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THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE. FOUNDED 1866

,W{

Is an efficient and econ- <4 
omical heating apparatus 
that soon saves enough to 
pay for its initial cost

McCIary’s 
j "Sunshine”
“ > Furnace ^

1 hen get along as noiselessly as pos­
sible, and I will follow you."

What about the Jew, citoyen ?” asked 
Desgas, as silently like noiseless shadows, 
one by one the soldiers began to 
along the rough and narrow footpath.

“Ah, yes ! I had forgotten the Jew,” 
said Chauvelin, and, turning towards the 
Jew, he called h*im peremptorily.

" Here, you . . . Aaron, Moses, Abra­
ham, or whatever your confounded name 
may be, he said to the old man, who 
had quietly stood beside his lean nag, as 
far away from the soldiers as possiole.

“Benjamin Rosenbaum, so it please your 
Honour," he replied humbly.

It does not please me to hear your 
voice, but it does please me to give you 
certain orders, which you will find it wise 
to obey."

“So please your Honour . . ."
Hold your confounded tongue, 

shall stay here, do you hear ? with 
horse and cart until

must have run 
outdistanced Lhauveun

oa very fast, and had
for

presently she reached the edge of the cl in 
and heard their footsteps distinctly be­
hind her.

old Jew, soon died away along the foot­
path. and Desgas,

Marguerite had not lost a single one of 
Chauvelins words of command. Her
every nerve was strained to completely 
grasp the situation first, then to make a 
final appeal to those wits which had so 
often been called the sharpest in Europe, 
and which alone might be of service now.

Certainly tJhe situation was desperate 
enough ; a tiny band of unsuspecting 
men, quietly awaiting the arrival of 
their rescuer, who was equally uncon­
scious of the trap laid for them all. It 
seemed so horrible, this net, as it were 
drawn in a circle, at dead of night, 
a lonely beach, round a few defenceless 
men, defenceless because they were tricked 
and unsuspecting ; of these one was the 
husband she idolized, another the brother 
she loved.
the others were, who were also calmly 
waiting for the Scarlet Pimpernel, while 
death lurked behind every boulder of the 
cliffs.

But only a very few yard*
away, and now the moonlight was fun 
upon her, her figure must have been dis­
tinctly silhouetted against the silvery 
background of the sea.

creep

Only for a moment, though , the 
she had cowered, like some animal dou­
bled up within Used.

next

1 She peeped down 
the great rugged cliffs—the descent would 
be easy enough, as they 
cipitous, and the great boulders afforded 
plenty of foothold.

were not pre-

Suddenly, as she 
gazed, she saw at some little distance 
on her left, and about midway down the 
cliffs, a rough 
through the walls of which a tiny red 
light glimmered like a beacon. Her very 
heart seemed to stand still, the

3 on

3 wooden construction,
S08

She vaguely wondered who
ieagerness

of joy was so great, that it fejt like an 
awful pain.

She could not gauge how distant the 
hut was, but without hesitation she be­
gan the steep descent, creeping from 
boulder to boulder, caring nothing for 
the enemy behind, 
who evidently had all taken 
the tall Englishman had 
peared.

You
(your 

You
are on no account to utter the faintest 
sound, or to breathe even louder than 
you can hel-p ; nor are you, 
sidération whatever, to leave your post 
until I give you orders to do so. 
you understand ?"

” llut your Honour—"
Jew pitiably.

“There is no questiom of ‘but’ or of

1our return.
For the moment she could do nothing 

but follow the soldiers and Chauvelin. 
on any con- She feared to lose her way, or she would 

have rushed forward and found that 
Do wooden hut, and perhaps been in time 

to warn t'he fugitives and 
deliverer yet.

For a second, the thought flashed 
through her mind of uttering the pierc- 

any argument," said Chauvelin, in a tone shrieks, which Chauvelin seemed to
that made the

t

goitre É

S:Sor for the soldiers
cover since 

not yet ap- 1their brave
Our home treatment for this disfiguring and 
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SUPERFLUOUS HAIR,
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by Electrolysis. Satisfaction assured always, 
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our office or by mail.
HISCOTT DERMATOLOGICAL INSTITUTE I 

61 College Street 
Toronto

protested the É
On she pressed, forgetting the deadly 

foe on her track, running, stumbling, 
foot-sore, half-dazed, but still

tim'id old man tremble dread, as a possible warning to the when, suddenly, a crevice, or stone, or 
Scarlet Pimpernel and his friends—in the slippery bit of rock, threw her violently 
wild hope that they would hear, and the ground,
have yet time to escape before it was her feet, 
too late. But she did not know how 
far from the edge of the cliff ^he 
she did not know if her shrieks

<
ton
c

from head to foot. “If when I return, 
I do not find you here, I most solemnly 
assure

a
She struggled) again to 

and started running forward 
more to give them that timely 

warning, to beg them to flee before he
came, and to tell him to keep away_
away from this death-trap—away from 
this awful doom. But now she realized 
that other steps, quicker than her 
were already close at her heels.

t
you that, wiherever you may try 

and hide yourself, I can find you, 
that punishment swift, sure and terrible, 
will sooner or later overtake you. 
you hear me ?"

and r
was ; o

Do would
reach the ears of the doomed men. Her 
effort might be premature, and she would 
never be allowed to make another, 
mouth would • be securely gagged, 
that of the Jew,

c
1

“ But your Excellency . . ."
I said, do you hear me ?"

The soldiers had all crept away; the 
three men stood alone together in the 
dark and lonely road, with Marguerite 
there, behind the hedge, listening to 
Chauvelin’s orders, as she would to her 
own death sentence.

“ I heard your Honour," protested the
Jew again, while he tried to draw nearer nj0r weariness ; indomitable will to reach
to Chauvelin, “and I swear by Abraham, her husband in spite of ‘adverse Fate,
Isaac and Jacob that I would obey your and of a cunning enemy, killed all
Honour most absolutely, and that I would ot bodily pain within her, and rendered
not move from this place until your Hon- her instincts doubly acute, 
our once more deigned to shed the light She heard nothing save the soft 
of your countenance upon your humble 
servant ; but remember, your Honour, I 
am a poor old man ; my nerves are not 
as strong as those of a young soldier.
If midnight marauders should come prowl­
ing round this lonely road ! I might 
scream or run in my fright ! and is my haste, and cower still further within the 
life to be forfeit, is some terrible punish- shadow of the hedge, 
ment to come on my poor old head for had proved a friend to her by remaining 
that which I cannot help ?” hidden behind

it
Her
like

own. E

The
and she, a helpless next instant a hand dragged at her skirt, 

prisoner in the hands of Chauvelin’s men. and she was down 
Like a ghost she flitted noiselessly be­

hind that hedge: she had taken her shoes 
off, and her stockings were by now torn 
off her feet.

a
8

on her knees again, 
whilst something was wound round her 
mouth to prevent her uttering 

Bewildered, half frantic 
temess of disappointment, 
round her helplessly, and, bending down 
quite close to her, she saw t'hrougn the 
mist, which seemed to gather 
a pair of keen, malicious 
peared to her excited brain to 
weird,

n
a scream, 

with the bit- 
she looked

g
oShe felt neither soreness o
d
a

JO 911 sense round her, 8
eyes, yphich ap- 

have a
supernatural green light in them. 

She lay in the shadow of 
Chauvelin could

n

5 measured footsteps of Percy’s enemies on 
in front ; she saw nothing but—in her boulder ; r 
mind’s eye—that wooden hut, and he, her features, but he 
husband, walking blindly to his doom.

Suddenly, those

a great
BIO bin not see her 

passed his thin, white
a
It7 a 5 fingers over her face. 

A woman 1 "
si

same keen instincts 
within her made her pause in her mad

he whispered, ”by all 
the Saints in the calendar.”

‘‘We cannot let her loose, 
tain,” he muttered to himself, 
der now . . /’

cl
ii

that’s cer- 
“I won*

n
The moon, wbidh
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The First Big Ben 

Cost $12.85

a bank of clouds,
The Jew seemed in real distress ; he emerged in all the glory of an early au-

Clearly tumn night, and in a moment flooded the 
weird and lonely landscape with 
of brilliant light.

There,

Suddenly he paused, and after a few 
seconds of deadly silence, he gave forth 
a long, low, curious chuckle, while once 
again Marguerite felt, with a horr.ble 
shudder, his thin fingers wandering over 

not two hundred metres ahead, her face.
the edge of the cliff, and below, " Dear me ! dear me !” he whisnere.1 

stretching far away to free and happy with affected gallantry "this is indent 
England, the sea rolled on smoothly and charming surprise,” and Marguerite felt 4 

Marguerite's gaze rested for her resistless hand raised to Chauvelins W 
on the brilliant, silvery thin, mocking lips.

The situation was indeed grotesque, had 
it not been at the same time so fearfully 

the poor, weary woman, broken 
in spirit, and half frantic with the bit­
terness of her disappointment, receiving 
on her knees the banal gallantries of her 

than deadly enemy.
Her senses

ir
t<was shaking from head to foot, 

he was not the man to be left by himself 
on this lonely road.

s<
a rush o;The man spoke 

truly ; he might unwittingly, in dheerBig Ben is the result of 26 ye 
of fine clock making. The first 
Big Ben cost $12.85 to make. 
The first hundred cost $6.50 each. But 
the great demand has brought the price 
down to everyone’s pocketbook.

tiars
juterror, utter the shriek that might prove 

• a warning to the wily Scarlet Pimper­
nel.

PJ
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Chauvelin reflected for a moment.
“ Will your horse and cart be safe alone an inst(ant> 

here, do you think ?” he asked roughly. waters, and
“ 1 fancy, citoyen,” here interposed 

Desgas, “that they will he safer without 
that dirty, cowardly Jew, as with him.
There seems no doubt that, if he gets 
scared, he will either make a bolt of it. set, 
or shriek his head off.”

“ But what am I to do with the 
brute ?”

“ Will 
citoyen ?”

” No, for we shall want him to drive 
hack the wounded present 1 y,” said Chau­
velin, with grim significance.

There was a pause again —Desgas, wait­
ing for the decision of his chief, and the 
old Jew whining beside his nag.

“ Well, you lazy, lumbering old cow­
ard.” said Chauvelin at last, “you had 
better shuffle along behind us. Here.
Citoyen Desgas. tie this handkerchief 
tightly round the fellow's mouth.”

Chauvelin handed a scarf to Desgas.

peaceably.
shBuy Him Now 

for $3.00
as she gazed her heart, 

which had been numb with pain for all 
these hours, seemed to soften and dis- tragic : 
tend, and her eyes filled with hot tears : 
not three miles

sa
al
tc

Big Ben the national sleep-meter, is 
arousing thousands of farmers on time. 
Everywhere, everyday, the gentle, insist­
ent voice of Big Ben taps the “sleepy 
heads” to joyous action. This “minute- 
man” starts

h£
thaway, with white sails 

a graceful schooner lav in wait. 
Marguerite had guessed rather 

recognized her.

re
yethe day with a smile. Big 

Ben never fails-he’s on the job always. 
He rings 5 minutes straight, or at inter­
vals of 30 seconds for 10 minutes. He 
tells the truth and gets you and the- farm 
hands up on the dot.”

Big Ben is liand-built, like a fine, thin- 
model watch, and “time checked” for 140 
hours for accuracy. 1,055 skilled watch­
makers build Big Ben—the clock that’s 
the pride of the famous Westclox Com­
munity of La Salle, Illinois.

2,500 Big Bens now leave the factory 
every 10 hours and the demand gets big­
ger daily. Big Ben has ticked himself 
into popular favor because he is built 
right, runs right and is priced right.

Big Ben is sold by 5,000 Canadian 
dealers. If you cannot find him at yours 
send us $3.00 today and we will send him 
by return express, duty charges prepaid.

It was t'he Day Dream, 
I’ercy's favorite yacht, with old Briggs, 
that prince of skippers, aboard, 
her crew of British sailors : 
sails, glistening in the moonlight, seemed 
to convey a message to Marguerite of 
J°.v and hope, which yet she feared 
never be.

were leaving her; half choked 
wMh the tight grip round her mouth, she 

and all had no strength to move or to utter the 
her white famtest sound. The excitement which

ye
you send him back to Calais,

Tl
thall along had kept 

seemed at
UP her delicate body,

. . two- . °n0e to lhave subsided, and the 
could feeling of blank despair 

-he waited there, out at sea, ly paralyzed her brain 
uaited for her master, like a beautiful Chauvelin
white bird all ready to take flight, 
he would

nc
qu

to have complets- 
an d nerves.

.. must have given some direc­
tions, which she
for she felt herself 
feet :

if

and
never see her was too dazed to hear, 

lifted from off her 
her mouth

never reach her, 
smooth deck again, never gaze anv more 
on the white cliffs of England, 
of liberty and of hope.

the sight of the schooner 
fuse into the

the bandage round ap
was

a pair of strong 
that tiny, red 

she had looked 
and the last faint

the land made more secure, and ; 
arms carried her towand 

seemed to in- fight, on ahead, 
woman the

ta
leswhich

<3iq (£en poor, wearied Coupon as 
glimmer 0f hope.

a beaconwho solemnly began winding it round the 
Jew’s mouth.
haum allowed himself to he gagged ;

upcomfonah'e

superhuman strength of despair, 
was the edge of the cliff, 
below

There isMeekly Benjamin Ro sen­
tie. and some thway 

presently her ' 1 ° be continued. )was the hut, where 
husband would meet his death

anevidently, preferred this 
state t,o that of being left alone, on the But the me

was nut : she could 
now : she would

see her 
see the hut from

Dur English 
hand

WESTCLOX. La Salle, Illinois ly.I'lnui the thrts. cousins speak of second­
ly 4““” they “‘eft °ff'" -here we

dark St. Martin Rond 
mon fell in line.

“ Quick !” said ChnuveMn, impatiently, 
“we have already wasted much valuable

en^nt’c, run to it
t h e*ii h f 

S'il t'h.'ir

rouse them all.
1 he following advertise- 

a p peared in
Bess “How do you eliminate the scent 

of onions ?”
Teas—“Oh, the remedy’s simple. I read 

a story that takes my breath away.”

nnv rate to he prepared and to ment recently gLa Londonlives dearly, rather 

Med

than he paper : iugltime.’*
And the firm footsteps of ChivivpHn

1 he
manv rats in a hole, 
on behind the hedge 

" k crass of the ditch.

” Mr. at. Innd
in clothing of

any day from 3

MrsJu Hardy have left off tinand Desgas, the shuffling gait of the 1 - - v all kinds. They can be seenShe
6 p.m."
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