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I jive Jimmy a conniption nt yet. \vnaF~ 

d'you want down herel"
Carolyn May told him. A map luff 

come to the house to buy « cow an» 
Aunty Bos- h*i seat the little gut 
down to tell Mr. Stagg to come »>—vp- 
and “drive his own bargain^'

“Well, well,” said Mr. Stagg, focfe- 
lug the ledger In the safe, “I’ll hustle 
right out and tend to It. Don’t see 
jrhy the man couldn’t have wait*} tin 
noontime. Hey, you, Chet ! Look out 
for the store. Don’t have any footing;

-Mandy ! Handy!" he murmurer 
over and ever again. “Oh, Mandy. 
WhyT Whyr ,

He held the tintype for a long, long 
time la his hand, gating on It with 
eyes that saw the vanished years 
rather than the portraits themselves. 
Finally he hid the picture away again, 
closed and locked the drawer with a 
sigh and with alow steps left the 
room.

Vi
dropped Carolyn May’sviS-; forward with His
raised to strike, nut

—Sara" Uncle Joe, clearing 
his tlit... • “If it’s golngto do you 
any p... u'ar good, Car’lyn May, i 
suppose 1 tan take a walk with you."

It was a crisp day—one of those au
tumn days when the tang of frost to- 
mains In the air. In spite of all tili 
efforts of the sub to warm tit.

Here and there they stopped to pick 
up the glossy brown cbestnuta that 
had burst from their burnt That la, 
Cardlyn May and her uncle did. Prince; 
after a single attempt to noee one of 
the prickly burrs, left them strictly, 
nions.

“You might Just as well try to eat 
Aunty Rose’s strawberry needle cush
ion! Princey," the little girt said 
wisely. “You’ll have a sorer noee than 
Amoe Bartlett had when he tried to 
tile It down with a wood rasp.”

“Hum I" ejaculated Mr. Stagg, 
“whatever foasessed that Bartlett 
cbltt( to do such a fool trick!"

“Why, you know his nose Is awfully
hi*.** H* rWwAtvn Mew «And w-
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“Oh, nndel may I stay, too? Me 

and Prince?" cried Carolyn Mask- 
“We’ll be good.”

"Pshaw! Yes, If you want to," re» 
i sponded Mr. Stagg, harrying away. 

“My I your uncle’s changin’ moe* 
remarked Chat! 

‘He does sometime*

during the
Chet Qormley Tells Some News.

It was when she came In sight of 
the Perlow place on Monday after
noon, she and Prince, that Cnrnlyii 
Mhy bethought her of the very best 
person In the world with whom to ad
vise upon the momentous question 
which so troubled her.

Who could be more Interested In the 
happiness of Miss Amanda than Mr. 
Parlow himself?

The little girl had been going to call 
on Miss Amanda. Aunty Rose had 
said she might and Miss Amanda had 
Invited her “specially."

But the thought of taking the old 
carpenter Into her confidence and ad
vising with him delayed that visit. Mr. 
Fallow was busy on some piece of 
cabinet work, hot he nodded briskly to 
the little girl when she came to the 
door of the shop and looked in.

“Are you very busy, Mr. Parlow?” 
she asked him after a watchful min
ute or two.

I “My hands be, Car’lyn May," said 
the carpenter In his dry voice.

| "Oh I”
“But I kin listen to ye—and I kin

1 toit»

recommending it to 
other expectant 
toothers. Before taking II “ v

sutlered with neo- and more, ain’t he?’ 
the optimistic, 
almost laugh, Car’lyn. I never see ttol 
beat of It!” ,

“Oh, la her cried the little ch!l&. 
“Ia he looking up more? Do you thin* 
he is, Chet?”

•T positively do,” Chet assured beak 
"And he hasn’t nlwsys got his now 

im that old ledger?"
“Well—I wouldn't eay that he at* 

lected business, no, ma'am," sal* tin 
bey honestly. “You see, we men ha* » 
got to think of business mostly. Hof 
he sure Is thlnkln’ of some other thing! 
too—ya-as, lndeedy!"

“What things, Chetr Carolyn MW 
asked anxiously, hoping that Uadi* 
Joe had shown some recovered Inter* 
est-In Mias Amanda and that Chet ha* 
noticed It.

“Why—well-

not live, bet after 
taking three bottiae 
of Lydia E. PInk- 
ham's Vegetable 
Compound! waa en
tirely relieved of 
neuralgia, 1 had 
gained in strength

aqi housework. M
19 pounds and I feel

ive for
Leaped Forward With Hie Walking 

Stick to Strike.
the mongrel dog was there first. He 
wisely caught the blacksnake behind 
the head, his strong, sharp teeth sev
ering Its vertebrae.

“Good dog!" shouted Mr. Stagg ex
citedly. “Fine dog!”

“Oh, Mias Amanda I" shrieked Caro
lyn May. “I—I thought he was going 
to sting you—I did!"

She ran to the startled woman and 
clung to her hand. Prince nosed the 
deàd snake. Mr. Stagg looked exceed
ingly foolish. Miss Amanda recovered ! “Something did on this Sunday,"
her color and her voice simultaneously. cried the little girt. “Didn’t you hear 

“What a brave dog yours is, Utile ab”5l1,16 biake?" 
girl," she said to Carolyn Hay. “And "What d’ye mean—snake?"
I do bo despise snakes!” Then she '^n<* then little Carolyn May ex*
looked directly at Mr. Stagg and Plalned- She told the story with such 
bowed gravely. “I thank you," she eamestnees that he stopped working 
said, but so coldly, so Carolyn May I to V*ten’
thought, that*her voice might have 1 Humph!" waa his grunted com-
come "Just off an Iceberg." at the end- “Well I"

“Oh, I didn’t do anything—really I ^>on 1 y0B thlnk that was reaI el’
dldn’t,” stammered the man. "It was citing?" asked Carolyn May. “And
the dog." lost see how It almost brought my

Both " looked very uncomfortable. J Dnc,e Joe and your Ml8s Amanda to- 
Joseph Stagg began to pick up the I ge*be^L Hon’t yon see?" 
scattered chestnuts from the over- *dr’ Harlow actually jumped. “What’s 
turned basket. The lady stooped and ^ou 8ay’ child?” he rasped out
whispered to Carolyn May : grimly. ‘‘Bring Mandy and Joe Stagg

“Come to see me, my dear. I want together? Well, I guess not!” 
to know you better.” “0h* Mr* Parlow. don’t you think

Then she kissed Carolyn May and that would be **at be-a-you-ti-ful ?”
slipped quietly away from the brook, cr*ed *be little girl with a lingering
disappearing quickly In the under- emPhasis upon the most important
growth* X* word. “Don’t you see how happy they

Joseph Stagg and the little girl
went on across the stepping stones, / aont know as anybody’s per- 
while Prince splashed through the anxious to see that daughter of
water. Carolyn May was thinking *lne and Joe StBgg friend*y again, 
about Miss Amanda Parlow and she N® 800,1 W0B,d come ot lt ’’ 
believed her Uncle Joe waa, too. Carolyn May looked at him sorrow-

"Uncle Joe," she said, "would that Pafow hadl qulte dlsaP"
bad old snake have stung Miss ^ ^ ' p aJ° to be seen
Amanda?” that he wns not the right one t0 ad"

“Huh? No; I reckon not,” admitted ’,8e ™J,J?bont ^ matter- Tbe '«tie
Mr. Stagg absent-mindedly. “Black- 8 8 „ ,
snakes don’t bite. A big one like that „ “f d d, 6 p0,e yoad want t0 
can squeeze some.” 8ae “l8,8 Amanda baM>y’ Mr- p“rl6w,"

“But you were scared of lt—like me 8 , 8pare ’
and Prince. And for Miss Amanda,” Pahl fnar,ed the old
said Carolyn May very much In ear- — ’ , 8 goronsly to work again,
nest_ He acted as if he wished to say no

“I guess ’most everybody is scared and lat tbe girl dcPurt
by the sight of a snake, Car’lyn May.” 1an°ther w°rd'

“But you were scared for Miss CaroyaMay r®ally could not under- 
Amanda’s sake—jnst the same as I ~"at east Bbe Child not lm-
was," repeated the little girl decidedly.

“Well?" he growled, looking away, That Mr. Parlow might have a self- 
troubled by her Insistence. lsh reason for desiring to keep his

“Then yon doVt hate her, do yon?" daughter and Joseph Stagg apart did 
the child pursued. "I’m glad of that, n°t enter the little girl’s mind.
Uncle Joe, for I like her very much. After that Sunday walk, however, 
I think she’s a beautiful lady." Carolyn May was never so much

To this Uncle Joe said nothing. afraid of her uncle as before. Why,
“I gness," thought Carolyn May ! he had even called Prince “good dog!" 

wisely, “that when two folks love each j Truly Mr. Joseph Stagg was being 
other and get angry tbe love’s there | transformed—if slowly.
Just the same. Getting mad doesn’t 
kill lt; lt only makes ’em feel worse.

“Poor Uncle Joe ! Poor Miss Aman
da ! Maybe If they’d Just try to look 
up and look for brighter things they'd 
get over being mad and be happy 
again."

When Uncle Joe and Carolyn May 
returned from this adventurous walk 
Mr. Stagg went heavily Into his own. 
room, closed the door and even locked 
lt. He went over to the old-fashioned 
walnnt bureau that stood against the 
wall between the. two windows and 
stood before lt for some moments In 
an attitude of deep reflection. Finally, 
he drew his bunch of key* from his 
pocket and opened one of the two 
email drawers In the heavy piece of 
furniture—the only locked drawer 
there was. He drew forth a tintype 
picture, faded now, bnt clear enough 
to show him the features of the two 
Individuals printed on the sensitised 
plate. _ »

His own eyes looked out of the pho
tograph proudly. They were much 
younger eyes than they were now.

And the girl beside hlm lu the pic
ture I Sweet aa a wild rose, Mandy 
Parlow*» lovely, cale countenance

eiuch g
Milchel ___

Good health during maternity 1» e 
most important factor to both mother 
end child, and many letters have been 
received bv the Lydia E. Pinkham 
Medicine Co., Lynn, Mas»., telling of 
health restored during this trying period 
l»y the use of Lydia E. Pinkham'e Vege
table Compound.

Peakl

Now, yon see, thareK 
that house you used to live In. To* 
know about that?"

“What about it, CbetV.’ the Ifjtti4 
girl aaked rather timidly. <

“Well, Mr. Stagg ain’t never den* 
nothin' about lt. He ain’t sold It, nee 
•old the furniture, nor nothin’. Ye*

I knew; Car’lyn May, your folks dtdut! 
leave yon no money.” I

“Oh I Didn’t they?" cried CJarotydl 
May, greatly startled. :

"No. Ton see, I heard all about Ug 
Mr. Vickers, the lawyer, came In her* 
one day and your uncle read a lette* 
to him out loud. I couldn’t help b*V 
hear. Tbe letter was from anothee 
lawyer and ’twas all about you an* 
your concerns. I heard It all,” sale 
the quite Innocent Chet 

“And Mr. Vickers says: ‘So the ehU* 
hasn’t anything of her own, JoeFri 
Chet went on. “And year uncle say** 
‘Not a dollar, 'cept what I might saM 
that furniture for.’ And he hasnl 
•old lt yet, I know. He jrci can* 
make up his mind to sell thei thing* 
that was your mother’s, Car’lyn May!* 
added the boy, with a deeper InsigMt 
Into Mr. Stagg’s character than on* 
might have given him credit for paw 
sensing. ■

But Carolyn May had heard somsl 
news that made her suddenly qnleÉ 
and she was glad a customer came Inti 
store just then to draw Chet Gorw 
ley’s attent' i. |

The chile 1 never thought befor* 
about how i ood things of life — 
to her—her ;d, clothes and lodging.!
But now Chet Gormley's chatteri™ 
had given her a new view of the tactfj 
of the case.
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d. d. e, La. r>. a There had been no monel 

left to spend for her needs. Until 
Joe was just keeping her out 01 
charity !

“And Prince, too,” thought the lltti) 
girl, with a lump In her throat. “H< 
hasn't got any more home than a rati 
bit! And Uncle Joe don’t really 111* 
dogs—not even now.

“Oh, dear me !" pursued Carol* 
May. “It’s awful hard to be an <* 
phan. But to be a poor orphan—jo* 
a charity one—Is a whole lot worse, 1 
guess. I wonder If I ought to st* 
with Uncle Joe and Aunty Rose ao< 
make them so much trouble?”

The thought bit deep Into the lltth 
girl’s very Impressionable mind. Shi 
wished to be alone and to think oval 
this really tragic thing that, face! 
her—the ugly fact that she was I 
“charity child."

“And you're a charity dog, Prind 
Cameron," she said aloud, looking

KADÜATB of the Royal Colli

V ei;**iixe.rv B-uveaou.
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Veterinary Surgeon,
DONOR GRADUATB ONTARIO VBTKRIN EX ary College. Dentistry a Specialty. A! Üarssra of domestic animals treated on sdentlfi 
^principles.

Office—Two doors south of the Guide-Advocate 
•■toe. Residence—Main Street, one door north 
mt Dr. SiddelVs office.
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iROMPT attention to all orders, reasonable 
terme. Orders tnay ,be left at the Guide she said aloud, _____

down At the mongrel who walked «S 
dately beside her along the countr» 
road.

The little girl had loitered along titij 
road until lt was now dinner tim% 

Ai^nty Rose would have h*4
’ - ----------------- * *“>

Mr. Stagi: had evidently

Gordon Hollingsworth
L censed Auctioneer

For the County of Lambton.
ftARKFUL attention paid to ,11 order,. Term \J reasonable and Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Order, may be left at the Guide-Advocate office.

is life had he been so long Indeed, Aunty Rose would have lia*
question. , the meal on the table twenty minute*
really loved Hannah. He earlier. Mr. Stag - bad evidently r*|
v, did Joseph Stagg, every mainud at The Coi ners .o sell the cod*
oked at the lovely little and eat dinner too—thus “killing tw*
tad come to live with him birds with one stone."
mers. Why! just so had t And here Carolyn May and Princ*
ked when she wns a little were at Mr. Parlow’s carpenter shopU
same deep, violet eyes and i just as the old man was taking off hi* 
and laughing lips— apron preparatory to going In to hi*
; sometimes actually found ; dinner. When Miss Amanda was awajj 
of the cheerful figure of nursing, the carpenter ate at a neigh» 

Car’lyn" coming between | bor’s table. j
3 big ledger over which he i It Kow Miss Amanda appeared on tti* 
any of his waking hours, j tide porch. ,
ooked up from the ledger— l1 “Where are you going, little girll^
a Saturday morning—and ' *e asked, smiling, 
ee the bright figure of the I 1 “Home to Aunty Rose," said Carol** 
standing before him. It ! May bravely. “But I guess I’m let*
m ni» "f<1 nm, v. I J___J!____ ...
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