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“Why do you eall th
‘Little Chicken?  she gepag’ ' 10

“'Twas Duncan n {t»
' Freckles. “You see, ‘mgh ttﬂa ﬂﬂ
- cold of winter the birds of the swam
. were almost It 1s mightr;.
. lonely here, and they were all the com-
' pany I was having. | got to carrying
) 8craps and grain down to them. Dun-
can was that ginerous he was glving
me of bis wheat and eorn from his
chickens’ feed, and he called the birds
| me swamp chickens. Then when
these big black fellows came, Mr. Me-
| Lean sald they were our nearest kind
| to some In the old world that they
' called ‘Pharoah’s Chickens’ and he
| called mine ‘Freckles’ Chickens.’' "
' “Good enough!™” erled the Bird Wo-
| man. “You must shoot something for
them oceasionally, and Tl bring more

— P— food when I come. Tf you will help

me keep them unti] I get my serles, I'l]
glve you a copy of each study I make,
mounted in a book.”

“I'l be dolng me ¥ ” .
3ed the boy, and mfmmﬁmﬂ
oeant it

"l wonder if that other egg is golng
> hatch? mused the Bird Woman.
‘l am afrald not It should have been
ut today. Iso't it a beauty? I never
aw either an egg or the young before.
(hey are rare this far north.”

“So Mr. McLean sald,” answered
Frecklea.

. The Bird Woman gave him her hand
. -t parting, and Freckles joyfully real-

= s T e —

. izéd that here was golng to be another

- |person for him to love. Freckles
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= |:uu]r.ln't remember, a$ter they had

| | driven away, that they had even no-
| ticed bis missing hand, and for the
first time In his Hfe he had forgot-
| ten 1t.
When the Bird Woman and the an-
I sel were well on the home road the
angel told of the little corner of para-
. llse into which she had strayed and
E Jf her new name. )
't *“Did you know Mr. McLean bhad a
lon?" asked the angel. “Isn’t the little
' accent he has and the way he twists
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' a sentence too dear? And isn't it too
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| old fashloned and funny to hear him
i call his father mister?"

"It sounds too good to be true,” sald
' the Bird Woman, answering the lzst
' question first. *“I am so tired with
' these present day young men that
| patronizingly call thelr fathers ‘dad.
| ‘governor,” ‘old man' and ‘old chap'
' that tbe boy's attitude of respect and
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' deference struck me as being as fine
' as silk. There must be something rare
1 about that young man.”
. But she dld not find it necessary to
|
: tell the angel that for several vears
| she had known the man who so proud-
| '¥ proclaimed himself Freckles’ father
|to be a bachelor and a Scotchman.
: The Bird Woman bhad a fine way of
| attending strictly to her own business.
Freckles turned back to the trail, but
stopped at every wild brier and looked
' at the pink satin of the petals. She
- was not of his world, and better than
| any other be knew it; but she might be
| bis angel. and he was dreaming of
| naoght but blind, silent worship. He
| finished the happlest day of his life,
| and that night he went back to the
' swamp as {f drawn by a magnet. That

Wessner would try for his revenge he
| knew. That he would be abetted by
' Black Jack was almost certain, but
fear had fled the happy beart of Freck-
' les. He had kept his trust. He had
' won the respect of the boss. Nobody
could ever wipe from his heart the
flood of holy adoration that had welled
up with the coming of his angel

At the edge of the clearing he came
out into the bright moonlight, and
' there sat McLean on his mare. Freck-
' les bhurried up to him.
“ls there trouble?" he asked anxions-

Rt

| 1¥.

“That's what I wanted to ask you,”
! sald the boss. "I stopped at the cabin

to see you a2 minute before I turned in,
| and they sald you had come down

bere. You must not do it. Freckles.”

Freckles stood combing hls fingers
' through Nellle’s mane, and the dainty
| creature was twisting her head around
to his caresses. He pushed back his
bat and looked up into McLean's face.
“It's come to the ‘sleep with one eye
open,’ sir I'm pot lookinz for any-
thing to be happening for a week or
two, bur it's bound to come, and soon.
If I'm to keep me trust as I've prom-
' I1sed you and meself, I've to live here
mostly until the gang comes. TYou
must be knowing that, sir."

“I'm afraid it’s true. Freckles.” said
McLean, *“And I've decided to double
the guard unill we geot here. It will
only be a few weeks now, and I'm so
anxions for vyou that yon must not be
left alone further. If anvthing should
ppen to you. Freckles, it would =poll

«» of the very dearest plans of mvy
. i -

with dismay the
proposition to place a second gunard.
“h! ne, no. Mr. MecLean.,” he cried.
“Not for the world! 1 wouldn't be hav-
inc a strapger around, scaringe me
birds and trampingz up me study and
disturbing all me ways for any money!
I nm all the guard yon need! I will be
faithful! I will torn over the lease
with no tree missing—on me life, I
will! Oh, don't be sendinz another
man to set them saying 1 turned cow-
ard and asked for help.

beard

Freckles

| it ‘The only thing I want is another

| .;un_n
McLean handed a shining biz revol-
ver down to Freckles, who slipped it

s beside the one already in his belt.

“Freckles.” he sald at last, “we never
know the timber of a man’s soul until
evmathing cuts inte him deeply and
brings the grain out strong. You've
the making of a mighty fine plece of
furniture, my boy, and you shall have
yvour own way these few weeks yet
Then if you will go I am going to take
you to the city and educate you, and

It will just |
kill the honor of me heart if vou do ;

¥ou are tv be my son, my lad—my-aown
son™

Freckles twisted his finzers in Nel
‘le’'s mane to steady himself.

“But why should you be doing that.
sir? he faltered.

MeclLean slid his arm down abount the

boy’s shoulders and gathered him close
J to him.

“Because I love you, FrecEles,”™ he
said simply.
McLean tichtened his clasp a second

longer, then he rode away down the
trail.

Freckles lifted his hat and faced the
sky. The harvest moon looked down,
sheeting the swamp In silver glory.
The Limberlost sang ber night song.
The swale softly rustled In the wind
Winged things of night brushed his
face, and still Freckles gazed upward,
trying to fathom these things which
bad come to him. To one above the

][ sky he must make acknowledgment

for these miracles,
and he began softly:

“Thank you for each separate good
fhing that has come to me,” he sald,
“and, above all, for the falling of the
feather, for If it didn't really fall from
an angel its falllng brought an angel,
and if it's in the great heart of you to
exercise yourself any further about
me, oh, do please to be taking good

care of her!”
h-‘ waltlng as ever, challenged,
“SBee me?’ he saw the dalnty,
swaylng grace of the angel! Instead
What 18 a man to do with an angel
who dismembers herself and scatters
over a whole swamp, thrusting a vivid
reminder upon him at every turm?
“You needn't be thinking,” he sald
to the goldfinch, “that because I'm
coming down this line alone day after
day It's always to be so. Some of
these days you'll be swinging on this
wire, and you'll see me coming, and
you'll swing, ekip and fllrt yourself
around and chip up right spunky,
‘See me?" I'll be saying ‘See you? See
ber!" You'll look, and there she'll
stand. The sunshine won't look gold
any more, nor the roses pink, nor the
sky blue, because she’ll be the pinkest,
WIZIDL Eviwesi g or all.  You'll be
yelling yourself hoarse with the jeal-

ansy of her. The saw bird will stretch
win weCE QUT OL JOLOL, #uu sue 1l Luruy

the heads of all the flowers. Wherev-
er she goes I can go back afterward
and see the things she's seen, walk
the path she's walked, hear the grass-
es whispering over all the things she's
sald, and if there's a place too swampy
for her bits of feet, maybe—mavbe
she'd be putting the beautiful arms
of ber about me neck and letting me
carry bher over!”

Freckles shivered as with a chill

He sent the cudgel whirling skyward,
dextrously caugbt it and set it spin-
ning.
“Maybe she'll be wanting the cup
me blue and brown chickens raised
their bables in. If there’s any feathers
falling that day, why, It's from the
wings of me chickens—it's sure to be,
for the only angel outside the gates
will be walking this timberline, and
every step of the way I'll be holding
me breath and praying that she don't
unfold wings and sail off before the
bhungry eyes of me.”

When the week was up Freckles had
his room crisp and glowing with fresh
Hving things that rivaled every tint
of the rainbow. He carried bark and
filled up all the muckiest places of the
trail,

It was middle July. The heat of the
last few days bad dried up the water
about and through the Limberlost, so
that it was possible to eross it on foot
In almost any directlon if one had any
idea of direction and did not become
completely lost in ita rank tangle of
vegetation and bushes.

The heat was dolng one other thing
that was bound to make Freckles, as
a good Irishman, shiver. As the swale
dried its inbabitants were seeking the
cooler depths of the swamp. Thev
liked meither the heat nor leaving the

=0

His lips moved

CHAPTEL IX.
A FIGHT WITH BULLETS.

HEN Freckles crossed Sleepy
Bonake creek and the goldfinch,
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OF DYSPEPSIA

By Na-Dru-Co Byspepsia Tableis-

We are continually hearing from
grateful people who have had experi-
ences like that of Miss Alice E. Cooper,
of Niagara Falls, Ont., who writes :

“I wish to express my gratitude to
you for the benefit I received from your
most wonderful Dyspepsia Tablets,
Having taken other medicines withont
having received the slightest relief, I
heard of your Na-Dru-Co Dyspepsia
Tablets and thought I would give them
a trial, I have n completely cured
of dyspepsia. I will be only too pleased
to advise any onetroubled with dyspepsia
to give them a fair trial.”

a-Dru-Co Dyspepsia Tablets not only
give the immediate relief from heart-
burn, flatulence, acidity of the stomach
and biliousness, whichissomuch needed,
but if taken regularly for a few days or
weeks they completely cure the most
aggravated cases of stomach trouble,
When for 50¢. you can get a box from
your druggist, why go on suffering?
National Drug and Chemical Co. of
Canada, Limited, Montreal. 144

Held mice, moles and ¥young rabbits
of their chosen location. He saw
them crossing the trall every day as
the heat grew intense. The rattlers
were sadly forgetting their manners,
for they struck on no provocation
whatever and didn't even remember
to rattle afterward. Dally Freckles
was compelled to drive big black-
snakes and blue racers from the nests
of his chickens. Often the terrified
squalls of the parent birds would
reach him far down the line, and b
would run to the rescue of the ba-
bles,

He saw the angel when the carriage
turned from the corduroy into the
clearing. They stopped at the west
entrance to the swamp., walting for
him to precede them down the trail,
as he had told them it was safest for
the borse that he should do so. They
followed the east line to a point oppo-
site the big chickens' tree, and Frec
kles carried-in-the cameras and showed
the Bird Woman a path he had cleared
to the log.

They arranged that Freckles should
drive the carriage intc the east en-
trance in the shade and then take the
borse around toward the north to a
better place he knew. Then he was
to entertain the angel at his study or
on the line until the Bird Woman fin-
ished her work and came to them.

Freckles trod on air, for his dream
had come true so soon. He was going
down the timberline and the angel was
following him. He asked to be excused
for going first, because he wanted to
be sure the trail was safe for her.
She langhed at his fears. telline him

“THEN GO FLYING,” SAID THE BIED WO
MAYN.

that it was the polite thing for him to
do anyway.

“Oh,” said Freckles, “so you was
after knowing that? Well, 1 didn't
8'pose you did, and [ was afraid you’d
think me wanting in respect to be
preceding you!”

The astonished angel looked at him,
caught the irrepressible gleam of Irish
fun in his eyes, and they laughed to-
gether.

Freckles did not realize how he was
talking that morning. He showed her
many of the beantiful nests and eggs
of the line.. She could identify a num-
ber of them, but of some she was igno-
rant, so they made notes of the num-
ber and color of the egczs, material and
construction of nest, color, size and
shape of the birds and went on to look
them up in the book.

At his room, when Freckles had 1ift-
ed the overhanging bushes and stepped
back for her to enter, his heart was all
out of time and place. The angel drew
a deep breath and stood staring, first
at one side, then at another, then far
off down the cathedral aisle. “It's
just fairyland!” she cried ecstatically.
Then she turned and stared at Freckles
exactly as she had at his handiwork.

“What are you planning to be?” ghe
asked slowly.

“Whatever Mr. McLean wants s
to,” he replied

“What do you do most?” she asked.

*Watch me lines."

“1 don't mean work!™

“Oh! In me spare time T keep me
toom and study in me books."™

“Do you work on the room or the
books most?*

“On the room just what it takes to

keep it up and the rest of the time on
me bogks.”

[ already.”

scholar,” she sald, “but you don't look
it. Your face isn’t right for that, but
It's got something big in it—something
Just great. I must find out what it is
and then yoo must go to work on it
Your father is expecting you to do
something. You can tell by the way

be talks. You ought to begin right
away. You've wasted too much time

Poor Freckles hung his head He
had never wasted an hour in his life,
There had never been one that was hig
to waste.

The angel, studying him intently,
read his thought in his face. “Oh, I ,
don't mean that!” she cried, with the ,
frank dismay of sixteen. “0Of course
you're not lazy! Nobody would ever

think that from your looks. It's this e
I mean: There is something fine, strong _
and full of power in your face. There * »*

is something you are to do In this
world, and no matter how hard you
work at all these other things nor how
successfully you do them it is all wasts

FREE | FREE!

We will give absolutely free with @very 25c pur-
chase a large can of our special cleanser to intro-
duce during Fair week.

We have evervthing in drugs, fancy goods, school
supplies, etc., and a purchase of 25¢ or more getsa

can free.

Special Clea‘nser cleans everything, silverware,
pots, pans, dishes, etc,, and if vyou once use it you

GAN,

will buy itagain.

ad untll you find the one thing thaf

Druggist and Optician
Riggs' Old Stand
LINDSAY, Ont.

you can do best. If you could go any-¢ ‘Tee In a few minutes and with littls
where you please and do anything you m‘?a:'

want, what would you do?”

“I'd go to Chicago and sing iz the
First Eplscopal
Freckles promptly.

The angel dropped back on a seat]
the hat she had taken off and held in
her fingers rolled to her feet. *“Thepe™
gshe exclalmed vehemently, “you can
see what I'm going to be.
absolutely wnothing!
Of course you can sing!

all over you.”

“Anybody with half wit could have
seen he counld sing without having to
be told,” she thought.

glenderness of his
QUICE, Dervolus touco.

brightness of his hair, the fire of his
eyes, the breadth of his chest, the
muscles of his throat and neck and,
above all, it's In every tone of his

volea"

“Will you do something for me?” she

asked.

“T'll do anything in the world you
want me to,” sald Freckles largely,
“and If I ean’t do what you want 1'1}
£0 to work at once and I'll try tiil I

can™

“Good,” sald the angel
there and stand before that bank and

elng something—anything you think of

first.”

It was a children’s song that he had
led for the little folks ag the homse

To falry land we go,
‘With a song of joy, helgh-o!

answered

Nothing,
You can sing?
It 1s written

“It's In the

Cogges, and s

“Go over

“Then go fiying™
ihlndma. and we will ride the horsd

back to where you left him and walf

for you. I finighed Little Chicken {9
nn Hima anfl nnt him hask. Wie mathas

enter the log. The light was fine, so
et and focused the camera and cov
ered it with branches, attached

long hose and went away off over 1
feet and hid in some bushes to wal
A short, thick man and a tall, dark

e

came so clorg, 1 felt sure she would |

one passed me so closely I could al |
most have reached out and tooched
them. They carried a big saw on their
shoulders. They said they counld work
until about noon, and then they mnust
lay off until you passed and then try
to load and get out at night. They
went on—not entirely out of sight—
and began cutting a tree. Mr. McLean
told me the other day what was likely
to happen there, and if they get that
tree ﬂm%.ha loses his wager on you.
Eeep to east and north and hustle,
We'll meet you at the carriage. I am
always armed. We will separate and
creep up on them from different sides
and give them a fusilade that will
aand tham fAvine VTan hnrree nao

Bhe gathered up the reins and startea
briskly down the trail. The angel, hat-
less and with sparkling eyes, was
clinging about bher waist.

Freckles worked his way with great
care, dodging limbs and bushes with

In dreams we'll stand upon that shore | Dolseless tread and cutting as close to

And all the realm behold.
We'll see the sights so grand
That belong to falry land.
Its mysteries we will axplors,
Its beauties will untold.
Oh, tra, la, la, oh, ha, ha, hal We're hap«
PY now as weé can be,
Our welcome song we wil prolong and
greet you with our melody.
O falry land, sweet falry land, we love ta
glng—

Nothing counld ha_‘ra given the Intense
sreatngss, aed Jllickipg, ouglitv, of
got everything but pride in his work
with the sound of his voice. He was
on the chorus, aad the angel was shiv-
ering in ecstasy when clip, clip, came

where he thonght the men were as he
felt that be dared if he were to remain
| anseen. As he ran he tried to think
It was Wessner, burning for his re- |
venge, alded by the bully of the local-
ity, that he was going to meet.

He must follow the Bird Woman's

plan and meet them at the carriage,
but if they really did mean to try to
bhelp him he must not allow it.
the angel try to handle a revolver in
his defense? Nerver!
frees in the Limberlost!
shoot bherself. She might forget to
watch sharply and run across a snake
that was not particularly well behaved

Let

Not for all the
She might

the sharply beating feet of a swiftly semin permitted
ridden horse down the trail from the Lh::“; = Fi: ;mif‘ericnki?went speed-
north. They both sprang toward the ing on.

entrance.

“Freckles, Freckles!" called the volcd
of the Bird Woman,

They were at the t¥il on the instant.

“Both those revolvers loaded?' she
asked.

“Yes,” sald TFrecklea.

“Is there a way you can cut across
the swamp and get to the chicken

e

g = F—

THE ROYAL TRAIN — The above illustration shows Their Royal Hig wesses, the Duke of

Princess Patricia enjoying the voices of

guick!” sald the Bird Woman.
awvill all creep up until we are in fair
range. The underbrush is so thick
and they are so hard at work that they

When be reached the ecarriage the

Bird Woman and the angel had the
borse hitched to it, the outfit packed
and were calmly waiting.

“Give babe one of your revolvers,

the world's greatest singers as re

ed the angel to lie down and shoot
high, as she moved away.

Freckles' revolver spat fire, Lead®
spanged on steel. The saw handle flew
from Wessner's hand and he reeled
with the jar of the shock. Black Jack
straightened, uttering a fearful oath.
His hat was taken off by a shot from
the northeast. The angel had not wait-
ed for the Bird Woman, and her shot

' could scarcely have been called high.

At almost the same Instant the thir@
shot whistled in from the east Black
Jack spang into the air with a yell of
complete panic, for it ripped a heel
from his boot.

Freckles emptied his second chamber
and the dirt spattered over Wessner.
Bhots poured in thick and fast With-
out even reaching for a weapon, both
men broke for the east road in great,
leaping bounds, while leaden slugs
sung and hissed about them in deadly
earnest.

Freckles was trimming his corners
as closely as he dared. but if the an-

' gel did pot really Intend to hit she

was shaving the limit in a scandalons
Imanner.
(To be continued.)

YERULAM RURAL
MAIL DELIVERY

The rural mail delivery which is
being inaugurated will soon be going.
The first route to be mapped out,
starts from Bobcaygeon on delivery
of noon mail, thence to Verulam z2nd
Somerville boundary via the Devitt
settlement, then west aloag the
town line to the 5th and 6th conces-
sion line of Verulam, then back to
Bobcaygeon by way of Fairbain. Mr.
Adam 8. Brock will start won bhis
round Oct. 8th and will run three
trips a week. There will be nearly 90
deliveries, and 30 boxes are ready for
the setting up. As the carrier cannot
start till delivery of the noon mail,
it may mean that a considerable por-
tion of the tripe will likely be trav-
elled in the evening. The Fairbain
post office will close on Oct. 6th. —
Independent.

onnau-ht at;d-
oduced on a Victrola furnished to
the C. P. R. by ihe Berliner Gram-o-phone Co.. T.imited, of Montreal, for rse on the Royal Train on their trip

to the coast.
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