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“I wonder if anythin’ shall be smash- from his forehead. He would have

broken off to allow the performer to 
sing and dance along the roadway.

“Good lad.” commented Job. “Won­
derful boy that.”

The concert came nearer. It stopped 
at the spot where the boy usually took 
off his coat.

"Hoy, there, wassy!" called Job.
“Hoy!” returned the wassy.
“Come here a bit. I’m fast. Job said 

quietly.
The lad ran up to the sound of the 

voice. He saw only the mountainous 
fail, with the lamp hanging from the 
cog.

"Hoy!" he shouted. “Where be you?"
“I'm fast.” answered Job. "Run’n 

tell a couple of ‘um to come down 
here."

The boy looked for the voice. Then, 
with terror, he understood. The bov 
lost hold of himself in the horror of it. 
He began running to and fro senseless­
ly. roaring out:

"Oh, man, man. He’s under the fall 
—he's under the fall. Oh, man, man! 
He's killed: he’s killed!”

He could do nothing useful in his 
fright. But Job’s voice steadied him.

“Stop that crying, butty. Do what I 
tell you. Run up to the next place an’ 
tell a couple of ‘um to come here, 
quick. Don't cry. wassy. Off with you. 
There, that’s a good boy. Off you go."

The cool tone controlled the terrified 
youngster. He ran to the upper side, 
climbed over the slope of the fall, his 
long lamp getting awkwardly mixed up 
with his short legs, and cut past the 
face of the coal into the next stall. It 
was empty. He remembered that the 
collier had not been to work there that 
day. Out along the roadway he ran to 
other places. all the time crying:

“Hoy! Hoy!"
In five minutes, down came the men. 

Job’s stall was filled with swinging 
lights and excited colliers.

Three of them leaped to the edge of 
the fall, and in frenzied anxiety start­
ed to pull away the big stones looking 
for the stricken man.

Job saw they would bring down the 
place and bury everybody.
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wiped it away, but he could not i 
his arms.

"Broke, I s’pose," thought Job.
Once more he opened his eyes;

ed?"
Job put his light to the bottom coal, 

and, keeping the lamp like a dog’s nose

move

and
to the ground, slowly searched every he smiled as he saw the lamp shining 
inch of the stall, in between the posts, serenely where he had hung it.
sending their shadows swiftly round "The best steel wedge I ever had," 
like spokes in a wheel of light; all said he.
down the lower side of the stall he Then by the ‘hopeful light he looked 
searched, whistling quietly. upward: he rolled his eyes from side

"Well, dash that boy, whatever," to side. He did everything slowly. At 
calmly said Job. last he tried to rise; failed; tried again;

He did not exactly use the expletive found the effort had lodged him into a 
“dash," but it will serve. tighter fit than ever. He tried again
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He slowly bent lower and picked up and found he could not move an inch, 
bit of shining steel. So Job quietly submitted.a He saw

that he was lying on his back. Moun­
tainous stones lay across the lower 
part of his body; his legs were buried 
under the big part of the fall; and 
around his head were grouped the 
stones that had rolled down the side

"Dash that boy," said he again, with- 
out the slightest sign of temper. "An 
after sayin' he did put back everythin'. 
The best wedge I go. An’ to go an’ 
leave it there to be buried when the 
top comes down an’ shovelled into the
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I might lose of the heap. They squeezed upon his 
cheeks. He bore the pain of it calmly.

gob with the rubbish!
that wedge forever. The best wedge I 
got, too. Dash that boy."

Then he whistled softly as before, as 
if he had been giving the boy choco-

He looked straight up into the hole 
over his head.

"Looks very raggid," thought Job. 
"More is comin’ down. Done for, 1 
s’pose I am now, whatever.”

He raised his voice, trying to attract

<
/lates instead of beans. If anything 

could have disturbed the calm, easy, 
wonderful temper of Job the danger of

-Wolosing his favorite wedge would be the his nearest neighbor, who worked in 
thing. He had the same feeling for it the upper stall.

"Davith, boy!" shouted Job.
No answer came.

0as an editor for a. favorite brand of ! 
blue pencil.

"I can knock out a stiff bit o’ coal," 
he said to himself, "easier with that 
wedge than anythin’. An’ for him to go

"Hoy—y—!” Job shouted again.
But he got no response.
“This old fall is dead’nin’ my voice," 

said Job.an’ leave it there! Dash that boy." 1But the truth was that poor Job’s 
verse. He whistled the next verse of voice had lost its lustiness, owing to 
tile old Welsh melody just as softly the weakening of his suffering body, 
and sweetly and as beautifully in tune. Drip—drip—drip, came the little 

stones out of the black hollow above.

But that was only at the end of the “Whoa, there!” said he. “Steady,
boys,”

“All right, all right,” they cried. 
“Have you out now in a jiffy." (Dev)Nothing made him lose his presence And again they laid trembling hands 
on the stones. Down upon the foremost 
came a stone that laid him out. But 
he nor the others feared anything of 
this kind when any one else was in 
worse danger. Two of them carried the 
man hack, and a half-dozen advanced 
to the rescue. But their eagerness and 
excitement were dangerous.

"Woa, there, I tell you,” said Job 
patiently. "Stand back a bit. We’ll all 
be buried if you go on like that. That's 
you, is it. Shenkin?”

“Ay, Job, that’s me. We'll ‘ave you 
out. now. But we don’t know how.”

"Stand by the cog," ordered Job. 
“Only one—you, Shenkin. I got it 
marked out. See that stone on the 
corner? Put a post under him first."

"Post—get a post!”
It was in Shenkin’s hands in a sec­

ond. He was a good workman; and in 
two minutes the post held up the stone. 
But even this was not done for noth­
ing. Shenkin’s head got a mark that 
never left it. With the blood streaming 
down his face, he waited the next 
order.

“If you stock a hit of a post with a 
big flat lid slanting against this here 
stone over my body," said Job, “that'll 
hold up a lot."

It was done.
Then following out his plan in de­

tail, Job gave order after order. They 
put a support here, another there; one 
leaning downwards, one leaning up;

-A.".“Wonder if that boy'll soon 
back?” thought Job. "Hoy—y—y!"

He waited for an answer, but 
came.

"Well, I mus’ do somethin’ for 
self, I s’pose,” said he.

of mind. Not even such a glaring in­
stance of misplaced confidence in that 
boy could upset him. It would take an 
earthquake to do that.

Bent double, he put the lamp in 
front of him and gave a final look

come . 
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around before laying the low top lower Again he tried to move his body out 
still; then he threw up his light to the of its prison. He felt the stones shift- 
lids of one or two of the posts to seeling; in the light from the cog he saw Tharif he had forgotten or not to loosen ! 3 great stone sliding down.

"Ah!" said he, satisfied. “P’raps I 
can manage by myself, after all."

them slightly for knocking out. By this 
time he had come to the end of the 
last verse, and he stopped whistling.

He carefully stuck the wedge into a 
cog, and hung his lamp upon it. Then 
he went into the roadway, past the full

*

But he stopped suddenly. As the big 
stone slid away from against the cog. 
it set free the loose top which it had 
held up. With a clatter more stones 
fell down around the man's head, cut­
ting him again, and completely 
it— him.

tram of coal which glittered in the
light, and picked up a slender six-foot 05 1011 again, and completely cover- 
post. But before going back to the irs him.
cog, he looked up the roadway to make When the sliding and rattling of the 
sure that the boy was nowhere to be stones ceased, and the dust cleared 
seen. The darkness of endless night away, Job could only open one eye; the 
filled the Place—the black night that other was held fast by the angle of a 
knows no day; for Job looked upon a stone upon his face. And with the one 
spot hidden under the earth a thousand eye he could barely get a glimpse of 
feet from the light of the sun. Nearer the light.

New York World.

Running
hind the counter, and, looking over a 
row of shelves overhead, reached up 
and pulled down the identical bundle 
to which Boss had applied paper and 
string five hours before. But Ross was 
suspicious and he thought he saw evi­
dences of an untying of his old knot 
as he looked.

The Chinese had only the stupidest 
of bored, sodden, unreadable faces as

Amuck.
the coal, his little lamp glimmered on The rubbish was piled up over him, 
the cross timber and rough sides that and Job was still breathing. The stones 
held up the dangerous roof. crushed one another, and therefore

"If I didn't send the young rascal to could not properly get at their victim 
clean his lamp,” said Job, “he'd be His agony increased; the danger was 
potchin’ about in here an’ get a clout even more terrible than before: but 
with a stone on his head mos’ likely," the moral force of the man left him 

It was merely the kindly nature of as calm as ever.
him which made him so careful. The "Better not try that game, I can see," 
boy was no son of his; only his butty, he said. “If I move one stone, down 

He slowly put a plug of strong to- comes twenty more.

MONEY IN "THE WASH";

A LOST OPPORTUNITY

Rose culture’s beginning goes backPEERLESS PEDIGREE beyond records. The flower is men­
tioned in the earliest Coptic manu- 

THF FI OWFR QUEEN scripts. India's traditions take the Ur IDE r LU W Ln QOCEN rose to the times of the gods on earth.
Egypt had roses, wild and tame, before 
the Roman occupation made it, in a

Chinaman May Be Wily but He Was Slow 

in This Case A Surprise for John.
The History of the Rose is Delightfully Cum-; way, Rome’s commercial rose garden; 

bered With Myth and Fable. I yet, curiously enough, there is no ref-
: erence to the flower in painting, sculp­
ture or hieroglyphics. Japan, in oursome more crossing these. In this way 

Job calmly worked out his scheme. 
Under his orders the men occasionally 
had to run back to avoid an inevitable 
downfall, like soldiers taking cover.

But they came back to the

Ross glanced up at him and went for
the knot. Carefully he unrolled the The royal rose has a pedigree to time, parallels Egypt. Roses flourish 
shirt until the pocket was under his shame any other queen—it is so long, there, but do not serve as a "motif” 
hand, when with a nervous movement so full of enchanting turns and twists, for artists. There is this further like- 
he reached into it and brought out the and so delightfully cumbered with ness—neither Egypt nor Japan has a 
$10 bill with an ease that a prestidigit- myth, fable and history. She is, in a rose song, or a love song proper—so 
ator might envy on any stage! : way, a paradox, since, although by ap-i it may well be that madam, the rose,

"And to tell that story anywhere," pearance and perfume the most tropical is avenged for the slight.
insists Ross, "always brings out the of blossoms, she is yet by nativity a The Jews, returning from the Baby- 
most unsympathetic comments I ever flower of north temperate latitudes, lonish capitivity, took with them a
heard." She grows wild all over Europe, in 1 recompense of roses. Semiramis, with

"They ought to have been glad to Africa as low as Abyssinia, in Asia to the world at her feet, found her chief
know that Templeton got his money and through India, and in North joy in a bower of roses. Mahomet

America to the edge of Mexico. . turned back from Damascus, aftermenons ou on lescher the ILTO dhretfel A man ci l He 
Hundred-leaf—and Herodotus save, but one paradise. said the prophet, 

thik 

favorite rose was the Hundred-leaf. ItI from it at the time of the Crusades 
followed the eagles and the legions, although exactly when, or by whom, 

they went, and grows today nobody can certainly say.—Success.
over three parts of the Roman world, 
a vital record of that old-time occupa- 
tion.

Etymologically, “rose” is from the

bacco into his mouth; for a chew is He lay quite quiet. Another man 
a very excellent dust sponge, and the frantic with the pain and terror of it' 
job Job had in hand just then would ; would struggle. His struggle for life 
make it necessary. Then satisfied that would be his death.
the lad was far enough from the dan- Job merely took his bearings. He 
gerous operation, he began to whistle looked at the cog, and saw around its 
once more, and with the six-foot post top ragged and soft rubbish. This part, 
under his arm returned to his lamp on he knew, must then have been only 
the cos.|held up by contact with the remainder 

Holding his slender battering-ram as of the roof down towards the lower 
near the end as possible, he went down side. But, in order to get at the top 
a step or two. and with professional seam of coal, the roof down the lower 
skill, knocked out the furthest posts side had to be exposed temporarily, 
first. A little creaking and grumbling! But it was vicious. It resented the ex- 
at the rude disturbance were followed, posure by beaking loose and bringing 
by the fall of the upper vein of coal, down with it all the top up to the edge 
mingled with rubbish. | of Job's firm cog. This good pillar cut

"More rubbish than anything else," off the breakage, and prevented more 
said Job. spitting out the dust which of the roof coming down. But it had 
enwrapped him like a fog, not been able to prevent Job from go­

of course, no one wants rubbish; so ing down. He had been a step below 
Job spoke of it disrespectfully. The it, and a sudden stone had disabled 
mineral called mine makes iron, which him. With this in his brain, Job quiet- 
In turn makes Birmingham jewelry; 1y planned how to get out. For he 
< oal makes smoke, and smoke makes saw that even the services of the cog 
limited companies and happy share- might not hold good for long.
horlders. | "If on’y it'll hold up till somebody

He listened for a moment to the voice shall come," said he. "Wonder how 
of the ton All around him it creaked, long that boy'll be again?" 
groaned and strained like a vessel in Resigned, he lay still, listening to 
tough water. The collier took as much the ceaseless patter of the dripping 
notice of these terrifies as an old salt pebbles.
of a puff of wind. To those who went "If on’y it’ll hold," said he. “Just a 
down to the sea and the pits, ship- move of a bit o’ dust might bring it 
wreck or destruction was always too all down worse than ever."
near to be terrible. Like the old sailor Job’s interest then became centered ‘11 
taking a squint at the weather, the the build of the cog. wondering whether 
collier just tapped the shining black he had built it with true art—the put- 
surface above him gently with his ting up of one of those square pillars 
knuckles over his head. It sounded hol- to hold up the earth took as much skill 
low. as the decoration of a pillar in the

"M’m!" said Job. Coliseum. Job rarely flattered himself.
He stepped nearer to the cog which. Only now, when he saw that the firm- 

with its squarely arranged sticks, look- ness of the cog kept it from slanting, 
ed a firm pillar under the roof. Then did he feel satisfied with himself. The 
Job knocked out the remaining posts, slightest disturbance to the stones as 
A most unexpected roar followed; a they now lay would bring them solidly 
sudden terrific downfall of earth: and on the face of the man; their displace- 
poor Job of the good temper and sweet ment would bring down tons of loose 
melody found himself engulfed in this earth upon them; and the human head 
deluge of stone. underneath would be crushed into

This was the unexpected rock which pulp. -
wrecks the old salt at last. +1 Wonder how long that boy'll be?”

The falling earth hissed and roared, thought Job. "No use tryin’ to shout, 
as it broke away and came down mak-1s pose. Might shake the stones." 
ing a hill where there had been a hol- • The ghost of a smile grinning grimly 
low. Dust choked the place—white his brain; it could not get as far as
where a faint gleam from the lam his lips.
on the cog shone through the gloom Helay quite quiet. Drip—drip, fell 
All the time little downfalls like sud- the little stones upon the great heap, 
den showers of hail, added to the sobs eye looked through the crevices 
mountain of the fall. ! his lamp. Hope never looked

Through it all the light hung from brighter.
the steel wedge on the cog. Sometimes Gives a splendid light," thought Job. 
a falling stone hit the lamp and made! An that steel wedge is the best I 
it SW ing to and fro. But soon it stead-I ever had. Holds well. Good old cog too 
ied itself, and shone on calmly till it W onder if it’ll hold till I’m took out. 
got another rock. The wedge held firm. If it slants any. down everything’ll 

After a time the loosening earth come on me; an’ then—so long, what- 
came no more than the mere pattering! ever."
of raindrops from a tree after a storm. That very fact—that the turn of a 
Small flat pebbles fell inoffensively hair meant death—that fact would be 
upon the heap with sounds as if they the one to set a weak nature roaring 
were dropped into water. The dust for safety. In the crisis a man's real 
slowly rolled up on the air-current nature shows itself. If the folly is 
from the upper to the lower side. It ; there it will come out. It is only when 
passed through the cut down there you strain a man to breaking point 

that you see his weakness. But Job's 
strong nature allowed him to act with 
the simple quietude that suited the fix 
he was in. He lay still, with his plan 
for safety in his brain, waiting coolly

Templeton is an unpretentious clerk 
in a downtown store. In Dearborn ave- 
nue, north of Superior street, he has 
an ordinary small, gloomy, chilly back 

firing room to which he goes when he has 
con-to- Likewise he leaves it as soon asline, and the position was soon

quered. Instead of letting every rescu- be can and on the least provocation, 
er get buried under new falls and him- Necessarily he moved at once last 
self crushed to death altogether. Job week when it was decided that he 
coolly insisted upon taking command, must be operated upon for appendi- 
His patience and endurance held good; citis. 
and when at last the willing arms 
gently drew him from under the criss-

I he north side hospital room was a 
revelation to him—so light, and airy, I back.” is the usual remark, in 
and clean, and at the same time warm! for this.

return
cross supports of the great stones, he 
said, with unruffled gravity, as he look- 
ed at his lamp hanging from the cog:

“That's the best steel wedge I ever 
had."

They found a leg and an arm and a 
few ribs broken.

"Wonder I wasn’t killed,” calmly re­
marked Job as they carried him home.

1 wonder did it occur to him that lie 
had saved his own life by his patience 
and the rescurers by his simple, cool 
solid presence of mind.

—that the suffering from the disease 
and from the operation made it al) 
seem like a rest cure from a mere 
brain fag.

The boys were exceptionally solic­
itous — as were some of their sisters 
—and at all times there were dainties 
or flowers at the side of his bed. Ross,

At which Ross glares back:
"You re another! I wouldn't look at 

the change that came over that China- 
man's face again for two $10 bills."' 
Chicago Tribune.

Joint Pains Subdued - Cured.
Sudden colds, rheumatism or strains 

rack the joints. Pain in the joints is 
not like other pains—it is. deep-seated, > wherever 
Ordinary liniments are useless. Nervi- 
line is an exception, because, being 
fully five times stronger than other 
liniments, more penetrating, it reaches! 
down into the tissue and no pain caricelie 
withstand its curative influence. Pains Celtic rhude 
m the joints give wav instantly "ruddy. The Greek name, "rhodon," 
Nerviline’s mighty rower Good for -ill has the same meaning. So have most pains, both internal and external rose names, in any language. Holam- 
Nerviline is a preparation invaluable cally, the flower gives the name to the 
in every household. If you could only 
realize how useful it is you would 
never he without it Test Ne 
and you will find it worthy of your have always fleshy, 
best confidence 3 3 ur shaped calyxes, 20 or more stamens,
_five petals and five sepals.
T ! The sepals show a. bit of nature's
Ine Art of Ham Cutting I most cunning work. Two of them are

TAbearded at both edges, two without| 
an cast end police court the other beards, and the fifth bearded 

I day a curious case of assault was heard, edge and straight along the 
A youngster, it appears, was sent by his m 
father to have his hair cut. The barber, 
according to the father, ran a pair of 
clippers all over the boy’s head, except

a chum who lived only four squares
from the hospital, was in 
ing, and sometimes in the 
fore starting downtown.

every even­
morning be-
On one of

these mornings near the last of the 
week, Ross called and found that 
Templeton had some laundry work 
which he wished left at the Chinese 
laundry under a store front in Clark 
street. Ross made it up into a bundle, 
covering the smaller articles with a 
big white shirt, into which he rolled 
and tied them with the sleeves in true 
Chinese fashion.

"I’ll throw them down to John as I 
go by the place," said Ross, tying a 
final knot in the string around the 
newspaper wrapper.

But, as a matter of fact, Ross did 
not give to the bundle the airy, fairv 
toss that he may have had in mind 
at the hospital. The fact was both 
front doors were shut, and at the foot 
of the flight of steps were about five 
inches of snow water accumulated

DO NOT DELAY.—When, through de­
bilitated digestive organs, poison finds its 
way into the blood, the prime considera­
tion is to get the poison out as rapidly 

“red," also the root of and as thoroughly as possible. Delay 
may mean disaster. Parmelee’s Veget­
able Pills will be found a most valuable 
and effective medicine to assail the In­
truder with. They never fail. They go 

rest ... at once to the seat of the trouble andgreat natural order "rosaceae." Arti- work a permanent cure.
ficially, it is classed under "polygonia" 
—the many angled.

We’re a Nation 
of Dyspeptics

Our Stomachs Need Rest and Dodd’s 
Dyspepsia Tablets Will Give Them 
the Rest They Need.
Medical men declare that nine out

The wild forms | A London medical journal says that 
slaves of alcohol and narcotics run great 
risks of being buried alive, especially in 

Xhot countries, where interment soon fol- 
! lows death.

urn or pitcher-

of every ten have stomach trouble of 
some kind or other, that quick lunches, 
half-chewed food, excitement, etc., are 
all doing their share towards making 
us a nation of dyspeptics. They claim 
that our stomachs need rest.

Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets give tired 
stomachs rest by doing their work for 
them. That's why they cure Indiges­
tion, Dyspepsia, and all other stomach 
ills. Edward Rousseau, of Bruce 
Mines, Ont., says:

At the word Keats the attendant 
took me to another gate beside the one 
1 had entered and another cemetery 

Iadjoining it, the "old cemetery," of 
: which Shelley wrote: “It might make 

one in love with death to think that

at one
other, 

inclose the bud with a 
boarded overlay along every seam, 
good to repel moisture and to put to 
rout every intrusive creeping thing.

Thus they

from a choked gutter. Ross walked 
down carefully and knocked, when, af­
ter a moment, John, with a heavy face 
and vacant stare, swashed one of the in iront, where he left an enormous1 
doors open and took the bundle, with- fringe; to mark his displeasure the father 
out a word or gesture. gave the barber a sound thrashing. It is I

“Rather damp, hey?” was Ross’ com- however, not only in the east end that 
ment, which drew forth a single gut- barbers show a great ignorance of their1 
rural, and the door sloshed shut again, trade. In New York or Paris it is the! 
while John, balancing himself on a |FES est thing possible for a man to have 
single hoard, moved back toward some hardi a in cut properly. In London it is

two boxes of them possible dry retreat in rear the hardly too much to say that there are
and words cannot express the great laundry. " ’ ‘ knows is but in batts where a barber

am now Ross was busy enough about 11 has only one : ” 11
o’clock that morning when a call came 
from the telephone, announcing that 
Templeton wanted to talk with him.
The talk was by proxy, however.

"Mr. Templeton wishes you would 
hurry over to thaf Chinese place and 
get the bundle you left there this 
morning," called the voice of Temple- 
ton’s nurse. "He forgot when he gave 
the things to you, and there’s a $10 bill 
in the pocket of the night shirt. Won't 
you please hurry over after it ?"

one should be buried in so sweet a 
place.”

in front, where

BE SURE TO SEE TIIAT THE 

INDURATED FIBREWARE
TUBS, PAILS, ETC.,

YOU BUY BEAR THE NAME

"For upwards of ten years I was a
severe sufferer from Dyspepsia. I doc­
tored almost continually and used al­
most everything I could hear if, but $ 

+ 4,
never got any permanent relief till I 
used Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets.

"I have taken t

good they have done me. I 
feeling like a new man.

- average barber
only one method of cutting hair,I 

Which he invariably carries out, irrespec-, 
live of the wishes of his customers. I• 
believe that if an American hairdresser • 
were to open a dozen shops in different 1 
Parts of London he would rapidly make 
his fortune, provided, of course, he em-• 
ployed the right sort of men to cut his 1 
customers' hair.— London Tatler, *

Storks Have No Voices. $

' INDURATED FIBREWARE 

DURABLE,” 
- LIGHT,| 

NO HOOPS-SEAMLESS. j 
IMPERVIOUS TO LIQUIDS - 1 
ABSOLUTELY TASTELESS-■

Another language is represented in
New York’s polyglot press by the ap-
pearance of the Ecoul Americel (the 
Echo of America), a weekly newspaper 
written in Roumania. A leading article 
in English introduces not only the Ec-

V ESTABLISHED y A.0.1851L U

They are manufactured by 
NEW PROCESSES and are SUPERIOR 

any other makes cn the market.
FOR SALE BY DEALERS

to
Roumanian people ’ tooul, but the

Storks are not often seen on the Ameri-: 
can continent. but are commonly foundI 
in nearly all the countries of Europe. In 
Holland, where they are particularly

Americans. It says that there are al- 
ready between 50,000 and 60,000 Rou- 
manians in the United States, of whom 
35,000 are, in New York City.

$ EVERYWHERERoss had to tell her that he would, 
out he had some difficulty in getting 
started owing to the red tape of the 
office needed In getting out nearly an 
hour ahead of time. When he got to 
the shop, however, there were the 
same closed doors, the same silence 
within, an increase of two inches in tbe 
depth of water outside, and an increas­
ing noise in the sloshing door as it 
swung again in response to Ross' rat- 
thing of the latch.
,Let me look at Mr. Templeton's 
bundle I left this morning,” said Ross, 
keeping an even tone.

Mis’ Tem’pum’n’s bun'—hey?” quer­
ied the Celestial, with a face that was 
as obscure as a moon in eclipse.

Yes left this morning—I left it— 
me, pointing to himself and raising 
his voice steadily.

"Come in," said John in answer, 
and Ross went inside along the single 
row of boards, keeping his balance on 
Tiptoe and with great difficulty. John 
long ago had given in to the inevit- 
able and was sloshing through the 
inch of water above the boards as if it. 

ere the usual thing in the shop.
You bring bun’ morning, hey? name?" a
Templeton — Templeton," reiterated 

Hoss.

DONALD McLEAN, AGENT, 436 RICHMOND ST., LONDON.1
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and gradually disappeared from Job's 
stall, so that the lamp brightened up 
and shed a clear circle of light upon 
the situation.

numerous and are protected by law, their - 
nests are generally on the summit of a g 
tall post, put up on purpose for them, on• 
which is fixed on old cart wheel. A 0PURE GOLD COFFEE PUNCH 

Take 2 lb. freshly ground Pure Gold 
hand-picked Coffee and one quart 
boiling water and make good infusion. 
Dissolve package Pure Gold Calf’s- 
Foot Jelly in cup of cold water, add 
one cup icing sugar, pour into the 
coffee, strain through cheese cloth

GOLD MEDAL AWARDED, WOMAN’S EXHIBITION, LONDON, 1900.
Job opened his eyes when instinct

told him it was safe to do so. He im-' for death or rescue, 
mediately closed them again, when al 
bunch of rubbish unexpectedly fell 
over his head. He felt blood trickling

Dutch gentleman has one such post in 
his grounds within sight of his library 
window, but he improves on the cart 
wheel by having an iron framework for 
the reception of the nest. The first year 
it was put up, toward the end of June, 
a solitary young stork used to come daily 
and inspect this framework. He was 
seen there one day standing in an empty 
receptacle exactly like a would-be bene- 
diet inspecting an empty house, contem- 
plating the view and wondering if theI 
drains are all right.

The verdict was apparently favorable, 
for next season saw the nest occupied by 
the newly-wedded pair. Their power of 
wing is very fine and on hot days they 
ascend in spiral circles, till they look no 
bigger than files. After the young are 
hatched they appear to be suspicious of 
one another and unwilling to leave the 
lies - unguarded.

Storks have no voice. The only noise 
they make is "klappering" (snapping: 
their great red mandibles rapidly and| 
loudly). Thus they greet one another, 
generally by throwing back the head un-i 
til the upper mandible rests on the back.| 
but occasionally "klappering" is per- 
formed with the head and bill in the

His eve was fixed upon his lamp: 
his brain working out the problem of 
how it might be possible for anybody 

! to get him out safely. To touch a sin­
gle stone would be the worst thing that 
could happen. But if he didn't get the Aoap stones away, how was he to be freed? 
Not only himself, but the one who 
tried to rescue him might be buried 
too.

“Where's that hoy?" wondered JOD. 
"Thinks I’m all right. I s’pose. Playin’ 
in the lockin’ place, mos’ likely. Thinks 
I’m havin’ a game all by myself, I 
srose—young monkey."

He heard a dull report.
"Somebody coinin’ through the door," 

said Job.
Soon came shuffling footsteps through 

the dust, and a most unmelodious 
whistling. The minstrel boy was re- 

turning.. Evidently his good humor 
was high. The whistling was sometimes

For 
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The
Aged *1800.

bag, and freeze slowly.
Youll enjoy it thoroughly.That Dyes!

" MAYPOLE ‘I—that’s the name of the 
cake of soapthat makes successful dyeing 
at home cleanly, successful, safe. The 
colora are fast and brilliant It dyes to 
any shade. No streaks. No mesa or 
Mavnole trouble. Give yourself a I hypotereal pleasant treat with 

Soap cleanly “Maypole "1
Made in England but 

ksold everywhere 
To for colors. 15c for black.

A

Nearly 80 Years’ Established Reputation.
• JELLY POWDER

Pure Gold—Pure Foods 
No Adulteration.

Your grocer has it 2/02

DR. BARNARDO
says:-

" We have already used Neave’s Food in two ot 
our Homes (Babies’ Castle and the Village Home), 
and I have no hesitation in saying it has proved very 
satisfactory."—July 27th, 1901.

X Manufacturers: JOSIAH R. NEAVE & CO., FORDINGBRIDGE, ENGLAND.

Wholesale Agents:-THE LYMAN BROS. &Co., Ltd., Toronto& Montreal.01
".Job, stepped into deeper water Due former position,—Chlep ko. Chronicle,
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