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market price. .

! is ““large ‘sales and small
endous business, nothing

it's the reason why the ‘'Big
ys 80 reasonabie; and why you can

you trade here.

- Free Delivery Offer.
' “We prepay the freight-on all orders amotinting to $10.00 snd over,
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place in winter and after David
death was suffered to fall into-
decay. Duvid Baker’s nephew, Bdw:
went there occasionally in the autu
to use the place for a hunting box.
One autumn he persuaded his fri
James Laidlaw to go there wish
There was a portrait of Nicholas
hanging on the wall, and during
evening, after a hunt, the follo:

conversation occurred between the twol

men while they smoked:

Do you really mean that you .wis
to sell your uncle's portrait? aski
Laidlaw incredulously.

“Yes,” returned Baker shortly.

“One doesn't usually sell family por-
traits,” hinted his friend.

Baker lighted another cigar and push-
ed the box toward Laidlaw.

' “Of course I would not dremm of

such a thing,” he apologized, *‘but”—
He glanced quickly at the great oil

The man who succeeds
without trying, fails.
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, and he-8dded in a low tone
*Is it safe to leave the place unpro-
”

* “T'll witch on all the lights and turn
m It would be a desperate
i who wounld’ tackle a bulldog
with his reputation.”

“Op a clever one” added Laidlaw
dryly.
| As they left the front ball to entet
rear which Baker bad brought
to the dior Laidlaw switched

1 i wl‘l«m:

X spoke:

“Put ‘out your lights, run the ma-
chine into the fleld yonder, in the shad-
ow of the trees, then beat it back to
the house by the shortest cut. You'll
see something.”

“And the dinner engagement? was
Baker's only objection.

“Can go hang."

Five minutes later they stole through
the grape arbor and reached the kitch-
en door. 5

*“It's open,” whispered Baker, “though
I locked it myself before we left!”

“I unlocked it so we could enter
quietly,” confessed Laidlaw. “Come
now to the library, and 1 think we can
lay Uncle Njcholas' ghost. Have you
got a gun?

“In the drawer of my desk. Evident-
ly you consider thy ghost a material
one,” hazarded Baker.

“Just a guess on my part.”

They tiptoed through the utter dark-

ess of the house, Baker leading the
(Way, until they were within the velvet
of the library.

over the

“But?* prompted Laidlaw. i

“The confounded thing has got_on
my nerves!™ i

“How?"

“It watches me.”

“All portraits appear to do that.”s

“l know what you mean, Jim, but
this is different. The eyes not omly
watch me continually, but they change
expression. Bometimes they positively
glare at me murderously.”
ered.

“Better close the place and go away.”

“'I did last spring, but.1 haven't been
able to keep even a caretaker here, an
then, you know, came that series o
robberies in the neighborhood, and so
I'm rather sticking around to keep an
&ye on my own property.”

“You say you can't keep any serv-
ants? You mean they believe the place
s haunted K

“That's the idea. Men maids
‘dedlare they hear footateps ﬂ y !

" “Nothing except the eyes.”
Laidlaw glanced up at the

of Nich Baker, It

bead and shoulders of a mild eyed

gentleman dressed. correctly in

In the dimming light of the

the snowy shirt front and &

the abundant white bair and

stood out sharply. bk,
The gray eyes gazed benignly upon

the two men. oy
“I ean't imagine your mild uncle,

Nicholas, looking fierce,” smiled Lald:

law, Jooking at Ned Baker, !
Baker was staring xedly at the por:

trait, “Look now!” he muttered be

tween clinched teeth. E
Laldlaw looked.
*'Good heavens!" he gasped in aston:

ishment. A
Nicholas Baker's face still wore

expression of benevolent pity,

eyes were no longer gray and 4
They were flercely rolling fn

sockets--black, black as e )

switched on the electric

eyes remained the same,

grily from one man to anothes.
“What do you make of ?

manded Baker, poking the fire’

blaze. e
Laldlaw studled the glowing

bis elgar. His hand shook & ittle,

he was angry with himself for

that thrill of borror, RN
He looked up at the portrait, | .

ing to stare it out of coun 0

what be saw was a palr of

gray eyes regarding him 4. k
“The deuce!” he exploded, | ‘

to his feet. “What alls the
Baker smiled wearily,
“It's got you, too, eh?” b
Laldlaw sank back in his

stared at the fire. i1
“You thought of selllng the

be said at las

If anything h:

s

daqt ssomtsng o,

‘suopenImexy 514
9 Bomejtaps
%0 M,

He shiv- |,

Laidlaw Jocked the door and slipped

¢ key in his pocket. Baker bhad

und his revolver, and the two friends
ped toward each other until they
t in front of the smoldering fire.

Laidlaw leaned over and smothered
e embers with ashes.

| “Where is the light switch?" he whis-

red.

*“Right here, almost under my hand.”
“Switch on the light when I tell you
d have your gun ready.”

|'“This is pure melodrama,” groaned

ker. “Hark! What was that?” °
i {Laidlaw’s hand gripped him into si-

Bomewhere near by, seemingly in the ]
m, came the creak of a board as it
& cautious tread.
thing moved bebind the panel-
walls, Even the skeptical host
that it was not the sound of
sounds continued uptil they be-
Qistinet £ bt

[
ker's finger hovered over the but-
ton.

There was a creak as of an opened
door and a gust of cedar perfumed air.
And there was the indefinable feeling
that they were not alone in the room.
There was another presence in the li-
brary, A

“Now!"” breathed Laldlaw, and in-
stantly the room was flooded with light

Baker's amazed eyes saw his friend
crouched forward, a revolver in each
band. The blue noses of these weap-
ons were covering two men, who stared
in absurd dismay while they reluctant-
Iy put up thelr hands at arms' length
above thelr heads.

They were shifty eyed, evil faced

fellows, with lithe, slender forms and
small bands and feet.
&They curded bitterly as Baker search:
ed them and deprived them of thelt
weapons as well as two complete sets
of burglars' tools,

The black eyed man rolled his eyes
fiercely as Baker neatly tied his wrists
and ankles with curtain eords. When
the same thing had been done for his
companion Laidlaw lowered his guns
and moved to the telephone.

“I'll just call up the nearest police
station—that will be New Lorimer—
and tell them to come over and get
this precious pair, T guess it's the end
of these neighborhood robberjes.”

It was almost dawn when they re
turned to the house and faced each
other across the library tabl,

“And now for your uncle’s ghost,”
laughed Laidlaw, opening the narrow
door In the chimney end. It was a
small cupboard, with -a: bookshelf in
the back.

They searched and found the spring
mentioned by Beebe, the burglar, and
when the bookcase had opened and
disclosed a narrow staircase winding
up they mounted the stairs until they
were directly behind Mr. Nicholas

/| Dane's portrait.,

A sliding panel revealed the canvas

the portrait, and an ingenious little

fontrivance, of which the clever Beebe

ad) himself the fnventor,

one to pull a string, where

) the partially cut out eyeballs of

re ipside and enabled

. Jim Beebe to roll his wild black

‘at Ned Baker or any other intrud-
the lfbrary.

that Beebe bad an ae

Whence Cometh My Help.

Ont. fram the citylg noise and srife,
Out from the world of men,

Up tothe land of & wilder hife
I'have come back again'

Here, oo the wind-swept mountain<op—
Bonlder and moss and ledge—

Here where the clouds in their caurses drop,
“Twill rewew my pledge.

Unto great Nature, ruliog all,
Solemoly bere I vow,

L will not ghefok from the stern volced call—
 will nolturn back now,

X wil o throiigh the fearaome night,

g

Fearless I go where the storns ne'er dease,
Buek to the world of men.

““So Shall It Be Unto You."

This true story was written by a
wounded soldier now lying in a hos.
pital in Kent,

Everybody  called *‘Softie"
trom the day he joined I don't know
why, but the name secmed to suit
bim. He was one of those quiet little
fellows who never seemed at howme in
the Army,

Thete wasn't anything special
about him; he conldn't drill or play
He cared nothing for sport or for any
of the usual things other men did; he
was just a ''softie,”

He enlisted for the war only, just
becavse somebody said he ought to
do it, but fighting was not in him
He made ope of a draft and joined us
in the trenches, where he was like a
lost sheep. But he did what he wae
told to do

Many times I thonght T would like
o brain the man who enlisted Softie
Aond then one day he gave us a sur
prise, It was like this,

Everything had been quiet since
we went inlo the trenches this time,
nd we were takiog things easily, We
were all ‘‘fed.up,” and didn't care
what happened, You get that way
out there. But if we were “led-up’*
the Huns were more so. We had sev-
¢ral reports ol men giving themselves
up to our fellows, but pever any our
way. Onedid come, however, at last
~—a big bully ol a Prussian Guard..
man. He popped’ his bead over onr
parapet, and he said, in good English
that he waoted to give in as he was

him

ithe cause of her behaviour,

Edith Cavell and Woman'’s
* Future.

| "Lady Troabridge. writing in the
| London  Daily  Chronicls,
{ women have come 1nto their own dur.
‘iug the war says:

'Yes, it's a truism to say so, for it
is ‘universally ackoowledged; but I

on how

| wonder if they realize it themselves. |

| I think pot. Thev have not bad time
to think of 3t atall, They are ‘oo
bnsy doing their duty, and how they

ng Fhey . 'Can

imagive a war charity witliont them?
It would belike theplay 'of “Hawlet"
without Hamlet. . Iruagine our sol
diers, dur sailors, our prisoners, our
sick, without thew, and the thing be-
comes ridiculous; but they are more
than willing servants of the State, the
earpest of the country.
They are at this wowent sustaining
the whole spirit of the nation. This is
a great deal to say, but it is psychol-
ogically true, They are the unseen
audience to whom tbe great game of
war is played. Behind the footlights
of that mighty stage thev sit in ser-
ried, silent ranks—watchibig, watch.
ing, always watching. yet working
and praying too. The sense of their
gaze is on the men; they would not
deny it,
round

volunteers

Ihe traces of their work are
of their
prayers rises like a clond to heaven.
In spirit they are on the battlefield
like the legendary angels of Mons,the
hearts of th¥ heroes hold'them, ss the
Holy Grail hiolds the wine of heaven

*'All this we know. It is the result
we are couside ing, and the result is
stupendous. Gove are the claims of
safirage as we knew them. Do not
start, dear Sisters—I say only as we
knew thew; for it may be that it is a
ghost that will not be lightly laid,and
from its shallow bed is rising some
thiog incredible in its greatness only
to be dimly apprehended as yet; yet
certain facts are emerging dmlin?ly

them The incense

that will alter the new relations)of
nién and women while consecrating
the old, Sex animosity is dead —and
what that means ooly the, future can
estimate, It was rampart before the
war and nothing else could have kill-
eath  there will.

0! ell, we pulled him in
i e our

captain questioned him.

Theo sowething happeved
saw it, bur Sottie did,

A rifle of one of the men was lying
agaiost some sandbags, fully load=d,
of course, as all rifles are in the
trenches. Al I rememb:r was that
the Huno rushed to the gon, and in a
flish, with a cry of ““You Knglish
captein!' put the mozzle of the rifle
to our captain's chest. The finger of
that cor was on the trigger, I stood
rooted to the spot, waiting 1o see the
captain fall, when somebody rushed
fotward, j:rked up the gun, and re
ceived the bullet in bis head. It was
Softie. He had saved the life of the
captain, but helay dead at the cap-
tain’s feet

We buried him behind the treoch.
8, and there waso't a dry eye among
We
put up a little wooden cross, and on
it we pnt just

I never

us 88 we laid him down to sleep.

SOFTIE
One who died for his captain,
Greater love hath“n0 wan than he
Who lays down his life for his
friend,
Sottie, God bless him!
another

There is|
grave near, of a Prussian|
Guard, and the cross on that gr:n'l-}
bears the words:

**So shall it be meted unto you."
8 Boxes Cured Psoriasis.

Mrs, Nettie Massey, Consecon, Ont ,
writes: ‘Three doctors described my
trouble as psorinsis, and one said T could
unever bo cured, The discase apread all
over me, even on my face and head and
the itching and burning were hard to
bear. 1 nsed 8 boxes of Dr. Chases’
Ointme.band am entirely cured—not a
sign of & spre to be seen. 1 can hardly
praise thig/ Ointment enough,’

A Pathetic Story.

The following pathetic story is
from an English psper:

“In the compartment which she en.
tered were two young girls, and af-
t«tward a man came in, accompanied
by his wife. No sooner was the latter
seated than she began counting slov-
1y on her fingers, ‘Oax, two, three'—
and continued to repeat the words at
short 1niervaly

*'The girls gigpled, and whispered '
toone anotber about the singular cor -
duct ol the woman, but one could
easily see ihat some grave eventawas
At las!
the man’ €ould contain himself no
longer, and he addressed the girls:
‘Perhaps you will stop your silly
laughing when you lears that my

the vapary breeder
\taing has been alm ost
the

|telt in the compartment,”

wife bas lost three sous at the tront, I
am now taking her to an ssyluom.’ A
sinster stillness at once made ite®/f

ey e

Sing a Song of Winter.

Sing a rong of winter—howling winds

ANO snow

| Frost and ice ahonnding, everywhe. e
‘5 we o,
|Sleighbells  jingling gy, merry

|
| laughter ringing

Sing a song of wiater, joy and
gladuess brioging.

Sing a cong of winter, wheit the trees -

i “iare white
Wth December hlossom 4, flow’

o'er it gl
Happy lads avd
side by side,

Iassies,  skating

Cheeks with roses glowing, eyes like
twinkling stars,

Veins with lite o'erflowing—naught
the pleasure mars

Which this season brings ns, smow
and ics togeather.

Sing a song of winter, never mini
weather.—Helen M. Richardson

Good Resolutions

I will try to be alifter, ot a leaner,
an encourager, never a discourager;
lighten and shre other people's sor-
rows; atart songs and rejoicings, not
complainings; wake the wotld a little
sweeter place to live in; keep in mind
the will of God; make runshine in
lite's shady places; ' see the bright
side ol everything; bs clean in min1
and body, working pi-nrly, indus-
triously and hoaestly for a living;
earniog a spotless chari~ter, <o that
I canlook up, not d>wn, and weet
death’s coming, with a tearless smile;
eadeavor not to run away from any
weaknesses, but bravely fight them
out; be giad o1 life; bave hope and
faith in everybody; try to live without
hate, jealousy, tewper and wavy,
avoid speaking critically and bitterly,
repeating ovly the good I hear; love
because I must, give because I cannot
keep; doing for the joy of it; cheer-
ful in disappointments, charitible to
ward tbe erring and fallen; protect
belpless animals; do as I would be
done by; smile more and frown less
and do every d+y something beauntiful,
some kindoess that will cheer and
strengthen another.

Jide i
“Think what that .means.
greatest bar to women's progress—I
speak of it in its widest, mdgt uncon-

fices tor her, all his pity for the worst |
in her, all his respect for the best m!
her, bad but a poor opinion of woman ‘
if he spoke the uttermost truth. He
granted her certain qualities—she was |
indispensible in the home, and to cer- |
tain asp-cts and phrases of life, but

not to Life itself in its broad, all em-

bracing sense

*'Gently, unobtrusively, she has be- |
come the keystone of the arch, and|
the greatest thing Edith Cavell did!
for her ‘country was to reveal how
many Edith Cayells there are. We
thank God not only for such a wom. |
an, bat because in the heart of mauny |
women burns that sacred flime It
may bethat God, knowing their weak.
nese and their bigh hopes, graciously |
permitted this supreme mwanislestation
of womanhood to help the entire race
because He that
know yet what she could becdme. It
may be that when all else about the
great war is forgotien duast ot
centuries, generals and field
marshalls are dust and their names
recalled with difficulty, save by the
stndent—ss the names of countless
Crimean heroes escape the memory to-
day of the meu in the street, while
Florence Nightingzale's i3 still a
household word —that the nam: of

dith Cuvel!, the poor solitarv nuree

knew men did not

in the
when

The [

Ways.

Throughout Europe maoy delightful

troversial sense—was the fact that|New Year customs prevail, In Scand -
man, with all his love for women, all | pavia a feast 15 always prepared [ir
his willingness to muke certain sacri- the little birds,

which mighi other
wise go hungry on acconat of th:
deep snows.

In Holland, as in Scotland, the wind
is noled with care, because the luck
of the year will be determined by the
direction whence it blows. The south
wind brings Reat and fertility, the
west wind milk ana fi-h, the porth
wind cold and storm und the east
wind a truitful season,

In Italy the New Yeiris a day of
greeting and /good will and wpeewal
feastinz. Siéilian peasants take ad.
vantage of the tete to drive to rown
in their gay carts so that th: country

roads are merry with the musie of
tink ing belis,

Avd Swiss folk, practicnl tndustr'.
ous, 8to) their work for the nones and

visit friends, even whea they have 1o
carry their babies dowa the moantam

slop:s in cradles on th i el

The Only Child

B ing *“an only child"* is uanally

regarded as a4 piece of wiol  luck

Recent investigations snow tn 1t
is just the oppriute  Of nearly 300
“only chrilden'' that the iavesn
gators examined, only 20 wers
pleasant, vormil boys and girls.

Loe wroable with most of them
wis that they were klﬂ.lx‘lnd ill.

singing the hyma of her childhood |tempered; and either becaute th:y
with her only triend steeling her were unwillinz“to make corcesiins
fainting heart from the knnw'hl‘;:“or did not kno® how to maike them,
that she died for England, may be they were unable to get on pleasantly
the name thats survives this bloady | with their playmates. Their parents
conflict as the greatest and rests like | had spoiled them. The moral seems
a crown upon the arch ol Peace. She |to be for fathers and mthers rather
watered the soil of Woman's lulnrf“n‘-n for children

with her blood. and the flower that

springe ltom it may be a wonder blos.
som that will make the woman ques-
tion but a fragrant memory trom
which the bitteroess has passed for
evermore because the answer to it has
been found

*The women ought to be able to
save money ou dress this year, wear.
ing their skirts so short."

**Ney, but they have to spsod wuch
more on sh-es nd <t olings

If this name is
on the barrel
you can
buy with
confidence.

you think? All

Sbe—What do
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