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THE WAY OUT.

Story of a Lucky Find in Muskoka.

The man slowly rubbed his chin, and
stared reflectively across the desk at the
skeleton hand. Its unpleasant forefinger
pointed to a small oval of cardboard tacked
below, on which was engrossed in old Eng-
lish text the trenchant warning ‘‘Get to
Work."”

It was excellent advice, he felt, and had
done valiant service in the old medical days
when moral suasion was needed to overcome
the allurements of graduate life, Bat in the
present extremity it was a mockery—a wire-
jointed anarchronism—a piece of grisly im.
pertinence. What he really wanted was the

‘Omnipotent Dollar—and quickly. That was

his problem.

The decree had come with the weekly mail,
that only by rapid finance could he realtse a
There was no mistake about it. He
read the ultimatum seven times, and each
time saw that it was clear and final. It was
typoed op commercial linen, and bore the em-
bossed heading of a Toronto firm of publish-
ers: /

Dear Mr. Hind,—~We beg to inform you
that after a long and careful consideration of

_your manuscript entitled ‘‘White Caps,” we

sre prepared to publish. But this is solely
on condition that you assume total responsi-
bilities for all the heavy expenses of produc-
tion.

We are aware that this decision will seem
somewhat arbitrary, but if you will consider
the peculiar nature of your story—the over-
loaded’condition of the market—and the
financial issues dependent on what, after all,
48 a totally radical departure from the ac-
eepted canons of public taste, you will concur
that our stipulation is reasonable.

Your story is told brilliantly, and it seems
& pity that you should have built it round so
strange an idea.

We may say that, in view of the peculiar
matare of your story, we took counsel with
the friendly head of a leading house in the
States, and he agrees with us that no mem-
bers of the publishing world would care to
touch your book, except on the terms we
have defined.

Pending your decision herein we retain
your parcel of MSS,

We are yours faithfally,

Mr. Hind’s face showed no surprise.
He accepted his fate with philosophical calm.
The state of mind which coolly refuses to
blaster at the whims of fortune, had happily
come fato his possession. It was the only
thing his family had left him. It was the
ouly thing that could lend him assistance
gow. It hinted that everything was very
droll.

He was half amused to recall that his whole
life bad been just such a tilting at impossible
targets. Clean from the moment when the
death of his only relative had cat short his
apprenticeship of medicine, to the time whea
the cup of journalistic opportunity was rude-
ly dashed from his lips by the Powers who
arrange cycle accidents and brain fevers, he
had lost in every game. And now it was on
the cards that his last and pluckiest plunge
for a competence was doomed to failure.
And & failure that was just a single step
lower than success. Really it was most an-
noying. Mr. Hind mildly thoaght that his
literary genius had found its genesis in a very
frosty garden of Eden. The white stretches
of ice, the black, circling hills, the rocky
knoll underneath the silent house in whose
upper chamber he sat—all suggested it. That
letter lying on the desk seemed to prove it.

Yet his lips pursed tight and dogged at the
memory of a face which had floated through
his sleepless dreams.

For Mr. Hind had his Eve, after the man.
mer of men. In his case alas a long way
after. In fact his prospect of a connubial
peradise was but a dim and beautiful imagi-
nation; and his sole excuse for surveying it
night and morning was, that it helped him
to be businesslike and cheerful., It was a

daily stimulant,

'l‘ierefore his alert brain was hard at work
grappling with the problem of financial dead-
lock, wheu he heard voices soupding from the
elearing below. For a moment he was more
than a trifle astonished.

The narrow trail which joined the govern-
ment road two miles away, plonged through
a second growth of bush. This fringed a
mp‘shore uninviting to either trapper or
essual wanderer, and during his entire resi-
decce in the deserted farmhouse, no single
vigitor had disturbed him. His work had
been forged in solitude.

As he looked curiously down at the two in-
truders, he felt a thrill of pride as he
thoaght of his fierce, silaut battle with the

Fates.
Both men were dressed in the rough cos-

tume pecular to shantymen. The younger
man was tall, wiry and of swarthy feature.
The elder was short’ somewhat florid, and in-
elined to perspiration. In addition to a bup-
er-abunbant quantity of fat, the latter carried
a large valise, and frequently found it neces-
sary to readjust & pair of gold-rimmed spec-
tacles. '

THX DISPATCH.

Plainly these were amatear woodsmen who
had tired of their experiment, and got them-
selves lost in the bush in the vain attempt to
strike a beeline for the railway.

Mr. Hind’s face wore an amused smile as
he decended the stairs and opened the door
to the unfortunates. In spite of their half-
frozen condition they were extremely polite,
even saave. In the accents of education they
wondered how far it was to the nearest rail
way station, in what direction did the road
lead, whether there were any trains from
Buntsville to Toronto during the day, and
where could they expect to get a good meal?

The replies they got were perfectly satis-
factory. So was the ingenous dinner, served
piping hot, which followed. So were the
cigars. So was the warmth of the glowing
stove. And when, to crown everything, their
host went up stairs to hunt out anothar bot-
tle of Moselle, their delight, expressed by
sundry winks and nods, was unlimited. A
gorgeous time became Inevitable. Epigrams
popped like Champagne corks, and the little
party revelled in its own unsuspected bril-
liance.

The younger man was a profitable and in-
teresting study. His philosophy smelt of
New York. His knowledge of Canadian bot-
any and social custom was postively perfect.
Only his appetite was ungentlemanly.

His companion was & born thinker, with a
tongue of butter, and a taste for metaphor a
la Lytton. The single subject he did not re-
lish was the widening opportunity of the
North West. Somehow it seemed to jar on
his nervous system.

Yet, altogether, it was an hour for kings;
and these three merry souls waxed fat and
jolly.

From the beginning it was oblivious that
the two lumbermen possessed (for Mr. Hind)
some distinct fascination. His keen gase
would, every little while, rest on them with
an almost uncourteous stare, as if some hid-
den train ot memory had been fired in his
mind. His eyelids often drooped to hide the
merry light gleaming through the lashes. He
was immensely tickled by some private
thought.

His generosity increased with his good
humor. Why should they not stay with him
for the night? If argument was needed, well,
the day was wearing on. And it was quite a
seven mile walk to town. It would surely
be far better for them to wait till the morrow
when he himself had business in Buntsville,
aad could personally conduct them thither.

Alas, the gentlem enwere very firmn.

*‘No, sir; we are highly indebted to you,
but we would not dream of further burden-
ing—""

*‘No burden. No burden.”

The tone of Mr. Hind was pressingly gra-
cious. But the strangers were obdurate. Ah,
they must go. It was a pity of course. It
was a great pity. But their plans were Im-
perative. Would their good host, however,
describe the perplexing route to Buntsville.

*‘Certainly.” Their good host jumped at
the chance. In fact, he would even go one
better. He would himself conduct them to-
day.

Their anxious protests he waved aside with
an hospitable smile. Upstairs he sprang for
his pea-jacket

It was surely some clot of insanity that
caused Mr. Hind to be so strangely erratic in
his treatment of his guests. No sooner had
he entered his untidy den when he dropped
into the chair by the window, and gazed ab-
stractedly at the rocky shore below. For
quite five minutes he fntently watched a
huge boulder of Laurentian rock which,
which for uncouted years, had always been
on the poluat of falling into the lake, but had
never done so.

Finally, he picked up and idly scanned the
pages of an old illustrated weekly magazine.
Then detecting a faint murmur of impatience
below, he got up and opeded the door of a
cupboard built into the corner of the room.

With a tiny cluck of satisfaction, he careful.
ly placed in his pockets two small packages
wrapped in chamois leather.

The air drew into the lungs like draughts
of sparkling wine. Through the frost-
gemmed spruce trees the afternoon sun
thrust warm sprays of gold. The intangible
Muskoka charm was everywhere—breathing
on the woode, beating a wild rhythm in the
ether, dwelling in silence on the miles of un-
trodden ice.

Mr. Hiod lifted his head and sniffed the
ozone with infinite pleasure. He smiled at
the sky. He smiled on his companions. He
smiled at himself. He was happy. With a
sense of inward marvel he realized that his
trip with the boys of Anthony Gaspard's
camp was of a startling brevity, Too soon
they had sighted the crowd of new buildings
that clong round the gaunt hillsides rising
from each edge of the Vernon river. Too
soon they stepped on to the platform of the
Buntsville station, where they found a little
crowd waiting for the arrival of the 5.10 down
train.
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SICK HEADACHE,

This disease is caused by a derangement of
the stomach. Take a dose of Chamberlain’s
Stomach and Liver Tablets to correct this dis-
order and the sick headache will disappear.

For sale by All Dealers,
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The Expert

is the Tea that has that rich,
Ask your Grocer to send

“1S GOOD

Tea Taster

is the one who knows the real value of Red Rose Tea
and uses it as a standard to judge other Teas by.
Wouldn't you like to judge it for yourself? It

ity flavor —

just what pleases the expert Tea taster. ¥ o VT
you a package. \ 25

““Ah, we are on time,” said the American,
with a smile of satistied relief. His chum
murmured an ecstatic oath. Then sharply a
familiar voice sounds from behind. Its tone
was clear and chill as an icicle.

**‘Hands up. Quick!”

The two men turned round like trapped
animals. Mr. Hind held a bright .32 Iver-
Johnston in each hand. The startled crowd
sheered away to watch the two faces blanch
to a dirty chalk green. Too pairs of un-
steady hands were slowly raised.

““Hi, you!"

The sharp command acted on the saunter-
ing policeman like a whip.

**By gosh!” he almost yelled, as he fumbl-
ed for the handcuffs. *‘It's the Winnipeg
lads.”

And when the crowd discovered the two
captives to be Messrs. Roscoe & Burke’s
missing junior partner and cashier, they got
excited. With bulging eyes they pointed
the plucky stranger to certain newspaper
paragraphs. Therein the great banking firm
advertised a willinganess to pay a reward of
two thousand dollars to any captor of their
unfaithful stewards.

Perhaps it was partly due to the temper -
ament of Mr. Hind that he did not even at-
aempt to respond to the crowd’s congratulat-
ions. He just sat down on a handy trunk
and breathea a trifle hard.

Yet it was an undeniable fact that bhe
breathed much harder when, several months
later, he raced exultantly up the stairway of
the city Union Station bridge. Even the old
noise of the streets failed to arouse his inter-
est. Ha was hot on the track of an old idea,
and scorned to take a street car. Away he
went, with the neglected baggage-chacks
smiling derisively in his pocket.

The maid who opened the door did not
like the stranger’s peremptory tone. It was
too much like whipcords. This s probably
why Gilbert Hind had to wait two and a half
eternities perched on a slender grimcrack of
a chair originally built for dainty creatures
who feed on Browning and sugar wafers.

But when the door opened, and the Reve-
lation flattered in to preside over tea for two,
Mr. Hind postively beamed. He was even
lured into talking about himself, and the
rapidly melting editions of hig popular hit.

It was not until tea had ended, and the
maid had carried away the things, that he
said, with a sudden access of modesty:, **And
now I believe I have talked long enough
about myself—"

**My dear boy you must postively tell me
everything. Ellen, close the door.

The man looked into the woman's merry
eyes and, unable to suppress a laugh of sheer
happiness, sat down among the cushions of a
New Kingdom.

Then the demure Ellen closed the door.

Had Tetter for Thirty Years. .

I have suffered with tetter for thirty years
and have tried almost countless remedies
with little, if any, relief. Three boxes of
Chamberlain’s Salve cured me. It was a tor-
ture. It breaks out a little sometimes, but
no'thlmz to what it used to do.—D. H. BeACH,
Midlaad City, Ala. Chamberlain’s Salve is
fos sale by All Dealers,

PLUMBING

At most reasonable prices is what
I am offering the publie,

Estimates cheerfully furnished
on any kind of work in my line

A full line of materials of all
kinds. Aqueduct Pipe at specially

low rates All work guaranteed
first class.!

I. C. CHURCHILL,

Woodstock

Connell Street,

Money to Loan,

At reasonable rates of interest on good landed

security. Apply to
ad T. C. L. KETCHTM.
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Suggest a Tete-a-Tete

The young man, who desires | corner wherein they can lex«:hange
i oté - 3 - tote i , confidences and enjoy the incom-
\ - qfuet tete (} " .tt WIth. - parable deliciousness of these pure,
@ particularly charming person | (0} oo o onbons. :
§ of the opposite sex, should | The only regret that accompanies
\| accept this gentle hint and | a box of Moir's Chocolates occurs
\ take along a box of Moir’s when the last one has vanished. 4
alle - Every ingredient the purest an
'\ Ch.OCOIates w.hen he Cd'll.s. \Yk best. Every bonbon the highest
| will wager his lady friend will quality. Every box spiced with the
readily discover a secluded
MOIRS, Limited, Halifax, N. S.

charm of wide variety.
|

Heaters, Furnaces,

Cook Stoves,

] Hand Plows, General Machine Shop Work,
Tin and Furnace Work.

Celebrated Syracuse Reversible Sulky Plows.

Ranges,

CONNELL BROS. Limited,
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Deering Idea] Folding Reaper.

Strong, Light in Draft, Easy to Operate.
The Most Up-to-Date Reaper on the Market.

An important feature of the Ideal Reaper is the ease and dispatch with which the dri-
ver can make every adjusament to meet varying crop conditions without dismounting from
the seac. He can qnickly adjust the rakes to sweep the platform, to have them act as reels
without sweeping or tilt the platform to throw the knife down to pick up lodged grain.

Each of the four rakes can be operated exactly as desired by means of the controlling
device. By an adjustment of a hand latch every rake, every second, every third, every
fourth, or every fifth rake can be mude to sweep the platform, or by the operation of a foot
lever, the rake can be made to act as reels. This machine may be compactly folded for
transportation or storage.

For sale by us and our staff of agents. For prices and terms
see any of these men or consult us.

BALMAIN BROS.




