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[ below thés farm. One of our animaﬂ
feeders is a careless fellow, and 1t
is evident that after he fed the lion
its supper he did not properly secure
' the door of the cage, and the cage
was on a flat car. Unti we were
| more than fifty miles down the line
| we didn’t know of the escape of the
|lion: then we stalled our train and
| began telephoning up the line. Bat,
at first, we could get no information
'of the lion’s whereabouts. Finally
came a . message that it was here at
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they'll make a lot of cackling and
attract the notice of the lion. Then
I'll push the door open ;md shin up
on the poles of the chicken roosts.
I've often climbed to ome of the win-
dows, and thanks to my practhq in |
the school gym I can make the climb
pretty quickly. Mighty risky, of
course, but fathér may be here at any
time now and T can’t let him
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Phil’s father has a farm in Ontario
near the Grand Trunk railroad, and
close to the railroad track Phil has a
chicken run. He is an enterprising
fellow, seventeen years of age, and it
can be mentioned, 18 SLOEKY, and
solidly-built, and has developed his
muscles so that he has taken several
prises for athletic work in his school.
He selle his poultry and eggs W a { t Te
town at a little distance, and is sav- chances with the brute " |
ing the money for a course at 0. A. C.|  Phil is_a nervy chap, and without
which he proposes to enter just as . aiting for the thought of the risk he
soon as he has finished his course I yas assuming to geﬂkennhls duibr-
high-school. , mination o prote '_h'rs father, _he

The chicken-run is far from the ! routed out ' the setting hens, which
farm house, so far, indeed, that one immedéntf;.‘.:,r bg‘_:g;m a loud cackling.
evening, when Phil was studying his Then, while the hens continued their
lessons for the next day, the sounds shrill complaints, Phil snapped out
of the squawking of his chickens| the hock irom its staple and threw
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| engaged an auto, reaching this place

| agricultural college.

ramn |

this farm in a chicken house, and we

as soon as possible.

“Napoleon, as he is named, 15 an
ugly old brute,”” went on the man- |
ager, “We can do nothing until the
men bring his cage. It's toming on
ah auto truck. 1 shall, of course, pay
for all the damage Napoleon has done,
and in addition I shall give ' this |
plucky fellow here fifty dollars. |
There are mighty few men, let alone|
boys, who would have shown so mugh
sense—and, yes, sand!”

Although Napoleon was said to be
an ugly creature, he had greatly en-
joyed his feast - of chickens; and
when the cage was trundled into the
chicken vard, and the trainers had
thrown the door open, there proved |
to be little difficulty in urging the
lion to come out of the building and
enter his cage.

Phil was paid for the chickens the
lion devoured, and in addition receiv-
ed the ~fifty' dollars, which sum he
added to his fund for a course in the|
: In telling the
story, Phil ecalls the lion “my lion,”
and explains that for one night he
considers that he actually owned a
lion, by “right of capture,” as he

puts it.
(The End.)
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Superficial Reconciliations.
The minister sighed as he tied his

horse at the Thornton gate. Of late,

troubled thoughts had come to him
whenever he passed the big white

catne but faintly into the room, But the door open.
wheén he opened the kitchen door, he| The night was clear,
heard plainly a great commiotion at jipht came to Phils eyes, now accus-
the chicken yard over toward the {omed to the blackness in the build-
railroad track. He lighted a lantern,!ing, so that he could see
and telling his mother that a fox was' the chicken roosts.
likely making a Kkiiling,
neross the meadows. He has lost not|yake an entrance; and barely was he
a few fowls by foxes, and with _ﬂ“!a few feet from the floor, when the
ﬂ.ttﬂ"ﬂk ﬂf a fﬂ}: i!l I‘ﬂi!‘ld, “hE EtEﬂlthIIFi li,ﬁﬂ‘ grﬂ‘“?ling Iﬁud_l}?' Ieaped "-tlr'-it]:lill.
_approached where the fowls were| Phil, his nerves like taut wire,
making a great outery. | serambled to the higher poles, and
Holding the lantern before him, he he was not a fraction of a second too
threw open the gate of the yard and| quick., For the lion, furious at the
entered. “That isn't a fox!” he ex-|escape of its enemy, made a mighty
claimed, as a far larger animal than a | spring, crashing against the side of
fox slipped into the shadows of the|the huilding and breaking the poles,
chicken house. And, at first, he gmashing many to the floor, But
thaught the creature was a neighbor’s| Phil had grabbed the sill of one of
bird dog, which sometimes chased his| the windows, and as he hung there
hens: but it seemed strange how a dog| desperately, the lion made another
could have gﬂi“ﬁ'd an™entraiice. furious 1&3";]1 almost ]-ipping away
Phil swung his lantern so that the| one of Phil’s shoes from his foot.

hastened | sypposed the lion would

JL |
and sufficient |
|

house on the hill John Thornton
was an intelligent, well-informed man,
highly esteemed in the community, for

vears a trustee in the church, twice’
the poles of | supervisor of the town, now nominally
But he had not [ a justice of the peace.
w0 quickly |

He ought to
know without being told how shallow
his reasoning was in the matter of
Rueben Graves. '
The quarrel antedated the minister’s
pastorate at Hillsdale, but he knew all
its ugly details. John Thornton had
broached the subject every time he

beams encircled the space before him,| Afterward, Phil “ound several slits
and as he did so his heart seemed to!in the leather, where the claws of one

pound into his throat. It was not ajof the lion's forefeet had cut the
dog which crouched on the groundi shoe, His teeth fairly chattering
within .a few yards, gazing toward | now, Phil drew himself up
him with angry eyes, which gleamed! safety of the window ledge.
red in the lantern light, meantime| The window was bayely
lashing its tail from side to side. |eppugh for him to pull ‘
To behold a lion in a chicken yard through, but just as he managed this,
was enough to make any one frenzied and dested fo
with fear, and there could be no ques- ‘he saw a swl
tipn but that the brute directly .
front of Phil was a lion, For several his fther was coming,
moments Phil’s nerves went vTigid a cry
with terror, and he found it impos-| the iuilding and make an attack on|
sible to change his position. Then his father, Phil ddred not risk a warn-
his quick boy wits came to his rescue.|ing from the window, Silently he
Just as the lion was about te make lowered himself from the ledge, then
it’s leap, Phil lifted the lantern and he dropped to the ground, - landing|
threw-it withh all his strength, direct-|lichtly on his feet.
ly into the beast's face, at the same
momeént leaping to cne side, thus|around the building, and gaining the
gaining the open door of the chicken| door he anickly pushed it shut; ahd|
house. Instantly he yanked the dgor as g
.shut, securing it inside with its hook.
The chicken house is a stout strue-
ture, which was designed as a small|
cattle barn, and which has | been|
changéd into a snug place for fowls.
As the winters are severe in Ontario,
an extra siding of one-inch hemlock| The lion had already turned its at-|
boards has been added. There was,|tention to the hens, and although |
therefore, little danger that the lion some escaped through the runway,
could break into the building, but for which was near the door, the brute|

nging lantern above the

uickly slipped the padlock through |
its ring., -He had barely done this
when his father called, “Phil, what’s
the matter?” i

Phil leaped to his father's side. “A|
lion!” he gasped. “Padlecked in the
chicken house! 112

Listen!

a few moments Phil gasped with the had caught one of the others. And |
fright of his narrow escape, as he during the following ten minutes the
listered to the growls of the lion, lion devoured several more of the|

which remained just outside the door. hens. : _ ‘ |
Except at a circus or a zoo, lions,! ‘‘Lionl® e;u::lalmed Phil's father, .:af-'
of course, are unknown in these parts fer he had listened to the confusion
and Phil i{ngw that the lion must have inside the chic]gen-hcmge and Phil had
escaped from confinement, and, as gasped out his excited tale. “It
the yard is directly above the railroad doesnt seem possible, but ¢hﬂ5E|
cut, it seemed equally clear that the EYOWls in there are certainly not com-
lion had escaped from a ecircus train, '"& from any ordinary beast!” o
or, possibly, from  a freight car, It is a lion rﬁnd a mighty big lion!
while being transported to a zoo. |gasped Phil. “And, father, it's like-]
Presently Phil’s nerves became less 1V @ circus lion, and probably escaped |
shaky, and although he still heard the from a train on the railroad. qui
lion growling outside the door, there 1Vve been thinking that the lion 1is|
had been no attempt to break into the used to being 5‘;]1"1' up 1n a cage, s0
building. And a few moments later perhaps after it's eaten all of my poor
the lion turned its attention to the hens it can catch it won't try to break
chickens in the yard, evidently catch- out. The building is pretty strong,
ing one which it devoured. | anyhow. = |
“] don’t propose to stay here all . Run to the 'ha:-usfa' and get my |
night,” whispered Phil. “The Lon rifle,” exclaimed Phil’s father, “Tell|
must be a circus brute, but if it should ¥Your mother to use lthe ‘phm;ie and |
take the notion to visit our ecattle rout out all the neighbors. We've got|
barn it wouldn't do a thing to our t° watch here. If the brute broke out, |
calves!” ;  there'd be every kind of peril, and if
Another thought immediately cam, ' it got into our cattle barn it ‘;":'ﬂlﬂﬂ
Before long his father and mnt,h.-zr,‘i” 8 lot of killing of onx stock.”
would wonder why he did not retuyn,| FPhil raced to the farmhouse, and
and his father would probably come &fter giving his father’s message to
aefter him. If his father did, there his mother, returned on the run with
twas the certainty thet he would be the rifle. And, very soon, HﬂthErEd|
attacked by the lion, Ly the news of a lion in a Fhicken:
“It's up to me!” whispered Phil, house, a number of the neighbors/
I have got to do something. And hastened to the building, and contin- |
I could get the ilon to come in here, ued all night to guard the imprisoned
g‘ld I was outside, I could close andilion. But after ils hearty chicken
padlock the dunr."' feast, it made no effort to break out.|
There are several small windows| Early next morning, a circus man-
~on one side of the building, and the &ger ap fﬂred_ at  the farm, with sev-
tvindows are high up and just underﬁ“.ﬂ of his animal keepers. _
the roof. Phil whispered again. “In| ~About dusk last night,” explained
here there are some setting hens, fhe manager,

“our circus train was
I'Il poll them out of their nests, so sitlled by a freight in the cut/ right

to the |

large |
himsgelf |

r 2 moment on the ledge|
in path tWat led to the yard, and knew |

For fear that|
would canse the lion to leave |

Without waitingi
a second he slipped quietly but swiftly |

|thiuk doesn’'t matter

had entered the housze) and he would
hear again this morning all that sop-

' histical reasoning to convince the lis-

tener that Rueben Graves was no
“neighbor” of John Thornton's, but,
by the teaching of the Good Book it-
self, a “heathen man and publican,”
John 'ThorntorR had been three
months bedridden, and the minister
looked down pityingly at the silvery
hair on the white pillow. Perhaps
the genial kindliness of the face, with
some subtle suggestion of unrest, en-

couraged the minister in his fallering |
| hands.

resolution,

“There was one thing about Graves
—it happened years and- years ago,’
the invalid began; but the clergyman
checked- him with a gesture,

“Don’t, Mr. Thornton! He was
silent a moment, walching the sur-
prised look in the -eyes of the older
man., “Pardon my abruptness; but
if, as youm say, you've convinced your
own conscience that Reuben Graves
does not fall within Christ's definition
of a neighbor, there’'s no need of
bringing more evidence. God knows

L]

‘all the circumstances from beginning

to end. What you think gr what I
a turn of the
hand. We're all tzyving to make a
superficial reconcilaition between the
plain teachings of the gospel and our
own thinking and speaking and acting
whittling down God’s yardstick, |
with the foolish idea that by this
means we can ‘measure up.” We don't
seem to realize that it's our little foot
rule we're using, and that God will |
use his own when the {ime comes.
When Christ spoke of ‘sin," ‘repent-
ance,! ‘love,’ ‘forgiveness,’ ‘neighbor,
and the like, those words meant some-
thing delinite to Him. They mean
just the same now. They will mean
just the same when we're all judged
by them by and by. Our liitle bicker-
ings and surface reconciliations are
like thinking we’re nearer getting a
piece of property by setting a ridicu-
lously low price on it in our own mind
without consulting the owner.”

“If I'd been convinced I was on safe |
ground,” John Thornton sald slowly
and reflectively, “I shouldn't have
gone on talking about it the way I did.
No, I can't put my arguments off on
roid, so what's the use of them? Stop
at Reuben Grayes's when you go home
and tell him I want him fo come and
see me. Tell him I'd come to him if
I could. Tell him—tell him I can't go
out vonder without doing mv part.”
= < 34

The Chinese are gradually adopting
the European style of fcotwear. At
the present time almost 40 per cent.
of the footwear in China is reported
to be of KEuropean style. Domestic
factories, of avhich Canton has.twenty,
Hong Kong five, and nearly every |
port of China has at least one, are |
chiefly for the manufacture of the red |
leasher used for the soles of the native |
shoes. The uppers of native shoes |
are generally made from cloth or am
imitation box ecalf. :
Minard's Liniment for sale everywhere.
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| answer:

Power of the Tides. - |

We are accustomed to look upon the
tides as representing enormous un-
utilized power, If we could only put |
them to work, they would run all the';
machinery in the world. '

But is this true?

Undoubtedly—if we could put them
to work on a scale sufficiently ;:mu-.f,;
But that this will ever he practicable, |
economically, is declared doubtful. . |

Engineers who have made a study
of the subject say that one acre of]
water rising and falling ten feet would |
vield only four hersepower. Taking
into view cost of plant, that could
never pay.

They say that tidal power would be |
worth developing only in a [ew locali- |
ties—perhaps in the Bay of Fundy, |-
where tides rise and fall seventy feet;
in Cook's inlet, fifty feet; at Kast- |
port, Me., eighteen feet. \
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Frog’s Anatomy.
If size of skull were an index of
brain-power, the frog would be an in-| — ~ ;

tellectual prodigy. Its craninm s |
s o 529 Interest

hugd, but, alas! #s brain is very small.
PAYABLE HALF YEARLY

The frog has only nine vertebrag>— |
fewer than any other animal with a

Allowed on money left with us for

from three tp ten years.

backbone possesses. Lacking ribs, it |
Write for Booklet.

is obliged to swallow by gulps the air
it- breathes, instead of projecting its

The Great West Permanent

Loan Company.

chest as we do and ereating a vacunm
for air to pour into,
Toronto Office 20 King St. West
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Many a man -who knows
| right lacks the courage to do it.
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Its pelvis hinges on to its backbone
s0o as to give it a joint in the middle
of its back, and it has another hinge
in each fopt. These ext™m joints are
a great help in leaping.

Froggy is in his way the most won- !
derful animal we know, inasmuch as
he begins life as a vegetable-eating
fish (or the equiva’ent), and later on
turns into a carnivorous air-breathing
land guadruped.
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All grades. Write for pricas,
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WOMEN WONDER AT
HER MANY CLOTHES

“Diamond Dyes’” Make Faded,
Old, Shabby Garments New.

Don't worry about perfect results.
Use “Diamond Dyes,” guaranteed tnl
give a new, rich, fadeless color to any
fabric, whether it be wool, silk, linen,
cotton or mixed goods, — dresses,
blouses, stockings, skirts, children’s
coats, feathers, draperies, coverings,
everything.

.The Direction Book with each pack-
age tells how to diamond dye over any |
color, ‘|

To match any material, have dealer |
ghow you “Diamond Dye" Color Card.
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It's flower-[ragrant,
healing lather has
pleased four genera-
tions of Canadians. -
Alber! Soaps Limitod, My, Moutreal,

“Shall I buy more land?” is a que~s—!
tion which keeps coming. Here is our
If ‘you woulds have fo do
poorer farming on the land you now
have, don’t get any more on your
If you can make better the
land you now own. and 1if you are sure!
you do the werk on the new part well
and thoroughly without shortening
your life or running ény risk for the
rest of the family it would be all right
to buy. But_first of all ask: “Would,
I really be the gainer in the long run?
Would it be better for me, for my wife
and the boys and girls?"” '
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Used for 70 Years a8
Thru its use Grandmother's
youthful appearance has

remained until youth has . !
| become but a memory, | ¥k 1)
| The soft, refined, pearly Sttt

§ white appearance it g
renders leaves the joy i

{ of Beauty with you S

| for many_ g R

Knockers. )
4 }rﬂ-ars; & o, B

“We have an old family knocker on
our front door.”
“We have one inside.”
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Minard’s Liniment Relieves Neuralgia.

Quality Caimts-in Coal Oil

Neo cozl oil but the best is good enough, Every
occasion calls for gquality, A tlean, refined ui}
“that burns without soot or smoke, that goes Into
useful energy to the last drop—that's the oil to
choose for your cook-stove, heater, lamp, fractes
or stationary engine. :

jacted. It is the same uniierm qunHWhgf
you buy it. Gives the same full aat on fee

all power, hest or lighting purposes,

It's for sslo by dealers everywhere ia Canads.
Costs no more than ordinary coal eil

You can't buy better coal oil then Tmperig]

: y ; e
Royalite, It is & superior Pl‘ﬁdu?h refined &
mect every known test to which oil can be subs -
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