
Ogilvie Flour Mills Co., Limited,
MONTREAL.

“Ogilvie's Book for a Cook,” contains 130 
pages of excellent recipes, some never before 
published Your grocer can tell you how to 
get it FREE.

It is Bound to ~ " You
after full investigation, trial and test 
that Carnefac Stock Foods on the 
market, for horses cattle sheep and 
hogs. Horses fed on Carnefac Stock 
Food always bring their full value on 
the market. Write us for booklet giv­
ing the experiences of the leading feed­
ers in Canada. For sale at all dealers.

the school routine. 1 rue, it might 
mean a whippùfg both from the teacher 
and from Mrsf McLeod; but as to the 
teacher’s whipping, Fusie was prepared 
to stand that for a free day in the woods, 
and as to the other, Fusie declared that 
Mrs. McLeod’s whipping “wouldn’t 
hurt a skeeter. ”

To Davie Scotch, however, playing 
truant was a serious matter. -He had 
been reared in an atmosphere of rever­
ence for established law and order, but 
when Hughie gave command, to Davie 
there seemed nothing for it but to obey.

The three boys watched till the school 
was called, and then crawling along 
on their stomachs behind the heavy 
cedar-log fence, they slipped into the 
balsam thicket at the edge of the 
woods and were safe. Here they flung 
down their school-bags, and lying prone 
upon tin fragrant bed of pine-needh s 
strewn thivklv upon the moss. • hey pvt : 
ed out thr-ni :h the balsam b, sighs at 
house ot their bondage with an exult u 
sense of freedom, and a feel s. if oj
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You need not fear Indigestion or Dyspepsia

if you take “7 Monks’ Dyspepsia Cure”
Portase la Pra.r.e W-nmn 7 Dyspepsja Qm 5Qc
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me. Yours respectfully, »...
_____________ Mrs. A. J. Allen. Winnipeg
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The only nourishment that bread affords 
is that which the flour contains.

Bread baking is merely putting flour in 
appetising form.

Floui *niking is merely putting the nu­
tritious part of wheat in shape for bread 
making.

Good milling is the kind that takes from 
the wheat all that is nutritious, nothing else.

Royal Household Flour
is made from carefully selected Manitoba 
Hard spring wheat.

Every pound is almost a pound of food ; 
clean, white, pure and nutritious.

It goes farther, does better baking and 
is more satisfactory in every way than any 
other flour.

Your grocer knows he cannot keep store 
so well without Ogilvie’s Royal Household.

GLENGARRY SCHOOL DAYS
A STORY OF EARLY DAYS IN GLENGARRY 

By RALPH CONNOR—REV. C. W. GORDON

CHAPTER IX
HUGHIE’S EMANCIPATION 

Hughie rose late next morning, and 
the hurry and rush of getting off to 
school in time left him no opportunity 
to get rid of the little packages in his 
pocket, that seemed to burn and sting 
him through his clothes. He determin­
ed to keep them safe in his pocket all 
day and put them back in the drawer at 
night. His mother’s face, white with 
her long watchin*, and sad and anxious 
in spite of its brave smile, filled him with 
such an agony of remorse that, hurrying 
through his breakfast, he snatched a 
farewell kiss, and then tore away down 
the lane lest he should be forced to con­
fess all his terrible secret.

if not of contempt, for the unhappy and 
spiritless creatures who were content to 
be penned inside any house on such a 
dav as this, and with such a world out­
side.

For some minutes they rolled about 
upon the soft moss and balsam-needles, 
and the brown leaves of last year, till 
their hearts were running over with a 
deep and satisfying delight. It is hard to 
resist the ministry of the woods. The 
sympathetic silence of the trees, the aro­
matic airs that breathe through the 
shady spaces, the soft mingling of brok­
en lights—these all combine to lay upon 
the spirit a soothing balm, and bring to 
the heart peace. And Hughie, sensitive 
at every pore to that soothing ministry.

The first person who met him in the before long forgot for a time even Foxy, 
- with his fat, white face and smiling

mouth, and lying on the broad of his 
back, and -looking up at the far-away 
blue sky through the interlacing branch­
es and leaves, he began to feci again that 
it was good to be alive, and that with 
all his misery there were compensations.

But any lengthened period of peace­
ful calm is not for boys of the age and 
spirit of Hughie and his companions.

“What are you going to do?" asked 
Fusie, the man of adventure.

“Do nothing,” said Hughie from his 
‘ ‘ This is good enough

school-yard was Foxy.
“Have you got that?” was his salu­

tation.
A sudden fury possessed Hughie.
“Yes, you red-headed, sneaking fox, ” 

he answered, “and I hope it will bring 
you the curse of luck, anyway. ”

Foxy hurried him cautiously behind 
the school, with difficulty concealing his 
delight while Hughie unrolled his little 
bundles and counted out the quarters 
and dimes and half dimes into his hand.

“There’s a dollar, and there’s a quart­
er, and—and—there’s another, ” he add­
ed, desperately, “and God may kill me 
on the spot it I give you any morel”

“All right, Hughie,” said Foxy, 
soothingly, putting the money into his 
pocket. “You needn’t be so mad about 
it. You bought the pistol and the rest 
right enough, didn’t you?”

“I know I did, but—but— you made 
me, you big, sneaking thief—and then 
you—” Hughie’s voice broke in his 
rage. His face was pale, and his black 
eyes were glittering with fierce fury, and 
in his heart he was conscious of a wild 
longing to fall upon Foxy and tear 
him to pieces. And Foxy, big and tall 
as he was, glanced at Hughie's face, and 
saying not a word, turned and fled to 
the front of the school where the other 
boys were.

Hughie followed slowly, his heart still 
swelling with furious rage, and full of an 
eager desire to be at Foxy’s smiling, fat 
face.

At the school door stood Miss Morri­
son, the teacher, smiling down upon 
Foxy, who was looking up at her with 
an expression of such sweet innocence 
that Hughie groaned out between his 
clenched teeth, “Oh, you red-headed 
devil, you! Some day I’ll make you 
smile out of the other side of your 
big, fat mouth. ”

Who are you swearing at? ” It was 
Fusie.

supine position 
for me. ”

“Not me,” said Fusie, starting to 
climb a tall, lithe birch, while Hughie 
lazily watched him. Soon Fusie was at 
the top of the birch, which began to 
sway dangerously.

“Try to fly into that balsam,” cried 
Hughie.

“No, sir!"
“Yes, go on.”
“Can’t do it.”
“Oh, pshaw!you can. ”
“No, nor you either. That’s a 

mighty big jump.”
“Come on down, then, and let me try, 

said Hughie, in scorn. His laziness was 
gone in the presence of a possible achieve 
ment.

In a few minutes he had taken Fusie’s 
place at the top of the swaying Jfirch. 
It did not look so easy from the top of 
the birch as from the ground to swing 
into the balsam-tree. However, he 
could not go back now.

“Dinna try it, Hughie!” cried Davie 
to him.

“Ye’ll no mak it, and ye’ll, come an 
awfu’ cropper, as sure as deith. ” But 
Hughie, swaying gently back and forth, 
was measuring the distance of his drop. 
It was not a feat so very difficult, but it 
called for good judgment and steady 
nerve. A moment too soon or a mom- 

„ . ,, , TT , . ,,, , ent too late in letting go, would mean a
Oh, r usie, cried Hughie, let s get nasty fall of twenty feet or more upon 

Davie and get into the woods. I’m not the solid ground, and one never knew 
going in to-day. I hate the beastly just how one would li flit 
place, and the whole gang of them." “I wudna dae it.^Hu'daie " ur ed

Fusie, the little, harum-scarum French Davie, anxiously, 
waif was ready for anything in the But’Hughie, swaying high in the birch 
way of adventure^ lo him anything heeded not the warning, and suddenly 
was better than siren the monotony of swinging out from the slender trunk and
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