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is yours if you take HOOD'S
SARSAPARILLA, which makes
the blood normal in red and white
corpuscles; relieves pimples, boils,
salt rheum or eczema,
catarrh, rheumatism, dyspepsia,
nervousness, that tired feeling.

scrofula,

FREE!

100 Beautiful Bronzed
Clocks

will be given away free to
each purchaser who makes a
cash purchase of $20.00 or
over. We have a smaller size
that we give free with a $10
cash purchase or over. These
Clocks ar= good value from
$5.00 to $10.00 each. Re-
member, that you get one
free. This is a good chance
to get one a Christmas pres-
ent without any cost to you.
We are doing this because
we have to get a considerable
amount of money -between
now Christmas.

Brantford Home
Furnishing Company.:

Telephone 1724
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EMBALMER
158 DALHOUSIE ST.
First-class Equipment and Prompt
at rate Prices
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PIERCE.

g Undertaker and Em-
‘olborne street. Finest
1 the city. Best service
prices. Attendance day
th ’phones 300.

AND

THE TEA POT INN

‘Tea as You Like It.”
134 Dalhousi¢ St.

| Upposite the Market.
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In this story Ouide disployed wmost fully her
Hit of insight into ke simple but compelling
motions and hopes of the poor and simple. The
oy and the dog of Flamders decame charaoters
rat o large world of readers loved as soon as
hey appeared; and though time has not left the
itory in its original commanding position, §¢ Ras
1 vital, living thing, and the probadility
will remain always one of the priced
the English language.

P.»\TRASCHE was only a dog of

~emaincd

18 the

Flanders—yellow of hide, large of

head and limb, powerful by inheri-
ance of muscle from a race that had
oiled cruelly in Flanders through many
v century—slaves of slaves, dogs of the
people that strained their noble sinews in
harness and broke their noble hearts on
the flints of the merciless streets.

When the drunken Brabantols, ~who
wned him, had at last driven and beaten
nnd starved Patrasche till #he dog fell on’
the dusty’road and lay with widesopen,’
foaming mouth, the "Brabantél's'; gave him
v final kick and then harnessed-himself
to the cart, todraw it till he could steal
a dog for the work. :

Patrasché;/ flung into a ditch, was found
hy a little, bent, lame, miserably clad old
nan, who had .a little, rosy, fair-haired,
ark-eyed child by the hand. The old man
vas Jehan Daas, who had heen a good
<oldier in the times when war trampled

country as the oxen trample furrows.

When weliri@s and dge Had erippled Rim,
»nd peace had made soldiers unneceéssary,

was thrown aside and permitted to
starve, bit by bit, on the small coins that
fuch a remnant as he could earn.

The child was his orphaned grandson,
Nello; and old Jehan Daas proved again
the daily miracle that the strength which
is not sufficient to support one, by love
s made sufficient for two.

Jehan Daas and Nello did not share the
Flemish hard-heartedness toward dogs.
The old soldler surveyed the creature with
itying eyes.

ras alive, and took him home with much
-ffort. Patrasche lay there, too weak to
move, for-many days. In all that time he
iwalted for the blow, the kick and the
fcurse tha# had been his constant portion.
But he félt only the soothing caress of
the old Wan’s hand and heard only the
oft murmurs of the child’s volce.
So when the great dog roused himself
ain to Hfe his great, deep eyes had a
ntle grace in them, @And his faithful
hg's heart awoke t0 .agiMighty love.
Little N@llo threw his arms around the
awny nécj{ and hunpg.a. chain--of -mav-
nerites @wer the*syeat'ireasl atfd*MEpPed
{s handg” as they decided to eall him
Patrasche,..
The pity, that had made. them bear
Patrasche .to their mud hut and share
eir erusts. with him .was more :than re-
id now. Patrasche bécame breadwinner,
< snon as he could move again the dog
'ked to the littie cart that the old man
d to draw each morning to ' Antwerp
th milk Intrusted to him by the neigh-
He backed into the shafts,” ‘and
n they hesitated about Harnessing him
ried to draw it with his teeth.
1ain Daas thanked heaven for the dog
winter, for he grew too feeble to
‘he load himself. Patrasche, accus-
1 in his puppyhood to frightful bur-
thought nothing of a little cart with
milk cans.
ttle Nello and Patrasche grew up
almost equal in years, until
was big enough to take his grand-
place at the side of the part.
< a beautiful ckild,. with dark,
ves, and fair halr that clustered
roat. He attended faithfully to
and .Jehan Daas was able to
and rest his old body. Nello
‘he tolied cheerfully over the
in summer when the dust
n the unlovely, plowed, tree-
around Antwerp; and they
fully over those same frozen
winter, when all the wiid
veather blew its angriest gusts
1protected roads.
*han Daas nor Nello ever had
gh to eat., Therefore Patrasche
. enough, either, though they
food with pim carefully. But
was happy despite a littte hun-
only a foolish, loyal dog, he
ve to crusts, and he was con-
as he could trot or lie by

thing
ss, and that

caused Patrasche any
was that Nello would
ppear in the great old churches of
werp whenever he had a moment, Pa-
che, left outside of the dark, arched
lancholy, majestic piles
, would wait wearlly and anxious-
nee or twlce he essayed to follow
oved and inseparable companion,
tered up the steps with hiz milk
t they drove him back so sternly
cr after he waited patiently out-

to these

Nello eame’ out after these visits
cd  very Jueer, and would' gaze
at the evening skies heyond the
the canals, subdued and almost

ited the great cathedral again and
ind whenever ne went there he
£0 long that itonely ‘Patrasche
vawn and sigh to himself till he.
bear it no longer, and found reélfef
: doggy grief in a plaintive ‘howl
when the lad emerged at last, he
! throw hls arms around the beast's
nd kiss him .on his broad, tawny
44 and murmur always the same
“If I could only see them, Pa-

e—4f I could only see them!"
day when the custodian was out of
way Patrasche got in for a moment
r Nello. The boy was kneeling before
altar pleture of the Assumption, He
& and drew the dog gently toward the
r, but as he passed the two great
“lled pietures by Rubens that Lang on
her side of the cholr, he safd to Pa-
wsche: “It is terrible not to see them,
trasche, just because one is poor and
nnot pay!@€He never meant that the
loor should not see them when he paint-
d them, I am mure. And they keep them

Then he kneeled down and |
Ifted the Big head. He saw that the dog |

éhrouded here in the dark-—the beautiful

‘
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his cheek pallld and Ifs volde puivering.
“It is.gone,” sald he. *“We have looked
with lanterns, It is gone—the liftle maid's
portion and alll” . &

His wife. put the money into his hands
4nd told him how it had come to her.
The man sank tremhling into a $eat and
covered his face, “shamed and almost
afraid. *I deserved not to have good at
the lad’s hands,” wald he at last. . -

Little Alois crept to him.and rested her
curly head against his cheek. *May not
Nello come here again as he used to,
father?’ she asked.

The miller took her into his arms. *He
shall bide here on Christmas Day and any
other day he will,” replied he. ‘‘God help~
ing me, I will make amends to the boy—
I will. make amends.” J

It 'was Christmas Even and the mill-
house 'was warm with oak logs and
squares of turf, the atmosphere wasg rich
with cream:and honey and good meats,
the rafters were hung with evergreen and
the chimhey was draped with holly.. The

Ffamily tried to coax the dog to the:fire

and set before him a bit of their own
feast, But heé would not leave the door.
‘“He wants the 1ad?" sald Baas Colges.
“Good dog! "Good dog! 'l will g0 over to
the lad thq first thing at ‘day ‘dawn.”
They dld not know ‘that Nello inhabited
the hut no Jonger... So,  while :Patrasche
lay with his nose to the crack.of the door,
Alols tossed back her yellow hair and
sang, thinking of her playmate whowould
be with her so soon. Baas Colgez watched
her with moist eyes and spoke of how he
would befriend the boy. The mother sat
with contented, happy face at her spin-
ning wheel. 5

‘When the supper smoked on the table
and the voices were loudest and gladdest,
Ratrasche glided out when the door was
opened by a visitor. With his weak,
starved old Mmbs he hurried into the bit-
ter, black night. ! :

It took the old dog ‘a long. while to dis-
cover any scent in that deep sn‘ov?. He
lost it ‘'oyer ‘and over again, éven' after he
found it;-but he sought and trafled and
searched all alone through the storm and
the painidf hunger and cold, a peor; deso-
late old d0g seeking the one he loved. : i~

It .was nearly midnight when Patrasche
at last traced Nello’s footsteps over the

“{{botindaries iof the village -and into the

al:
N |

things! X&T could only kee them T would
be content to die!”

But he could not see them, and faithful
old Patrasche, who looked at him so wist-
fully, could’not help him, for poor folk to
whom a 8o6u is life or déath, could not
hope to get the silver piece that the
church exacted as the price for looking on
the giories of the Elevation of the Cross
and the Descent of the Cross.

Into the soul of Nello, the hungered,

ragged grandson of a crippled old pauper, |

there had flown a splendid spark of divine
fire, The little peasant boy, with the dog
drawing milk from door to door, walked
in a wonderful dream whose god was Ru-
bens. The winter cold might pinch the lit-
tle blue feet, thrust stockingless into
wooden shoes. and the winter wind might
flutter the poor, thin garments, but Nello
walked in a rapture, and all he saw was

the glorious face of the Mary of the As-
sumption, gnd he felt the waves of her

golden head, and he dreamed of the eter-

nal light shining on her brow.

He drew ‘everything, anything, with
chalk on the stones. His gaze darkened
and his fate radiated at the evening glow
of sunset ovr the rose-swept dawns. Often
1 strange, nameless pain and joy mingled
so hotly in his breast that he cried cn Pa-
trasche’'s wrinkled head.

He did.not know it, but the same Jeaven
was working in him that In other times
had brought forth Rubens and Jordaens
and the Van Dycks and the rest of the
wondrois tribe. He whispered to: Pa-
trasche of his vague, formless longings
and dreams; ang Patrasche ldoked at him
fondly and attentively, as'if he under-
stood: Perhaps he did. Who knows?

There was only one 'othle'l“ to whom
Nello could ‘speak of His fantasies. This
was~ little Alois, the pretty, rosy baby
daughter of Baas Colgeéz, the miller; who
was the most prosperous man in the vil-
lage. ¥

Little Alols was indeed the richest chila
for miles around. SHe had neither brother
nor sister. At Kermesse she had as many
gilded nuts and Agnl "Del in sugar ag her
bands could hold. When she went up for
her first communion her flaxen curls were
covered with & cap of Trichest Mechiin
lace. . 3 At
Notwithstanding her wealth, Nello and
Alois and Patrasche’ were together imost
of thé tinte, playing In the flelds, gather-
ing flowers or: sitting by the broad wood
fire of the mill house. The millef was a
go6d man, though somewhat stern, and
he llked the fair-hairéd,” gentle boy.

But when Afols was 12 years old and
‘Nello was 15, the miller began to think.
And, one day he came upon his pretty
daughter sitting amidst the hay with the
tawny head 0f Patragche on her lap,
while Nelio, sitting opposite, drew their
plotures on & olearn, smooth stab of pine
wood with a plece of charcoal.

The miller lobked at the portrait with
tears in his eyes. It was wonderfully
like her, and he loved her dearly. Then
he spoke roughly, chiding her for idling
there, ' and =~ snatched the wood from’
Nello's nands. ' v

“Dost do much of such-folly?’ dsked
he. .

Nello hung his head.’ “I draw every-
fning I ees,” murmured he.

The miller was silent. Then he
stretohed forth his hand with o frane in

v '98id he, “and evil wasts
b it is like Alols
_ pother.

1worsp than a heggar.

Nello lifted. his head and put his hands
behind his back.. ‘“Keep your momey and
the picture: both, Baas Colgez,". sald he,
simply. ‘“You have been often good to
me."

He called Patrasche and walked away
across the flelds. "

“I ‘eould have eeen them with that
franc,’”” he murmured to Patrasche, “but
I ceuld not sell her picture—not even for
them."”

Baas
mind.
so much,” said he to his wife.

“He is a good lad and loyal,” said she,
locking at -the plece of pine wood where
it was throned above the chimney Wwith
her prized treasures, a cuckoo clock and
a Calvary in wax. “Alois will have
enough for both, and one cannot be bet-
ter than happy.”

“You are a_woman, and ‘therefore a
fool,”” said the miller, striking his plp_e on
the table. The lad is naught but a beg-
gar, and with these painter's* fancies,
Have 3’ care they
are not together In the future, or I will
send the child to the surer keeping of the
nuns.”

So the old red mil] ceased'to be a land-
mark to Nello, and he did not see the
flaxen head waiting for him, nor did' Pa-
trasche find a crust or a bone held out
by lifttle, kind *hands. The dog looked
humbly and longingly at the elosed. door.
The boy went by without pausing, with
a hot pain In his heart. The girl sat

Colgez went, home troubled in

“The lad must not be with Alois
~

! within and tears dropped on her knitting.

Baas Colgez hardened his heart and said
to himself: “It is best so.  Who knows
what mischief might not come of it In-
the future?” So he would not have the
6ld, hospitable door unbarred for Nello
except on formal occasions, which had
neither warmth nor mirth in them to the
two young creatures who Nad been ac-
customed so long to a dally, gleeful,
happy Interchange of thoughts and speech.

But the Iittle panel of wood remained In
the place: of -honor' above. the' ghiney
plece; and sometimes 1t seermhéd a little
hard to Nello that while his gift was ac-
cepted, he was denled.

He did ‘mot complain It wads his habit]
to be guiet. Qld Jehan Daas said ever to
him: *We'are poor. We must také what
(Gtod /sends—the i1l with the good. The
poor cannot ehoose.” 7}

But ‘in. his heart Nello dreamed: of bé-
coming great. And one day theré was

announced in Antwerp the offer of a prize | r
ot 200 francs a year to any lad of talent, {);
scholar or peasant, under 18, ‘who eouldy

produce the best unalded drawing in chal
or péncll.: Three of the foremiost artl

o_énme towh of Rubens were to be the |
jadgen.” '

Neilo fashioried an easel 'of'{‘roul‘h‘ﬂ‘mﬁ%

ber and. mounted on it a great, rough{h
sheet ‘ot gray paper. He had gone with-
out bread more than once to buy the poor i

material; andl he hungered many tiimes
tnore before he possessed the chalk afd
crayon, and even then he could buy only
the 'rudest {mplements. T
In & dréary little outhouse he:
lonsel and there, day after
spring and summer and
worked, slowly, minutely,
before he dared lay a line o
ing with all his soul.

The picture was only that

shade.- Yet there grew, under his un-
trained, inspired hands, all the weary,
wornout 0ld age, all the“sad pa}%en’ce. adl
the poetry of the lonely old figure, sitting
there and meditating on the dead tree
with the darkness of a descendlfig night
closing in. g

It ‘was rude. It was full'of faults. But
it was true and it was in a manner beauti-
ful.

Patrasche lay by his side  hour after
hour whi'e he worked. His eyes looked
at the picture and at its ereator with such
intelligence ‘that: Néllo camwe to beileve
that the dog knew what ne was doing. He
spoke to Patrasche as if he were a ‘hu-
man ‘being, told him -all his, hopes and
dreams, and sald: “Rubens would give me
the prize, I think, If he Knew,"

The drawings were to go in‘on the ‘first
day of December; and the Qecision was 1o
bé ‘given cn the 24th, so that the; winner,
might réjoice at the. Christmas geason..- 4

In- the~t%ilight of a bitter winter day

tle milk cart and took it to Anty‘#gm Wlhth
a beating heart, now qu‘&g‘l': with hope/ now
fxint with' fear. It seemed to him 5o vala
and daring that hé, a:lad with bare ‘feet.
| who hardly knew his letters, should ‘expe_ct
great artists. rTeal ‘artists;” to look avt‘ hl‘k
work, Yet when He shw ‘the catifeds@l he
| toek heart. The form’of Ruberis seemed
{ to Toom magnificeritly before him! ang the
lips with their kindly: smile geemed to mur-
mur; “Nay! - Have eourage! 1t was not
by a weak heartsand by faint fears that
I wrote my pame for all time upon Ant-
werp!” % ; 5 By
That ‘night the. gharp. winter became
sharper. Snow began to fall, and fel for
many ‘days.  Patlig and roads ‘were: lost.
I: became-bitter work to carfy the milk to
An:werp—especially for Patrasche, wiose
bones were growing oid. Nello tried 1o
spare him ‘and ‘dFag the ear{ hlrgbel.f.;pg}
the dog would not permit it. 'He hu
stubborni¥to his harness,'and Nello could.
assist him only by pu‘sh"l'n.: bghlnd e~
eretly. « Rl i . v, e g d
Omne afternoon as they came back h‘orj’a
Antwerp Nello found a prétty lttlé orna-
Wental figurd, a tambourine pla
scarlst and gold 1yihg in the ToRd.  He
‘triel 1ol Bind its’ owner, Ut failed: Then
g thought that it would please Alols. ™ |

Nello plarad the great picture on hisiilitzd

(R

not, comprehend how any one could make
& jest at such a tifme. 5 X

The whisner ran’ through' ‘the Viliage’
ihat Nello. had ‘been seen ini the mill 'yard’
aftér dark ‘and that he bore Baas Colgez’
a grudge for forbidding his intereourse
with little  Alois.. -No one. charged bim
seriously with having set the fire; yet the
viliagers, servile to their richest man and
eager to hold hi§ favor, gave grave l_ooks
and cold words to old Jehan Daas’s grand-
son. ;

“Thou art cruel to the lad,” sald'the
miiler's wife. “Sure he is an {nnocent lad
and a faithful one, and would never dream
of such wickedness,; however 'sore his
heart might pe."”

But because Baas @olgez knew that he
was eommitiing a great injustice he held
to it grimty:and stubbornly. iy

It was 4. bard grial for' the lad to. have
the. whole of his little world turn from
him—espécialiy: hard?in that snowbound,
famine-stricken  winter when , the Jtenly
light and: warmth fhat could be found was
by the vilfage hearths;*and when allidrew
hearer 'to emeh other, alt to all; except to
Nel'¢ andPatrasche; - 4 L

ire arrived a man with a mule;
Who' éffered: to take -the milk:into Ant-
werp.. The burden:that Patrasche had’ to
Aratw  became very light. He: stopped
eyvery: ‘mothing at the old familiar doors,
and looked .at thém patiently. No. doubt
it'cos: many ‘a heart aflittle pang to et

kthe dog draw on' his gar!“- empty, but

everybody ‘desired to pleasé Baas Colges.

+ The weathér became :wilder 'and coider

with the approach of. C mas;  Death

jentéred the little. hut ‘ang:took- away
| Jehan Daas. Heé had been only a poor,

paralyzed ol@ man,” who could not ralse

‘a hand in their help and défense, but he
 had loved them: - Aigreatselitude and

desolation closed around Nello;ang. Pa-

trasche. They refused to be comforted-Bs

they foilowed the rough deal box- to the
white” ‘ehurchyird on the white winter
B IX e T

-The 'Gwh the hut, a hard; miserly

ﬁ!w,tm the rent, which was over-
_due
'clafmed every-stick and stone, every poor |

‘He. would- grant - no . mercy -and

o i Nello,

{burning under ‘the. cross. . He.read the

We ‘will not !

i3 CF A A 20
them;  -holding Pa-|
The great city bells
The !'doers of ithe
The eager 'panting

as he went -among
trasche- close to him.
claghed out the. hour.
inhér . hall opened.
‘throng' rushed-in. - = %0 it

1t was madé known that the selected
picture wotild be raised above the rest on
a wooden dais. A mist obscured Nello's
sight, his head swam, his limbs almost
failed him. ” 4

“Wehen his ‘visiéon eleared he saw the
drawing raised on high.

Jt was not his own!

A slow, sonorous veice was proclalming
aloud that the victory had been wan by
‘Stephen Kiesslinger, son of a wharfinger
of ‘the burg of Antwerp.

When  Nello recovered consctousness he
‘was lying on the stones outside and Pa-
trasche was licking his face and moaning
over him. 1In the distance a throng. .of
the youths ‘of Antwerp were shouting
around ‘their suecessful comrade and es-
corting him' with acclamations te his
home on the ‘quay. g

The boy staggered to his feet and drew
the dog .into his arms. “It is all over,
dear Patrasche, all over!” he sald. .

Weak with despair and with hunger, he
began the weary way back to the village.
Patrasche limped slowly by his side. The
snow was falling fast,”a hurricane blew
‘rom the black north: “It was bitter as
«death on ‘those unsheltered, monotonous
plains. ) o AR T PR
< ‘Darkness cloggd Jii° béfors: the- village
was In sight. Suddenly ‘Pa:tuicii'e?;toppea_’
‘whined and scratchsd in the snow. He'
‘brought out a small case of brown
lemther, s :

The boy looked at it under a little Cal-
vary by the roadside that had a lamp

name of Baas Colgez on.the wallet: and
in It" he found notes for two thousand
franes. R B R R R

«The discovery roused him a. little from
the ‘deadly stupor that had ovhréouip@ll
his senses during ithe \hopeloss ‘march.
He madé. stralght for thé mill house and
knocked. The miller's wife opened it.

:;K: was weeping. Alols stood. clinging to

road toward Antwerp., Once on the high=
way, he could follow faster, but.when he
reached the town'so'‘many divers pathe
crossed each other that the old dog bad.a
hard task. But he held grimly to his task,
though the: jagged ice -of “the “armored '
streets cut his frozeén paws and the hun-
ger withih him began to gnaw-like a rat’s
‘tooth. At-last the gaunt, shivering brute
traced ‘theé steps he loved to.the great

f gathedral. . |

- By some-Heedfessnéss ome of the doors
had been 1§ft unclosed after #tie.wredt mid-
night ma3s. ' The dpg crept softly, slowly
in, snuffed alorg the stone floer, found the
trall at last and followed it through- the
immensity of the ‘black: vaulted place to
the gates of the chancel. 2 Gk

There hé found Nello, stretched on the
stones.

As soon.ag his nose touched the boy’s
face he started up and clasped the dog
close with a low cry. “Let.ns lle gown
and die together,” said he. - “Men have no
need of us and we are all. alone.” )

Patrasche crept closer, still and laid his
head on the boy's breast. His brown,
sad eyes were so molst with affection tha
they seemed full of tears. ? g
" They lay together in the plercing cold.
The blasts that blew over. the Filemish
dikes from the northern seas were like
waves of Ice which 'froze every living
thing they touched. A The-interior of (he
dark cathedral was even more bitterly
chilled than the plain cutside. Under the
Rubens, they lay together,  quite .still,
soothed almost into a dreaming slumber
by the numbing na~cotie of tha cold. |

Suddenly a great whitéradiance streamed
through the vast aisles. The spow had
ceased to fall and at the moment the moon
broke through the clouds. Clear as the
1ight of & splendid dawn shone the light
of the winter night., C A
"1t touched the boy and woke him. He
gpened. his eyes'and saw, over his head,
m“‘tw’o ‘gfeat ‘pictures from which gthe
vefl Had been withdrawn on Christmas
Eve—the Elevation and the Descent of the
Cross. : ?

Full on them fell the pure, unearthly-
light. He arose and stretched his arms
‘jpward them. 'An eécstasy of passion shone
on_ hig white face. 4

“I have seen them! I have seen them!"
cribd hé. ‘O God, it is enough!” .

‘His }iimbs falled under him. He sank to
his kniees, but still he gazed upward at
the miajesty displayed for him. As fif in
ﬂqﬂn strong, clear, white light < 1tn-
‘gered on the divine visions, mumhu.h€¢

. as they miRht be. illuminated by
from the great Throne itself. Then
‘ Once more:a

‘the boy drew close
4 dog, +"We shall ses




