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Theé young man was deeply troubled.
7 Polly and her mother sat well into the
¢ might with him, hearing the story of

# his life, which he told in full, saving
'\only the sin of his father. Of that he
:::d ndther the right nor the heart to

11,

' “God only knows what is the next
chapter,” said he at last. “It may rob
~ me of all that I love in this world.”

“But not of me,” said Polly, whis-
. pering in his ear,

*1 wish I were sure of that,” he an-

«swered.

< * . s - . L]

Among those who got off the trainm
‘at ‘Hillsborough one day was a big,
handsome youth of some twenty years.
In all the crowd there were none had
ever seen him before. Dressed in the
/height of fashion, he was a figure 8o
-extraordinary that all eyes obseryed
him as he made his way to the tavern.
"Trove and Polly and Mrs. Vaughn
~were in that curious throng on the
wplatform, where a depot was being
built,

“My! What a splendid looking fel-
low!” said Polly as the stranger passed.

Trove had a swift pang of jealousy
'that moment. Turning, he saw Riley
*Brooke standing near them in a group

~of villagers.

“I tell you, he's a thief,” the boy
“heard'him saying, and the words seem-
~ed to blister as they fell, and ever
--after when he thought of them a great
_sternness lay llke a shadow on his
“brow.

“I must-go,” said he, calmly turning
*to Polly. “Let ane help you into the
-wagon>”’

‘When they were gone he stood a mo~
ment thinking. He felt as if he were
rfriendless and alone.

“You're a-giant today,” said a friend,
:passing ‘him, ‘but Trove made no an-
:swer. ‘Roused incomprehensibly, his
theavy muscles had become tense, and
'he had an odd consciousness of their
power. The people were scattering,
and he walked slowly down the street.
"Fhe sun was low, but he thought nof

- of home. or where he should spend tl@
night." It wasDow the third day after
his arrest. Since noon he had been

fdooking for Darrel, but the tinker's
~deor: had been locked for days, accord-
4ng to the carpenter who was at work
below, For an hour Trove walked,
‘passing up and down before that fa-

4miliar stairway, in the hope of seeing |

*his friend. Daylight was dim when
rthe tinker stopped by the stairs and
! ‘began to feel for his key. The young
- manwas quickly at the side of Dar-
rrapel,
+“God" be praised!” said the latter.
-~ ““Here is the old Dial an’ the strong an’
fioble Trove. I heard o’ thy trouble,
boy, far off on the post road, an’ I have
made ‘haste.to come to thee.”

’
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| light there. While they stood looking
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CHAPTER XXIV,

ROVE had been reciting the his
tory of his trouble and bad
finished with bitter words.

“Shame on thee, boy,” said
the tinker as Trove sat before him
with tears of anger in his eyes.
“Watch yonder pendulum and say not
a word until it has ticked forty times.
For what are thy learning an’ thy
mighty thews if they do not bear thee
up in time o’ trouble?- Now is thy trial
come before the Judge of all. Up with
thy head, boy, an’ be acquitted o’ weak-
ness an’ fear an’ evil passion.”

“We deserve better of him,” gaid
Trove, speaking of Riley Brooke.
When all others hated him we were
kind to the old sinnper, and it has done
him no good.”

“Ah, but has it done thee good?
There's the question,” said Darrel, hig
hand upon thg boy’s arm.

“I believe it ifas,” said Trove, with a |
look of surprise. |

“It was thee 1 thought of, boy. I had |
never much thought o’ Lim.”

That moment Trove saw farther into |
the depth of Darrel’s heart than ever |
before. It startled him. Surely here¢
was a man that passed all understand-
ing.

Darrel crossed to his bench and be
gan to wind the clocks.

“Put away thy unhappiness,” said he
gently. “No harm shall come to thee,
'Tis only a passing eloud.”

“You're right, and I'm not going te
be a fool,” said Trove, “It has brought =
me one item of good fortune.”

“An’ that is?”

“I have discovered who is my fa-
ther.”

“An’ know ye where he is now?” the
tinker inquired.

“No; but I know it Is he to whom
you gave the boots at Christmas time.”

“Hush, boy,” said Darrel in a whis-
per, his hand raised.

He crossed to the bench, returning
quickly and drawing his chair in front
of the young man.

“Once upon a time,” he whispered, '
sitting down and touching the palm of |
his open hand with the index ﬂnxer4
of the other, “a youth held in his hand
a cup, rare an’ costly, an’ it was full |
o’ happiness, an’ he was tempted to |

drink. ‘Ho, there, me youth,’ said one:
|
1

who saw him, ‘that is the happiness of :
another.’ But he tasted the cup, an’
it was bitter, an’ he let it fall, an’ the
other lost his great possession. Now,
that bitter taste was ever on the |
tongue ¢’ the youth, so that his own |
cup had always the flavor o’ woe.”

The tinker paused a moment, look-
ing sternly into the face of the young |

| man.

“I: adjure thee, boy, touch not the
cup of another’s happiness, or it may
imbitter thy tongue. But if thou be
foolish an’ take it up, mind ye do mot
drop it.”

“I shali be careful-;I shall neither
taste nor drop it,” said Trove. ‘
“God bless thee, boy! Thou'rt come
to a great law—who drains the cup of !
another’s happiness shall find it bitter, |
but who drains the cup of another’s

bitterness shall find it sweet.”

A silenee followed, in which Trove
gat looking at the old man whose words |
were like those of a prophet. “I have !
no longer any right to seek my father,”
he thought. “And, though I meet him
face to face, I must let him go his
way.”

Suddenly there came a rap at the
door, and when Darrel opened it they |
saw only a letter hanging to the latch.
It contained these words, but no signa-
ture:

“There’ll be a bonfire and some fun
tonight at 12 in the middle of Cook’s |
field. Messrs. Trove and Darrel are l
invited.”

“Curious," said Darrel.
iook o’ mischief.”

“Oh, it's’ only the boys and a bit of
skylarking,” said Trove. “Let's go and ,
see what's up. It's near the time.”

The streets were dark and silent as
they left the shop. They went up a
street beyond the village limits and
lpoked off in Cook's field, but saw no

“It has the

“Down to mmm" %

a flame rose and spread. Soon ﬂley
could see figures in the light, and,
climbing the fence, they hastened
across an open pasture. Coming near,
‘they saw a score of men with masks
upon their faces.

“Give him the tar and tentheﬂ. said
a strange voice.

“Not if he will confess an’ seek for-
giveness,” another answered.

“Down to your knees, man, an’ maké
no outcry, an’ see you repeat the words

carefully as I speak them or you go i

kome in tar and feathers.”.

They could hear the uouﬁd of a seuf-
fle and shortly the phrases of a prayer
spoken by one voice and repeated by
another. &

They were tur hack in the gloom,
but.could hear each word of that Wwhich
follows: “O God, forgive me—I am a
liar and a hnmﬂte-—l have (he mnzu

| needle carpet, thinking.

- #s America, Have ye felt it, boy ?”

O
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of scandal and deceit—I have robbed
the poor—I have defamed the good—
and, Lord, I am sick—with the rotten-
ness of my own heart. And hereafter—
I will cheat no more—and speak no
evil of any one. Amen.”

“Now go to your home, Riley
Brooke,” said the voice, “an’ hereafter
mind your tongue or you shall ride a
rail in tar and feathers.”

They could see the crowd scatter,

and some passed near them, running |

away in the darkness.

“Stoop therz an’ say not a word,”
the tinker whispered, crouching in the
grass,

When all were out of hearing they
started for the little shop.

“Hereafter,” said Darrel as thoy
walked along, “God send he be more

careful with the happiness of other

men, I do assure thee, boy, it is bitter,
bitter, bitter!”

CHAPTER XXV.
ROVE had much to help him—

[}

THE weﬂﬁ?ﬂA oA ILY “LANKT

"lt ll one. my moﬂler wore when she
was, a .h- "’ ‘said Polly ptoud.ly “It
wu made over.”

“O-oh, God love thee, child!” said the

tinker in a tone of great admiration.
| “’Tis beautiful.”

“And you came through the woods?’
said Polly.

“Through wood and field,”
Trove’s answer.

“I wonder you knew the way.”

“The little god o' love, he shot his
arrows, an’ we followed them as the
bunter folltms the bee,” said Darrel.

“It wis nice of you to bring the
flowers,” said Polly. ‘“They are beau-
tiful.”

‘“But not like those in thy cheeks,
dear: child. Where is the good moth-

7 said Darrel.

was

er?
*She and the boys are gone a-berry-
g,*and 1 have been making jelly,
| We're going to have a party tonight
for your birthday.”
‘“‘An’ rise up before the hoary head
an’ honor the face o' the old man,’”

youth, a cheerful temperament, !

a counselor of unfailing wis-
dom., Long after they were
gone he recalled the sadness and worry
of those days with satisfaction, for
thereafter the shock of trouble was

never able to surprise and overthrow |

him.

After due examination he had been |

kept in bail to await the action of the
grapd jury, soon to meet. Now, there

. were none thought him guilty save one

or two afflicted with the evil tongue.

It seemed to him a dead issue and &

gave him no worry. One thing, how-

ever, preyed upon his peace—the knowl- ‘
edge that his father was a thief. A

conviction was ever-boring in upon-him
that he had no right to love Polly. A
base injustice ¥ would be, he thought,
to marry her without telling. what he
had no right to tell. But he was ever

| hopiug for some word of his father—

news that might set him free. He had

planned to visit Polly, and on a cer- ;

tain day Darrel was to meet him at
Robin’s Inn.
in some doubt of his duty, and that
day came, one of the late summer,
when he and Darrel went afoot to the
{ Inn, crossing hill and valley as the
crow flies, stopping here and there at
isles of shadow in a hot amber sea of
light. They sat long to hear the dron-
ing in the stubble and let their thought
drift slowly as the ship becalmed.
“Some days,” sald Darrel, “the soul
in me is like a toy skiff, tossing in the
ripples of a duck pond an’ mayhap
strandlng on a reed or lily. An’ then,”
he added, with kindling eye and voice,
“ghe is a great ship, her sails league
long an’ high, her masthead raking the
stars her hull in'the infiiite. sea.”
“Well,” said Trove, sighing, “I'm
still in the ripples of the duck pond.”
“An’ see they do not swamp thee,”
said Darrel, with a smile that seemed
to say, “Poor weakling, your trouble

is only as the ripples of a tiny pool.”

They went on slowly, over green pas-
| tures, halting at a brook in the woods.
There again they rested in a cool
shade of pines, Darrel lighting his pipe.

“I envy thee, boy,” said the tinker,
“entering on thy life work in this great
land—a country blest o' God. To thee
all high things are possible. Where I

| was born, let a poor lad have great

,hope in him, an’ all-aye, all—even
, those he loved, rose up to cry him
down. Here in this land all cheer an’

. bid him gedspeed. An’ hereis to be the

great theater o' the world’s action.

‘ Many of high hope in the broad earth
shall come, an’ here they shall do their '

work. An’ its spirit shall spread like
, the rising waters, aye, it shall flood the
world, boy, it shall flood the world.” '
Trove made no reply, but he thought
much and deeply of what the tinker
said. They lay back awhile on the
They could
hear the murmur of the brook and a
woodpecker drumming on a dead tree.:
“Me head is busy as yon woodpeck-
er's,” Darrel went on. “It's the soul
fire in this great, free garden o’ God—

“Yes; it is in your eyes and on your
tongue,” said Trove.

“Ah, boy,
Think o’ the poor fools withering on

cracker barrels in . Hillsborough an’l

wearing away ‘the lag emd o' their
lewdness.’
the like o' them. I'd rather be a
butcher’'s clerk an’ carry with me the
redolence o’ ham.”

In Hillsborough, where all spoke of
him as an odd man of great learning,
there were none, saving Trove and two

or three others, that knew the tinker '

well, for he took no part in the roaring
gossip of shop and store. |

“Hath it éver occurred to thee,” said "
Darrel as they walked along, “that a
fool is blind to his folly, a wise man te
his wisdom?”

When they were through the edge of
the wi and came out on Cedar
hill and’ saw below them the great |
round shadow of Robjn’s Inn they be-
gan to hasten their steps. They could |
see Pony mdln‘tboohumrtbom
tree.

“What ho,” the' m:tl.o ‘queen,” sald’
Darrel as they came pear. “Now, put
upon her brow ‘an odorous dnpleb o
sweet summer buds.’” .

Bkeenmotomc;themlnupntty
pink- dress and lpyen and white
stockings.
< “Fair lady, I brl.ng thee loweu.

said Darrel, handing her a bouquet.

“They are from the great garden o
the flelds.” :

“And I bring a crown,” said Trove
as he kissed her and put a wreath of
clover and wild roses on her brow.

“] thought something dreadful had
happened,” said Polly, with tears im
her eyes. “For three days I've been
dressed up waiting.”

“An’ a grand dress it is,” said Dar-
rel, surveying her pretty figure.

“I've nearly worn it out waiting,”
said she, looking down, her voice trem-

bling. . "
“Tut, tut, girl—'tls a lovely crau.
the tinker mﬂnted ot =

The young man waited |

"
’tis only God’s oxygen.

I have no patierce with |

“Fair lady, I briny thee flowers.”

sald Darrel thoughtfully. “But, chfd.
honor is not for them that tinker
clocks.”

“ ‘Honor and fame from no condition
rise,’ ” said Polly, who sat in a chair
knitting.

“True, dear girl. Thy lips are sweet-
er than the poet’s thought.”

“You'll turn my head.” The glrl was
laughing as she spoke.

“An it turn to me, I shall be happy,”
said the tinker, smiling, and then he
began to feel the buttons on his waist-
coat. “Loves me, loves me not, loves
e, loves me not”"—

“She loves. you,” said Polly, with a |

smile.

“She loves me—hear that, boy!” said
the tinker. “ph, were she not bespoke!
Well, God be praised, I'm happy,” he
added, filling his pipe.

“And seventy,” said Polly.

“Aye, threescore an’ ten—small an’
close together, now, as I look off at
them, like a flock o' pigeons in the
sky.”

“What do you think?’ said Polly as
she dropped her knitting. “The two
old maids are coming tonight.”

“The two old maids,” said Darrek
“'Tis a sign an’ a wonder.”

“Oh, a great change has come over
them,” Polly went on. “It's all the
work o the teachew You know he
really coaxed them into sliding with
him last winter.”

“I heard of it.
sald Darrel, laughing merrily.
he’s a wonder with the maidens!”

“I'know it,”:said Polly, with a sigh.

Trove was idly brushing the mat of
grass with a walking stick. He loved
fun, but he had no conceit for this
kind of banter,

“It was one of my best accomplish-
ments,” said he, blushing, “I taught
them that there was really a world out-
side their house and that men were
not all as lions, seeking whom they
might devour.”

Soon the widow and her beys came,
their pails full of berries.

“We cannot shake hands with yo\g"
said Mrs. Vaughn, her fingers red wlm
the berry stain.

“Blood o’ the old earth!” said Dar-
rel. “How fares the clock?’

“It's too slow, Polly says.”

“Ah, time lags when love is on the.
‘way,” Darrel answered. }
l “Foolish child! A little while ago

she was a baby, an’ now she is ln

love.
[ “Ah, let the girl love sald Darre),:
patting the red cheek of Polly, “an'l
bless God she loves a worthy lad.” i
“You'd better fix the clock,” said,

The gay Philander!”
“Ak,

|
|

Polly, smiling. “It is too fast mow.” |} 'di

| “So is the beat o’ thy heart,” Darrel,
answered, a merry look in. his eyeu,.

{ “an’ the elock is keeping pace.”

L Trove got up, with a laugh, and
went away, the boys following. §

[ “I'm worried about him,” the widow !

" whispered. “For a long time he hasn’t’!

- been himself.”

“It's the trouble, poor lad! ‘Twil! ;
 soon be. aver,” said Dlrnl hopefully. '

ua-wmnowmummm«
4 Polly.

“l do not think he loves me ny
- more,” sald she, her lips trembling.

“Speak not'so, dear child. Indeed ho
loves thee

“ have déne everything to plou-
him,” said Polly in broken words, her
face covered with her handkerchief,

“l wondered what was the matter]
with you, Polly,” said her mother ten-l
derly.

“Dear, dear child!” said the tlnker,
rising and patting her head. “The:
chaplet on thy brow an’ thee weep- |
ing, fairest flower of all!”

“I have wished that I wal dead!”!
The words came in a little moan be-}!
tween sobs.

“Because love hath led thee to the
great river o' tears? Nay, child: 'tis a
winding river an’ crosses all the roads.”|

Bo' had taken her handkerchief and
- touch:dried her eyea.
lli thn mmnz nn’ ﬂw

+

|} its . inception,”

the fern tip when the dew is on it.”

Pdlly rose and went away into the
house, Darrel wiped his eyes, and the
widow sat, hér chin upon her hand,
looking down sadly and thoughtfully.
Darrel was first to speak.

“Did it ever occur to ye, Martha
Vaughn, this child o’ thine is near a
woman, but has seen nothing o' the
world?”

“I think of that often,” said she, the
mother’s feeling in her voice,

“Well, if I understand him, it's a
point of honor with the boy not to
pledge her to marriage until she has
seen more o’ life an’ made sure of her
own heart. Now, consider this: Let
her go to. the school at Hillsborough,
an’ I'll pay the cost.”

The widow looked up at him without
speaking.

“I'm an old man near the end ¢’ the
journey, an' ye’ve known me many
years,” Darrel went on. “There’s noth-
ing can be said against it. Nay; I'll
have no thanks, Would ye thank the
money itself, the bits o’ paper? No;
nor Roderick Darrel, who in this busi-
ness Is no more worthy o gratitude.
Hush! Who comes?”

It Wa%olly herself in a short red
skirt, her arms bare to the elbows. She
began to busy Lerself about the house.

“Too bad you took off that pretty
dress, Polly,” said Trove when he re-
turned.

She came near and whispered to him.

“This,” said she, looking down sad-
ly, “is like the one I wore when you
first came.”

“Well, first I thought of your arms,”
said he. “They were 8o lovely! Then
of your eyes and face and gowh, but
now I think only of the one thing—
Polly.”

on with the work, singing, while Trove
lent a hand.

A score of people came up the hm
from Pleasant valley that night.
went after the old maids and came
with them in the chaise at supper time.
There were two wagon loads of young:
people,. and before dusk men and their
wives came sauntering up the road:
wgy and in at the little.gate.

To Be Continued.
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You are
'a Mighty
l Funny Man

if you have Kidney or Bladder
Trouble, and wont try Bu-Ju.
Because Bu-Ju is'the one
remedy that is guarinteed to cure
you. You can get your money
back if Bu-Ju does not live np
to every claim made for it.

|
i

It gives relief from the head-
aches, pain in the back, aching,
swollen hands and feet. It heals
and strengthens the Kidneys as
nothing else will. It énables the
Kidneys to filter impurities from
the blood, allays irritation of the
bladdér, and gives grateful help
in Rheumatism and Sciatica.

THAMESVILLE, ONT.

“I have taken three boxes of your By~
Ju Pills, and feel greatly benefitted by
theirnse. They have entircly removed
the pains from my back, and the spots be-
fore my eyes have entxr*ly disappeared.
M ankles were badly swollen, and now

I feel quite well.” W, MCKENZIE,

s0¢. @ box. Atdruggists, or sent direct
on receipt of price.

THE CLAFLIN CHEMICAL CO., LIMITED
WINDSOR, ONT.
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LABOR AND WAR.

General Arbitration Treaty and Other
Peace Reforms Wal

Logansport, Ind., Jan. 16.—A move
fur a general arbitration treaty, a
periodic world assembly, impartial in-
vestigation of all di culties before
hostilities are engaged in by nations,
and the immunity of private property
at sea in time of war was initiated
by Samuel Gompers, president of the
American Federation of Labor yester-
Vv, 3 »

F¥ollowing a resolution adopted by
the federation recently } u&mimd
to all branches of the orgdnizafion an

r ent request to secure the lo-

Congresefnen immediate expres-
nkm 2s to their sympathy with this
movement.

“The trade umon movement from
declared Presiaent
Gompers, “has be-n opposed to war,
its brunt falling upon the workini
gop]e While it may not be pract)e

agk immediate disarmament of al]
1|’ countrie®, the time demands that the
extraordinary increase in armed mul
military forces be restricted.”

B

FITS YOUR CASE EXACTLY.
You know how you feel, — blue,
sickly and hervy. ch morning you
waken in a’dull, “dopy”  condition
and wish it were night .giin. Your
liver i3 wrong and needs fixing with
Do Hamilton’s Pills; ' h ydocufe 1
liver ills. At once the sysiem is re-
lieved of poizons, blood is enriched
md purified -,appetiie iacreases and
digettion picks up. He:l h - nd vigor
,return because Dn. Honilten's Iills
ke the bady proof :giinst weak-
ne'gs and disease. For your liver,
your stomach, for the s ke of your
looks and feelings, try Dr. Haimil-
% ton"' Pills ; 26¢. per box at tny deal-
et' ;
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' When the 4lerionl s.bephend slips
on the path of rec itude the sheep

bhat and the wolves howl.

laghes, child—they are llke the spray ¢ i

The girl was happy now and went

Tunk,

(LONOON)

Undoubtedly the best brewed on
the continent. Proved to be so by
aralysis of four chemists, and by
awards of the world’s great Exhi-
bitions, especially CHicaco 1893,
where it received ninety-siz points
out of a possible hundred, much
higher'than any’ othér Porter in the
United Stares or,Canada.
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Cut Sale in Cardigan
- Jackets

FOR TWO WEEKS ONLY,

FROM JAN. 5 TO JAN. 19, 1907.

rep @i @ POt Pbe e Tt

$2.00 value in Black only at
$1.75 value in Black only at. x o .. $1.285 each
$1.50 valuz in Black only At ..... R S e v ..$1.00 each
$1.25 value in Red and Black Mixture at............. $0.90 each

A .‘1 «50 each

SUITS to order, madein the latest styles, with a perfect fit, best trim
mings and lowest prices

THB T. H. TAYLOR 0. LTD.
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b4 "4 1t's the Carbon in Coal that Burns.*

GENUINE GAS COKE
Is Practically ALL Carbon.

IT CAN POSITIVELY BE PROVEN BY DOZENS OF USERS
IN CHATHAM THAT FROM

25 to 30 Per Cent.

CAN BE SAVED BY USING

GENUINE GAS COKE

INSTEAD OF ANTHRACITE COAL.

$3.25 per load of 30 bushels, Natural Size, delivered.
$3.75 per lvad of 30 bushels, Crushed Size, delivered.
Suitable Reduction will be made if Coke is taken :é \Ymks

CHATHAM GAS CO., Ltd
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The Nordheimer ‘
Permanency of Tone

As a rule when a person buys a piano it is
not with the intention of replacing it with a new
one next month, next year or within five years.
It is regarded as a permanent fixture in the
home, and the most important feature next to
the cwners themselves.

It is evident that great care should be taken
to select a piano which will retain its original
brilliancy, power and quality -of tone for years
and years and years.. And such a piano is the
* Nordheimer.”

It has a lasting, permanent tone, as you can
prove for yourself if youn play on one which has
been in the home of a friend' for ten, fifteen,
twenty years or more.

The “Nordheimer” is perfectly constructed
by experts from the finest grade of materials
procurable. It is built with the idea of not only
satisfying the most critical ear for tone-quality
when new, but for retaining its original superb
tone, so that it will still satisfy the critical ear in

‘years to come.

Those who own a “Nordheimer” are the only ones who
can mlly appreciate to the fullest seuse the wonderful, pure,
sweet, briliiant, yet powerful tone of the pzerless “Nordheimer”
piano. May we not have the pleasure of a talk with you, with
the object in view of placing “Nordheimer” in your home ?

ERFERRRAR AT FRRTY Q:M*M+‘%+++++++++H++++'l‘4 bbb dofdetbod doodrideddedeivbod

Our Mr, R. V. Carter will visit Chatham frequently in our
interest and will be pleased to furnish you with any informa-
tion you may desire. Correspondence addressed to him in
care of the Garner House wiil receive mreful attemxon
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