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The little thin, bright-eyed slip of 
a girl in the pilot jacket and sailor 
hat showed herself behind the par; 
cels. ' y

“Now, then," said the guard, cheer
ily, "there’s somebody behind you, 
ma’am. We’ll just lift out this par
cel first, if you please.’’

And th« lady, with a surprised re
cognition that the child in the cornet 
was anybody, allowed her to pass. 
The guard set her down paternally on 
the platform, where Emma waited, a 
cab near at band.

"The sea air hasn’t put on much 
flesh," he observed, "you’re a lea
thers weight, MissAnd then he 
received with practised mdiflerenee 
his tip, and turned to reassure a mai- 
<leu lady, who was distracted about 
Aer luggage. /

Polly was dragged away by Emma, 
without her chance to thank him for 
his kindness during the long jour
ney. She thought him One of the 
noblest characters she had ever met, 
and was telling Emma so, with her 
head turned, when a lorry nearly ran 
Into them.

“There, now," said Emma crossly, 
••you've come back as silly as you 
•went away. Miss Polly. Jump into 
the cab and let’s be of! home.

Emma" was evidently unchanged. 
Polly, as the cab rattled off out of 
the station, felt at once disconcerted 
and reassured. For somehow she 
had had a fearful expectation that 
Xwo months would alter everything 
mt Oarmmuter It seemed wonderful 
V> look out on the streets and And 
the very signs in their places 

I‘Why, there’s the 
eyclaimed with joy, 
towers loomed over the shop chim
neys at the turn in the. road.

She sat back, breathless, to realizf1 
It. Then she was at the window 
again, for the cab had turned into a 
street she well knew. She had want
ed to ask questions of Emma. But 
ltoima was always so snubby. Now 
there seemed no need. And a glow 
warmed h>r sallow cheeks as she saw 
Dr. O'Ferrell's brass plate was still 
there, on the same door. And then 
the cab rumbled into Cathedral Road. 
Most marvellous! There was No. 10 
unchanged, except for the winter 
curtains being up And there was 
George Ponsonby, otherwise "Pick- 
k*,*’ on the steps to welcome her ! 
How sweet of Pickles! she gave ex
pression, as she jumped out, to her 
grat-iftoation at this unexpected at
tention

As a matter qf fact. Pickl-s was
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her sweetheart, Frank who 

was in Mr. Burton’s office,-anil had 
come up to inquire after his master, 
that it was a pity Dr. O’Ferrall was 
not called in.

So even Emma was on the doctor's 
side! It was miserable by the dy
ing Are. She crept upstairs again, 
wishing there were somethini; she 
might do to help, but not daring to 
intrude beyond the dressing room. 

But I whose door stood ajar
Her father must be very ill She 

could hear them entreating him to 
let a doctor come to him.

“I won’t haiV Sherwood,11 he re
plied. “He is of" no use. I don’t 
like him."'

“Have Pat back,’’ begged his moth
er. "Oh, you know he can do lor 
you as no one eke can. *-* Put aside 
your ,pride, my son, for our dakes ” 

Polly crept nearer, in her anxiety, 
never thinking of the fact that she 
was overhearing conversation hot in
tended for her little ears. She 
heard all the old instances ol the 
doctor’s friendship and ski'l brought 
up; how he had watched day and 
flight beside herself when she had

si Won once as generous as his own, 
and still so when the good was al
lowed its freedom.

There had never been a question of 
money on either side while Dr. O’
Ferrall was struggling. He had come 
to them when hard up, as freely as a 

Tbrother might, and nad tended his 
■ I friend in bis turn like a brother 

now the patient fretted under the old 
kind ways, and wounded the doctor 
by a show of feeling indebtedness.
It was not lohg then before aliena
tion began

“Oh grannie,’’ cried Polly, “no one 
could possibly <lo anybody so much 
good as Dr. O’Ferrall!"

"Well, Dr. Sherwood is now our 
! doctor," said grandma, firmly.

“I won’t take his old medicine,’’ 
exclaimed Polly defiantly. But of 
course that ïpirit was severely sat 
upon Grandma kissed her before she 
left the room. «Possibly she felt much 
the same, only of course it would ne
ver do to let Polly know It.

How dreadful was the time that _ . . __
followed it would be difficult to pic- fever, and positively cried lor
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X A« xthere
the houses, for Vixen was a most 

there on a little matter of business ! amiable beast who had belonged to 
with the boy under the railings, who ! a milkman, and needed no great per-

joy
when he told them she was safeh ov
er the crisis; how he had saved Pick
les in diphtheria.

“You are all against me, every one 
of you," exclaimed the invalid fret
fully. at a fresh entreaty to forgive 
and forget. “But I saw how things 
were going. I can’t stand him I 
won't have him.'1

“JRiat has he done that cannot he 
forgiven and forgotten?" demande* 

i grandma. And Polly listened breath- 
.kss.

There was a moment’s silence 
j seemed to her that papa did not like 
,to speak. Tffn he said loudly: "Oh, 
you women! you women! Surely 

the Blarney stone." 
s the whole secret," he 

ngrily, “of his getting on.” 
Polly, in a fright at his loud voice, 

had. crept to the door, but she heard 
his last words with a flash of mys
terious awe that lent wings to her 
(lying feet. She scudded to her bed
room.

"Kissed the Blarney stone. ’
Now Polly was an omniverous read

er, and sometimes she got hold of 
books (like conversation!) which 
were not intended for bar. It was 
astonishing what a queer tifttle lum
ber room her brain and imagination 

among the irfce smelly drugs and help j made, and how full it was! Polly 
him, sometimes, in little ways. To had read a blood-curdling tale about 
think that never again would she a secret society which met in a 
drive out with him on his rounds, gloomy cavern, at dead of night, 
and hold Vixen while he went into concoct conspiracies—she couldn't

ture. No more did the hall hear the 
cheery voice, with its tender intona
tions for any one who was laid 
aside, if even with a cold. Instead, 
there was gruff Dr. Sherwood,puffing 
up the\ stairs and grumbling because 
he had been up the night before, or 
because people didn’t pay their bills, 
or didn’t like bis medicine. Who ev
er heard Dr. O’Ferrall grumble, 
thought Pollv. or allude to his own 
worries, in the presence of pain?

Dr. Sherwood, gruff as^he was,took 
a fancy to Polly, but one regrets to 

cathedral!" she (record that it was not reciprocated, 
the venerable I Indeed, she had more than one scold

ing lor her want of response to his 
kindly meant overtures. But Polly 
considered every civility on her part 
a disloyal and even treasonable ac
tion toward her rightful but exiled 
doctor.

Every morning she awoke with an 
exciting thought: "Maybe * I shall 
see him before night." Every day 
she passed his surgery door on .her 
tflhy to and from school. But a 
whole month—a long month of thir
ty-one days—went by, and never once 
did he come out. as she dawdled by. 

To think that never again might 
she ring the bell and go in, and if he 
were not veçy busy sit with him

you womei 
he’s kissed 
J “And /t’s 
'added, augr

can t go
away. 1 can’t return.."

“Oh, but you can," pleaded the 
child, with her arms around his neck 
“You are big and strong and can do 
anything. You are not ill like papa.’

She guessed instinctly that she ha* 
struck the right note 

"Amt papa isn't always 'iponsible 
I heard graanie say so—one day."

He held her closely.
“You don’t understand, mavourneen 

Sick people have fancies, but when 
they act upon them they have to be 
treated as facta.' I can’t comé
don‘t look at mr like that. I must 
just take you home and leave you at 
the door."

He spoke so detidelv that Polly 
stood up. But she said, through 
teara; - •». {

“Then mamma and grannie will 
just say, ‘He dide’t care.' And tfley 
think you do."

The doctor looked miserable.- “But 
there's a big difficulty in the way," 
he said, after risiqg himself, "a 
difficulty which they will quite un
derstand, although you can’t. It Is 
called professional etiquette."

"Oh," said Polly, suspending her 
tears, for a moment, In the curiosity 
aroused by two new long words.

“Y’ou might explain," she said with 
dignity. "You always do," she add
ed. Many a nasty dose she had th- 
ken under the refreshing stimulus of 
explanation.

-‘Well,’’ said Dr. O’Ferrall. as he 
firmly drew on Polly’s gloves, ‘‘It 
means that Dr. Sherwood would be 
very angry if I went to tee a patient 
of his. Now we must go."

fie was sure that has settled It. 
She sighed heavily, resignedly. She 
started obediently to the door. But 

It/halfway there, just under the gas, 
which the doctor, having lit his ci
garette, was about to turn down, she 
suddenly remembered the chief point 
of her visit, the old familiar style of 
conversation which had pushed out of 
sight. So she lifted a tear-stained 
face to say:

“If Dr. Sherwood knew why papa 
gye you up, and that it was a mis
take—wouldn't he let you come 
back?"

"Oh—yes—I daresay," curiously. 
"But does any one know? Faith I 
don’t."
"“Oh, but I do!" exclaimed Pollv 

conftdenjly. "I know all about it.1’
"Bless the child?" ejaculated the 

doctor, staring at her anf not yet 
turning down the gas.

“Only," said Polly, m awe-stricken 
tones, “it is such a terrible thing. 
I don’t like to think abotat it." She 

to i put her hand in^his. "That's why I
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ter into these, a*d skipped all of the papa you never did it, and that it

now, with native delicacy, retired 
from this emotional scene But Pick- 
lee did not think it necessary to dam
pen his sister’s pleasure by an offici
ous frankness—Polly, he felt assured, 
had not returned from a two months’ 
holiday empty handed. It was an 
occasion for graciousness.

“You’ve had your hair cut!" ex
claimed Polly, with dismay. For 
she had left Pickles with curls.

"Is that all?" he exclaimed, releas
ing himself from Polly’s embrace.

“Why—«10! You left off kilts!"
“Rather1"— exultingly. And he 

stretched out a leg, clothed in gray 
tweed.

Polly surveyed him with admira
tion, mingled with natural sadness, 
ere she remembered to ask how papa 
•was. But she did not wait lor the 
answer. Mamma was in" the hall, 
and grandma behind her.

There was much to be done and 
much to be told. But at last tea- 
time came, and with it papa’s key in 
the door. Polly had been feeling so 
secure again in the unaltered home 
that she started when he came in- 
started so perceptibly that Mr. Bur
ton asked her irritably if she saw a 
ghost, and then he cm/ghed so vio
lently that she did not have to reply, 
•which was fortunate, for she was 
frightened.

Yes, he was looking much, much
•worse!

However, as soon as tea begun, Mr. 
Burton was merry, as usual, and all 
went well until Pollv was asked to 
fetch the medicine bottle from the 
bedroom mantelpiece. She came back

suasion to stand still But one day 
Pollv and her grandmother met the 
doc tor He was driving a new horse 
with a dapper groom beside him. 
One fancies ft must have been some 
jest about this new "turnout" 
which had brought the strain to snap
ping point, for grandma looked un
comfortable, while the doctor bowed

book which related to them, but the 
impression of the terrible binding vow 
was fresh in her imagination.

Kissed the Blarney stone sounded 
very much like this, and papa had 
said it was the secret of his "get
ting on’’—whatever that might mean.

Her brain was in a whirl. Bu^-one 
thought came out of the whirl 
strongly. It couldn’t be true that 
Dr. O’Ferrall had kissed the Blarney

As for Polly, she stone—no, no, indeed.almost gravely.
burst into tears there, in the midst I ' Some one had wrought this terrible 
of passershv, and was only calmed mischief which had separated the ddc- 
by the threat of being straightway tor from his patiente at No. id. 
conveyed to Dr. Sherwood. Poor papa! He was ill, and hr had

November nad set in, ominously j believed it out of her fashion, mak- 
mild. One morning, as Polly came ing a story of it. But suddenly she 
lingeringly by as usual, the long hop- remembered that it wasn’t a story, 
ed for moment arrived. The door that papa was very ill, and nobody 
opened upon the street, and down the could fetch Dr. O’Ferrall. 
stepp ran the doctor, ityly squealed j She went to her windoweps 

nd s still with a throbbingand stood 
heart.

The doctor stood still, too, in sight 
, of thqse loving, eager eyes. He could 
not help it, dignity or no. He stoop
ed and kissed her and Jidd her hand 
in his.

"Oh, Dr. Ferrall!" was all poor 
Polly could find to say, but her iyes 
went on searching the beloved flee. 
It wasn’t a very handsome face, but 
she wouldn’t have missed one ol its 
rugged lines for worlds.

“Little woman!" said the doctor, 
just as he used to. “And how arc 
you? Have you lost that nasty pain 
in your side?"

“Yes," answered Polly, “that one. 
But ’—and her eyes waxed eloquent— 
“I’ve got a much, much worse one. 
You know why."

Dr. O'Ferrall bethought himself, so
slowly, reading the label with a puz- he said, kindly,- but in a torfe Polly 
xled face didn’t like, “Ah, never mind that.

I That will go by and by, never fear." 
“It will never go," said Polly. And

“One tablespoonful to he taken 
thrice daily, an hour after meals. S.
L. Sherwood." What could that
mean?

Her father caught the bottle from 
her, abruptly. "Don't be too inquisi
tive, " hw said.

Inquisitive! Why, she had never 
been forbidden to look at medicine 
bottles! Late that evening grand
ma came into her bedroom to put 
away something, and Polly, who was 
wide awake, sat up In bed to ask 
the meaning of “S. L. Sherwood" be
ing on the bottle, Instead of “Dr. O’
Ferrall."

Grandma did not turn her head as 
she closed the drawer.

"Your father has a new doctor.
Polly," dhe said. “He has giver 
up Dr. O’Ferrall ”

Polly gasped If he had given up 
Pickles it couldn't have seemed an} 
stranger. Her cheeks were scarlet.
How did people give each other up?— 
for she guessed that there must ha 1t 
been some reciprocity in the matter 
—people who had lived near to eau 
other, laughed, talked, Ate and drank, 
sorrowed and joyed together? How 
could they? Whv, he used to open 
the door and walk in, unannounced, 
and call out, “Where's Charley?"
And her father would call back.
“Here I am, Pat.*') And grandjno 
was coolly saving, "He has given up 
Dr O’Ferrall."

But Pollv did not know that grand
ma w»s anything hut cool, and that, 1 So she went off, sadly, to return 
while she loved her son more than*a sad house. That «venin» «f 
any one on earth, she saw that he tea, she and Pickles 
was wrong and had treated the doc- 
*Tf badly, and that she could not 
* ok for fear of betraying It. It- 
r d all begun in pride and suspicion.
The Burtons and Dr. O’Ferrall had 
once been alike in one thing, strait
ened means. As time weat on, Mr 
Barton being in bad health, and 
moreover handicapped by the poasei-
iiion of a family, while Dr. OVer- I’d 
rail was strong 

wherewith 
mutual burdens 

reality. It had 
the

then, deeply hurt, she pulled her hand 
away.'

“Y’ou see, mavourneen,” said 
doctor in his old way, “it will be 
better to forget the old fellow who 
used to play with you."

Polly shook her head forlornly. 
“People don’t forget," she said.

He dared not say “They do." The 
! child’s faith shamed the unbelief.
1 But he had to send her away, how
ever tenderly. And then went off in 

' the opposite ilirection, and tried to 
forget, himself, (the old friendship at 
No. 10.

And November went on blandly for 
a while, but suddenly changed her 
mood. Fogs and winds, rain and 
sleet, they all came in succession, or 
in couples and Carqiinstcr was grey, 
cold and dismal. Polly had never 
another glimpse of the doctor, al
though she still sauntered by the sur
gery, however bad the weather might 
be

One day Mr. Button, who was an 
architect, came home 1pm his office 
so ill that he yielded to persuasion, 
and went to bed.

“Pollv shall call at Dr Pberwood's 
on her way to school." said Mrs 
Burton. Rut the invalid motioned 
throueh his fit of coughing. “No 
more doctors for me.” he said, when 
he could speak. “They do me no 
good. No, Polly."

to
evening, after 
had to amuse 

each other with a stupid, made-up 
game, designed, Pollv considered, for 
children who did not possess fathers 
like hers, and Dr. O’Ferrall, who could 
keen you going all the evening

“Qrown-np people," she said, as 
Pickles jumped over a whole line of 
undefended men on the Halraa board, 
"are curious. If I were grown-up,

}oke*
their

single, the old 
had Ua*
began *

What do?’

It was
pitch dark, and she hastily drew the 
blind. She was afraid of the dark. 
But the next minute she was getting 
down her coat and into it. Then her 
trembling fingers slipped the elastic 
of her hat under the heavy hair and 
pulled her gloves from her pocket.

Emma and Frank were so interest
ed in each other, and it was so dark 
in the yard that thev did not see her. 
But it was cold, so Emma, with one 
more kiss, ran back to the house, her 
shawl over her head, and Frank 
strode off. followed quickly by a 
little figure in a pilot jacket and sail
or hat. ,

Polly knew he would pass the cor
ner of the street in which the doc
tor lived. She kept behind him, ter
rified lest that now nicy were mining 
the gas-lamps he might turn and see 

[her, and take her back home. But 
he didn’t turn once, and nobodv who 
passed them took any notice of her, 
as she so feared they might.

At last Frank crossed the street, 
and went on in the wrong direction. 
Polly ran on in the right one. fright- 

the^ened to be quite alone, until she 
stood on the doctor’s steps.

Suppose he were out?
But the next moment he was be

side her, with life latch key in his 
hand. He gave a start, man that he 
was “Polly!"

“Y’cs, it’s me!" exclaimed Polly, 
in a relieved tone. “I've come for 
you!"

He drew her inside the hall* with
out a word, and struck a match to 
light the dining room gas. There 
was a nice fire in the grate, only 
needing a poke. ,

“Now," he said, “what on earth 
does this mean?" So Polly poured 
it out.

‘‘I’ve come all by myself to ask 
you," she finished pitifully, for his 
face was clouded over.

"It was very naughty of you," said 
Dr. O’Ferrall, who had seated him
self. He drew her to him, between 
his knees. "When you are missed, 
the fright there’ll be."

“But you’ll take me back before I 
am missed," said Polly confidently.

"I must leave you there like a par
cel that has been wrongly directed— 
you witch."

He was glad to see her. Polly 
knew it. She smoothed his rough 
overcoat. “No, you won’t leave me 
at1’ the door," she said coaxinglv. 
“You’ll walk in with me, and they*11 
be—oh so glad to see you."

"You don't understand, little wo
man." She was now on his knee. 
“Your papa will be very angry that 
you have fetched me."

\Orannie will be so glad—and mam- 
ma\’

His face softened.
“But it is not for them, but for 

your father to call in a doctor. And 
asked Pick- he doee not wish to see me, nor I" 
these weak —this with a return to the ugly

to ee .
■erey to record it ol a

isn’t the secret of your getting on." 
The Irish blood rose fiercely.
“What do they say I’ve done?"- 
Then he recollected he was speak

ing to a child.
"It makes no difference," he said, 

sternly, “what they »ay. Come Pol
ly." And he turned the gas so tow 
that it went out. He was furieux. 
All sorts of suspicions gathered and 
sought grounds in the past alienation 
for their existence. Charley—his 
friend—had been listening to slenders, 
harboring them, all the while ne nad 
been trying to excuse the lesser 
fault of a jealous irritability. It 
was abominable! Even Polly shar
ed in 1rs insulted rage.

And she felt It. And It was dart 
now, and she had tailed, and papa 
would die, and nobody be happy ever 
any moref She burst out:

"Oh, you could come—you could. 
And I believed you would. And 
must have heard it from an 
from a respirator."

“A what?" I
“Oh, I mean a con-spirator. An

other of them, you know—don’t you 
know?"

“Oh, PoITv, do talk sense," replied 
the doctor testily, as he fumbled for 
matches.

“So I do," replied Polly, much in
jured. “Papa says," she added, firm
ly now, “that you’ve kissed"— she 
faltered.

“Kissed—who?" thundered the 1a- 
dignart doctor.
/•The Llarney stone," sobbed <Polly. 
“You wouldn’t!"

This was from the recesses of his 
great coat, in which she was sudden
ly enveloped. He, within it, was un
certain until he put her away from 
him and lit the gas. Then she saw 
her old doctor was back and roaring 
with laughter. 1

“You didn’t!" she cried in ecstacy. 
“And you’ll come aimCefk papa so!" 

“Faith—he’d eniov the joRa,’’ said

Be Lke YourssTf

“What is she like?" asked one girl 
about another. “1 can’t really tell," 
was the reply, “because she is al
ways trying to be like somebody 
else." A good many girls make this 
mistake, and are never their own 
selves at all. It is a pity, for each 
girl has her own Individual charm, if 
she ia wise enough to develop it, in
stead of imitating some one clae.
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the doctor. And he roared again, 
and with zest of an anticipated sym
pathy.

“You are coming," said Polly.
He stooped down to her, and the 

brogue was in his next words:
“It’s you are the Blarney stone, 

mavourneen, and I’ve kissed it. Come 
along wid ye."

Thev had missed her, of course. But 
the cheery voice explained all, with
out one word.

His very step had music in’t
As he came up the stair

to the room where lay' the poor 
ferer, where stood the mother, 
had smothered down her alarm 
the last ten minutes.

Mr. Burton heard the stir and the 
voice, then the words, to grannie:

‘I nad to come, hearing he is so 
badly. Will he see me, do you 
think?"

The laboring breath came rapidly. 
Lhe weary eyes sought the door, 
eagerly. The step with music in It 
came nearer.

"You know I’m just a hot-headed, 
vilc-temoered Irish baste."

A smile quivered on the poor, pale 
face, and then changed to a look . . .

But what It was is only for that 
other fare in the doorway.

And on the top stair sat Pollv and 
wept for joy —Margaret Byrde, in 
Sunday Magazine.

To Prevent Is Better Than to Re
pent—A little medicine in the shape 
of the wonderful pellets which are 
known as Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills, 
administered at the proper time and 

the directions adhered to often 
‘ k serious attack of sickness 

which would

Tubing Furtun

“Rich man, poor man, beggar 
a thief,"

Tell by your buttons which
be;

“Doctor, lawyer, merchant, chief—’’ 
There! You are rich, and a great 

M.D.

Next say, “Silk, satin, calico, nags," 
To choose a gown for our charming 

bride.
Oh, good! But of course she would

have siffi.
To sit by her owa true lover’s side.

Where shall the happy couple live* 
“Big house, little house, pigpen, 

barn."
Oh, grief! In a barn? It can’t be 

true!
This fortune telling is all a yarn.

And yet, who knows what the, but- 
, tons know?
Who knows they are not as wise as 

men?
.tome button fortunes do come true,,** 

So sày the rigmarole again.
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To Enliven
The Liver

AID DIGESTION AND REGULATE 
THE ACTION OF THE BOW

ELS YOU MUST USE.

Dr. Chase’s 
Kidney LiverPills
THE GREAT SPECIFIC FOR LIV

ER AND KIDNEY DISEASES.

It is the liver that is largely re
sponsible for indigestion and consti
pation-derangements that are a con
stant source of trouble.

The bile, which, when left in the 
blood, is a poison to tbe> system, 

(causing biliousness, headache and 
1 muddy complexion, becomes of price
less value when passed into the in
testines to aid digestion and ensure 
regular action of the bowels.

The healthy liver separates bile 
from the blood and sends it Into the 
intestines.

IF YOU FIND YOUR LIVER 
SLUGGISH AND TORPID IN AC
TION DR. CHASE’S KIDNEY-LIV
ER PILLS WILL BRING RELIEF 
AND CURE MORE PROMPTLY 
THAN ANY TREATMENT YOU 
COULD FIND

enlivening the action of the liv- 
reaiow the eauee of bilious- 

headache, indigestion and other 
accompanying symptoms.

This specific action ol Dr. Chase’s 
Kidney-Liver Pills on the liver is 
what makes them of so Sept worth 
as a family medicine anflT ensures 
them a lasting place in the home.

Mr. Robert Clancy, farmer, Chep- 
stowe, Bruce County, Ont., writes: 
"I have used Dr. Chase’s Kidnev- 
Liver Pills, and would say that there 
is no medicine that equals them as 
a cure for stomach troubles, bilious
ness, tornid liver and headache. I 
was troubled a great deal with these 
ailments before using Dr. Chase’s 
Kidney-Liver Pills, anil they have 
proven wonderfully successful in mv 
ease.” \

One pill a dose at bedtime and Dr. 
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills will ensure 
healthful, regular action of kidneys, 
liver and bowels, 25 cents a box 
at all dealers, or Edmansoe, Bates 
& Co., Toronto The portrait and 
signature of Dr. A. W. Chase, the 
famous receipt book author, are oe 
every box.
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Papartmaats of Instruction.
I-Civil Engineering. a-Mining Engine

ering ^Mechanical and ElectricaJ 
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A muddy stream, flowing into one 
clear and sparkling, for a time runs
thTg ' b7 ,tselt A little turther
they unite, and the whole is impure. 
»o youth, untouched by sin, may lor
n.n»mt *eep i.tK purlt> ln foul vom-
pa.n7’ f*ut,1 Httlc later they unite.

infinite are the dangers of discour
agement. One who yields to this 
unhappy and distrustful mood lose# 

Krip on ,l,e' 10808 h*8 vision 
of God and his senses of the Divine 
1 resence and the Divine over-ruling, 

his life is in danger of fallingand

a strong m 
ist he feels, 

r la a weak man's

t . 4~:
M

away In defeat and disaster.

fis Well to Know a Good Mrs. Surface to M ™ 
Well, when they met in the

have you been 1 
week back?" "Oh. just 
store (or a ! ^
Eclectric Oil,

Thing,
Know-
street.
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