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j what,” lie added, “as much of the win- Smiths had bought it. Of course old Mr. 
! ter as you like to spend at Church Farm, Smith would no more ever learn farming 
we’ll board you for two dollars a week.” at his time of life than Mrs. Smith would 

But a better ofter came even than that; learn dairying; but they would play at 
for, when the extra harvest hands, of doing so, and their children would do sa 
whom Mr. Root had had two from the ; in reality. Ferdinand, the doctor, was 
province of Quebec, were dismissed, and already “taking hold” with all a scientifid 
profits for the year had been calculated, man’s thoroughness. Arthur, having seen 
Mr. and Mrs. Root determined to utilise the family safely started on its 
what was left of an' unusually fine fall career, would shortly go back to the sea; 
to run up a new barn and cattle stable, but Manitoba was now his home.
To get this roofed over before winter “To think of us meeting you here,
closed in would take them all they could Wyndham!” said old Mr. Smith, as he
do. And for the time it would be build- sat in his shirt-sleeves, smoking his pipe, 
ing, he offered Horace and Gascoigne their in the kitchen after supper, Horace op- 
board and a dollar a day. This was pro- posite, Mrs. Smith and the other Smiths 
motion, indeed, they were getting as much scattered about the room promiscuously, 

Sandy ! Not only that, but it all but Maude, who had disappeared with 
the very experience that they need- Ned to inspect the dairy. There was not 

ed- for, when they took up land in the the slightest reason for the shirt-sleeves, 
spring, they would have to build their for old Mr. Smith never did more than 
houses. potter about the place, nor for the kitchen.

And so Ned and Gascoigne knew the for the house contained a nice big library ;
joy of putting up a frame building with but Mr. Smith thought it looked more
their own hands—and it is a joy, as any- Colonial so.

who has ever done it can testify. “So that was what you were up to, 
What was not quite so joyful was their when you gave us the slip so suddenly at 
experience shingling the roof. In sum- the old bank. Of course I knew it was 

shingling is the nicest , neatest, clean- impossible ; but, really, there were people
who thought, that is------” and Mr. Smith,
who had become first very grave, them 
visibly embarrassed, stopped short.

Horace wondered what could be the
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CHAPTER XV—(Continued)

“You boys got ter git up! that is, if 
ÿou want any breakfast. Come, you 
[ladies, don’t you want to give the child- 
lien some grub? Only got an hour to 
|do it in. Kitchen car don’t come on till 
letter Ottawa! Come along, please” yell- 
jed the breakman, a sort of first lieuten
ant to the conductor, as he walked 
•through the train.
• Horace and Ned were up and getting
* wash in less than no time, and, with 

young Scotchman, called McAllister,
«allied out to find where breakfast was 
[to be obtained.

“Eh! mon,” said the latter, as he gaz- 
Jjfed found In admiration, “but did ever 

the like o’ this for a railway sta
llion. ’Tis liker to a sessions hoose!”

ing the paper as to interrupt it with 
an exclamation.

Both Horace and Ned had chaffed the

-
I

■ "< . ' now as 
wasyoung Scotchman on the passage out on 

the preternatural earnestness with which 
he always treated the written word, from 
a page of the Bible to a paragraph in 
Tit-Bits; and Ned, seeing him drop the 
paper, and hearing his ejaculation of j 
“Weel! weel ! ” was going to chaff him 
now, but the joke died on his lips, for j 
looking up. he saw, to his intense aston
ishment, that young Sandy’s serious, ; 
honest eyes were filled with tears.

“Why. Sandy, man, whatever is the 
trouble?” he asked.

m
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;
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* i* essàssfi I est work that there is. But autumn was 
now getting on fast, and shingling in 
the cold is terrible work. Snow flurries 

I were coining occasionally before the roof
finished, and all the shinglers, Mr. matter. Suddenly he remembered the

Root included, were wearing fur caps and telegram, and the mail report, which he
gloves. However, the ridgepieee once on, had seen in the Montreal Gazette. Then
the outside work was over. A big stove he understood.
was put in the centre, and the work of “Tell me, Mr. Smith,” ' he said, “about 
fitting up the inside could now go on this robbery. I saw something about it
leisurely, if necessary all winter. at Montreal; but, somehow, things have

With winter in Canada comes gaiety, seemed to move so quickly since, that 1
long drives to neighboring farms, to have hardly given it another thought. It
“bees” and dances, church socials, and, seems that it was Hocking?”
sometimes, lectures, which latter, perhaps, “Hocking and an accomplice,” said Mr. 
hardly come under the head of gaiety. Smith. “It was quite clear that Hock-
One moonlight night, Horace and Ned ing did not do it alone.”
were jogging home in a box-sleigh from “Mr. Hocking?” said Maude, who came

big husking bee and dance at a house in at this moment. “One oughtn’t to
London, Dec. 2-Two aeronauts, Mr. sport. His father, Charles Green Spencer,, three miles, crossed Belgium and a part about ten miles from Church Farm. Ned £

Percival Spencer and Mr. Leslie Bucknall, was an enthusiastic aeronaut and did much , of Germany. The balloon used on m ^ „Tq thjnk tha(. n ;3 on]y about four member how I always thought he
don. As usual in these cases, the burg- who started from Wandsworth, a suburb to promote the development of the bal- ; 'Vlp"^ number *of Kuc- months since we were walking Piccadilly horried, and you told me I was silly,
lars’ plans seemed to have been carefully of ^ Tuegday a£temoon in a balloon, loon. cessfuj Sts in an air ship of his own I together; and here we are. a couple of , See what comes of not trusting a woman’s
laid, and, unfortunately in this instance, . / ’ • l,es8uu n's“18 m an alr smp 01 sun-tanned, fur-capped ruffians. We have intuition, dad!”
nnlv ton onpppoQf.il The nnininn nf the the \ îvienne IV.. landed at daybreak His brother, Stanley Spencer, who died dc vising. , ■ , , .... n „ , „ , , .,only too successful. Hie opinion ot the , . . T , .. , - , „ . .ono . 10nn n forgotten all about aristocracy, we have. But really, my dear, replied Mr.
police is that the watchman, Alexander Wednesday at \evey, on the Lake of in January of this year, made his first During the years 1898 and 1899 Mr. I’er- ! forgotten all about Society, we -” Smith, “if everyone you said was horrid
McAllister, found dead in the passage. Geneva, Switzerland, accomplishing the ascension from the Crystal Palace when cival Spencer made a number of balloon ; <‘goc;ety, jf you like, Ned,” interrupted was therefore necessarily a criminal____ ”
was poisoned by some preparation of notable journey of 420 miles in sixteen only eight years old. trips across the English Channel, starting jjorace. “but as for aristocracy, I differ; “What then?”
chloral, probably administered in a glass hours. The balloon has a capacity of This adventurous young man, accom- from the Crystal Palace. The most note- j we are’ do;ng our duty as aristocrats to- “We should have to enlarge the jails ”
of liquor. The case, however, still pre- 75,000 feet of gas. panied by Mr. Leslie Bucknall, won the worthy of these was undertaken in Decern- j , mor(, than we evel. did in our Hves “Yes, I know I call lots of people hoc-
eents many unexplained, mysterious — balloon race held at Liege, in September, j ber, 1898, in company with Mr. H. Laur- beforc » rid. YTou’re horrid now, dad. But Mr.
points. For instance, the theory, at first Mr. Percival Spencer has been long 1905. \ ence Swinburne, an English journalist. “D0„’t follow ” Hocking was really horrid. That’s dif-
current, that the clerk Green, who sleeps identified with experimental aeronautics His trip was one of the most ertraordi-; Mr. Spencer has designed and construct- ‘-non’t you9 Well what is an aristo- ferent.”

; “Eh! sirs,” said young McAllister, over the bank, and was found stabbed and is a member of a family whose name nary that had been made up to that ed a number of balloons and is interest- crat? An ariat0crat is either a leader—I
ftravely, having read the notice, and elicit- to death in his bedroom, had been awak- '• frequently occurs in the annals of the time, he having attained .the altitude of led in the solution of the airship problem. Qr nothing Now what is the great move-1 so very horrid, Maudie,” here put in her
)ed by question that it really meant just ened by the noise made by the desper- j .------ . .......... ............................— nient today? Colonial expansion. An sailor brother;’ “that chap-what was his

‘.of'one^Bffiîling^ach passer might^eat i»"™ to''theU™"d; ^ »”<>. im winter, a stove was lit There yerselves first go off,” said Mr Root at “Is it them darned candlesticks again? a™toc™J ^ Movement”of^the °rae°f i waiTa iffi2t™8did^The'sp^i^Ms'ankle

jell the beef, ham and eggs, bread-and- Green was fully dressed and his bed, was an “agent” in charge but he only supper that evening. Remember you re Because, if it is I--------------------  ,s a nlaviffi-™! ari™ocra”v it 1 as outlined or something? If he did he couldn’t
[butter, and marmalade, and drink aU the though ruffled, had evidently not been I tended twice a day, and nothing was only getting your grub, an I don t ex- This was a reference to an old parish ; a a play™ °at ™ Ned that^ither the dance any more so I suppose he w-ls W
rtea and coffee he could stow away be- slept in. As usual, the police are said : ba aeen of hl™. _JAf the rear dar pec any wonders from you m return for feud And the ^reader is assured that ar,3tocra^v ’ mu“ ’ Jhuek its lack- rid too. Bv-Jove'” ^

“Eh! sirs, ah’m to have a clue; but whether this means I of the ‘ram which had brought them that Keep at it slow an steady, that s high and low, ritualism, and similar "avaand d«de to bctheleader
flunkin’ that this same is a grrand op- anything more than the customary officia! gradually disappeared m the distance and all I ask questions, can be and often are, Just as adaisicaj ways and decide to be the leader
toortuneety. In an ’oor ah can-------------- ” ontimism time only can show It is un- left them there in the middle of the praine, The party that assembled round the burning in a little Canadian country not Just the encourager, but the real

“Eat enough to last till supper time, derstood that suspicion points to a cer- Horace- Ned' ,apd San,dy felt about aa big table was constituted as follows: Mr. parish as m the Diocese of London. In ^adm of this /humbTe^cale
cutting tain clerk, who left the bank on the lonely as they had ever done m their fives Root who, as I have already said, was this case there was a terrible story of under. ™hy erenjm the humbffi scab

one eveninv of the nivht of the rohherv ” “He ought to have sent to meet us,” a well-to-do farmer, in fact quite a rich scandalous hints, and worse insinuations, things are at present which better re-
|*m Sandy as the first of us three in the “Good heavens!” said Horace to turn- said Ned indignantly. man for those parts, being also church- and tempers waxing hot, at a certain P^sents h°Jd J,eudal ^ad‘tloP8’h l
tnillionaire stakes. What do you say?” self “surely they cannot think that 11 ^ p“- be certainly ought to have sent warden, magistrate, and local magnate vestry meeting over the mysterious dis- yuke of Ditchwater, who keeps a house \
’ “I say he’ll beat you, if you waste your have anything to do with it? If they do, Ithe brougham,” said Horace, grimly. “I generally. He was to look at more like appearance of a pair of silver candle- dU« °atS8a™“î8’ T? “.^'o^Mr^Riot*^ ’rh® poem The S*1* Exiled written by
4ime talking when vou might be eating” T must co right back to Fnvlnnd at once tell vou, Ned, we are laborers, and you a Scotch gentleman farmer than any sticks, presented by a devout lady, and different race from himself or Mr. Root, Walter c. Smith. It may be tound in vol.
£’,,hed HoraJ. “Coffee™ e:, please ”8' and settle tlfe maUer An alibi ^ill not and I are probably going to be pretty other type which an English reader would which for the space of one week-and who sits * the head of his table, and, iv., ot The World’s Best Poetry.
; Certain it is that the railway made no be hard to prove thanks to old Pawlet's poor laborers at. that—at first, I mean know. There was no Scotch blood, how- one week only—had adorned the Com- whom we all look up to and respect
large fortune out of contracting to “grub” idea of coming to see us off ” and we’ve got to remember it, or we ever, in Mr. Root, who spoke like a man mumon Table. A rival parish magnate was silent. After some minutes, Thm cams a soul to the gate at Heaven.
P one of the three that morning, ^ut, HoleTeethe papeT drop, folded on fall be getting ourselves disliked. Sandy, of Essex-except that he had all his Ids. had so far forgotten himself as to mutter Horace said- _ \ ^ f
as for not needing a mid-day meal, that his knee and stared blankly at his com-1 what do Jou advise? By the way, it is a curious fact that in quite audibly, when Mr. Root got up to What are yon so quiet about. Mas And white as snow;
Iwas absurd' They had reckoned with- mnions ’ Sindv nut his evident counter “That we take what we can carry, and j Canada almost every English country move the adoption of the last report— my social tirade too much for you. A ou And the angels all were silent.
Wthe CanadianTir Sn do^ to hortr at tte ^me ^ed !ea'’e the rest of the gear in this little | dialect is to be met with, distinct and “Who stole the candlesticks?” needn’t be at raid I’ve finished” jA myrtle light beamed from the face
! Passing back through the big station, Gascoigne, who had not seen the article «tation-hoose. Maybe Mister Root ’ll recognisable, yet different, somehow, from And a personal combat had nearly en- gtr£°’ PtbatT/*’ firT 1 Ttafit But” toy Zfui tender grace
'Horace noticed a bookstall in one corner, wondered what had happened. He reach-, ua.a, wagon. the English form. uad’ _ . p; ’d;nv „nd thinking A mystic shade:
end ran over and invested a penny in [ ed over for the paper and asked Sandy Sandy s right. Come on Ned hoick Mrs. Root was a middle-aged lady, who Eoot was low church f hiTLc ! 4 toe an8e,s aI1 were aUent-
in copy of the Montreal Gazette. Then, to point out the place, but the latter something up on your shoulder, and then, duj not talk much; but, as Ned said, x n°’ n0’ Hare. I . ? ;As sunlit clouds by a zephyr borne /
es there was still ten minutes before the while feverishly handling it suddenly quick march! 1 <I011’t know about you j was a “oner” to cook. Her daughter, am S,ad to say that I have heard noth- think o£ that dance ™ went to at Seem not to stir

stopped crying eagerly! ’ suddenly, fell01Vsp but by the time I have done | Miss SaUy, a pretty girl of about seven- ™8 more about the candlesticks and I Ealmg^ What nice people those were/ So ^ toe grtden ?tes of morn 
stopped, crj g eagerly the ten miles I shall be just about ready teen, great at choir practice and regular, hope to goodness we are done with them. “Not cured yet? said Horace, laugh- An™^ SESto Jî%w«r» silent.

[for dinner.” though gigglesomc. at the parish sewing Plla la 9u'te a different matter Young mg Why, Ned, I believe you were
‘Ah! I see, I The Mr. Root, of whom Sandy had circle, used to complain that mother never Tom has been writing to the Barnardo really and truly hard hit that night. But,; N7nd%?ng It wife

a telegram dated eight days later.” He spoken, was their boss. They had not gave her a show in the kitchen people, and his letter has been forwarded if they were nice tolk at Ealing, there For slie has been cleansed from stain of Bin,*
read’ I him’ butt uadaf.stood fra™/be im" “The fellow that gets me ’ll have' to * 1 ^ Tor instate^ | were silent.

“ANGLO-RURITANIAN ROBBERY, migration agent at Winnipeg that he was in beauty” 6he would declare, °r 86t y°U He”.rt 1S’~ YflsSalv isn’t neonle ” I "Though I am ejeaneed from stain of Sim
one of the most substantial farmers and ettishl “j sh”>t be an ood t(| “Honnured Sir,-Wiv respec to mi treet- bally isn t people. | a® answSed low,
prominent men in the district. He was ,d , ? h- t, fact” ment hihain t retted verry ’ard ’ave to A"d was it people you were think- .q rame not yther to enter in,
a personal friend of the agent’s, and k h for him, that s a tact ing of—or Miss Maude? ; Nor may I go;”
the latter had power to arrange the hir- ,lhere 'yere tw° sonf: but ne,ther was werK nnrli an une an get beesl. turki „oh, gQ tQ the devil,_at least- tliat ig And the angels all were silent.
ing on his behaif. Bandy, who was a Jb!n at. home; tbe dder> John’ havin* Yours respecli in a Pickwickian sense. But I would like 'T «dd “to the pearty door,
hardy young Scotchman, from a country ,eft that. to commence a farm of “TOM PETERS ” to see Mlss JIaude Smith again for all ; Where sits the Lamb on the eaipphlre floor,

rr* <w* r. «.„„ in ,w ,ir, „ iuesuraK»—.
triS d!ili7/d!y0£withye,tr, 'I”’' had, B°.r'e to !he ''/"'v'- BSor, mint!" -Or. Root laughing, a. ho , all if ... do "1 ““him M elne
harvest °WyndhamJand Gascoigne were the amval of our three adventurers there lard down his speoacles Mother, we, and VJ1 turn out into the prairie." And n^wte! tfe healing waters sprint
tTeome and to do their bert in any Pad ble“ tT° «alhcian laborers at the must give th« to Sally to paste in her ?rhe’ above remonstrance, coniing on ; . his pierced side;';

agree to do y farm, but these liad now gone to take scrap-book. them suddenly, uttered as it was in a ^“^aalt wererttent.
up land on their own account; and for There is something else, now- we are b,uff hearty> ha.l-thc-mam-topmart sort murt l? ’ '
a week previously Mr. Root had been on the subject of Tom, said Mr Hare. of voice cau9ed Horace, who was suppos-! Across the gulf inhere the guilty deed 
gettmg on as best he could, with the aid You will be glad to know that, although , , , drivjn to attention to the Lie ln ™elr woe'-"
of a Ramardo boy, Tom Peters by name, he likes to make himself important by f ho wag ’n[.arl, nose to ith And ‘'he angels all were silent,
and any help that hd could hire casually lodging complaints at head-quarters, he anoth’er coming> also With a sleigh, from ““t'o wh^X'te “0t
in the neighborhood. So that our three gives you a very good character in the the posite direction. Neither sleigh Through the wail of their bitter pain.
friends notwithstanding that two of them neighborhood „ had bells, hence what might very easily An7°t™ a"ngert mV'were silent
were but the greenest of green hands, That s a comfçrt, anyway.. , v _ pollisinn i the ang€ls 311 were 611entV
were a very welcome addition to the “Yes it is very nice of him, no doubt; 'Keep to the rlghi is the rule of the
working force at Church Farm. I am only at raid that it may come ex- roa(| -n ^ana(jae go as two sleighs For them that are lying distraught and

'' '■ |Çxi)cn.-ivopassed each other Ned was brought al- And the angels alt were silent.
“Yes” eni,l Mr Here “rio»e T,„n most elbow to o!bo'7 with a lady passen- -i had a brother, and also another 

tes, sam Air. Hare. . Hoes lorn j the other. Just at the same mo- Whom I loved well; 
ever wash up the crockery, for instance?” * , , , , lantern nresnmohlv W^t “• in anguish, they

“We—11, I dunno-does he, mother?” °ient B“? P ’ PrfsumablJ | in the depths of hell?”
“Oh, lor! yes,” said Mrs. Root, “he to aee ,tbat ■tfh? ™™ere „We[e pleîr’ but : And tbe au«els 011 ware „

"l thought's.. No, lioten to wh« I F’.'.'TÎ? Si ‘i” ïf1" £ | . ’““■'“‘T'"
heard him confiding to my youngster feet of sending Ned suddenly distraught. And the angels all were silent.

, • ___ 8 .. At least, to judge by his behaviour. “How love the loved who are sorrowingwhen J ou sent him over on a message the ,,T f tl'„ devil—no I don’t mem And yet be glad? 
other day. I was in the study writing . ,, c„. ,, mean IIow sing the songs ye are fain to sing,

rre -tti Und<ffr And, œ not stop quickly ' AnT^eWMi were sfient.

his nmv .pup/and al Tom* had° nothing ipnongh, he seized the reins and nearly [ “Oh^ar as^glaes Is the go'den street 

with him to show off in return, he had brought about the collision after all. At And tllc tree of life It maketh sweet
to take it out in bragging. He said that th* same time ]umpmg to the ^P“nd- AndTîhe!,a^smA.awire silent 
he was a “oner” to smash things, only the »r rather gasping, “Mte ^

TT , - r . day before, he said, he had broken a • ... . . . robes and palms
However, a Aveek of fencing made a u- dish worth fifty ’cents and another Marvellous, incredible, preposterous. Are good to see. 

good showing on the farm, and made Jü biggeP> WOrth a whole dollar.” ’ Paring belief as it seemed it was Miss And oh so grand are tbe sounding psalms! 
new men of our friends. How should it “It aill't quite as bad a3 that,” put in Smith! Maude Smith, and her brother And“^e “ugcls all‘were silent,
have been otherwise? Being of good con- Mrg ^ootf «<but jie do break a 1(>t » Arthur! The latter s first instinct was,
stitution to start with, the hard, open “Xnd vou don’t do anythin»? to him to nofc unnaturally, to shorten his hold on
air life, in the best climate in the world, impresg Gn him that he must be more | the whiP* However, explanations and A“^^[el y^may beip the deaa 
could.no more fail of bringing health, careful?” | recognition soon put his fears to rest. : And tlhe angels all were silent,
strength, and hardiness, than town life, “No, no,” sgid Mr. Root* “he’s a good Horace and Ned learned that the Smiths gt. Peter he turned the keys about,
with bad air and bad food, can fail of jad at heart “and he don’t need nnv of had been some time in Winnipeg, and had And answered grim:
bringing weakness and disease For there that. Not but wbat hr sometimes "gets ! just bought a farm some miles to the “Can^ou^e^t^Lora, and abide wuhout, 
is one thing about a Canadian s life which | a clout 0» th- side 0> tb’ head,” he add-! north of Mr* Hoots, iui-ther details, And the angels all were silent,
merits to be better known than it is ^ on second thought “when he just in the interest of their respective horses, "Can you love tbe Lord, who died for you.
at present, he lives hard, but he always asbi) for it you know.”’ j to say nothing of their own night’s rest, whA5»h!~IL^elsl‘j1^e6iS(.l0Wd t0 vlew
lives well. Meat three times a day home- “H'm ” ^d Mr. Hare, meditatively I had to be postponed. Bo, with a promise ^ hA^ lcnder grace?" 
made bread, butter and cheese, and home- «my bov< knowing wbat woujd happen •' that Ne(i iUlcl Horace should go over And the angels all wore silent, 
grown fruit, good ten and coffee and milk. b went jn for breakaffes on ihat shhIa that afternoon—for it was well on in the “They go not out who come and all you want of it. And talking of usked Tom what Mr Toot hid to^sly, small hours of the moming-they séparai- Not»na^be „ 

this naturally brings up an incident which ubout ft?» j Ned Gascoigne, for the rest of the And bliss complete.”
occurred the first Sunday after our “ ‘Him1’ Tom replied grandly * ‘lie don’t ' waX home to Clll,rch Farm» felt that he And the angels all were silent,
friends’ arrival; the hero of it, Tom my noth'ing at al|> h’,s too ’^uch of a was floating on air.
Pa‘fr8’ , . . . . gentleman!”’ Mr. Root willingly let them take the Tlle slnfül liv,ng or woful dead

I he latter was a most curious character. i’m jiggered!” box-sleigh again, and another horse, and, in t heir helplessness?"
Originally a London street arab, one of ’ directly after dinner, they started. Un- And the angels all were silent.
Dr. Barnardo’s men had found him dos- known to himself, Ned was the object “Should I be liker Christ were T
sing under the Adelplii arches. This was CHAPTER XVII. T ~f of much speculation on the part of Tom: TlTuwedVho their anguish lia
when he was about eight. Two years w , , . „ Peters. ! Outside the door?”
in one of the Doctor’s English homes had 8 1 * “Hit’s has true has hi stand ’ere, Miss And tbe a11 were silent,
taught him reading and writing, his for- To say that Horace and Ned found Sally,” said the latter as the sleigh drove 'it^sh une110 ours*<i tree,
mer* education on the streets had taught everything plain sailing in their new life off. “’Ee took out three different neck- And olasp^o his heart6'for love of m*, 
him sharpness; now, with his wits widen- would be far from true. Not only were ties, hand put ’em lion one hawfter My guilt and blame?” 
ed by travel, there was ilttt very much, there many unpleasant things to put up t’other, before *ee could settle, on which An(l tlie angels all were silent, 
as the Roots observed, that anyone could with, but the mere continued physical1 ’ce liked best. Sick’ning! that’ wots hi ^hpoJ.geJti^ thl^’ n<>arer hiu*’ 
teach Tom Peters. However, to come to strain of hard work day after day, with ! calls it. That’s it; box my ears, becos Singing8all nay with the seraphim, 
the incident. never a let up but on Sunday, was pretty I tries to hintr’est yer! That’s just the In selfish bliss?"

The parson, who served four churches, hard in itself. But they stuck to it dog-1 sort o’ liencouragement I get’s ’ere. Hi And the a”gels a11 "ncre 6ileat"
gvdly, and, when the great strain of | shall write to the ’ome, you see hif I j TheAi^rhcai™Sher ‘1 6 gat6*
harvest came, they were ready to Tage don’t” 1 Those tender words com passional
the work with the best. Thel>erton Farm, where tlie Smiths Gentle and meek;

Then, indeed, it was “up early and late were installed, had been originally the ^.nd 1 f. an^ Sh J!?0.!'?,,' 
to bed, with no rest tor anyone, and property of a young gent loir an, who came jn human hearts, 

for drones in the hive. After from England, with a good deal of money. And from that way i
hi™ that he would like farming, and AndH^Æf’erc eilent.

Wir

1

“It’s here in the paper, ma puir Uncle 
Sandy's deed. Eh! mon, but he was all, 
the kin I had, and the best of illm

? Eh!
but ’tis pair bad news to greet me in a i 
strange land!”

<fI din’t know you had an uncle in 
Canada, Sandy?” said Horace.

“He wasna in Canada,” said Sandy, j 
“He was in London.

i Imen.
im 51

Young Sandy McAlister’s astonishment 
ifwas natural enough, for the Windsor 
(station at Montreal is one of the sights 
jof Canada, and many of its features 
might be copied wdth advantage by Eng
lish railways. However, it was no-t the 
spacious waiting-rooms, with their com
fortably cushioned seats, well chosen 
literature, and courteous attendants,
(the refreshment department, nor 

moking-room, that caused his outburst 
f admiration; for these are all for first- 
lass passengers, and he did not' see 

[them. It was the station itself, one 
(great enclosed public waiting-room, spaci
ous, lofty, beautifully decorated, and al
ways kept scrupulously clean, 
jit is heated to a comfortable temperature 

> jbv means of- hot-water pipes. Through 
jthis they passed, and then, descending 
na great central stair, came to a place 
pvhere a comfortable hot breakfast "was 
I ready for those who chose to partake 
[thereof on payment, as at Quebec, of 

This was proclaimed

mmWmm
iilr|Pî

jnte ilit It? mln London, foully I 
were setting sail Jmurdered, while we 

from Liverpool.”
He handed Horace the paper, showing j 

him the paragraph. This is what the 
latter read; and, as he read, his face ! 
expressed, if possible, even more surprise 
arid indignation than had Sandy’^f— 

“Mail advices now to hand give several j 
extra details concerning the great Anglo- j 
Ruritanian Bank robbery, the sensational 
crime which is now the talk of all Lon-

tt my
; i

nor
the iSBRB m

"FTESÔE.5. B1TCKKALL KHD ^PEHCE."R. AKD TKE.IR. tiALLCXffr
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In winter

wenty-five cents, 
ly a peculiarly tersely worded notice:—

“FULL MEAL 25 CTS.”

“He had a friend whom you didn’t find

!
fore the- train left. (To be continued.)

1i s THE SELF-EXILED"QBravo, Sandy!” laughed Ned, 
iiim short. “Wydnham, I bet two to

j

;

•trajn would start, they went to the big 
main entrance /l looked out across 
Dominion Squ..i the great city of
Montreal, the m iport of Canada, and 

HIN^^Jjerhaps to be one day the greatest com- 
jmerciM centre, of the whole British Em- 
jpire.
j “By Jove! this is a fine city,” said “London, June 30th. j
IlNed, enthusiastically. “If we weren’t in “The clerk Hocking was arrested to- ; 
touch a hurry, I should like to stay and day. In trying to escape he was run 
|»ee it.” over by a heavy van, receiving mortal

“We’ll do that in a year or two, never injuries, and dying within an hour of 
[fear!” replied Horace. “But you are his capture. He made a full confession, 
iright, it is a fine city. Look at that implicating his accomplice, whose early 
‘cathedral!” capture is now confidently expected.”
1 “And that big building at the corner,” This telegram from a news agency, was, 
jfcaid Ned. of course, only one of the many versions

“And the way the electric cars are and amplifications into which Hooking’s i , , . , ., . ,
{crowded,” rejoined Horace. “Montreal1 few muttered words, more seen than heard work 7*™ t”y im,gh? ^ . 8et tr(?’ ln re7 
toiay be big, but she’s not big and sleepy, by the Evening Trumpet reporter, had turn *or board and lodging. this ar- 
ithat’s evident. Come on, Ned; come on, ! quickly developed. This is what passes I ran8ement to last till the beginning of 
I Sandy; if we stay here any longer we Pfor “news” manufactured in the twentieth wl*lteJ:* „ ...
jehall miss the train, and that would never century ! i *° -^r* Hoot, at Church I arm, which
Wo.” i Horace gave a sigh of relief. So it was they k"ew ,from the a*ent to, ba about

The three companions were back in Hocking; he remembered now that Hock- ! ^ m*les a prairie road, straight
Hheir train in good time and as soon as ing had been leaving that day. And Hock-.n0™ from the track, our fpends trudged, 
the last of the emigrants had been ing had robbed the bank, robbed it to ' H the welcome which greeted them was 

[shepherded in by the conductor and a big a big amount, apparently, judging from pred,y ro.ugh’ lt was at a! evants bfarty: 
Btation policeman the engine bell sound- the fact that the news was considered ^ tbe “‘a™190" tbcy *ook a haycar* and 

led, and she pulled out. important enough to be telegraphed over f, superannuated o— horse, and fetched
i Horace had the newspaper he had the world. Yet how? Hocking was a tbelr luggage. The next day Sunday was 
[’bought on his knees, but it was some mere junior, and had no access to the put to re8u’ar farm work, and Ned and
lltime before he looked at it. The scenery strong room. He must try to get some H°raf® to which, as Mr. Root
lavas too interesting. At last, after pass- j back papers at Ottawa and find out. He put. ,lt’, lgbt work> kbat any fool
4ng over the Vaudreuil Bridge, nearly an i was nearly forgetting poor Sandy and his coa;d do; .. , . , „ , TT
[hour after leaving Montreal, came a long : trouble, till a glance at the latter’s tear- ¥ that was light work, said Horace, 
tuait oil a siding, and Horace turned from ! stained face recalled them. as he and Ned were turning in after
fthe window, and bethought him of his i “Sandy,” he said, “I knew your uncle, 1 ie br.st day 8 1"eal bard manual labor
(Gazette. knew him well; I was clerk in that bank ‘bat1.telth?,rI o£ tbem bad aver. dona m

He glanced first at the general foreign myself, and. saw him every day, and a b“ „llfe’ d wonder what hard work is
inews, arranged much like an English splendid old fellow he was. It is terrible llke ' ]Ve ’ ^e„v® ],ust. got. to Bt‘ck 11
jjiaper, saw nothing fresh of much inter- for you; but he died at his post like a °ut’ and we shall find it easier each day,
>'”t ‘he political world, then turned i soldier, and that is just what he would 1 x-Xp, u a i j “l’i , . , .
jto the leaders. After reading the first, | have wished.” -N<H had dropped asleep while taking
lie read the second, then the third, “And did you know this skunk that offbl®. 6econd boot’ . ,,
lend, as it chanced, they were all on mat- killed him?” asked Ned, who had now , Getting up at six next morning, they
Iters connected with Imperial politics, read the account. ^lt as if they had been beaten with
(foreign relations, and the like. “Yes; but not well. I did not like him;

“Why, Ned!” he exclaimed, as he laid I don’t think anyone did.”
|tiie paper down for a few minutes, “this j “I’ll no miscall him now-,” Sandy,
is home, these leaders are British lead- j gravely ; “lie’s deed an’ gone to meet a
ters; Canada is as much a part of Eng- higher Judge. But if I ever get ma bons
Wand as Scotland is.” I on th’ lug o’ tlV btoguard wha helped

“A part of the Empire,” corrected Ned. him------!” and he paused, but his silence
i I expect in a year or two you arid I was impressive.
Avili be as keen as anything to insist that “Never fear, Sandy,” said Ned. 
lit is England that belongs to Canada, says here that they are on his track;
tuot Canada to England, and so on. But tliev’11 get him sure enough.”
[what did you expect to find, the Can- But the young Scotchman remained
Indians Yankees?” very quiet and serious all that day.

“No—of course, if I had thought, I 
(knew really that they were just as Brit
ish as ourselves; but it was coming all 
|e,t once like that;, that took me aback.
[I think, Ned, that we Britishers don’t 
«travel half enough in our own Empire.”

“Oh! well, that will right itself all 
p-iglit with time,” replied Ned, as he took 
[tip the paper. “It is righting itself now,
Wccording to this, listen—

“Transcontinental Traffic on the C. P.

“They’ve got him! See here.” 
“Where?” cried Horace. “*u

Ü

6
alas!

"If I enter Heaven I may not speak 
My soul’s desire.

Besides the Barnardo boy, there was 
an Irish girl, from some similar institu
tion, who was always called Biddy. Her 
real name was Mary Rourke.

There was a good deal of chaff to be 
encountered that cvenmg by our tired-out 
friends. Miss Sally asked if they felt 
like a dance that night; and Mr. Root, 
when Ned nearly dropped asleep over 
his first pipe, asked him if he wouldn’t 
care for a wrestling match? Horace did 
actually drop asleep over his pipe, but 
woke up to cuff Tom Peters, who 
having great fun di opping cockroaches 
down tlie back of his neck. By nine 
o’clock they were both in bed. sleeping 
as they had not slept since they were 
children.-

curse «ytth ether
t

warps

was
.

fair,Ï

I saints with their

sticks.
To dress and wash was the work of a 

few minutes ; then it was out into the 
yard to load a waggon with cedar posts, 
ready to start fencing directly after 
breakfast, which was at seven.

“1 hope you chaps 
that paddock today,”
Root, as they sat 
meal; “because I want to put the bull 
in tomorrow.”

Horace looked rather blank at this, 
and so did Ned, for the paddock in 

would have been considered a 
pretty big Tield in England, and all they 
liad done so far towards fencing it 

Ned and Horace do a Little “Light j to cut posts and fillers, and mark out
the places where the holes were to be 
dug. However, a cheerful “Father don’t 
mean it, he’s just stringing,” from Miss 
gaily Root, served to reassure them. 

“Now, Ned,” said Horace, as they 
“we’ll just show that old boy

► "I come where there is no night," she said, 
"To £0 away.

will finish 
said Mr. 

down to thatl
“ItI

questionI
CHAPTER XVI. was

Work.”
It is a week after the events recorded 

in the last chapter. The C. I1. R. has 
whirled our friends through the well 
settled parts of the Province of Ontario 
to Manitoba, in old days considered the 
end of the world by people in England, 
and even by same in " Montreal—now 

“General Manager MacNicoll, in an in- ■ known to lie only the centre of Canada, 
terview accorded to one of our report-1 Still Canada is vast enough for even 

yesterday, states that the British : Manitoba to have lots of room left, and 
tourist traffic across Canada, both to and already Horace can laugh at the ideas
[from the Far East, is larger again than1 of people who talk of Manitoba being
'last year, when, it will be remembered, tul1 UP- up. indeed! he puts down
(ft reached a figure at the time consider- his axe for a moment and looks over
ed phenomenally high.” . tlie prairie, and sees before him—nothing

Ned read on for a bit, giving half tlie hut vast green expanse. No, England

"Should I be nearer Christ." she said, 
"By pitying less 
sinful liv.ng or

i

' went out,
> what we are made of. He mustn’t be 
allowed to make game of us for nothing.
Half my stiffness is worked off already.”

“So is mine,” replied Ned. “1 feel 
just like digging.”

So, their flan nul shirts rolled up to their 
elbows and big straw hats on their heads, 
they tackled the job like men. First, 
they took the waggon all round the line 
of the fence, and dropped a cedar post 
at each peg. Then, having turned the 
horse and wagon over to Sandy, who 
wanted it for some other purpose, they1 in a parish some twenty miles square, 
set. to work to dig three-foot fence holes, liad given Matins at that of which Mr.

"Wy-n-d-h-a-m!” came Miss Sally’s Root was warden, and had come to 
voice, just as they were beginning to break j Church Farm to dinner. When the cloth 
turf, “here’s a pail of water, you can had been cleared away* Master Tom was 
chip yourself off a lump of ice at the despatched to Sunday school, where tlie 
icehouse. To drink, you know,” *die said, Rev. Mr. Hare would soon have to fol- 
as she disappeared into the kitchen. j low, but stopped first to smoke a pipe

Horace would never have thought of with the family, 
this; but, by the time they had finished ! “Do you—puff—puff—know, Mr. Root,” 
digging a three-foot hole apiece, the per- he said as lie held the match, “I’ve got 
spiral ion was fairly pouring out, and be- —puff—a complaint against you to—puff 
fore knock-off time, the pail was empty, —puff—investigate?”
yet they were both thirsty. At this Mr. Root turned round in

tit.

paper to McAllister. The latter read, as ma>" «end her sons to Manitoba, As
he did everything else, with great deliber-, sinoboia, Saskatchewan, and Alberta, for 
ation, folding the paper carefully; then, a good many tens of years yet. They will

ex- take a good deal of filling up, and ask
i

having formed his mouth into an 
.pression of appropriate grim ness, began for nothing better.
Me task of mastering its contents, in On arrival of the train at Winnipeg 
regular order, namely, from the top of there had been a general rush to the 
the first column to the bottom of the Government Employment Agency. Horace 

the page, and the same ! had got a note from the immigration 
agent at Quebec, which he had presented. 
Afley one night at Winnipeg, the three 
companions had been forwarded a little 
further west by rail and deposited at a 
local “flag” station, just, a few yards of 
platform and a box, with one door and

he even* trodno room
harvest came the threshing; and this 
almost as big an affair as the harvest. ! a roving disposition. Points one and two 
When threshing was at an end. Mr. Root I had, resulted in his building what, for 
presented each of our friends with a the Canadian north-west, was a really very 1 
twenty dollar note. substantial and comfortable homestead.

was an
last, then over 

'Ugain; lie missed nothing, but took it all, 
gravely, as it came, advertisements and 

’«11.

And he said. "Now will J go with you. 
Dear child of love, 

am weary of all this glory, too,
In Heaven above;"

.. . , , , And the angels all were silent.
After the way you boys have worked.” Point, three, however, had soon sent him ..We wlll go seek and save the lost, 

he said, "I’d he the meanest man in off, further west, to fake up a mine in
Manitoba if I didn’t give you something British Columbia. The mine had proved ,ri'P\nd aare^dear’”^Ut nfed 
besides your board. And I tell you a success, the farm was for gale, and the j. .-.s tie luxêis ■aura not el leal.

perhaps the one and only 
**me in his life that Alexander McAllister 

«'r so far let himself forget the dignity 
d seriousness of this occupation of read- one window, where the lamps wore kept,

This was
If tlmy will hear,

st. me most.
“ You chaps dcm’jf want ta go -nn> i£iüi -}lia chair, and said, with some heat—

i. J
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