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NORDHEIMER
Miniature Upright

HE purchase of a Nordheimer Piano is not a speculation
—it is a sound investment. Nordheimer's 79 years of
Ieu(lcrship——supplying the best pianos to the best fami-

lies of Canada—provide your sure guarantee of satisfaction.

The wonderful instrument known as the “Nordheimer Mi-
niature Upright”’ possesses a tone so rich and beautiful that all

who hear it marvel at such musical quality in so compact a

case. While its production-cost is in the piano action and

mechanism rather than in unnecessary case-embellishment, the

Miniature Upright is, nevertheless, an ornament to any home

—it has that simplicity which is the truest form of art.

Write for Design Book “E”, containing full particulars
of this and the several other popuiar Nordheimer models.

Nordheimer Piano & Music Co., Limited

Corner Albert and Yonge Streets
TORONTO

/br Men's,Women's and Childrens Shoes

The F. F. DALLEY CORPORATIONS, LIMITED, HAMILTON, ONT,
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(Continued from page 5)

Thad in some measure recovered my breath.

“Miss—Eliz—beth,” he panted, very
hot of face and moist of brow, “must
beg—the—favor—of few words with you.”

“With pleasure, Mr. Selwyn,” an-
swered Lisbeth, radiant with smiles;
“as many as you wish.” Forthwith
Mr. Selwyn panted out his indictment
against the desperadoes of the Black
Death, while the Imp glanced appre-
hensively from him to Lisbeth, and
stole his hand furtively into mine,

“I should not have troubled you with
this, Miss Elizabeth,” Selwyn ended,
“but that I would not have you think
me neglectful of an appointment, es-
pecially with you.”

“Indeed, Mr. Selwyn, I am very
grateful for you for opening my eyes
to such a—a—""

“Very deplorable accident,” I put in.

“I—I was perfectly certain,” ghe
continued, without so much as glancing
in my direction, “that you would never
have kept meé waiting without sufficient
reason. And now, Mr. Brent, if you will
be so obliging as to take us to the bank,
Mr. Selwyn shall row us back—if he will.”

“Delighted!”” he murmured,

“I ordered tea served in the orchard
at five o'clock,” smiled Lisbeth, “and
it is only just four, so—""

“Which bank would you prefer,” I
inquired—"*'the right-or the left?”

“The nearest,” said Lisbeth.

“Which should you think was the
nearest, Mr. Selwyn?"’ I queried.

Disdaining any reply, Selwyn ran his
skiff ashore, and I obediently followed.
Without waiting for my - assistance,
Lisbeth deftly made the exchange from
one boat to the other, followed more
slowly by Dorothy.

“Come, Reginald,”
wyn made ready to
waiting for you!”
closer to me.

“Reginald . Augustus!” said Lisbeth,
The Imp shuffled uneasily.

“Are you coming?” inquired Lisbeth,

“I—TI'd rather be a pirate with Uncle

she said, as Sel-
push off; “we're
The Imp squatted

Dick, please, Auntie Lisbeth,” he said
at last. ¢
“Very well,” nodded Lisbeth with an
air of finality; “then, of course I must
punish you."” But her tone was strangel
gentle, and as she turned away I'{]

swear I saw the ghost of that dimple—
yes, I'll swear it.

So we sat very lonely and dejected,
the Imp and I, despcracf:)os though we
were, as we watched Selwyn's boat
grow smaller and smaller until it was
lost round a bend in the river.

{'Spect I shall get sent to bed for
this,” said the Imp after a long pause,

“I think it more than probable, my
Imp.”

“But then, it was a very fine race—
oh, beautiful!” he sighed; an’ I couldn’t
desert my ship an’ Timothy Bone, an’
leave you here all by yourself—now could
I, Uncle Dick?”

““Of course not, Imp?"”’ LShe.

“What are you thinking about, Uncle
Dick?” he inquired as I stared, chin
in hand, at nothing in particular.

“I was wondering, Imp, where the
River of Dreams was going to lead
me, after all.”

“To the Land of Heart's Delight of
course,” he answered promptly; “yoy
said so, you know, an’ you never te]]
lies, Uncle Dick—never."

CHAPTER 1V.
Moox Macic

THE Three Jolly Anglers is an inn of

a distinctly jovial aspect, with its top-
pling gables, its creaking sign, and its
bright lattices, which, like merry little
twinkling eyes, look down upon the
eternal river to-day with the same half.
waggish, half-kindly air as they have
done for generations.

Upon its battered sign,
you may still” see the

closely enough,

Three Anglers themselves, somewhat

worn and dim with time and stress of

weather, yet preserving their jollity
eroic fortitude

through it all with an
do until they

if you look

—as they doubtless will
fade away altogether.

It is an inn with raftered ceilings,
and narrow, winding passageways: an
inn, with long, low chambers full of
unexpected nooks an corners, with
great four-post beds built for tired
giants it would seem, and wide, deep
chimneys reminiscent of Gargantuan

rounds of beef; an inn whose very walls
seem  to exude comfort, as it were—
the solid comfortable comfort of a by-
gone age.

Of all the many rooms here to be
found I love best that which is called
Never were wain-
scotted walls of g mellower tone, never
Was pewter more gleaming, never were
things more bright and speckless, from
the worn, quaint andirons on the hearth
to the brass-bound blunderbuss, with the
two ancient fishing-rods above. At one
end of the room was a long, low casement,
and here I leaned, watching the river
;lr;ej:‘l;y, and listening to jts never-ceasing

ur. al ined an hour ago:
the beef had been excellent—it alwagys
1s at the Three Jolly Anglers—and the
ici also my pipe

surely Warranted,
heard of
together?

Away over the uplands a round? har-
vest moon was beginning to rise, fleck-
ing the shadowy Waters with patches
of silver, and, borne to my ears upon
the warm, still air, came the throb of
distant violins, This served only to
deepen my melancholy, reminding me
that somebody or other was giving a
ball to-night;” anq Lisbeth was there,
and Mr, Selwynhwas there, of course,
ere—alone with the
brass-bound blunderbuss, the 1ancient
shing-rods and the antique andirons
on the h with none to talk to

But then, who ever
love and Philosophy going

noting the splendor of the night, T ex-
perienced towards Lisbeth a gfeeiing‘ of
{)}?m}eld surpnse,.that she should prefer

€ heat and garish glitter of a ball-room

light bright upon hi
Yes, surely there
to-night! i

chanter might, by a strok f his fai
wand, roll back the years ?m% l}(;fvefa;:l}é

S armor,

in the brutal iri $l
when men »\?obec‘l’l:;?i' oodi0Nd Aifos

might and strength of
gold, as is go often t

days of ours, T b
. € mount
°ry steed, lance jn h, |

arm, and not by

urst upon the aston-
a, thunder-clap; to
P t0' my saddle-bow, and
other’s arms, to plunge

®

: eCame aware of a small, fur-
tive figure, dodging from one patch of
g }I;eaning from the
{ € out the form of a some-
h Y .
WAL disre e hin, who, dropping
nees, proceeded to
:;’l"(l)“’wl cffo:tv{?rds me over t'hepgrass with a
“Hallol’? mozf( C?ilaaiborgtg‘iaution;i :
i Y me e
(t)he C'ounter-SIgn"" e’ urcillitnagatgll‘llp
gir 1? heels and stareq at me with a
p uPO very round, bright eyes.
7 fase, are Ir. Uncle Dick?”
€ Inquired,

SORCY said, «
) v ou co: he
Imp, Ih Presume,”’ yThe br:; xﬁg?int;edt a
i ead, at the same time fumbling
“Ai%m:}hmg 1n his pocket.
o ' I inqui
; cop‘versationall;?ay * Shpac T tacuin
“I'm Ben, I am.”
The gardener’s
x:wc{thlrlxd heid nodded 7.
th much Wwrithing an isti he
succeeded 1}1 drawing :tv;?glggeous
O articles from pbi ket
when he selected HSgal¥ s
pled piece of paperfl PRy oo

“He wants a ladder so,

out, but it's tog bi i
.0ig fer me to lift, so
he told me to gVe you this here so's
K/?u would come ap’ rescue him—please,
ith which lucid
me the crumpled

0y?”  Again the

uiescence, as

(Continued on bage 43)




