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OCTOBER 3I, 1906

The gray do;,é“it was who found
Cvril Gilbraith by the White Stones,
with a cigarette and a sprained ankle,
on the night the whole village was out
with lanterns searching for that we:
loved young scapegrace. It was t
Tailless Tyke and his master who o
bitter evening came upon little Mrs-
Burton, lying in a huddle beneath the
lea of the fast whitening Druid’s Pillar
with her latest baby on her breast. It
was little M’Adam who took off his
coat and wrapped the child in it; little
M’Adam who unwound his plaid, threw
it like a breast-band across the dog’s
great chest, and tied the ends round
the weary woman’s waist. Red Wull
it was who dragged her back to
the Sylvester Arms- and life, strain-
ing like a giant through the snow, while
his master staggered behind with the
babe in his arms. When they reached
the inn it was M'Adam who, with a
smile on his face, told the landlord what
he thought of him for sending his wife
across the Marches on such a day and
on hiserrand. To which: *‘I'd a cauld,”
pleaded honest Jem.

For days together David could not
cross the Stony Bottom to Kenmuir.
His enforced confinement to the Grange
led, however, to no more frequent col-
lisions than usual with his father. For
M’Adam and Red Wull were out at all
hours, in all weathers, night and day,
toiling at their work of salvation.

At last, one afternoon, David man-
aged to cross the Bottom at a point
where a fallen thorn-tree gave him a
bridge over the soft snow. He stayed
but a little while at Kenmuir, yet when
he started for home it was snowing
again.

By the time he had crossed the ice-
draped bridge over the Wastrel, a
blizzard was raging. The wind roared
past him, smiting him so that he could
barely stand; and the snow leaped at
him so that he could not see. But he
held on doggedly; slipping, sliding, trip-
ping, down and up again, with one arm
shielding his face. On, on, into the
white darkness, stumbling on; sobbing,
stumbling, dazed.

At length, nigh dead, he reached the
brink of the Stony Bottom. He looked
up and he looked down, but nowhere in
that blinding mist could he see the fal-
len thorn-tree. He took a step for-
ward into the white morass, and sank up
to his thigh. He struggled feebly to
free himself, and sank deeper. The
snow wreathed, twisting, round him
like a white flame, and he collapsed,
softly crying, on that soft bed.

“l canna—I canna!” he moaned.

Little Mrs. Moore, her face whiter and
frailer than ever, stood at the window
looking out into the storm.

“I canna rest for thinkin' o’ th’ lad,”
she said. Then, turning, she saw her
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*“ ‘Scots wha' hae wi’ Wallace bled!,
Scots wham Bruce has often led! |
Welcome to——1’ J
Here is he, Wullie! |

“ 130 9

) ' '—or to victorie!

The brave little voice died awav.
The quest was over, the lost sheep
found. And the last James Moore saw
of them was the same small, gallant |
form, half carrying, half dragging the |
rescued boy out of the Valley of the
Shadow and away. .

David wus none the worse for his
adventure, for on reaching home M'-
Adam produced a familiar bottle.
_“Here’s something to warm ver in-
side, and"—making a feint at the strap
on the wall— ‘‘here’s somethine to do
the same by yer—But, Wullie, oot
again!’’

And out they went—unreckoned
heroes. )

|
|
|
|

It was but a week later, in the very
heart of the bitter time, that there came
a day when, from gray dawn to grayer
eve, neither James Moore nor Owd Bob
stirred out into the wintry white. And
the Master's face was hard and set as
it always was in time of trouble.

Outside the wind screamed down
the Dale; while the snow fell relentlessly
softly fingering the windows, blocking
the doors, and piling deep against the
walls. Inside the house there was a
strange quiet; no sound save for hushed
voices, and upslairs the shuffling of
muffled feet.

husband, his fur cap down over his ears, |
buttoning his pilot-coat about his throat
while Owd Bob stood at his feet, wait- |
g 1
“Ye're no goin’, James?" she asked, |
anxiously '
“But I am, lass,” he answered; and |
she knew him too well to say more. |
~So those two went quivll'\" out to save ’
life or lose it, nor counted the cost.

Down a wind-shattered slope—over |
a spar of ice—up an eternal hill—a for- ‘
lorn hope.

In a whirlwind chaos of snow, the tem- |
pest storming at them, the white earth |
lashing them, thev fought a good fight. |
In front, Owd Bob, the snow (310;(;:‘{11;;‘
his shagey coat, his hair cutting like |
lashes of steel across his eyes, his head |
lowered as he followed the finger of |
(3_"‘11 and close behind, James ,\Im‘m:,}
his back stern against the wind, stal- |

1 rt 41 ~ & » |
wart still, yet swaying like a tree before

the wind.

So they battled throuch to the brink
of the Stony Bottom—only to arrive
too Jate.

IFor, just as the Master peering about
had caught sight oi a shapeless |

u Ivine motionless in front, there
] . 1

! cd” across the snow-choked gulf |
thr wuch the white riot of the storm a |
tic figure, forging doggedly for-

his oreat head down to meet the

ne.  And close behind, buffeted

nsed, stiff and staggering, a

launtless figure holding stubhorn-

chine with one hand at the
v shrill voice, whirled away on
¢t tones of the wind, crving:

Wullie, w1’ me!

| Calcutta, India, 7 Wellsley Place.
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FREE TRIAL UNTIL CURED

My offer to all who lack Strength and
Vigor, whd have Rheumatism, Lumbago, Scia-
tica, Lame Back, etc., is:—Use my Invention
until Cured, then pay me. | ask not one
Penny in advance or on deposit.

A man in good, vigorous health is full of electricity. The eye and
brain sparkle with it, and his nerves and muscles are strong and elastic
as steel. He is successful in business or his occupation, and his wit and
general good nature makes him sought after by all. Could electricity
be seen he would appear as in the illustration—emanating °‘‘something"’
you instantly feel as you approach him. This *‘something" is simply his
natural electricity. We call such men ‘‘magnetic.”” Are you one? If
not, don’t you want to become one? During 40 years practice in Electricity
I have aided more than a hundred thousand to become so. Men have come
to me broken down from overwork, worry, or abuse of nature’s laws, having
exhausted all medical and drug treatments and apparently past aid, suffering
tortures from Nervousness, Exhaustion, Varicocele, Rheumatism, Lum-
bago, Sciatica, Lame Back, Wrecked Stomach, etc., and even these I have
helped to regain their health and strength—made them men like the
above. I can do the same for any man who will use my invention, and
who is not too far gone for help.

Cure you before you pay me One Penny

My treatment is very simple.
Battery (latest patent, Mar. 7, 1905).

I use Electricity as given by my famous Dr. Sanden Electric Herculex Body-
Worn only during time you sleep, it fills your body full of the soothing, strength-

ening current, and in the morning you awake full of life and vigor, prepared to face the world however you find it.

Two months’ use generally cures the worst cases.

Use the Herculex for that length of time, and if you are well, pay me.

If not, return it—price when cured from $5 up. Liberal discount if you pay cash for it.
As the originator and founder of the Electric Body-Battery system of treatment, my 4o years’ success is the envy

of many, and my Herculex is, of course, imitated (what good thing is not?), but my great knowledge to advise and direct

my patients is mine alone and cannot be imitated.

It is given free to all who use my invention until the cure is complete.

My Herculex is guaranteed to give a current instantly felt, or I forfeit $5,000, and to last for at least one year.
Call or send for My Electric Herculex to-day, or if you want to look into the matter further, I have two of the
best little books ever written on electricity and its medical uses, which I send free, sealed, upon request.

DR. C. F. SANDEN,

140 Yonge Street,

TORONTO, ONTARIO.

Also complete establishments, with competent physicians in charge, at

San Francisco, Cal.,, 997 Market St.
New York, 1151 Broadway.
Montreal, Can., 132 St. James St.
Paris, France, 14 Rue Taitbout.
London, England, 15 Hanover St.
Stockholm, Sweden, 36 Malmskilnads.

Canton, China, 73 Maine St. l Bombay, India, 75 Hornby Road.
Buenos Aires, South America, 15 Artes. | Madras, India, 162 Mount Road.
Rio Janeiro, Brazil, Largo el Carioca No. 30

| Montevideo, South America, 18 de Julio, 123,
Sao Paulo, South America, 15 de Nov. No. 6a.
Santiago, Chili, Cassilla No. 2.
Lima, Peru, Quidre No. 17

Cape Town, South Africa, 12 Plein St.
Johannesburg, South Africa, 77 Eloff St.
Yokohama, Japan, s1 Yamashita St.
Tokio, Japan, 15 Guiza St

Hong Kong, China, 34 Queens Road.
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