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Importers of British Goods
are invited to keep in touch with
R. DAWSON HARLING

REPRESENTING
MANCRESTER SHIP CANAL CO.
MANCHESTER LINERS, LIMITED

28 Wellington Street E., Toronto
Seven large Steamers with Canadian Service

Miss Sternberg | MOTGRS
CLASSICAL — NATIONAL
Aura Lee, 205 Avenue Rd. N.7169

CLASSES NOW OPEN
Prospectus on application. 6

JFinancial and Investment Ad-
vertisements in The Canadian
Churchman are reliable. Only
reputable concerns can buy
space in The Canadian Church-
man.

TELEPHONE MAIN 7404
We are equipped to produce

Printing Matter

THAT WILL ATTRACT
ATTENTION ANYWHERE

Our ces are inducing, and should
attract the shrewd business man—Tryus

- The Monetary Times Printing
Co. of Canada, Limited
62 CHURCH ST., TORONTO

CORKER OF COURT 8T. 1

TorontoCarpe TecThne scas

ey Cleaning Co.

- 67 LOMBARD STREET

And you will also gét-Fesults which unll be
most gratifying.

We sell the “VIOTOR” because it's the
best for your use.

Let us tell you about it, and send fully
descriptive literature.

General Board of Religious Eduecation, 188
Confederation Life Bldg., Toronto.

| Does Your
Church Need

A Bell?
A Pulpit 7
‘A Néw Organ ?
A New Window ?
h Alhr Cloth ?
A Memorial Tablet ?
'Alyﬂllrclll’nmshmgs?

| Conault the advaertuementa
4n’ tlm Journal iy

- speak to those strikers
. He wasn’t well enough, and I told the

k question with

THE CANADIAN CHURCHMAN

had so often longed to tell him., He
knew well how interested the bishop
would be in all that he—Theodore—
was trying to do for the Great Cap-
tain, and he longed to talk over his
work and his plans with one so wise
and so experienced.

On his way home he stopped” and
bought some linen collars and cuffs
and a neat necktie.

“’Cause I want to look as well’s I

can when he sees me.” he said to

himself.

. All that evening he thought of that
visit which 'he would make the next
day. He really could mot wait any
longer, but he found it hard to de-
cide’ what would be the best hour for
him to go. He knew that the bishop
was very often away in the evening,
or, if at home, he was almost sure
to have guests with him. In the
afternoon, too, he seldom had a
leisure moment. Indeed, he never had
any leisure moments, but Theodore
decided at last that the best time to
see him would be between twelve and
one o’clock.

All night, in his dreams, he saw .
himself making his way to the house,
and once he awoke in great distress,
imagining that Brown had sternly
refused him admittance.

He could not work that next morn-
ing, but he wanted somebody &lse to
share his happiness, and so to all the.
sick and shut-in ones in the two
houses he carried some little gift. It
was his thankoffering, though he did
not know it. Small g):fts they were,
all—a flower to one, a newspaper to
another, some oranges to a sick
woman, an extra loaf to a hard-work- .
ing mother—little things all, but-
given in the name of the Great Cap-

* tain, though His Name was not once
- mentioned.

So, many kindly thoughts followed
the boy, when, at noon, he went once
" more through the streets toward the
bishop’s house.

Theodore’s face had little of beauty,
but the glance of his grey eyes was
honest and true. He was able now
to possess two suits, and he wore his
best one, with the clean linen and the
new tie. Many a mother might have
been proud that day to call this boy .
of the streets her son.

The remembrance of his dreams
sent a shiver over Theodore as he

‘rang the "bell at the bishop’s door,

but Brown did not refuse him admit-
tance. On the contrary, he smiled
faintly and held open the door as he
said, in a low tone:—

; “Come to. Mrs. Martin’s room,” and
onice agaih Theodore followed i
across the wide hall.

Mrs. Martin gave him a cordial
welcome, but a great dread fell upon
the boy as he noted her red eyes and
subdued manner, and when she
said:—

“He talked about you last evening,
Theodore, and told us what you did
for him. You've come to ask how he
is, haven’t you?” _the boy’s heart
sank and he dropped into the nearest
chair with his eyes fixed entreatingly
on the housekeeper’s face. His throat
felt dry and stiff, and he dared not"
trust himself to speak Mrs. Martin,
too, sat down and wiped her eyes as
she went on.~

“He ought not to have gone out to
yesterday.

gentlemen so when they came for
him, but as soon as he heard what
they wanted he said he would go. He
came home all tired out, and ﬁe
taken sick in the night.”
; Theodoretnedmvaintoframea
his trembling lips. The
housekeeper guessed what he would
have asked, and answered asg if he
had s ken. :

“It’s some heart troube‘ and the

- doctors say he cannot live."
At th

ese words, Theodore’s head -

" went ‘down on the table and he sat -
~ as if stunned. His trouble seemed tn

him too great even for belief.
months before it had seemed le

"One was so deli

continent separated him from his
friend, Now, what a joy it would

~ have been to him to knovqlthat the

bishop was alive and well in Cali-
fornia. '

At last he lifted his head and asked
in a low voice:—

“How long ?”

Mrs. Martm understeod. She an-
swered, li “A few days—possibly
only a few hours. He lies as if he’
were asleep, but- it is not sleep, 1
think,” she dadded, .with a glance at -
the boy’s heart-broken face, “I think
you can see him for a moment if you
would like to.” :

Theodore nodded and the house-
keéper added, “Come, then,” and led
the way to an upper room. .

The boy followed with such an
aching heart as he had never 'ima-
gined that a boy could have.

The sick-room ' was darkened and
a nurse sat by the bedside. Theodore -
stood for a moment looking down on
the face so dear to him, and so
changed, even in the few hours since
last he saw it. He longed to press
his lips to the hand that lay out-
stretched on the white coverlet, but
he did not dare, and after a moment
he turned and left the room in silence.

Mrs. Martin followed him down the .
stairs. - At the door he stopped and
looked at her, tried to speak, but
could not, and so went away vnthont ;
a word. He knew that never again
should he see his friend alive, and he.
did not. Before the next night the
bishop -had been called to go up
higher.

When ° the announcement of his
death appeared in the papers there
was a request that no flowers be sent.
Theodore did not mnotice this item,
and so on the day of the funeral he
carried to the house some of the roses
that he knew the Bishop had loved
most, and Mrs. Martin herself placed °
them - in the cold hand that a few
days before had been laid upon Theo-
dore’s head. All the gold of the earth,
had it been offered to the boy, could o
not have purchased from him the
sweet memory of that last look and

touch.
(To be Continued.)
new
PRINCELY DIPLOMACY.

Prince Albert, who is acknowledged

to be the most outspoken member of

the royal family; can be as diplor
matic as anyone when he chooses.
At theBuckingham - Palace garden '

party he was  being :teased by a '

charming guest to say what he
thought of the “debs.”. “All debu-
tantes are pretty,” he replied, “but
some are even prettier.” ;

»e ®
NO IDLE THREAT
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Recently, an English Bishop, whose
name is much in the public eye, wrote |
:m magaztl ine article towh&ne was dis-

ctly -annoying strange -

tmk that we ought to

g:ople who
lieve everythmg the Germans tell

us, irrespective of their past record
in the line of varacity. }’1’1‘5 lordship
received a number of abusive letters
and postcards—anonymous, of course,

‘allowed to remain
“Two_friends and my-

twenty years to btlild; From e
summit the tower eonttins 140

himtoknowthatthawldthotthe - f

tful an effort that AR



