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sincerity, 

none at. office said, he felt that he had laid bare 
his inmost soul, yet thanked Uod that 
Pierre, had been wholly unable to read 
what was written there. The way he 
had pointed out was that by which he 

,„, not that he, any more than 
deemed himself one of God's 

that account but rather as 
a favor.
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bad come 
Pierre, 
chosen oil
one wholly unworthy of so great 
The lad's cross was the one he had 
borne these many years, the lad's coming 
self-renunciation — lor that it would 
surely come, he had no d- ubt at all—he 
had made, once for a'l, as to speak 
reverently, in a very Gethsemaue an 
agony not tellable in words. I Le knew. 
That beyond question was the reason 
why he had spoken as he had done, 
spoken as one who knows, and why to 
Fierro, not even guessing at tin- truth, 
he had seemed to speak in such a 
Ohristly fashion.

“Unlawful love?" he whispered to 
himself over and over again, and yet 
again, how can my
his if it lead him and me to God ?” 
Then added reverently, “ Lord, Thou 
knowest.” Truly when Pierre's time of 
trial came, as come it must, he would 
have none on earth so fit as Father 
Gagnon to counsel, comfort and advise 
—because he knew.
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Ruth dutifully nodded, biting lier lips 
meanwhile. She wished irritably that 
physicians would be strictly sincere 
with their nurses at least. Why the 
farce of holding out hope when none 
existed ?

It was shortly before the calm, beauti­
ful dawn that M r. Brewster unexpectedly 
stirred and opened his eyes. Ruth 
smiled hopefully into the wide, bright 
eyes gazing wildly at her.

“You feel better ?” she said softly.
“1 don’t know, gasped the man distrac­

tedly. “I can’t move. What was it ? 
Where am 1 ?"

Pompey leaned forward eager, happy, 
agonized in one second. Pluto, at the 
sound of Mr. Brewster's voice, crawled 
out from the cramped quarters in which 
he had been crouching and pressed his 
huge head desperately against his 
master's limp, bloodless hand lying at 
the edge of the bed.

“Don’t worry," said Ruth, soothingly. 
“You must rest quietly,"

“But what happened to me ?" Mr. 
Brewster persisted in a pitifully weak 
tone. “1 wasn’t sick. My God, I know," 
he cried suddenly, and he struggled so 
to sit up that Ruth laid her arm firmly 
across his chest.

“Don’t Mr. Brewster ! You were in 
an automobile collision and Dr. Stagg 
operated upon you. Everything will be 
aliight.” She mixed something hastily 
in a tumbler. 41 a in glad you have come 
out of the ether so well. Drink this."

Instantly Pompey was at her assist­
ance, taking the tube and glass from 
her when she would have set them 
down.

“Ah, you, Pompey,” breathed Mr. 
Brewster, but his strength had exhaus- 

drowsed.
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Meanwhile the time of waiting which 
had seemed so empty, yet so full of 
danger took on another aspect fur 
Pierro Martin after his talk with Mon­
sieur le Curé. It was he now saw a 
training rather than a waiting time, a 
time of preparation that lay before him, 
a time, a place—or so it seemed to him 
—whereof the very quiet was as a sanc­
tuary wherein his soul might learn to 
know itself — and God. That was a 
lesson he began to realize very hard to 
learn, the lesson of the carpenter’s 
shop at Nazareth, impossible, perhaps, 
certainly immeasurably more difficult, 
amid the stress and turmoil of so vast 
an enterprise as his dream must neces­
sarily prove to be, should it ever be­
come a reality.

“Oh, no ! I like to see my paticn 
through the night after an operation.”

Dr. Stagg smiled at the zealous de­
termination in Ruth's blue eyes.

“Well! Mr. Brewster's man will help 
you if necessary. In the morning we 
shall see.”

There is much contained in the above 
for all who teach. A priest once thought 
of using the term “an ostentatious manner of many well-educated ladies of 
man " in liis sermon. Meeting the jail- j distinction, but with a big fine individ- 
itor, lie asked : “ James, what kind of a ual brush, sometimes plquantly graceful 
man do you think an ostentatious man | and fairy like, sometimes witty and full 
is ?" An ostentatious man ? Well, 1 , of storms and stress. She was my 
think that an ostentatious man is a jolly | triend. So rare and genuine a friend, so 
good fellow." The priest came to the beautiful a teacher and exalted an idol 
conclusion that he would use a differ- ! that nobody in the world can take her 
eut phrase. j place.—New World.

At. the horizon was the glory—of Para­
dise. The speed was blinding but—the 
way was safe. Then came darkness— 
forgetfulness—and now this agony.”

He sank more heavily into the plliow 
while Ruth wrote frantically upon her 
card. In a moment he made a supreme 
effort and raised himself to sit upright 
without support.

“ My God,” cried he in a tone pier­
cingly distinct, “ only once more ! Give 

servant — the

“What we shall see," gravely supple­
mented Dr. Bell.

“Don’t bury him till he s dead," 
He abhorred the' snapped Dr. Stagg. 

precipitateness of youth.
Dr. Bell bowed haughtily.
Ruth turned to Dr. Stagg.
“And Mrs. Brewster?" said she im­

pulsively.
“Mr. Brewster is unmarried. Has no

i

me — Thy unworthy 
straight, clear road !”

Blinded by tears Ruth pushed Pom­
pey with the hurriedly-written message 
upon her card out of the room. But she

A young priest in teaching a First 
Communion class used the expression : ]
“ The Holy Eucharist is an epitome of 
God's goodness.” The old pastor whis-
pored to him : “Thechildren will hardly The drvam 0, „„ity holds a strange 
understand that word epitome. "W oil, f.,sci.mtion fortho Protestant mind, 
children, he explained, epitome is Th(, tasci„ation is the greater in pro- 
synonymous with synopsis. I portion to the disintegration every-

\Ye know that while such examples where visible among those who at the 
Catho- tjm(, of the great revolt against the 

j Church of Rome in the sixteenth 
■ century set up private judgment as the 
ultimate court of appeal in matters per­
taining to faitli and dogma, l.ast week 

, , at a meeting called by Presbyterians 111
At the gates, her long taper hands x,(nv Y'ork City for the purpose of cole- 

stretched to touch the eternal latch, brating the oue hundredth anniversary 
stands a personality the like of which the ||( Uu,ir church's independence even of 
stage has never mourned and is not |)ther Preslivterlan 
likely to again, for on the face of the spoocheswere'practicillv all expressive 
deep tolls the passing of Helen Mod- (|f ,hc ho,„, that the time was not far 
jeska, a creature so pious, gracious, distant when there would bo a celobra- 
loarned and brilliant that she leaves a ti(|n of th(. inter-dependence, the unity, 
perfect vacuum where her noble char- ||()t on, of a|, preslivterlan churches, 
actor, her superb art, lier delightful |)l|t Q, thc Protestant churches of the 
social eclat and wonderful history States,

j heaped up treasures that her prodigal ejG lu,ut •„,* voicing this hope 
generosity might throw them to the revtrend Episcopal minister who had 
winds of affectionate celebrity, says Amy aeceded froin tb(, Presbyterian Church 
Leslie in a beautiful tribute to the great teQ rs ag()f uo doubt conscientiously 
Catholic actress. Something of the persuaded that there was no room for a 
saint always clung to the very atraos- man of kis heterodox or orthodox views 
Phere about Modjeska. Her face a amoDg the followers of Calvin. One 
cameo of deep, impenetrable glory, her W()uld think that the reverend speaker 
slender elegance, her preserved youth wouldbe roady u. f ather the movement 
and arch humor, her marvelous cultiva- he go earneatiy prayed for by express- 
turn and absolutely amr.zmg book learn- ■ Pegret fu*r his conversion and beg- 
ing, as well as her experiences, made • to be re-admitted in the church 
her a brilliant woman of the world, a fae had abandoIied. clearly ten years 
fascinating companion and a complete have not witnessed any noted approach 
encyclopedia of events, chronicles, let- in doctrine between the two sects. “As 
ters, art, sculpture and music. But the wo know a llttle m<)re,” said another 
saintliness was apart from this astonish- reverond Iniuuter..“ the better we uuder- 
ing admixture of scholarly attributes, Hfandi and the nearer we come to unity.” 
elegant accomplishments and worldli- (s that true in the light of facts ? Big­
ness of knowledge and understanding. tweeu Episcopalians alone, with increase 

I can see her now as she used to like of knowledge—for we cannot in charity 
her rest in a simple bed with curtains, suppose that ignorance is becoming 
a little table white, all white (Modjeska j more dense—divisions are if anything 
and white seemed inseparable), a small | increasing and the lines of^ separation 
candle, a book of prayer, a rosary and ’ more strictly drawn. In England the 
nothing not even the indispensable Po- J Anglican Bishop of Liverpool, in a 
lish cigarette every Russian woman re- ! recent charge to his clergy on the sub» 
gards as necessary to comfort—marred ject of “Eucharist" (sic) approves the 
the saintliness of this simple tableau. ' policy of introducing a white vos!ment 
And lying there with that effulgent look ( in the commemoration of the Lords 
of tenderness and pleasure that poetic ' Supper. But The Churchman, the 
melancholy which lingers upon the eyes American organ of the Episcopalians, 
and lips of so many of the gifted cliil- 1 says that if white were adopted, ‘‘many 
dren of Poland, I have listened to Mod- 1 High Ohurchn e*n would find it hard to 
jeska talk softly and wondered whether ' sacrifice colored vestments,' while many 
angels were not about listening too. Her ' Evangelicals would have to abandon 
purity, her beauty of soul, her glorious J their opposition to any kind of Eucliar- 
temperament and stunning mentality , istic vestments." 
could have made her the crowned lady 
of attractions without her gentle holi- color of a vestment is made a serious 
ness but even when she was merriest— ; stumbling block and stands a solid 
and she was a great wit, a mischief and ( barrier between great divisions of a 
entertainer among her own—Modjeska siugle denomination, it is not easy for 
held her little nun’s cloud of exclusive- the most hopeful Christian to see how 
ness and chastity, which was the most the Protestant adherents of a hundred 
potent thing in her whole composition, sects can ever be brought together as 
Just as she met her social advantages Protestants in the unity of “one Lord, 
with unsullied heart, so she lit her astral 0ne Faith, one Baptism."—America, 
lamp of perfectly flawless art with holy 
fires.
sumptuous. She wrote beautifully and 
must leave to posterity some rare un­
published volumes which may be sent 
into the light after a while. She painted 
exquisitely—not in the drawing-room

near relative whatever. Perhaps no 
really unselfish friend on the face of the 
globe."

Dr. Stagg returned to the bedside 
and bent once more over his patient. 
Ruth watched the physician’s serious, 
sharply-cut features assume a more 
marked anxiety.

“ I low is he ?” she breathed.
“Very low,indeed,” Dr. Stagg answered 

frankly. “It was a nasty collision, 
two machines headon at a turn. Mr. 
Brewster was thrown twenty-five feet."

PROTESTANTJJNITY.
«

TO BE CONTINUED.
1 as she slipped to her knees beside 
the shrinking Pluto, that the priest, 
like herself, could only pray for the de­
parted soul.

Before she took the rest of which she 
hud great need, Ruth despatched 
letter to the suitor waiting in the coun­
try for her decision. The straight, 
«lear road was vividly plain to her now, 
tlie alluring mirage of the side-paths 
having been dispersed by the brightness 
of a truer vision. The chagrined lover 
read, in calm irrevocable terms, that 
not even to marry the man she loved, 
would Ruth Meade barter her faith.— 
Helen Beckman in The Messenger of 
the Sacred Heart.

ted itself, and directly he
“He ain* gwine die?” begged PompeyA TRAINED NURSE'S CHOICE.

faintly tearfully.
“I hope not."
Pluto licked the cold white hand. 

Ruth watched and counted the quick, 
noisy respiration. As the morning sun­
shine stole in between the drawn cur­
tains, Mr. Brewster again returned to 
full consciousness, but then his breath­
ing became very, very slow, like long^ 
drawn-out heart broken sighs. He be­
gan to talk in phrases quickly uttered, 
but broken because of the choking 
presently coming upon him.

“You’re my nurse ? I .remember all. 
It was a straight, clear road — the 
branches—of the elms—meeting over­
head. For a while—it seemed to me—
I was twenty—instead of fifty-five, 
was traveling—along a straight, clear 
road—on a day—exactly as beautiful.
I saw heaven—through the blue sky— 
at the end of—that straight, clear road. 
No obstacle intervened—no evil men­
aced—me on the—way to God -waiting 
for mo—at the end. I was twenty—and 
I meant to be a priest.”

Ruth involuntarily started and, im­
pelled by a peculiar curiosity,'her gaze 
left for a second the livid features of 
her patient. In the lightning-swift 
glance she sent around the apartment 
she caught sight of a dim ivory crucifix 
low upon the wall, beneath a copy of the 
Sistine Madonna. It bore a new and 
unexpected significance. Mr. Brew­
ster’s eyes had closed. Ruth hesitated. 
Should she rouse him, should she ques­
tion ? A wave of uncertainty, of miser­
able confusion somehow involved in her 
own fate, swept over the girl.

44 The beauty o* that day----- ” he
spoke more faintly after the pause, and 
Ruth beut her head to catch the gasped- 
out words. “ Its unselfish aspirations— 
and its peace—returned to me—after 
thirty-five years—of paganism. My 
God, I am dying—I left the straight, 
clear road. But it came back—for an 
instant. I was crazed—with the wonder 
of it. We sped through the golden 
way. Every trembling leaf—whispered 
—of—high things to me. Faster, faster.

“That you, Miss Meade ? Just come 
in?" The manager’s voice over the house 
telephone was tinged by relief. Dr. 
Stagg had said: “It must be Miss Meade." 
“You’re wanted immediately: automobile 
accident; all dead but oue; he's Dr. 
Stagg'» patient."

“Very good. What’s the address? ' 
Ruth Meade, uo matter how brief her 
sentences, never gave the impression of 
being curt. Her tone was too rich ; nd 
sweet not to please. Young, efficient, 
good to look at, the girl's voice was 
only one of ihe many gifts which made 
her the favorite nurse at the registry. 
She wrote the address of Dr. Stagg’s 
patient upon a convenient pad, as the 
manager repeated it.

“Thank you, good-bye."
With the quick noiseless maniv r her 

training had accomplished, Ruth made 
some changes in the suit case she had 
fetched to her room ten minutes earlier.

“I expected to go home over Sunday,” 
she reflected, a trace of doubt flitting 
across her tranquil face, disturbing its 
peace into'an angry pucker, of the fore­
head, a stiffening and thinning of the full 
youngs lips. “Oh, well—I'll drift with 
the current. Duty can’t be ignored. 
Efface yourself and your 
Ruth; it's high sanctity and common 
sense, both." She snapped the valise 
shut with whimsical energy, and picked 
op her hat and gloves.

Half an hour later, Ruth stood beside 
an improvised operating table in a very 
rich man's house. Dr. Stagg, greeting 
her by a fraction of a nod, still had mental 
leisure sufficient to think, as many 
times before, that Ruth was a white- 
uniformed incarnation of quiet, unosten­
tatious capability. He candidly rever­
enced nurses who worked hard and

are rare, they are not unknown 
lie Universe.her

t."
NUN-LIKE MODJESKA.this human love conic to 

erre, after a momentary 
his mind travelled over 

j as he had believed, fur­
or unknown at least, and 
had, therefore, feared to

A few final directions jotted down, 
grave bows to Ruth, and she sat alone 
near the bed, listening to the struggling 
breaths of the strong man whose life 
was flickering out. A premature 
twilight pervaded the room, darkening 
blackly in the corners. Ruth knew a 
window was open back of heavy shroud­
ing curtains, but the fumes of ether lin­
gered through all the house.

“It's a horrid day," Ruth thought, 
reaching for a limp periodical and fan­
ning away the approach of unusual, un­
professional faintu'ss.

A door was gently pushed open. 
Ruth stopped fanning and slightly 
started at the apparition presented ! 
An old snowy-headed darky in white 
waist-coated evening clothes, holding 
by a cumbersome nail-studded collar a 
huge Great Dane.

“ How’s Mass’ G'oge, missy ?" he 
queried in the softest tones of his 
race. “Pluto, yo’ ole fool ; keep still!" 
He cuffed the dog mildly with the fat 
hand that was free. Every tooth in his 
head showed in a polite smile at the 
young lady, but his cheeks were frankly 
wetjwith abundant tears.

“ He’s quite sick, Ruth whispered, 
“ Are you Mr. Brewster's man ? Oh ! 
don't hold the dog so. lie'll choke I” 
iu alarm at the immense brute's efforts 
to break away from the detaining grip.

“ I's his man Pompey, yes, missy, I is. 
Pluto, yo’ sho’ly is the debbil. I 'clar 
fo’ de Lawd ! Don’ you tech him 
missy, cose he ain’t nebber like no one 
'cep me aud Mass’ G'oge, O Lawd I" as 
with one final wrench and snarl, Pluto 
freed himself and, darting Across the 
room, crawled under Mr. Brewster’s 
bed. From that point of vantage he 
omuiously growled as Pompey went 
belligerently after him.

“ Let him alone," Ruth urged, “ I've 
seen dogs act that way before.”

Pompey, who had gone down upon all 
fours to peer under the bod, rose with 
panting difficulty.

“ Lawd 1 “ Yo' don’ gwine to say
Massa G’oge gwine die ?" Pompey 
sniffed piteously, abandoning all at­
tempt at dignity.

“ I hope not," was all Ruth could say.
“ He done look pow'ful bad," said 

Pompey, miserably. “ Ain’t dat jes’
wful, de way he breave ?"
“ That’s mostly from the ether," 

Ruth consoled. She laid her finger on 
Mr. Brewster’s wrist. Pluto growled 
forbiddingly as her skirts touched the 
bed.
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I One of the most 

was a
Diogenes, lantern in hand, entered 

the village drug store. “ Say, have 
you anything that will cure a cold ?” he 
asked.

“ No, sir I ha-e not,” answered the pill 
compiler.

“ Give me your hand,” exclaimed 
Diogenes, dropping his lanterm “ I 
have at last found an honest man."

A regiment of soldiers were recently 
drawn up one Sunday for church parade, 
but the church was being repaired and 
could hold only half of them.

“Sergeant major," shouted the colonel, 
“tell all the men who don't want to go 
to church to fall out on the reserve 
flank.”

Of course a large number quickly and 
gladly availed themselves of the privi-

Now, sergeant major,” 
colonel, “dismiss all the men who did 
not fall out and march the others to 
church—they need it most.”

difficulties

lege.
said the

talked little.
“Just in time, Miss Meade. Dr. Bell 

will take the narcosis.—It's trepan 
Dit'g—”

They worked rapidly, almost in abso­
lute silence. There is something eerie 
about approaching a man's brain with 
material instruments, 'even of twen­
tieth century manufacture. The 
patient was neither young or old.
He was a large man, probably handsome, 
although the disfigured head and the 
face, partially concealed by the ether- 
cone, gave Ruth little definite idea of 
feature or contour. She instinctively 
fancied the countenance fine looking.
Then by force of habit she put all curi­
osity, all imagination, everything ex­
cept the alert attention to her duty, out 
of her mind.

He was back in the carved and cano- a 
pied bed, desperately weak and ghast­
ly looking, presenting no indication of 
triumphant reaction. The surgeons 
were conversing in low tones, out in the 
Injured man's study.

“ I have made him as comfortable as I 
could,” thought Ruth, arranging bowls 
of solution upon a table. “But I'm afraid 
nothing will help him. His pulse and 
respiration are both alarming.” She 
turned in a quick, overpowering sym­
pathy and regarded the man lying on 
immaculate linen, his Lead in clean white 
bandages, science attendant with all its 
marvellous might,but the individual evi­
dently forever beyond the power of com- 
f'>rt luxury or knowledge to permanently 
assist him. The calm,indefatigable nurse 
w ls a bit over wrought ; there had been 
trais andstruggles in her own life of late.
Tw<> paths stretched out before her and 
nerheart quailed before the moment when 
she must declare her choice. Mr. Brew­
ster, a few hours before unknown to her,
Was getting upon Ruth’s nerves.

“Where’shis wife?" she peevishly in- 
1 uired of herself. “No doubt in Rome 
or Faris, as most husbands and wives 
are when I am called to nurse their 
honorable consorts in wealth like this.
Why isn’t she here? He’s dying, I'm 
positive. Poor chap! I wonder if that’s 
h*s "picture—taken years ago—” She 
Was meditatively studying a photograph 
»pon a cabinet when Dr. Stagg beckoned 
her from the door. Ruth went in her 
fluick, silent fashion to join the two
surgeons.

“^^• Hrewster’s condition is extreme- 
•y critical. He may never come out 
of the other. Do you think I'd better 
send for a second nurse to go on at 
seven?" Dr. Stagg knew what Ruth’s the morning, - 
•newer would be. to murmur at the door.

A rather pompous looking member of 
a Methodist church was asked to take 
charge of a class of hoys during the ab­
sence of the regular teacher. While 
endeavoring to impress upon their young 
minds the importance of living a Chris­
tian life the following question was pro- 
pouunded:

Why do people call me a Christian, 
children ?" the worthy dignitary asked, 
standing very erect and smiling down 
upon them.

“ Because they don’t know you," was 
the ready answer of a bright-eyed little 
boy, responding to the ingratiating 
smile with one equally guileless and 
winning.

Beal English
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When such a trille as the shade or .ie

h.
“ thatni," was the answer, 

ly path whereby human loves
I of God. It means that if 
pou to the priesthood, you 
>me empty-handed to His
II have a gift worth offering: 
iy himself.’ What does that 
my of us, far too many 
ring up of that of which wo
or nothing, of which we do 

e value, which cost little at 
But you !” he exclaimed, 
hand on the lad’s shoulder 
into the brave young eyes, 

h fervor, readiness to suffer : 
have love to give in return 
. Give it up, did you say ? 
you will lay it at llis feet, 

give it back to you changed, 
ie, made eternal, purged “1 
n the furnace of His Heart, 
vith His for you and for her. 
ling ? Is it too much to give 
m père.” Just three short 
; the priest was satisfied. 
> as he made his way home 
e quiet, moonlit street, went 
mind all that had been said, 
l, doubtless, for strength to
r God should choose for tom 
lich he might wish to choose

IN ".NAT IVE ELEMENT.

The fiancee of a Louisvjlle girl has 
been spending the winter in Florida in 
connection with his father’s business in­
terests in that quarter.

44 Marie,” said the girl to a friend the 
other day, 44 Walter has just sent me the 
dearest little alligator from Florida.”

44 Dear me !” rejoined Marie, with 
affected enthusiasm. 44 £ nd how shall 
you keep him ?”

44 I’m not quite certain,” was the re­
ply, “ but I’ve put him in Florida water 
till I can hear further from Walter.”— 
Harper’s Weekly.
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Her gifts were manifold and
Trees seem to come close to our life. 

They are often rooted in our richest 
1 feeling, and our sweetest memories, like 
i birds, build nests in their branches.

“ Fo’ de lub of God," begged Pompey, 
“ be keerful o' dat ole fool, Pluto !"

44 Yes," said Ruth tactfully, 
tends to stay here, so I think, Pompey, 
I’ll be obliged to keep you, too."

44 Jes’ so, missy, l’se glad to stay, I 
is. Me an’ Pluto’s de two pussons dat 
lub Massa G'oge 
Ain’ yo’ gwine like him, too?” wistfully.

“ I like him immensely,” Ruth as­
sured the old man.

44 He in-

w& Sunshifie grates have 
maximum strength

lies’ in dis worl'.

A BF:TTEK l’LACE.
Once when I wasMark Twain says : 

going out to visit some friends I told 
George, my negro servant, to lock the 
house and put the key under a certain 
stone near the steps. He agreed to do 

It was late at night when l returned. 
I went to the stone under which the key 

supposed to have been hidden. It 
I hunted around for about

<1°Pompey watched her wondoriugly as 
she gave" his master a hypodermic. A 
weird silence, disturbed only by Mr. 
Brewster’s agitated respiration, settled 
upon the room. Slowly the minutes 
dragged by into hours. For an instant 
Ruth wondered which meal the butler 
brought to her, when he entered with 
her dinner. Pompey waited upon her 
attentively. She swallowed what she 
could. The old servant, and the dog 
under the bed, would touch neither food 
nor drink. Both grew so silent and 
motionless as the night wore on that 
Ruth believed they were asleep. They 
were not. The devoted human being 
and the dumb, faithful brute alike waited 
in tensely alert misery for what would 
happen to their best friend.

Dr. Stagg lingered long at the next 
visit. But Ruth knew that he loitered 
more because he thought the end was 
very near than because he anticipated 
any result from his new directions.

ay still be some change in 
” the doctor forced himself

O Sunshine Furnace ha 
four triangular grate ban 

each having three distinct sides, 
single-piece and two-piece grate no 
provision is made for expansion or cc 
and a waste of coal always follows a 

On the left- and right-hand sides are cotter pin-

SUITS A OVERCOATS to measure
from 18.14 to tSO. was gone.

fifteen minutes, but still no key. Finally 
I went to George’s house—he roomed 
outside—and rapped vigorously upon 
the door. A black head, which I had no 
difficulty in recognizing as George's, 
popped out of an upstairs window. 

"Where did you put that key, you 
rascal ?" I roared.

loosened permit the grates to slide out. These four grate bars 
are made of heavy cast iron, and are finished up with bulldog 
teeth. The teeth will grind tip the toughest clinker i and
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■ ashes pass through, but after each shaking a different side can be presented B
■ to the fire. Also, with the Sunshine grate there is no back-breaking ■
■ movements attached to the shaking. By gently rocking the lever, first on the ■ 
Q left and then on the right, the ashes are released on both sides,and fall through I
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, wait." And Pierre had 
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“Oh, massa,” answered George, “I 
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A HINT FOR PREACHERS.

Au old lady once said to a famous pas­
tor : 44 Doctor, what is the first duty of 
a pastor to his flock?" lie replied i 
44 To feed the sheep, madame." “ Then, 
doctor," she said, “ ho ought not to put 
the hay so high that the sheep cannot 

I get at it.”

priest felt sure
œ“g
up and down his room» “There m
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