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beneath the frowning brows. Like 
many other things, however, they par
take in some measure, the nature of 
their surroundings, and, in reality, arc 
very soft and intelligent.

Life is not a thing of sunshine and 
beef bones to the great dog of Tibet. 
It is to him, as to many of his kind, 
so stern a reality it often becomes a 
tragedy.

He eats no idle bread. In Tibet 
many things are beasts of burden- 
sheep, and goats, and dogs, and women, 
and little children. All these bear 
heavy loads, and frequently in winter 
the great dogs stagger along beneath 
burdens far too heavy for even their 
sturdy strength. Like all dogs, 
though, they are faithful workers and 
make no complaint, but pull as long 
as they can stand, their cut and bleed
ing feet often leaving bloody tracks 
along the frozen ground.

Aside from being the devoted friend 
and faithful servant of his master, as 
well as his patient beast of burden, 
the great dog of Tibet is the self-ap
pointed guardian of the villages. When
ever a stranger approaches a native 
settlement he is met by a battalion of 
these grim-looking dogs. They ad 
vance, growling and barking fiercely, 
which they keep up until some of the 
women come leisurely forth to call off 
their grim protectors. (

Besides the duties already cited, and 
to which he attends faithfully, the. 
great dog of Tibet is the trusted 
guardian of his masters flocks. In 
the region of Ladak, Tibet, both wild 
dogs and wolves abound, and the 
stout-hearted defender of the timid 
sheep often saves his charges’ lives 
by giving up his own.

He is a strong fellow, sometimes 
fierce, and always honest and true to 
the trust placed in him. And, like so 
many of his relatives, he is faithful 
unto death to his master, despite treat
ment that the dog would never con
descend to give, but is gentleman 
enough to accept without a word.— 
“Kind Words.”

A HUCKLEBERRY ADVENTURE.

“Mother, can I go huckleberrying 
up on Drayton Hill this afternoon ?” 
asked Willy Marshall. “Tom Saunders 
says they’re thicker’n hops, but they 
don’t pick ’em, ’cause they don’t like 
huckleberries. He says he don’t care 
who gets ’em.”

“O, I wish I could go” cried Willy’s 
sister, Julia. “Not like huckleberries 
—O ! say, Willy, yoitjvait till to-mor
row, and I’ll go, too!”
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And Its FOUR Big Features
The “Hecla” has four exclusive features that have brought it 

steadily to the front as the perfect warm air furnace.
These improvements are so vital—they mean so much in comfort 

and health and economy—that every man who is going to put in a 
furnace this year, should study them in detail.

Fused Joints

are the only permanent joints 
between castirou and steel.
By means of these joints, we 
prevent gas and smoke from 
getting in the Air-chamber and 
from there into the house.

Fused Joints are absolutely 
and permanently tight, and 
insure the warm air being 
fresh, pure and untainted by 
gas, smoke and dust.

Steel Ribbed Firepot

has three times the radiating 
surface of any other.

It never becomes red-hot—will not burn 
out — and will save of your coal bill by 
actual test.

Individual Crate Bars
Each bar can be shaken 

separately. Fire can be cleaned 
thoroughly without using a 
poker or shaking down good 
coal or live fire.

Uo clinkers to clog the grate 
a" the case when bars are 
: ;ed together.

Of course, one bar is much 
easier to shake than four.

Castiron Combustion Chamber

We found out, by careful 
tests, that steel would not stand 
the intense heat of the furnace 

fire. So we perfected the Castiron Combustion 
Chamber, which has proved its wonderful 
strength, service and durability.

Our little book “Hecla Heated Homes’ ’ tells you a lot of things you ought to 
know about a furnace, besides the exclusive features mentioned above. Let us send 
you a copy. It’s free. Write.

Send us rough plan of your house—and we will submit estimate of the cost of 
installing the proper size “Hecla” in your home. 100

Clare Bros. & Co. limited, Preston, Ont.
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Abbeyjss&Salt
When you have 

proven all its worth 
with a 25c “size”,
you will buy full- 
sized bottles for 
economy.

25c and 60c. 
Sold everywhere.
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“No, I don’t want to wait. Can I 
go mother ?”

“Why, it is a good way off,” began 
Mrs. Marshall.

“O, let him go, mother !” broke in 
Janet. “There isn’t anything to hurt 

i him, and he can take Hector along. ”
; “Course 1 shall take Hector,” pat
ting the head of the handsome collie 

I that was wagging his tail frantically 

at the little boy’s side. “’S if I’d go 
[anywhere without him ! ”

The rest laughed, for Willy and his 
! beloved pet were inseparable.
I The boy, the basket, and the dog 
I started soon after dinner, and the 
mother and the three girls called out 
commands and injunctions from the 
door as long as they were within hear
ing, for the Marshall family had not 
lived long enough in the country to 
ignore the possible harm that might 
befall a little boy all alone a mile or 
two from home.

But Willy was not troubled by fears, 
and Hector was all the company he 
wanted. He found the berries, as Tom 
Saunders had said, “thicker’n hops,” 
and if he had not run so many races

with Hector after scurrying chipmunks 
or eaten so amazing a number of 
huckleberry luncheons along the way, 
his basket would have been filled to 
overflowing long before supper time. 
As it was, it was well on toward G 
o’clock by the time he had gathered 
what he called “enough,” and even 
then he was not quite satisfied.

Over a fence was a struggling row 
of bushes that bore berries which 
looked larger than any in his basket ; 
so up he climbed, basket in hand. 
But the rails were loose, and Willy 
was not an expert in climbing. In his 
descent he lost his balance, and over 
he went—still holding tight to his 
precious basket. Scarcely any berries 
were spilled, but when Willy tried to 
get up he uttered a scream—there was 
something the matter with his ank'e. 
He unlaced his shoe ; his foot was 
swelling fast, and he could not step 
upon it without unbearable pain. What 
should he do ?

“Guess ybu’ll have to go home and 
tell ’em, old fellow,” Willy said, with 
a sob.

Then he picked up a stone ; it had 
a sharp edge. On the sole of his 
shoe he scratched one word, “Cum.” 
By turning and twisting he managed 
to get the basket through the old, 
broken fence, and putting his shoe on 
top of the berries he bade the dog 
carry it home.

The family was at the supper table 
when Hector rushed in.

“What in the world?” began the 
mother, who had been anxious for the 
last hour.

“Something’s happened !” exclaimed 
Mr. Marshall, when he spied the ill- 
spelled scrawl on the shoe.

Willy’s spelling was a standing joke 
in the family.; but nobody even smiled. 
They rushed out and up the road, Hec
tor leading the way.

When Willy saw the five coming, he 
relieved their fears by bursting into 
a merry laugh. He rode home on his 
father’s shoulder, and the next day he 
enjoyed the huckleberry pie as much 
as anybody.—“Southern Churchman.”
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