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CHAPTER VII.
Fidelity of a Little Dog.

T
HE returning students that 

afternoon observed that Pen- ; 
rod's desk was vacant, and \ 
nothing could have been more 

| impressive than that sinister mere j 
j emptiness. "The accepted theory was 
I that Penrod had been arrested.
I How breath taking then the sensa
tion when at the beginning of the 
second hour he strolled in with inimi- ; 
table carelessness and, rubbing his 
eyes, somewhat noticeably in the man
ner of one who has snatched an hour 
of much needed sleep, took his place as ' 
if nothing in particular had happened, j 
This at first supposed to be a superhu- | 
man exhibition of sheer audacity, be
came but the more dumfounding when 1 
Miss Spence, looking from her desk, 
greeted him with a pleasant little nod. 
Even after school Penrod gave numer- 
oui^maddened investigators no relief. 
All he would consent to say was:

“Oh, I just talked to her.”
A mystification not entirely uncon

nected with the one thus produced was 
manifested at his own family dinner 
table the following evening. Aunt 
Clara had been out rather late and 
came to the table after the rest were 
seated. She wore a puzzled expres- 

, sion.
“Do you ever see Mary Spence now- 

jadays?” she inquired, as she unfold- 
■ ed her napkin, addressing Mrs. Scho

field. Penrod abruptly set down his 
soup spoon and gazed at his aunt with 
flattering attention.

“Yes, sometimes,” said Mrs. Scho
field. “She’s Penrod's teacher.”

“Is she?” said Mrs. Farry. “Do 
you”— She paused. “Do people think 
her a little—queer these days?”

“Why, no!” returned her sister. 
“What makes you say that?”

“She has acquired a very odd man
ner," said Mrs. Farry decidedly. “At 
least, she seemed odd to me. I met 
her at the corner just before I got to j 
the house a few minutes ago, and aft
er we’d said howdy do to each other j 
she kept hold of my hand and looked ; 
as though she was going to cry. She ! 
seemed to be trying to say something 
and choking”— j

“But I don’t think that’s so very 
queer, Clara. She knew you in school, 
didn’t she?" !

“Yes, but”— j
“And she hadn't seen you for sc 

many years I think it's perfectly nat- j 
ural she”—

“Wait! She stood there squeezing 
my hand and struggling to get her 

(voice, and I got really embarrassed, I 
(and then finally she said in a kind of 
I tearful whisper: ‘Be of good cheer, 
j This trial will pass.’ ”

“How queer!” exclaimed Margaret 
I Penrod sighed and returned some
what absently to his soup.

“Well, I don't know,” said Mrs. Scho
field thoughtfully. “Of course she's 
heard about the outbreak of measles 
in Dayton, since they had to close the 
schools, and she knows you live 
there”—

“But doesn't it seem a very exag
gerated way,” suggested Margaret, “to 
talk about measles?”

“Wait!” begged Aunt Clara. “Aftei 
she said that she .sail! something even

queerer and then put her handkerchief 
to bar eyes and hurried away.”

Penrod laid down his spoon again i 
and moved his chair slightly back from 
the table. A spirit of prophecy was | 
upon him. He knew that some one j 
was going to ask a question which he ! 
felt might better remain unspoken.

“What was the other thing she 
said?” Mr. Schofield inquired, thus im
mediately fulfilling his son's oromoni- ; 
tion.

“She said.” returned Mrs. Farry slow- ! 
ly. looking about tne table; “she said,
T know that Penrod is a great, great 
comfort to you.’ ”

There was a general exclamation of 
surprise. It was a singular thing, and 
in 10 manner may it be considered 
complimentary to Penrod that this 
speech of Miss Spence's should have 
immediately confirmed Mrs. Farry’s 
doubts about her in the minds of all 
his family. '

Mr. Schofi.eld shook his head pity
ingly.

“I’m afraid she's a goner.” he went 
so far as to say.

“Of all the weird ideas!” cried Mar
garet

“I never heard anything like it in my 
life!” Mrs. Schofield exclaimed. “Was

12

H

X\

Children Cry
FOR FLETCHER’S

CASTORIA

that an sne samr 
“Every word!”
Penrod again resumed attention to 

his soup. His mother looked at him 
curiously, and then, struck by a sud-
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“Wait! She stood there squeezing my
hand and struggling to get her voice.

den thought, gathered the glances of 
the adults of the table by a significant 
movement of the head, and, by anoth
er, conveyed an admonition to drop the 
subject until later. Miss Spence was 
Penrod’s teacher. It was better, for 
many reasons, not to discuss the sub
ject of her queerness before him. This 
was Mrs. Schofield’s thought at the 
time. Later she had another, and it 
kept her awake.

The next afternoon Mr. Schofield, re
turning at 5 o’clock from the cares of 
the day, found the house deserted and 
sat down to read his evening paper in 
what appeared to be an uninhabited 
apartment known to its own world as 
the “drawing room.” A sneeze, unex
pected both to him and the owner, in
formed him of the presence of another 
person.

“Where are you, Penrod?” the par
ent asked, looking about.

“Here," said Penrod meekly.
Stooping, Mr. Schofield discovered 

his son squatting under the piano, near 
an open window'—his wistful Duke ly
ing beside him.

“What are you doing there?”
“Me?”
“Why under the piano?”
“Well,” the boy returned with grave 

sweetness, “I was just kind of sitting 
here—thinking.”

“All right.” Mr. Schofield, rather 
touched, returned to the digestion of 
a murder, liis back once more to the 
piano, and Penrod silently drew from 
beneath his jacket (where he had slip
ped it simultaneously with the sneeze) 
a paper backed volume entitled, “Siirn- 
sy, the Sioux City Squealer; or, ‘Not 
Guilty, Your Honor.’”

In this manner the nading club con
tinued iu peace, absorbed, contented, 
the world well forgot—until a sudden, 
violently irritated slam bang ot the 
front door startled the members, and 
Mrs. Schofield burst into the room and 
threw herself into a chair moaning.

“What’s the matter, mamma?” ask
ed her husband, laying aside his paper.

“Henry Passloe Schofield,” return
ed the lady, “I don't know what is to 
be done with that boy; I do not!”

“You mean Penrod?”
“Who else could I mean?” She sat 

up, exasperated, to stare at him. 
“Henry Passloe Schofield, you’ve got 
to take this matter in your hands. It’s 
beyond me!”

“Well, what has he”—
“Last night I got to thinking,” she 

began rapidly, “about what Clara told 
us—thank heaven she and Margaret 
and little Clara have gone to tea at 
Cousin Charlotte’s—but they’ll be home 
soon—about what she said about Miss 
Spence”—

“You mean about Penrod’s being a 
comfort?”

“Yes, and I kept thinking and think
ing and thinking about it till I couldn’t 
stand it any”—

“By Qtargel" shouted Mr. Schofield

startlingly, stooping to look under tnu 
piano. A statement that he had sud
denly remembered his son's presence 
would be lacking in accuracy, for the 
highly sensitized Penrod was, in fact, 
no longer present. No more was Duke, 
his faithful dog.

“What's the matter?"
“Nothing,” he returned, striding to 

the open window and looking out

“Oh!” she moaned. “It must be kept 
from Clara. And I’ll never bold up my 
head again if John Farry ever helirs 
of it!”

“Hears of what?”
“Well, 1 just couldn't stand it, i got 

so curious. And I thought, of course, 
if Miss Spence had become a little 
unbalanced it was my duty to know 
it ns Penrod's mother and she his 
teacher. So I thought I would just 
call on her at her apartment after 
school and have a chat and see. And 
J did. and—oh”—

“Well?"
“I've just come from there, and she 

told me—she told me! Oh, I've never 
known anything like this!”

“What did she tell you?”
Mrs. Schofield, making a great ef

fort, managed to assume a temporary 
appearance of calm. “Henry,” she 
said solemnly, “bear this in mind, 
whatever you do to Penrod it must be 
done in some place when Clara won't 
hear it. But the first thing to do is to 
find him.”

Within view of the window from 
which Mr. Schofield was gazing was 
the closed door of the storeroom in the 
stable, and just outside this door Duke 
was performing a most engaging trick.

His young master had taught Duke 
to “sit up and beg" when he wanted 
anything, and if that didn’t get it to 
“speak.” Duke was facing the closed 
door and sitting up and begging, and 
now he also spoke—in a loud, clear 
bark.

There was an open transom over the 
door, and from this descended—hurled 
by an unseen agency—a can half filled 
with old paint *

It caught the small besieger of the 
door on his thoroughly surprised right 
ear, encouraged him to some remarka
ble acrobatics and turned large por
tions of him a dull blue. Allowing 
only a moment to perplexity and decid
ing after a single and evidently unap
petizing experiment not to cleanse him
self of paint, the loyal animal resumed 
his quaint, upright posture.

Mr. Schofield seated himself on the 
window sill, whence be could keep In 
view that pathetic picture of unrequit
ed love.

“Go' on with your story, mamma,” he 
said. “I think 1 can find Penrod when 
we want him.”

And a few minutes later he added, 
“And I think I know the place to do 
it in.”

Again the faithful voice of Duke was 
heard pleading outside the bolted door.

Penrod entered the schoolroom Mon
day morning picturesquely leaning 
upon a man’s cane, shortened to sup
port a cripple approaching the age of 
twelve. lie arrived about twenty min
utes late, limping deeply, his brave
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young mouth drawn with pain, and the 
SHtisation he created must have been 
a solace to him. the only possible crit
icism of tills entrance being that it 
was just a shade too heroic. Perhaps 
for that reason it failed to stagger 
Miss Spence, a woman so saturated 
with suspicion that she penalized Pen- 
rod fur tardiness as promptly and as 
coldly as if lie had been a mere, or
dinary, unmutilated boy. Nor would 
she entertain any discussion of the 
justice of her ruling. It seemed almost 
that she feared to argue with him.

However, the distinction of cane and 
limp remained to him, consolations 
which he protracted far into the week 
— until Thursday evening, iu fact, when 
Mr. Schofield, observing from a win
dow his son’s pursuit of Duke round 
and round the back yard, confiscated 
the cane, with the promise that it 
should not remain idle if he saw Pen- 
rod limping again. Thus, succeeding 
a depressing Friday, another Saturday 
brought the necessity for new inven-

It was a scented morning in apple 
blossom time. At about ten of the 
clock Penrod emerged hasK'y from 
the kitchen door. His pockets bulged 
abnormally, so did his cheeks, and he 
swallowed with difficulty. A threat
ening mop. wielded by a cooklikc arm 
in a checkered sleeve, followed him 
through the doorway, and he was pre
ceded by a small, hurried, wistful dog 
with a warm doughnut in his mouth. 
The kitchen door slammed petulantly, 
Inclosing the sore voice of Della, where
upon Penrod and Duke seated them
selves upon the pleasant sward and 
immediately consumed the spoils of 
their raid.

From the cross street which formed 
the side boundary of the Schofields’ 
ample yard came a jingle of harness 
and the cadenced clatter of a pair of 
trotting horses, and Penrod, looking 
up. beheld the passing of a fat ac
quaintance, torpid amid the conserva
tive splendors of a rather old fashion
ed victoria. This was Roderick Mags- 
xvorth Bitts, Jr., a fellow sufferer 
at the Friday afternoon dancing class, 
tint otherwise not often a companion; 
n home sheltered lad, tutored private
ly and preserved against the coarsen
ing influences of rude comradeship and 
miscellaneous information. Heavily 
overgrown In all physical dimensions, 
virtuous and placid, this cloistered mut- 
ti-n was wlmlh uninteresting to Pen- 
'•mt Srhoflel'i Nevertheless. Roderick 
Mug-Wurth Riffs, .It. was a per- 
-iMeigi '.M account of rite importance 
• if nie M igswot « it Rltts family, and it 
ivn- Penrod's destiny t<< increase Rod
erick'-; celebrity far. fat beyond Its 
present aristocrati<- limitations

The Mage’v,'rth Rirt«ns were imnor- 
tant because they were impressive. 
There was no other reason. And they 
were impressive because they believed 
themselves important. The adults of 
the family were impregnably formal. 
They dressed with reticent elegance 
and wore the same nose and the same 
expression—an expression which indi
cated that they knew something ex
quisite and sacred which other people 
could never know. Other people in 
their presence were apt to feel myste
riously ignoble and to become secretly 
uneasy about ancestors, gloves and 
pronunciation. The Magsworth Bitts 
manner was withholding and reserve 
though sometimes gracious granting 
small smiles as great favors and giv
ing off a chilling kind of preciousness. 
Naturally when any citizen of the com
munity did anything unconventional or1 
Improper or made a mistake or had a 
relative who went wrong that citizen’s 
first and worst fear was that the Mags
worth Bittses would hear of it. In 
fact, this painful family had for years 
terrorized the community, though the 
community had never realized that it 
was terrorized and invariably spoke of 
the family as the “most charming cir
cle in town.” By common consent 
Mrs. Roderick Magsworth Bitts offici
ated as the supreme model as well as 
critic in chief of morals and deport
ment for all the unlucky people pros 
perous enough to be elevated to her 
acquaintance.

Magsworth was the important part 
of the name. Mrs. Roderick Mags
worth Bitts was a Magsworth born 
herself, and the Magsworth crest deco
rated not only Mrs. Magsworth Bitts’ 
note paper, but was on the china, on 
the table linen, on the chimney pieces, 
on the opaque glass of the front door, 
on the victoria and on the harness, 
though omitted from the garden hose 
and the lawn mower.

Naturally no sensible person dream
ed of connecting that illustrious crest 
with the unfortunate and notorious 
Rena Magsworth, whose name had 
grown week by week into larger and 
larger type upon the front pages of 
newspapers owing to the gradually in
creasing public and official belief that 
she had poisoned a family of eight. 
However, the statement that no sensi
ble person could have connected the 
Magsworth Bitts family with the ar
senical Rena takes no account of Pen- 
rod Schofield.

#
(To be continued next week)

BIG GAME DISTRICTS ARE CON
VENIENTLY REACHED VIA 

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAIL
WAY.

Canaria's most famous hunting 
grounds are easily reached via Can
adian Pacific Railway. Year afteF 
year organized hunting parties visit 
these localities and practically air
ways hag the limit.

Small game and wild fowl are plen
tiful, while the fishing is unsurpassed. 
Particulars from Canadian Pacific 
Ticket Agents, or write M. G. Murphy 
District Passenger Agent, Toronto, 
Ont.

SISTER : READ MY FREE OFFER.
I am a woman.
I know a'woman’s trials.
I know her need of sympathy and help.
If you. my sister, are unhappy because of ill- 

health, and feel unfit for household duties, social 
pleasures, or daily employment, write and tell me 
just how you suffer, and ask for my free ten days' 
trial of a home treatment suited to your needs: 
with references to Canadian ladies who gladly tell 
how they have regained health, strength, and 
happiness by its use. I want to tell you all about 
this successful method of home treatment for 
yourself, my reader, for your daughter, your sister, 
or your mother. I want to tell you how to cure 
yourselves at home at trifling cost, and without 
aid from anyone. Men cannot understand women’s 
sufferings ; what we women know from exper
ience, we know better than any doctor ; and 
thousands have proved there is hope even for the 
hopeless in my method of home treatment* If you 
suffer from pain In the head, back, or b->wefse 
feeling of weight ami dragging down sensations, 
falling or displacement of internal organs, bladder 
Irritation with frequent urination, obstinate 
constipation or piles, pain In the sides regularly 

jr Irregularly, bloating or unnatural enlargements, catarrhal conditions, dyspepsia, extreme 
nervousness, depressed spirits, melancholy, desire to cry, fear of something evil about to 
happen, creeping feeling up the spine, palpitation, hot flashes, weariness, sallow complexion, 
with dark circles under the eyes, pain in the left breast or a general feeling that life is not 
Worth living, I Invite you to send to-day for my complete t -n days’ treatment entirely free and 
postpaid, to prove to yourself that these ailments can be easily and surely conquered at your own 
home, without the expense of hospital treatment, or the dangers of an operation. Women 
everywhere are escaping tlie surgeon’s knife by knowing of my simple method of home 
treatment, and when you are cured, my sister, I shall only ask you to pass the good word along 
to some other sufferer. My home treatment is for all.—younger «'Id. To Mothers of Daughters,
I will explain a simple home treatment which speedily and effectually cures green-sickness 
(chlorosis), irregularities, headaches, and lassitude in young women, and restores them- to 
plumpness and health. Tell me if you are worried about your daughter. Remember it costs you 
not?':rg to give my method of home treatment.a complete ten day’s trial, and if you wish to 
continue, it costs only a few cents a week t » do so, atra it does not interfere with one’s daily work.

. Is health worth asklngfor ? Then accept my generous offeY, write for the free treatment suited 
to your needs, am! I will send it in plain wrapper by return mail. To save time you can cut out 
this offer, mark the places that tell your feelings, and return to me. Write and ask for the free • 
treatment to-day, as you may not see this offer again. Address: <$
MKS.'M. SUMMERS, Box KU . • • . WINDSOR. ONTARIO.

We pa.q highest Prices For
;Tv> I More Trappers and Fur Collectors

send their Raw Furs to us than to 
any other five houses in Canada.

I Because they know we pay high- 
I est prices, pay mail and express 
| charges, charge no commissions, 

and treat our shippers right 
I Result, we are the largest in our 
I line In Canada. Ship to us today and 
I deal with a Reliable House. 

l,o Shipment too smaller too large to 
celvo our urom.it attention.

^ We sell Guns Rifles Traps, 
Animal Hait. Shoe pa eke, Flash- 
lights. Headlights, Fishing bets,; 
Fishing Tackle and Siortsmen a, 

Supplies at lowest prices. CATALOG FREE.

Hallam g Three Books 
“Trapper’s Guide”

English or Frepch 
96 pages, illustrated, 
tells how and where 
to trap and other 
valuable information 
for trappers ; also

“Trapper’s end 
Sportsmen's Supply 
Catalog”“Raw Fur 
Price List,” and 
latest “Fur Style 
Book ” of beauti
ful fur sets and fur 
garments.

All these books fully 
Illustrated and sent 
FREE ON REQUEST.

302 Hallam Building TORONTO
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—if you feel bilious, “headachy” and irritable— 
for that’s a sign your liver is out of order. Your 
food is not digesting—it stays in the stomach a sour, 
fermented mass, poisoning the system. Just take a 
dose of Chamberlain’s Stomach and Liver Tablets— 
they make the liver do its work—they oleanse and
sweeten the stomach and tone the whole digestive system. You'll 
feel fine in the morning. At all druggists, 25c., or by mail from

Chamberlain Medicine Company, Toronto 14
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Ask Them 
To Telephone.

JTNCOURAGE your customers to call you 
by Long Distan-e Telephone! By 

keeping in intimate touch with them you can 
speed up both your business and theirs.

Often a word of encouragement from 
manufacturer to dealer is all that is needed to 
start business moving briskly. There is nothing 
can take the place of the spoken word, man 
to man.

Telephone ! Encourage your customers ! 
Speed up your business!

Every Bell Telephone is 

a Long Distance Station

The Bel< Téléphoné Co.
OF CANADA.

SHOE REPAIRING WHILE 
YOU WAIT

Tiioee who study the neatness and 
durability of work will do well to 
bring their work to L. Jones, the 
“while you wait” shoe repairer. Hav
ing had over twenty years experi
ence in London, Eng., I can give you 
the best work possible. Hand sewn 
and Ladies' fine work a specialty. 
Best leather and promptness our 
leading feature.

A trial respectfully solicited.
Work left in the morning can be 

had the same day.
L. JONES

Talbot St. Opposite Post Office

A WORD FOR MOTHERS
It is a grave mistake for mothers to neg

lect their aches and pains and suffer m 
silence—this only leads to chronic sick
ness and often shortens life.

If your work is tiring; if your nerves are 
excitable; if you feel languid, weary or 
depressed, you should know that Scott's 
Emulsion overcomes just such conditions.

It possesses in concentrated form the 
very elements to invigorate the blood, 
strengthen the tissues, nourish the nerves 
and build strength.

Scott’s is strengthening thousands of 
mothers—and will help you. Try it.

Scott & Bowne, Toronto, Ont.


