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a* gin. -ror I’m getting real com. ee^
tins snow makes me all wet"

-“'eep up yodr heart, Çar’lyn May,”-
be begged. "I guess well get throég* 
all right now."

"Oh, Fm not really afraid,” the little- 
girl answered. “Only Pd really like tit
he on shore."

Chet hastened on toward the son** 
of the tolling bell, sharply on th# 
watch for other breaks In the ice.

Here was another—a wlde-spreadfaftf 
crevasse filled with black water. Cbet 
had no Idea to which direction h* 
should turn. And, Indeed, it seemed tgk 
him as though the opening was grew»' 
ing wider each moment. The ice eea- 
which they stood must be cempletaQ|r 
severed from that further up in the !•» 
let I 1,

The boy had become frightened^ 
Carolyn May had little idea of thteè 
danger. Prince eat up and howled, ft 
seemed to the boy as though they wee* 
in desperate straits, indeed.

“Tou’ve got to be a brave ghV 
Car’Iyn May,” he said. *Tm goto* t* 
swim across this place and then dm* 
you over. Tou stick to the sled a*Z 
you won’t scarcely get wet even.” |

“Oh, Chet ! don’t you dare fttifc 
drownd-ed !" begged Carolyn May, tore 
rifled now by the situation. i

He turned a bright face, on her ■* 
he struck out for the edge of the Htig 
ice floe. Chet might not have been thdr 
wlaest boy who ever lived, but he M 
brave, in the very best sense of tfc* 
word.

“Don’t worry about me, Carty* 
May,” he chattered. (

The desperate chill of the water ala 
most stopped the boy’s heart. (

Three strokes took him across ttft 
patch of open water. I

“We’ll be all right in a minutai 
Car’Iyn May 1” he called, climbing bj

IS a pussier. -
The hardware dealer might deserve 

this title In ordinary 'times, but this 
was one occasion when he plainly dis
played emotion.

Hannah’s Car’Iyn, the little child he 
had learned to love, was somewhere on 
the Ice In the driving storm. He 
would have rushed blindly out on the 
rotten Ice, barehanded and alpne, had 
the others iy>t halted him.

Joseph Stagg stood on the dbck and 
shouted at the top of his voice :

“Prince I Prince I Prince I"
The wind mast have carried his 

voice a long way out across the cove, 
but there was no reply. j

Then, suddenly, the clear silver tine 
of a bell rang out Its pitch carried 
through the storm startlingly clear.

There was a movement ont In the 
cove. One field of ice crashed against, 
another. Mr. Stagg stifled a moan 
and was one of the first to climb down 
to the level of the Ice.

“Have a care, Joe," somebody 
warned him. “This enow on the Ice 
will mask the holes and Assures some
thing scandaloulf.”

But Joe Stagg was reckless of his 
own safety. He started out Into the 
snow, shouting again:

“Prince 1 Prince I Here, boy 1 Here, 
boy !”

There was no answering bark.
The clanging of the chapel bell was 

a comforting sound. Joseph Stagg did 
not know that, unable to And the sex
ton, Amanda Parlow bad forced the 
church door and was tagging at the 
rough rope herself.

Back and forth she rang the Iron 
clapper, and It was no uncertain note 
that clanged across the storm-driven 
cove that afternoon. It was not work 
to which Carolyn May’s “pretty lady” 
was used. Her shoulders soon ached 
and the palma of her hands were raw 
and bleeding. But she continued to 
toll the bell without a moment’s sur
cease—on and on, till her brain swam 
and her breath cam.e chokingly from 
her lungs.

“Joel Joe!" she muttered each time 
that she bore down on the bell rope, 
and the Iron tongue shouted the word 
for her, far across the snow-blotted
cove.

Carolyn May was not the first of the 
trio caught out on the moving Ice to be 
frightened. Perhaps because she had 
such unbounded faith in the good In
tentions of everbody toward her, the 
child could not Imagine anything real
ly hurting her.

“Oh. isn’t this fun 1” she crowed, 
bending her head before the beating t>f 
the storm. “Do hang on, Princey.”

But Prlncê could not hang on so 
well, now that they faced the wind. He 
slipped off the sled twice, and that de
layed them. Under his skates, Chet 
could feel the Ice heave, while the 
resonant cracks followed each other 
like a file-fire of musketry.
- “Goodness me I” gasped Carolyn 
May, “the Ice seems to be going all to 
pieces, Chet., I hope it won’t till we 
get back to the shore.”

“Pm hopin’ that, too,” returned the 
boy.

He had quickly realized that they 
were In peril, but he would not let 
Carolyn May see that he was fright
ened—no, indeed!

The boy unstrapped the skates swift
ly. He had a very good reason for re
moving them. If the ice was breaking 
up Into floes, he might skate right off 
Into the water, being unable to halt 
quickly enough, if on the steel runners.

He now plodded on, head down, drag
ging the sled and tire child, with Prince 
slipping and scratching along beside 
thbm.

Suddenly he came to open water. It 
was so broad a channel that he could 
not hope to leap It; and, of course, he 
could not get the sled and the little 
girl across.

“My !” cried Carolyn May, “that 
place wasn’t here when we came out, 
was It, Chet? It must have just come 
here.”

“I don’t think It was here before,** 
admitted the boy.

Suddenly a sound reached their ears 
that startled both ; it even made Prince 
prick up his ears and listen. Then the 
dog sat up on his haunches and began 
to howl.

“Oh, don’t Prince 1” gasped Carolya 
May. “Who ever told you you could 
sing, Just because you hear a church 
bell ringing?”

“That’s the chapel bell !” cried Chet 
Gormley. “Now I'm sure I’m right. 
But we must get around this open 
patch in the water.”

He set off along the edge of the open 
water, which looked black and angry. 
The Ice groaned and cracked in a 
threatening way. He was not sure 
whether the floe they were on had com
pletely broken away from the great 
mass of ice in the cove an£ .was al
ready drlftlrfg ont Into thtrlake or not

Haste, however, he lipew was Im
perative. The tolling of the chapel 
bell coming faintly down the wind, 
Chet drew the sled swiftly along the 
edge of the opening, the dog trotting 
along beside them, whining. Prince 
plainly did not approve of this.

“Here it Is !” shouted the boy in sud
den Joy. “Now we’ll be all right, 
■PWlIPMPnjS’’ ,

“Oh. I’m so trlau. Chet” snld the lit.
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"Where’s That Plagued Boy?"
he believed the seamstress possessed— 
would net have allowed them to ven
ture.

Yet, why had Chet not returned?
He quickened hla pace. He was run

ning—slipping and sliding over the we! 
snow—when he turned Into the street 
on which his store boy and his wid
owed mother lived.

Mrs. Gormley saw him /coming from 
the windows of the tiny front room.

Mr. Stagg plunged Into the little 
house, head down, and belligerent.

“Where’s that plagued boy?’’ he de
manded. "Don’t tell me he's taken 
Hannah’s Car’Iyn eut on the cove in 
this storm 1”

“But—you told him he could l' 
walled the widow.

“What if I did? I didn’t know ’twas 
going to snow like this, did I?”

“But it wasn’t snowin' when they 
went,” said Mrs. Gormley, plucking up 
some little spirit. “I'm sure It wasn’t 
Chetwood’s fault Oh, dear I”

"Woman,” groaned Joseph Stagg, "It 
doesn’t matter whose fault it Is—or if 
it’s anybody’s fault. The mischief’s 
done. The ice is breaking up. It’s 
drifting out of the inlet"

Jnst at this moment an unexpected 
voice broke into the discussion.

“Are you positive they went out on 
the cove to slide, Mrs. Gormley?”

“Oh, yes, I be, Mandy,” answered 
the seamstress. “Chet said he was 
goln’ there, and what Chet says he’ll 
do, he always does.”

“Then the ice has broken away and 
they have been carried out into the 
lake,” groaned Mr. Stagg.

Mandy Parlow came quickly to the 
little hall.

“Perhaps not, Joseph,” she said, 
speaking directly to the hardware deal
er. “It may be the storm. It snows so 
fast they would easily get turned 
around—be unable to find the shore.”

Another reverberating crash echoed 
from the cove. Mrs. Gormley wrung 
her hands.

“Oh, my Chet! Oh, my Chet!” she 
walled. “He’ll be drowned !”

“He won’t be, If he’s got any sense,” 
snapped Mr. Stagg. ‘Til get some men 
and we’ll go after them.”

“Call the dog, Joseph Stagg. Call the 
dog,” advised Miss Amanda.

“Heh? Didn’t Prince go with 'em?”
“Oh, yes, he did,” wailed Mrs. Gorm

ley. t
“Call the dog. Just the same,” re

peated Amanda Parlow. “Prince will 
hear you and bark.”

“God bless you I So he will,” cried 
Mr. Stagg. You’re got more sense 
thaif any of us, Mandy.”

“And I’ll have the chapel bell rung,” 
she said.

“Huh I what’s that for?”
“The wind will carry the sound out 

across the cove. The boy, Chet, will 
recognize the sound of the bell and it 
will give him an Idea of where home 
Is.”

“You do beat all !” exclaimed Joseph 
Stagg, starting to leave the house.

“Find a cap of Chet’s, Mrs. Gorm
ley.” she commanded. “Don’t you see 
Mr. Stagg has no hat? He’ll catch his 
death of cold.”

“Why, I never thought !” He turned 
to speak directly to Miss Amanda, but 
she had gone back Into the robm and 
was putting on her outer wraps. Mrs. 
Gormleyf red-eyed and weeping, 
brought the cap.

Mr. Stagg plunged down the steps 
and kept on down the hill to the water 
front There was an eating-place here 
where the waterside characters congre
gated, and Mr. Stagg put his head In 
at the door.

“Some of you fellers, come out with 
me on the ice and look for a little girl 
—And a boy and a dog,” said Mr. Stagg_ 
“Like enough, they’re lost in this storm. 
And the Ice Is going out.”

They all rushed out of the eating- 
house and down to the nearest dock. 
Even the cook went, for he chanced to 
know Carelyn May.

“And let me tell you,' she’s one rare 
Http*, kid,” he declared, ont of Mr. 
Stagy’s hearing. “How she come to be 
•dated to that hard-as-nalls Joe Stagg 
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CHAPTER VTI—While Carolyn and her 
uncle are taking a Sunday walk In the 
woods they encounter Amanda Parlow. 
The dog kills a sinks about to strike 
Amanda and Stagg and Amanda apeak 
to each other for the tint time In years.

CHAPTER VIII—Carolyn Is told by- 
Chet Gormley. her uncle’s clerk, of the 
destitute condition In which she was left 
by her parents. She learns that she is 
really loved by her,uncle and Aunty Rose.

CHAPTER IX—Carolyn finds an old 
Bailor In a enow drift. He had been bad
ly Injured In a fall and Is taken In and 
cared for by Amanda

CHAPTER X—It turns out that the sail
or Wae on board the Dunraven when It 
was sunk.

CHAPTER XI—Amanda calls Stagg In
to her house to bear the sailor’s story. It 
leaves Utile hope for his slstsr and her 
husband.

CHAPTER XII—Chet Gormley takes 
Carolyn out skating. The spring freshet 
comes and breaks up the ice, putting them 
In great peril.

V CHAPTER XIII.

The Chapel Bell.
If Joseph Stagg had obeyed the pre

cept of hla little niece on this particu
lar afternoon and had been “looking 
up,” instead of having his nose In the 
big ledger, making out monthly state
ments, he might have discovered the 
coming storm In season to withdraw 
his permission to Chet to take Caro
lyn May out on thelce.

It was always dark enough in the 
little back office In winter for the hard
ware dealer to have a lamp banting. So 
he did not notice the snow flurry that 
had taken Sunrise Cove in its arms 
until he chanced to walk out to the 
front of the store for needed exercise.

“I declare to man, It's snowing !” 
muttered Joseph Stagg. "Thought we’d 
got through with that for this season."

He opened the store door. There was 
a chill, clammy wind, and the snow 
was damp and packed ’quickly under 
foot

“Hum I If that Chet Gormley were 
here now, he might be of some use for 
once,” thought Mr. Stagg.

Suddenly he bethought him of the 
errand that had taken the boy away; 
from the store.

"Hey, Stagg 1” shouted a shopkeeper 
from over the way, who had likewise 
come to the door, "did you hear that?"

“Hear what?” asked Joseph Stags, 
puzzled,

“There she goes again ! That’s Ice, 
old man. She’s breaking up. WeH 
have spring with us In no time new.”

The reverberating crash that had 
startled Chet Gormley had startled Jo
seph Stagg as well.

“My goodness I” gasped the hard
ware dealer, and he started Instantly 
■way from the store, bareheaded as he 
was, without locking the door behind 
him—something he had never done be
fore, since he had established himself 
In business on the main street of Sen- 
rise Cove.

Just why he ran he could scarcely 
have explained. Of course, the chil
dren had net gone out In this snow
storm 1 Mrs. Gormley—little sense as

net think. His brain seemed ~T*if 
pletely clouded. I

But what was the little girl doing? 
He saw her hauling in on the wet rag* 
and she seemed to be speaking t* 
Prince, for he stood directly bette* 
her, his ears erect, his tall agitated? 
By and by he barked sharply.

"Now, Princey I” Chet heard her a* 
She thrust the end of the rope isflh 

the dog’s Jaws and waved her ; :ltt™3 
hand-towards the open water and tihp 
unhappy Chet beyond it 

Prince sprang around, faced fib* 
strait of black water, shaking the ee* 
of the rope vigorously. Chet saw what

Auditors

ELLIO'
“Come on. Prince ! Come on, goes 

dog! Here, sir!"
Prince could not bark his reply wUS 

the rope in :ls Jaws, but he sprain 
into the v , -r and swam eturdU* 
toward Che i.

He stoor e ’ nd seized the dog’s ftete 
legs when he came near and hrfytj 
him scramble out on the ice. The en* 
of the rope was safely In his gne*j
again.

“My goodness I My goodness ! 
could sing a hallelujah I” decla 
Chet, his eyes streaming now. “H 
on, now, Car’Iyn May! I’m goln* 
drag you across. You hang right 
to that sled.”

"Oh, ril cling to it Chet," dedal 
the little girl. “And do take me
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i/OCMAl a# >>

eWFOlW. ONT------/
Western - Ontario's largest 

and best Commercial School. 
We give thorough courses 
and have experienced instruc
tors in Commercial, Short
hand and Telegraphy depart
ments. We assist graduates 
to positions. Write for our 
free catalogue. It may in
terest you.
D. A. McLACHLAN, Principal.

CHANTRY FARM
Five nice young roan ball calves 

’ for sale. Can also spare a few 
, young elves: still have a few dork- 

ings and black leghorn cockerels 
' left at prices you can afford lo pay, 
, Get into the breeds that will lay 

when egg prices are high.

ED de GEX, Kerwood P.0.
He Turned a Bright Face on Her rift 

He Struck Out for the Edge of tbft 
Other Ice Floe.

thin ice, quick, for I think it’s floating 
out with me."

Chet drew on the rope, the ale* 
moved forward and plunged, with just 
a little splash, into the pool.

In a few seconds he had “snaked 
the sled to the edge of the Ice fle* 
on which he stood. He picked the sob* 
bing Carolyn May off the sled an*1 
Ihen lifted that up too. The little 
*as wet below her waist. f.

TIME TABIsB
Trains leave Watford Station as follows:

Accommodation, 7$........ 8 44 a.m. à
Chicago Express.I3 .......I* 34 p.m.
Acctmimodntieft^KIwefMBSBfei

going *A8*
Accommodation, SO ......  7 38 a.m.
New York Express, ft,... 11 16 a,m. 
Accommodation, 11a.. . 4 20 pÆe

For Asthma and Catarrh.—It is One of 
the chief recommendations of Dr. Thom
as’ Hclectrlc Oil that it can be used in
ternally with as much success «a jjgtete 
outwardly. Sufferers from asthma and 
catarrh will find that the Oil when used 
according to directions will give immedi
ate relief. Many sufferers from these 
ailments have found relief in the Oil and 
have sent testimonials.
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