one 
certain care for Constipation

because their action is upon 
the liver, “Fruit-a-tives” are 
a liver tonic. They stimulate 
the secretions of bile by the 
liver, this bile causes the 
bowels to move in the natural, 
regular way and completely 
cures Constipation. 
“Fruit-a-tives are fruit juices 
with tonics and antiseptics 
added. In “Fruit-a-tives” 
one atom of bitter replaces 
one atom of sweet in the fruit 
juices, forming a new com- 

' pound which is many times 
more active, medicinally, than 
the fruit juices could possibly 
be. 50c. a-box-—$2.50 for 
6 boxes. At all dealers’.

A TALE OF THE CROW'S NEST PASS.
BY

RALPH CONNOR What They Have 
in favorAuthor of “ The Sky Pilot, 

From Glengarry,
Black Rock, The Man 

Glengarry School Days, ” Etc.
“We'll----- •’

“Do go on,” appealed Brown.
“Better give it to him,” said Lloyd. 

“An idea, you know, is to some people 
a rare and valuable asset.”

"Not now. Perhaps later I may im­
part it,” said Helen.

“It would be a great kindness,” said 
Brown humbly, “if you could let me 
have it soon.” *

mage, a method not infrequently adopt­
ed, his head is a sight to behold. But, 
as I said before, ask Brown.”

“I will to-night. He’s coming over 
after tea. You are coming, too, are you 
not?”

Lloyd bowed. “I shall be delighted.” 
True to her word Betty greeted 

Brown, on his appearance in the cosy, 
homelike parlor of the Fairbanks’ that 
evening, with the question, “How did 
‘The Don’ come by his nickname?”

“Oh, did you never know that? Most 
fellows put it down to his style, but it’s 
not that. He got it from his blood. 
You know, his father was one pf those 
West India sea-captains that one used 
to find strewn thick through Halifax 
society, who made fortunes in rum and 
lost them pretty much the same way. 
Well, the old captain married a Span­
ish girl. I have seen her portrait, and 
she was a beauty, a ‘high-bred Spanish 
lady,’ sure enough. Lived somewhere 
in the islands. Came home with the 
captain, and died in Halifax, leaving 
her seven-year-old boy in charge of an 
aunt. Father died soon afterwards. 
Grief, I believe, and drink. Even then 
his people called the boy ‘the little 
Don.’ He had a little money left him 
to start with, but that has long since 
vanished. At any rate, for the last 
five or six years he has had to fend for 
himself.”

“Quite a romance,” said Lloyd.
“Isn’t It?” exclaimed Betty. “And 

he never told us a word.”
“Well, The Don’s not a publisher.” 
“But then he told you.”
"YSb, he told me and 

night. He likes us, you see.”
“ ‘De gustibus non disputandum,’ ” 

murmured Lloyd, and in answer to 
Betty’s inquiring look added, "as the 
old woman said when she kissed her 
cow.”

“Now then, what about Shock’s 
name? ' continued Betty.

“Hair,” said Brown 
“You have seen him come out 
scrimmage like a crab?”

“Yes. Isn’t he just lovely then?” 
claimed Betty.

“Lovely? Oh. woman, woman! A 
ghastly, bloody, fearsome spectacle, 
Lovely! But it was ever thus. ‘Butch­
ered to make a Roman holiday,’ ” 
plied Lloyd.

"Well, he is rather bloody, 
easily, you know, but it doesn’t hurt 
at all,” said Brown, 
enjoys himself till the blood flows.”

“Disgusting old Berserker!” exclaim­
ed Lloyd.

“But I think he i<5 just a dear,” went 
on Betty enthusiastically. “The way 
he puts his head right down into #a 
crowd of men, and lets them jump on 
him and maul him!”

"Yes,” replied her sister, who had 
taken little part in the conversation, 
“and comes out smiling. That Is what 
I like.”

“And bloody,”^ added Lloyd. “That’s 
what Miss Betty likes.

“I want to know about him,” cried 
Betty impatiently. “Why don’t we get 
to know him? 
she insisted.- 
Who are his people?”

Brown hesitated.
“Well, you see, Shock’s shy. Does 

not go in for the sort of thing that 
Lloyd, for instance, revels and glitters 
in—teas, functions, social routs, and all 
that, you know. He has only his 
ther, a dear old Highland lady, poor, 
proud and independent, 
a quaint little house out on the Com­
mons away behind the college, and 
lives for, in, with, by .and around 
Shock, and he vice versa. He shares 
everything with her, his work down In
the mission----- ”

“Mission!” interrupted Betty.
“Yes. Runs a mission down in St. 

John’s ward. Gives her all his experi­
ences with the denizens of that pre­
cinct, keeps her in touch with his col­
lege work, and even with his football. 
You ought to see him lay out the big 
matches before her on the tea table 
with plates, cups, salt cellars, knives, 
spoons, and you ought to see her ex­
citement and hear her criticisms. Oh, 
she’s a great sport!”

“Go on,” said Helen, her fine eyes be­
ginning to glow. “Go on. Tell us more 
about her.”

But Brown shut up abruptly, as if he 
had been taking a liberty with the 
privacy of hlg friend’s home.

“Oh/ he said lightly, “there’s nothing 
more to tell. They live a very quiet, 
very simple, but, I think, a very beau­
tiful life.”

“And she’s fond of football?” Inquir­
ed Betty.

“Devoted to it.”
“And has she never seen a game? Has 

she never seen Shock play?” inquired 
Helen.

“Never.”
“Would she be afraid?”

CHAPTER I.
A Social Impossibility.

It was one of November's rare days. 
The kindly air, vital with the breath 
of the north wind and mellow with the 
genial sun, was full of purple haze;
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Recalled Former Spa

the grass, still vividly green, gave no 
hint of the coming winter; the trees, 
bony and bare but for a few rags of 
summer dress, russet-brown and gold, 
stood softened of all their harshness in 
the purple haze and slanting, yellow 
light of the autumn afternoon. Nature 

face of content. She had ful-

“Nature abhors a vacuum, you 
know,” put in Lloyd.

At this point the bell rang, and The 
Don came in. He was a young man of 
striking appearance, handsome, dark, 
well set up, with the eyes of his Span­
ish mother, but with the head and jaw 
of his Scotch sea-captain father. With 
all his ease of manner there was a shy, 
proud reserve about him, and a kind 
ofg rand air that set him apart from 
any company in which he might ap­
pear.

After saluting the young ladies with 
a somewhat formal bow, he announced, 
“I want you. Brown.”

“Oh, sit down,” cried Betty. “Sit 
down, Mr. Balfour. We are not going 
to allow you to carry off our visitor in 
this abrupt manner.”

“Yes, take yourself off/’ cried Brown. 
“You see I can’t be spared.”

“Please sit down,” urged Helen. “We 
want to ask you about the match.”

"I really cannot,” replied The Don. 
“I am on duty, you see.”

“On duty?”
“Yes. Looking after men who would 

stay out to all hours, and regale them­
selves upon cake and all sorts of in­
digestible stuff. And more than that, 
Shock is outside waiting.”

Shock one “Oh,” cried Betty, “do bring him in.
For years Helen and *1 have known 
him, and yet we don’t know him. Bring 
him In.”

“Can you not persuade him to come 
in?” urged Helen.

“I am sure I cannot. But if you were
to try------” The Don paused, looking
doubtfully at her. Helen hesitated.

“Oh, he’s awful, T know. He will 
hardly speak to me,” interrupted Betty. 
“But if you'll come with me I’ll hum­
ble myself before him.”

In a moment or two, sure enough, 
they returned, with Shock following.

He was a big man, gaunt and bony, 
with a mighty pair of shoulders topped 
by a square, massive head on which 
bristled a veritable shock of coarse, yel- 

Bleeds Iow hair. But he had a strong, honest 
face, and good, deep blue eyes. He 

“He never really seemed too big for the room, and after 
shaking hands awkwardly with Helen, 
who had gone forward to meet him, 
he subsided into a deep arm-chair, 
struggling with his hands and feet.

The contrast between Shock on the 
one hand, and the elegant Lloyd and 
the handsome Don on the other, could 
hardly be more striking. All in the 
room were conscious of this contrast 
and sought in every way to minimize 
it. Betty plunged into football talk, to 
which Shock listened for the most part 
smilingly silent.

She was determined to draw her un­
happy visitor from his shell. But her I 
most brilliant efforts were in vain 

Tell me about him,” Poor Shock remained hopelessly en- 
“Where does he live? gaged with his hands and feet, and re­

plied at unexpected places in explosive 
monosyllables at once ludicrous and 
disconcerting. Not even The Don, who 
came to her assistance, could relieve 
the awkwardness of the situation. 
Shock was too large to be ignored, and 

mo- too unwieldy to be adjusted.
After a few minutes of hopclss en- 

She lives in deavor The Don gave up the attempt 
androse to go, saying: “You will need 
to excuse us. We are due at a meet­
ing^ to-night. Come along, Brown.”

The alacrity w'hich Shock displayed 
in getting upon his feet gave abundant 
testimony to the agony he had been 
suffering during the last half hour.

“Yes, we must be off,” said Brown, 
far more eager to go than was his 
wont.

“Will you not come again?” said 
Betty to Shock, as she snook hands 
with him. “My mother would be glad 
to see you.”

But Shock could only look at her 
blankly, evidently wondering what her 
mother might wish to see him for, and 
when Betty tried to extract a prorpise 
from him he muttered something about 
being “far behind iu his work and very 
busy.”

But Betty was not to be baulked.
“I should like to call on your mo­

ther,” she said. But again Shock look­
ed blank, while Brown began to make 
faces at her from behind his back.

“When will your mother be in?” she 
persisted.

“Oh, she’s in every day, except when
she goes out for a walk, or------”

! Brown kept up his signalling, and 
The Don began to look puzzled and 
annoyed. "

“Well,” said Betty desperately, “I 
would like to go and see her some day.”

Shock hesitated, blushed, and then 
answered: “We have no friends in the 
city, and we do not visit much, 
and----- ”

"Oh, I’ll tell you, Miss Betty,” burst 
in Brown. “Get a sharp attack 
lyphoid and Mrs, Macgregor will then 
come and see you. She’s a great 
nurse.”

CHAPTER II.
'Varsity Versus Mcill.

It is a glorious autimn day. The 
smoky air with just a nip of the com­
ing frost in it hangs still over the trees, 
through whose bare tops and interlac­
ing boughs the genial sunlight falls in 
a golden glory upon the grass below. 
The nip in the air, the golden light, the 
thrilling uncertainty of the coming 
match, the magnitude of the issue at 
stake, combine to raise the ardour of 
football enthusiasts to the highest

The record of ea.ch team is unique. 
Each has gone through the champion­
ship series without a single reverse. 
Perhaps never in their history have 
both universities been more worthily 
represented than by the teams that are 
to contest to-day the championship of 
the Dominion.

The McGiil men are the first to ap­
pear on the campus, and are welcomed 
with loud and generous cheers, which 
are, however, redoubled upon the ap­
pearance of the ’Varsity champions.

Many eyes are turned upon the Fair­
banks carriage. The young ladies are 
well known in University circles; but 
the quaint old lady, looking so hand­
some in spite of her plain black bonnet, 
awakens the curiosity of the crowd, 
which only increases when it becomes 
known that she is Shock’s mother.

“Do you see Hamish, my dear?” in­
quires the old lady. “They are so much 
alike I cannot distinguish him.”

“Go and bring him,” cries Betty,, and 
Lloyd returns in a moment with Shock 
and little Brown.

“Man, man, take heed. Yon’s a 
dangerous game, I’r^ thinking,” mur­
murs Shock’s mother anxiously, to the 
amazed amusement.of Lloyd, who re­
plies, “Why, Mrs. Macgregor, you seem 
to know the game as well as the rest 
of us.”

"Ay, Hamish has often showed me 
the working of the screw, and it is not 
to be depended upon in a place like 
yon.”

The ’Varsity team breathe freely 
again and go in with new vim, McGill 
settles down on the ball to recover 
steadiness.

But the ’Varsity captain has” seen 
the screw work and resolves to try it 
again. Once more he moves Shock to 
the wing, signals to the quarters, and 
again the Montreal stone wall is de­
moralized. But instead of Campbell 
boring over the prostrate form of his 
big centre with the ball the McGill 
captain, securing it, passes to Carroll, 
his quarter, who dashing off as a feint 
to the right, passes far across the field 
to Bunch.

Bunch as usual is in his place, 
catches beautifully and is off down the 
field like a whirlwind, dodging one, 
knocking off another, running round a 
third, till between him and the goal 
line he has only the half back, Martin, 
and the full.

The McGill people go wild again. 
“Bunch! Bunch!” they yell frantical­
ly, crowding down the line after him. 
“He’s in! He’s in!”

But not yet. Red Pepper is swiftly 
bearing down upon him, and as he 
comes within ‘reach springs at him. 
But the wily Bunch has learned to 
measure that long reach, and dodging 
back sharply, he slips round Pepper 
and makes for the line ten yards away.

A long groan goes up from the ’Vars­
ity support, while from a hundred Mc­
Gill throats rises the cry again—“He’s 
in! He’s in! A touch! A touch!”

But close upon him, and gaining at 
every foot, is The Don, the fleetest man 
in the ’Varsity team. For half a sec­
ond it looks as if Bunch must make the 
line, but within three yards of the goal, 
and just as he is about to throw him­
self toward it, Balfour shoots out his 
arm, grasps his enemy by the back of 
the neck, and turning round, hurls him 
back" with terrific force to the ground 
and clambers on top of him. It is a 
fierce tackle, giving great satisfaction 
to all the ’Varsity supporters, but to 
none môre than Mrs. Macgregor, who, 
as she sees the unfortunate Bunch 
hurled to earth, exclaims with quite 
satisfaction, “That will be doing for ye, 
I’m thinking.”

“Isn’t she a great old warrior?” says 
Lloyd aside, to the young ladies.

“The Don! The Don!” cry the 
’Varsity contingent. “We—like—Don! 
We—like—Don!” they chant, surging 
across the corner of the field in the 
wildest enthusiasm.

“Keep back! Keep back! Give him 
air.” The referee, and the captains 
with their teams, push the crowd back, 
for Bunch is lying motionles upon the 
ground.

“It’s simply a case of wind,” says lit­
tle Carroll, the McGill quarter, lightly.

“The want of It, you mean,” says big 
Mooney, hauling Carroll back by the 
neck.

In a few minutes, however, the 
plucky McGill half back is up again, 
and once more the scrimmage is 
formed.

Gradually it grows more evident that 
McGill is heavier in the scrimmage, but 
this advantage Is offset by the remark­
able boring quality of the ’Varsity cap­
tain, who, upon the break of a scrim­
mage, generally succeeds in making a 
few feet, frequently over Shock’s huge 
body. As for Shock, he apparently en­
joys being walked upon by his captain, 
and emerges from each successive 
scrimage with his yellow hair fiercely 
erect, his face covered with blood, and 
always wreathed in smiles. No amount 
of backing and scragging in a scrim­
mage can damp his ardour or ruffle the 
serenity of his temper.

“Isn’t he ghastly?” exclaimed Lloyd 
to the young ladles at his side.

“Perfectly lovely!" cries Betty in re­
turn.

“Ah, the old story of the bloodthirsty 
sex,” replies Lloyd. “Hello, there goes 
half time,” he adds, “and no score yet. 
This is truly a great game.” Eagerly 
the men are taken charge of by their 
reflective attendants, stripped, rubbed, 
slapped and sponged.

Up come Shock and Brown, 
blood on Shock's face gives him a ter­
rifying appearance.

“Oh!’ cries Helen anxiously, “you are 
hurt”

“Not a bit,” he replies cheerily, 
glancing in surprise at her.

“How do you like it, Mrs. Macgre­
gor?” inquires Brown.

“Man, laddib, they are a grand team, 
and it will be no easy matter to wheep 
them.”

“Don’t you think now that Shock is 
a little too gèntle with them?” asks 
Brown wickedly.

“Well, it will not do to allow them to 
have their own way altogether,” she 
replies cautiously. “But run away, 
Hamish, and get yourself put right. 
There is much before you yet.”

“Say, old man,” says Brown as”they 
trot off, “it’s no credit to you to be a 

You’d disgrace your 
blood if you were anything else."

Into the ’Varsity dressing room 
strolls old Black, the greatest captain 
of the greatest team ’Varsity has ever 
seen.

wore a
filled her course for another year, and, 
satisfied with her achievement, 
obviously thinking of settling herself 
into her winter’s sleep.

It was a good day to be alive. The 
tingle in the air somehow got into the 
blood.

was

So it felt to a young girl who danced 
out from under the trees on the west 
boundary of the University campus.

“Oh!/ she cried to her statelier, taller 
sister, who with a young man followed 
more sedately into the open. “Oh, what 
a day! What a picture!”

She was a bonny maid just out of 
her teens, and, with her brown gown, 
brown hair and eyes, red cheeks, and 
wholesome, happy face, she fitted well 
into the picture she herself looked 
upon.

“Dear old ’Varsity,” said her sister 
in a voice quiet, but thrilling with In­
tense feeling. “There is no.thing so 
lovely in all this city of Toronto."

“Toronto!” exclaimed the young 
man at her side. “Well, I should say! 
Don’t you know that a distinguished 
American art critic declares this build­
ing the most symmetrical, the most 
harmonious, the most perfectly pro­
portioned bit of architecture on the 
American continent. And that is 
something, from a citizen,of the ‘big­
gest nation on dry land.’ "

They walked slowly and silently 
along the border of the matchless vel­
vety lawn, noting the many features of 
beauty in the old grey face of the Uni- 
veristy building—the harmonious var­
iety of lines and curves in curious gar­
goyles, dragons and gryphons that 
adorned the cornices and the lintels, 
pausing long to admire the wonderful 
carved entrance with its massive tower 
above.

“Great, isn’t it?” said Lloyd. “The 
whole thing, I mean—park, lawn and 
the dear old, grey stones.”

At this moment some men in football 
garb came running out of the pillared 
portico.

“Oh, here’s the team!” cried Betty, 
the younger sister, ecstically. “Are 
they going to play?”

“No, I think not,” said Lloyd. 
“Campbell would not risk any scrim­
maging or tackling this evening, with 
McGill men even now in town thristing 
for their blood. He’s got them out for 
a run to limber up their wind and 
things for to-morrow.”

The sisters were football enthusiasts. 
For the past four years the beautiful 
Rosedale home of the Fairbanks had 
been the rendezvous for students, and, 
as many of these had been football 
men, the young ladies had become as 
devoted to the game and almost as ex­
pert in its fine points as any of its 
champions.

“Don’t they look well and fit,” ex­
claimed Bety as the string of runners 
went past.

“Yes, and fit they are every man,” 
replied Lloyd. "There’s Campbell! He’s 
a truly great captain, knows his men, 
and gets out of them all that is pos­
sible.”

“Yes, and there's Brown; and Mc- 
Nab, isn’t it? Aren’t they the quart­
ers?” Betty excitedly.

Lloyd nodded. “And yonder goes 
‘Shock,’ the great Shock.”

“Oh, -where?” cried Betty. “Yes, yes. 
Now, do you know I think he is just as 
mean as he can be. Here I have been 
bowing and smiling my best and sweet­
est for four years, and though he 
knows a lot of the men we know he 
is just as much a stranger as ever,” 
and Betty pouted in a manner that 
would have brought deep satisfaction 
to Shock had he seen her.

“Here are the three halves, aren’t 
they?” inquired Helen, the elder sister.

“Yes,” replied Lloyd. “There’s Mar­
tin and Bate. Fine fellow, Bate— 
and------”

“Oh!” broke in Betty, “there’s ‘The 
Don.’ I do wish they would look. They 
needn’t pretend they don’t see us, the 
horrid things.”

“Of course they see you,” answered 
Lloyd, “but they are engaged In seri­
ous business. You surely don’t expect 
to divert their attention from the pur­
suit of their noble art. Why, who, or 
what do you conceive yourself to be?”

But Betty only smiled serenely, and 
shook her curls back saucily,

"Oh, I know,” replied Lloyd, “I know 
what you are saying. ‘Some day, some 
day they will grovel.’ Alas, only too 
soon! And, indeed, here come the Don 
on his second round. I’ll ask him what 
he means.”

“If you dare!” cried Betty.
"Mr. Lloyd!” said Helen haughtily, 

and Mr. Lloyd thought better of it.
But "The Don” did not even glance 

towards the group.
“Look at that, now/’ said Lloyd dis­

gustedly. “Did anyone ever see such 
besotted devotion to a barbarous voca­
tion.”

“He did not see us at all,” insisted 
Betty. “But why is Mr. Balfour called 
‘The Don’?”

“Obviously, I should say, from his 
Don-like appearance, bearing, carri­
age, etc. But I am not an authority. 
Ask little Brown, your special slave. 
He knows all about Shock and The 
Don.”

“What absurd names you have,” ex­
claimed Betty. “Now, what is the rea­
son for Shock’s name? Is it the shock 
of his charge in the scrimmage?”

“Not bad, that. I rather fear, how­
ever, it has to do with his most strik­
ing feature, if feature It be, for when 
you pull him feet first out of a scrim-

on (FRUIT UVER TABLETS.) fi4

“I really cannot offer an opinion. before him., Fifteen yards from the
You know your men better than I. Be- i line he is tackled by Martin, but 
sides, it is better to find your , he falls passes to Huntingdon, his cap- 
enemy’s tactics than to be too stuck on | tain, who, catching neatly and dodging 
your own. Remember, those fellows between Campbell and another ’Var- 
are doing some thinking at this bless- sity man, hurls his huge weight upon 
ed minute. Of course,” he went on j Pepper, who is waiting for him, 
hesitatingly, “if they keep playing the j crouched low' after his usual style.

The full back catches him fairly and 
that is—you have got a great defence, ! throws him over his shoulder. As both 

you know, and The Don can run away j come heavily to the ground there is a 
from any of them.” sickening crack heard over the field.

“All right,” said the captain. “We’ll j The McGill captain, with Pepper hang- 
feel ’em first, boys. Keep at the old ; ing desperately to his hips, drags him- 
game. Close and steady till we get in- i self oveft* the line and secures a touch- 
side their heads. Watch their quarters. | down for McGill.
They re lightning in a pass. ; at once there rises a wild tumult of
rtuXt ?Ut that old BIack is right- j triumph from the McGill contingent,
The McGills have been doing some ! but after a minute or two the noise is 
thinking. From the kick-off they abon- j followed by an anxious hush, and when 
don the close scrimmage for a time, j the crow'd about the prostrate players 
playing an open, dribbling, punting 1 ls dispersed Pepper Is seen lying on 
fam!| and ‘Hey are playing it superb- j hls face tearing up the grass. Two or 
ly. While they are sure in their catch- ; three doctors rush in from the crowd, 
ing and fierce in their tackle, their spe- ancj before long' Pepper is carried off 
cialty is punting and following up. In the field. His leg is broken, 
this they are exceedingly dangerous. A number of people begin to leave 
For the first ten minutes the ’Varsity the field, 
men are forced within their own 
twenty-five yard line and are put upon 
their defence. The quarters and for­
wards begin to “back,” a sure sign of 
coming doom.

“What in thunder are you doing 
back here!" roars Martin to little 
Brown. “Do you see anything wrong 
wfth this line?"

same close game—wrell—you might try

laconically, 
of a “Mother! mother! This is awful. You 

won’t like it a bit. You’ll ^think I’m 
getting killed many a time.”

But the old lady only smiles placidly. 
“Indeed, and I’m not afraid for you. 
Run awray, Hamish, and be careful of 
the ladies.”

ex-
“Oh, isn’t it horrible,” groans Betty, 

turning very pale. “Shall we go home, 
Mrs. Macgregor?”

Helen, looks at the old lady anxiously.
“Here is Hamish,” she replies quick­

ly. “We will wait.”
Shocks runs up, much disturbed.
“Awful, is it not?” he says to Helen, 

who is the first to meet him. “I am 
! sorry, mother, you are here.”

“Will they be stopping*, think you, 
Hamish?” asks his mother. k There is a 
shade of anxiety In her voice.'

“No, mother, we must play ft out.”
“Then I will just be waiting fdr the 

end,” says the old lady calmly. “Poor 
laddie—but he was bravely defending 
his post. And you must just be go­
ing, Hamish man.”

As Shock moved off the young ladies 
and Lloyd looked at her in amaze­
ment. It was in some such spirit that 
she had sent her husband to his last 
fight twenty years ago.

A cloud of grief and foreboding set­
tles down upon the ’Varsity team, for 
Pepper is not only a great favorite 
with them, but as a full back they have 
learned to depend upon him. Hunting­
don is full of regents, and at once 
offers Campbell and the referee to 
forego the touchdown, and to scrim­
mage at the point of tackle.

“He would have held me, I know, bar 
* | the accident,” he says.

The referee is willing, but Campbell 
will not hear of it.

“Put off a man,” he says shortly, 
“and go on with the game.”

Bate is moved from half to full, a 
man is taken from the scrimmage to 
supply his place, McGill makes a 
similar shift, and the game proceeds.

Huntingdon fails \o convert the 
touchdown into a goal. Bate kicks 
back into touch, and with desperate 
determination ’Varsity goes in to even 
the score.

Campbell resolves now to abandon 
the close game. He has everything to 
win, and to lose by four points is as 
much a loss as by a dozen.

“Play to your halves every time,” he 
orders the quarters, and -no sooner is 
play begun than the wisdom of the 
plan is seen. With a brilliant series of 
passes the ’Varsity quarters and halves 
work the ball through the McGill 
twenty-five line, and by following hard 
a high punt, force the enemy to a 
safety touch. No sooner has the Mc­
Gill captain kicked off than the ball is 
returned and again McGill is forced to 
rouge.

The score now stands four to two in 
favor of McGill, but the ’Varsity men 
have come to their strongest and are 
playing with an aggressiveness that 
cannot be denied. Again and again 
they press them opponents behind their 
twenty-five line.

“Oh,” exclaims Betty, “if there is 
only time they can win yet. Do find 
out,” she says to Lloyd, “what time 
there is left.” And Lloyd comes back 
to announce that there are only six

“Don’t tell him that, Mrs. Macgre­
gor,” pleads Brown. “He’s far too 

^gentle as it is.”
Some few minutes are spent in ar­

ranging for the' jkick-off.
“Oh, I wish they would start,” 

claims Betty, standing up in the car­
riage. “If theyivWoiild only start!” she 
repeats. “I waÿfc^to. have a chaqce to 
shrieks” 1

re-

Nothing so maddens a half back as 
to see the forward line fall back into 
defence. Little Brown, accepting hls 
rebuke with extraordinary meekness, 
abandons the defence and with the 
other quarters and forwards, who had 
been falling back, goes up where Camp­
bell and Shock are doing their best 
to break the punting game and are 
waiting their chance for a run.

Every moment is dangerous; for the 
McGills have the spirit of victory 
strong upon them, and from their sup­
porters on the side lines the triumph­
ant and exasperating refrain is rising:

“Got ’em going, going, going,
Got ’em going home.”

• And indeed for a few minutes it 
looks like it. Again and again the Mc­
Gill forward line, fed carefully and 
judiciously by their defence, rush to 
the attack, and it is all Campbell can 
do to hold his men in place. Seizing 
the oportunpitv of a throw-in for 
’Varsity, he passes the word to his 
halves and quart3rs, “Don’t give away 
the ball. Hold and run. Don’t pass, 
and soon he has the team steady again 
and ready for aggressive work. Before 
long, by resolutely refusing to kick or 
pass and by close, hard tackling, ’Var­
sity forces McGill to abandon

ex-

“There they go!” exclaims Lloyd.
It is McGill’s kick. Huntingdon, the 

big captain and centre forward, takes 
it magnificently, following up hard 
with his w'hole t team. Pepper, the 
’Varsity full back, however, is at the 
spot and returns into touch. In the 
throw-in McGill secures the ball, and 
by a swift rush makes fifteen or twenty 
feet, when, amid the cheers of the 
spectators, both teams settle down In­
to their first scrimmage.

These are the days of close scrim­
mage play, when nine men on each 
side put their heads down with the ball 
between them, and shove for dear life. 
Picking out, heeling out, or kicking out 
is strictly forbidden and promptly 
penalized.

The first scrimmage results in a dead 
ball. Once more a scrimmage is form­
ed, but again the result is a dead ball. 
Over and over again this play is re­
peated with very little gain on either 
side. It gradually becomes apparent, 
however, that McGill in a scrimmage 
is slightly heavier. Foot by foot they 
work their way toward the ’Varsity 
goal.

The cries of “Hold them, ’Varsity! 
Hold them, ’Varsity!” and, “You’ve got 
’em, McGill! Yo\i’ve got ’em!” indicate 
the judgment of the spectators.

“Ay,” says the old lady, “they are a 
bit heavy for them, I doubt.”

“Who!” inquires Betty, much amus-

open
play, and once more the game settles 
down into the old, terrible, grinding 
scrimmage.

“Oh. why don’t they let The Don 
have it?” exclaims Betty. “I am sure 
he could get through ”

The crowd seem to hold the 
opinion, for they begin to call out, 
“Let it out, Alec. Let The Don have 
it.”

same

ed.
But Campbell still plays cautiously a 

close game. His men are staying well, 
and he is conscious of a reserve in his 
back line that he can call upon at the 
fitting moment. For that moment, 
however, he waits anxiously, for while 
his scrim is playing with bulldog grit 
it is losing snap. True, Shock comes 
out of every tussle bloody, serene and 
smiling as usual, but the other men 
are showing the punishment of 
hour’s terrible scrimmage. T 
weight of the McGill line is beginning 
surely to tell.

It is an anxious moment for the 
’Varsity captain, for any serious weak­
ening of the scrimmage line is disas­
trous to the morals of a team.

“You are holding them all right, old 
chap,” says old Black, taking advan­
tage of a pause in the play while little 
Brown’s leg Is being rubbed into sup­
pleness.

“I’d like to open out, but I’m afarid 
to do it,” replies Campbell.

“Well, I think your back line is safe 
enough. Their scrimmage is gaining 
on you. I almost think you might ven­
ture to try a pass game.”

It is upon the passing of his back 
line that Campbell has in 
matches depended for winning, and 
with ordinary opponents he would have 
adopted long ago this sr.vle of play, but 
these McGill men are so hard upon the 
ball, so deadly in tackling, and so sure 
in their catch that he hesitates to give 
them the opportunities that open play 
affords. But he has every confidence 
in The Don, his great htlf back; 
has never played him in any match 
where he has not proved himself su­
perior ’to everything in the field, and 
he resolves to give him a chance.

At this moment something happens, 
no one knows how. A high punt from 
behind sends the ball far up into the 
’Varsity territory, and far before all 
others, Bunch, who seems to have a 
kind of uncanny instinct for what is 
going to happen, catches the ball on

“The Montreal lads. But we will be 
waiting a meenute.”

It is a very slow game for the crowds 
that line every side of the field. Neither 
team will let the ball out. Again and 
again the quarters nip up the ball and 
pass, but the tackling is so hard and 
swift that the halves cannot get away, 
and by passing ground is almost al­
ways lost.

“Keep it in!” is the word. Inch by 
inch towards the ’Varsity goal the Mc­
Gill forwards fight their way.

Suddenly the McGill scrimmage 
weakens and breaks up. Their quarter 
seizes the ball, passes it low and swift 
to Bunch, who is off like the wind 
across the field, dodges through the 
quarters, knocks off Martin and Bate, 
and with The Don coming hard upon 
hls flank, sets off for the ’Varsity line 
with only Pepper betwei^ him and a 
touch-down.

i the last 
he extra

In introducing the budgeti 
Fielding recalled his speech 
claimed that the House q
and the country had acced 
statement of the principle \i 
guide the tariff revision! 
There was some basis fod 
for the popular expectatio 
Field ing’s^speech of 1904 wa| 
would be one tariff for ca 
the United States and Gerij 
Impose high protective du 
Canadian goods; another f 
like Belgium which apply 
revenue only, and a third 
preferential basis for Greiit 
the numerous British cold 
since 1897 have been a dm 
preference which was then 

Such a plan would have 
factory to the manufactur 
under it there must in ex, 
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British countries—the Un 
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ers- A maximum tariff on 
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“Would you Insult the widow of a 
Sutherland Highlander whose picture 
in warlike regalia regards her daily 
from her cottage wall?”

“Well, I am going to see her,” ex­
claimed Betty. Brown looked annoyed.

“What for?”

But Pepper is waiting for him, cool 
and steady. As Bunch nears him he 

of crouches like a cat, creeping slowly to 
meet his coming foe. Ten feet from the 
line straight at the full back 
Bunc^i. At two paces

“That she is,” said Shock enthusias- changes his mind and swerves to the 
Brown laughed a little scornfully. • tically. “She would be glad to come.” left with the hope of dodging past.

“Yes, and be sure to leave three cards j “Come along, Brown,” broke in The But he has ventured too far. Pepper
—ls it?—and tell her your day.” Don. “We are late now. Come alqng, takes two short steps, and like a tiger

“What do you mean?” exclaimed Shock,” and the three men went off springs at his foe, winds his arms
Betty indignantly. “You are not very together, leaving Lloyd behind. round his hips and ^drags him down,
polite.” “Isn’t he awful?” said Betty. “Andj while The Don from the side leaps

“Oh, I am sorry, really. But I didn’t I humiliate myself?” fiercely on him and holds the ball safe,
“You certainly deserved l\umilia- five feet from the line, 

tion,” said her sister indignantly. “You ’Varsity goes wild with relief, 
might have seen he was dreadfully shy, “Peper! Pepper! Red hot Pepper!” 
and you ought to have left him alone, they chant rapturously in enthusastic
And now for my great idea. I will take groups here and there, as Pepper’s red
you both into my confidence. I am head emerges from the crowd piled up-
going to drive Mrs. Macgregor to the on him and the prostrate Bunch,
match to-morrow.” Again and again rises the chant, as the

“Splendid!” exclaimed Betty. “And j full back returns 
I’ll go with you. But how can you place behind the line.
persuade her?” “Indeed, it is Pepper is the grand ] great centre.

“I have thought about that,” said laddie,” says the old lady approvingly.
Helen. “We’ll ask Mr. Brown to drive “Many’s the game he has saved, Ham­

ish will be telling me.”
“Now McGill!” calls out à Montreal

The
minutes to play.

“Hamish will be telling me that a 
game is often won In the last minute,” 
remarks the old lady encouragingly.

As Campbell perceives his desperate 
case, he begins to swear low, fierce 
oaths at his quarters. In all their ex­
perience of their captain the ’Varsity 
men have never heard him swear, and 

I they awake to the fact that they are 
| face to face with a situation entirely 

unparalleled in their history as a team, 
j They are being defeated, and about to 

. lose their one chance of the proud dis- 
6 ; tinction of holding the championship of

goes 
distance he

“Why, I am going to call.”
previous

imagined the old lady looking at you 
and wondering what was your particu­
lar business, and then I thought of 
your difficulty in making it quite clear 
to her.” .

“Why! does she not call on anyone!?”
“No. She takes her knitting ahd 

visits.”

Canada.
From man to man Campbell goes as 

he finds opportunity, his face white, 
his eye ablaze, adjuring, urging, en­
treating, commanding, in a way quite 
unusual with him.

“Well, I’m going anyway, somehow'. 
I’ll ask Shock to take me.”

“Oh, Betty, you could not do that,” 
said Helen. “No man would like ex­
hibiting his home, much less his mo­
ther.”

But Betty shook her head decidedly, 
saying, “1*11 find some way. Tell me,

at a slow trot to his

(To be continued.) arrangemei 
there are three tariffs—prei 
termediate and general—or 
ferential and the general ar 
effect, and so it comes ab< 
the present and for an int

British people are said to bear up bet­
ter against intense cold than against in­
tense heat, the principal reason being 

the bound and makes for the ’Varsity that the cold air is less tainted with the 
line with a comparatively open field * germs of disease.

around with us a little before, and I’m 
sure she will go.”

"Will you allow me to join the man, leading his fellows. “Stone wall!
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