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‘X0U lhat. ,hef Colin went off crumbling about some
pro,, r,ed to marV^You That'hef stolen her' furTs'inyle n,inmé"'K' m iït'r 1|hc l cs|frieni1 '"'.’V ran have ,s a 5lmP'e

As he spoke, he struck a blow whi!h\«-nt „ Zî n I shc, dubbed her nose very miserable. Such a friend is Baby’s
his antagonist reeling down the stuns at the m K (,ur as she spoke. ‘\ou ran he a Own Tablets. They cure indigestion, sour 
foot of whtch he fell senseless to the ground dae^’yv'ke'n "I'm think,' n" ** u’’ *'omacb* simple fevers, ,li„r

-Stt ss- is teusMTfccsns
te^nTy,^ gap° through h/CHh/ST* °** F"^ k

called her by name, and nurriul through the io""hide hèrëmuekle" nee™ ‘ We’“ i'J,']h^h" rt*"'1' (Te',y kfor
building ; she was, however nowhere to he - a V ,, , g „ and ,htT hav<-‘ done our baby much good in
found. Evidently she had Td frum the . V e b<i ">a"T »»>’•" l-'ttle ones take these Tablets
place by another door ? o man' 1 ‘""'a ki n. Maybe we II as readily as candy, and the mother has a
1 „ I . x, , „ sae to liuncssan, or to Tobermory, or gin I

He re.ractd his steps. Niai Mor was hae ma way we'll gae tr Glasca.’
sitting up barely conscious, and Lachlan -And why will we he (liltin'?' asked Colin,
M Cuatg wits bendmg over him. looking yet more bewildered.

" here tss Sybil Grant ? demanded something new.

. ‘ l -osh, Colin, ye’re a try in’ man, an' it’s
She hass gone home replied the keeper no roony women wad pH up wi’ ye, an' dae 

with a grin, and you httd better go away wi'ye as I hae dune mair nor twenty years. 'I hc ""I lluff>’ waifs 
quickly, whateffer \ou can do no good Ye’re sair behint wi’takin’up things ; an' as and through, and their little legs

, ' none at all. for seein’ onything ! Weel, yer cen arc aye co,d- Mar>'- like the good little housewife
Leaving the wood, it may now be well to shut wi’sleep.' she was, suddenly conceived the brilliant

'“s' Grant’s kitchen, where she - And what hass that to do wi' flittin'?’ ‘dea “f fill'n8 a basket with raw cotton. 
and her husband are engaged in animated - Weel, hide a wee, an’ ye'll see. Oor lo make ,ht‘ snl''11 strangers a nice comfort- 
conversation Sybil's a fine lassie, an’wha kens hut afore able bed, and, without thought of leaving

Since Lachlan M Cuaigs visit the day be- lang she'll marry a gentleman wi’ lots o’ l*lem al"ne, started briskly upstairs to the 
lore she had been passing through a variety siller an’ a braw estate, an’ she’ll gang to live 8arrtl- and soon returned with a hamper pad-
?! moods. She had professed to treat his in a gran' house, or maybe a castle An’ did with warm, white cotton Imagine her
hints about his master and Miss M’lver with then, ye ken, we'll he expected to live like ho"or- however, when, upon entering the 
ridtcucle, but in reality they had troubled her. gentle fowks oorscl’s.’ room, she discovered Jack lying lazily in
M hat if the young laird was only playing with • Why, woman, 1 am thinkin’ it iss yoursel’ ,rom "f ,hc fire- and not a chicken in sight, 
her daughter aller all ? Sybil looked some- that hass gone daft. Sybil will marry Ronald The lillle Rlrl "'as sick with fright, for she
what scared when she heard of the keeper’s Campbell, and a lery good man shc will be kl” w had bcen hatched from very ex-
gosstp, and then broke into hysterical getting.’ pensive eggs of a particular breed, and that
laughter ; and to convince her mother and • Na, na, no wi’ my consent ’ hcr fjtlur «ould scold her for her careless-
herself that tt was all nonsense, opened her • What do ye mean ?’asked Colin angrily.
drawers and displayed the presents he had ‘ The marriage iss fixed.* “Jack/ she cried, severely, “what have
received. Mrs. Grant was reassured. And • It’s pit aflT,’ answered Mrs. Grant you dune Wllh those chickens ?” 
when she watched the girl depart the next sententiously. Jack merely wagged his tail and looked at
day, escaping by the side door so as to avoid « pit off,’ repeated Colin. her with one ear cocked. Mary slowly ap-
her father’s observation, she was convinced ‘ Ay,* said his wife, beginning to wish that l>r,,ached the culprit, with a deep frown 
that no young lady in the land was better she had not roused him from his sleep but her face- and continued : 
htted, or had greater right, to become feeling bound to go on with the conversation J™ have eaten those chickens your
mistress of Sruthan Castle than her own ,„,w - Dae ye no see wha’s lookin’ after master will have to shoot you.’’
daughter. her ?’ At this terrible threat the dog only wagged

Still many times that afternoon she glanced - Why, Ronald Campbell and sometimes his tail aU ,lle hardt r and cocked both 
up at the clock, and wished that the hands I «ill be wondering if she iss worthy of him Jusl then came a faint “Peep, peep !" from 
would move more quicker, and an hour he- —though she iss my«*>wn dorhter I hef sunie*bere near the fire, and the dog Icoked
fore Sybil usually returned she had worked seen nobody else, except old Lachlan kn,,wlnH'
herself up into a pitch ot nervous excite M’Cuaig. I hef seen him come sniffin’about , .And *here d" you suppose those baby 
ment which was bound to find vent in her, and turning his one eye on her fery chlcktns we,t; hidinB ? B-tween the setter’s
w-ords. She had never spoken lo Colin often. But he iss old enough to be her *■« K«'»t fore paws, and all up under his
about the hopes which she and Sybil had be- father, and ye do not mean him whateffer >' solt’ sdky hair. When his mistress had left 
gun to cherish ; but now an irresistible desire ■ Ah, ah,’ laughed Mrs Grant -1 seel the ro°ni Jack evidently thought they need-
to find out what he would think of them maun open yer ecu far ye. An’ is there ed care- and considered it his duty to play

naehody else ye can think on Colin ? nurse durin8 her absence, so he had stretch-
re establish her confidence as to get him to Naehody wha invites her up to his braw cd himself in front of the fire and gathered
s ,,rf . castle, an’ makes her presents o’ gowd rings thc wee duff>' halls together under his warm

the girdle was on the fire, and Mrs. an’ gowd lockets wi’ his hair inside ? fur, and now and again a tiny yellow head
Grant was baking scones. Cohn alter a hard - Woman, ye do not mean the young was thrust forth for a minute, to be with-
day s work was resting by the fireside, his laird?’ 6 drawn and tucked out of sight. Mary con-
hands clasped before him, his head thrown • An’ why no the young laird? Wha’s cluded that the basket was not needed just
back, whde from his open mouth there came mair fit for him than out Sybil ?’ then* and l)Ul ,l aside.—The Southern Pres-
audible signs that he was sleeping the sleep byterian.
of the just. ( To be Continued)

Mrs. Grant moved between the table and 
*he fireplace, more than
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guarantee that they contain no opiate or 
other harmful drug. Once used always used 
where there are little ones in the home. 

This was Sold by druggists or sent by mail at 25 cents 
a box bv writing direct to the Dr Williai ’ 
Medicine Go., lire ckville. Ont.

were chilled through 
were
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took |K>ssession of her. Nothing would so

Every Motheronce treading on 
his toes, but when that did not awaken him, 
shc contrived to drop a scone, just lifted from 
the girdie, upon his knees.

* Hoot, woman !’ cried Colin, awakened 
by something burning him ; ‘ hef ye 
respec’ for your old man ? Ye must no’ 
play tricks on him, whateffer.’

‘Och, man !’ answered Mrs. Grant in a
softer tone than usual, for she did not want One rainy day in the early spring a farm- 
to make him angry. ‘ Accidents will happen ; hand brought into the house a number of 
but noo ye’re waukened ye micht gang an’ dear little chickens, just out of the shell, and 
ring a pickle o’ peats frae the stack.’ placed them on the hearth before the fire.

Jack and the Chickens.

Jack was a beautiful Irish setter that was 
devoted to his little mistress, Mary. He 
had one very had habit : he would kill 
chickens, says the Chicago Times-Herald. 
The ranchmen all around threatened to 
shoot Jack if they caught him, and Mary was 
mu< h distressed.

is railed upon to ruro
Cuts Sprains Bruises.

"Painkiller
(1*fCH it rapidly. Nothing like it 
for children. A few drops in 
hot sweetened water cures

Cramps—Colic and 
Summer Complaint.

T»W« ont,ou Painkiller, PERRY D1VIS'.


