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CANADIAN CHURCHMAN.

i

with a laugh.

chuckle while

parts.

boys

all waiting for me.

be found s glossy brown nuts. DI

the Usit squirrels, intent on ston}r:% afwa()l'
advertis their winter's supply while foo
:onu‘ was plentiful, scampered nimbly
f the public hither and yon, as the merry lads
‘:-,% tramped  shouting  through
coessful, I brown and gold leaves, scattering
b, undesisbh them far and wide in their eager
care car search. Before the early twilight

13

arrh Tubles were on their way back to the
'i.m grove, leaving the coast clear for
at the shy inhabitants of the woods.
, blood rou Ben had been so busy shaking
' oplaseysel the trees and scrambling about
entire safsty among the leaves that he had for-
; gotten all about the lonely, old
r%‘d man 1n the grove, until, coming
.’a the soe suddenly in sight of the
wffecting my nickers, he saw
m Moore's bent figure still seated in
) of Steah the hickory arm-chair.

5 redic?
)

intor S he was a boy here.
i.u‘“‘ please him. Shall we?”

an earnest light.

Moore,

Grandfather

“Here they are, grandfather.
Ben said, cheerily, picking them
up and slipping them into the
withered, shaking hand.

“Thank you, thank you,” was
the response, “I was just thinking
I needed my specs so’s I could see
to find 'em,” added the old man,

The old gentleman continued to
readjusting
glasses then, seeing Ben about to
start away, he continued hastily :
“Fell ye what, 'tain’t much as it
was when I first came to these
Over where you see that

Ben looked over at the other
standing a short distance
away and waving frantically. “I'm
to go nutting with the boys, now,
grandpa,” he said gently; “they're
But when 1
come back, you'll tell me all about
it, won't you?” And with a cheery
smile and nod, Ben was gone.
Out in the woods a light frost

had scattered far and wide the
Bright-eyed

had begun to draw on, bags and
baskets were filled and the boys

“Say, boys,” Ben said, suddenly,
“there’s poor old Grandpa Moore
sitting there still. He’s been alou
'most of the day. You know how
he likes to talk over old times—
let’s all go over and ask him to
tell us some stories about when
"Twould

“But we’ve heard 'most all his
stories,” began Dick, protestingly.

“Well, what if we have?”
plied Ben. ‘Another year he may
not be here. I, for one, would like
to make this something of a pleas-
ant day for him.” Ben’s eyes held

“As you like it,” said one of the
others; and the entire party was
soon gathered around Grandpa
whose kindly old face

beamed with pleasure as he saw

the attention given him, and he
called up one of his best stories
of the days when, rifle in hand, he
had tramped through these same
woods, hunting for wild partridge.

_Told of the former scene of ac-

tion, the stories gained additional

Interest for the boys, and they
- listened with unfeigned pleasure to

these tales of pioneer life.

jummons to the sunset supper
came while Grandpa Moore was
still talking, and the old man was

A Wrong ldea
of the Nerves.

The Action of the Heart, Lungs,
Stomach, Liver and Kidneys
Dependent on the Nerve Force
—Extraordinary Results From
the Use of

Dr. Chase’'s Nerve Food

There is not a single organ of
the human body that can perform
its functions without a liberal sup-

ply of nerve force—the motive
power of the body.

The nervous system should never
be thought of as a separate part
of the body. Its branches extend
from the brain and the spinal col-
umn to the tips of the fingers and
the toes. Just as the blood is car-
ried by the arteries to every nook
and corner of the system, so the
nerve force, by means of nerve
fibres, is distributed and nerve

force is just as important to life

as is good, rich blood.

When the nerve cells are wasted,
by over-exertion, worry or dis-
case, more rapidly than they are
replaced, the action of the heart
Lecomes slower, the lungs begin to
weaken, the stomach fails to do its
duty, the liver and kidneys falter
in their work as filters and the ex-
cretory organs get feeble and in-
active. You may be a sufferer
from weakness and exhaustion of
the nerves, and may have been at-
tributing the trouble to the stom-
ach, kidneys or other organs.
Nervous exhaustion is marked by
restlessness, disturbed sleep, lan-
guid, weary feelings, headache,
dyspepsia, and bodily pains, in-
ability to  concentrate  the
thoughts, absent - mindedness,
weakened memory, twisting of the
muscles and eyelids, sudden start-
ings and jerking of the limbs in
sleep, dizziness, irritability and
gloomy forebodings.

Through the medium of the
nervous system, Dr. Chase’s
Nerve Food carries new life and
energy to every organ of the body.
It strengthens the action of the
heart, invigorates the stomach,
makes the kidneys, liver and
bowels more active, and builds up
the entire system.

If you experience any of these
symptoms of nervous exhaustion,
you can rely absolutely on Dr.
Chase’s Nerve Food to cure you.
It does not stimulate, but thor-
oughly cures by forming new, red
corpuscles in the blood and creat-
ing nerve force.

Mr. E. Rosevear, a retired
school teacher, of 2 Markham
Place, Toronto says:—

“I am getting up in years, and,
as a natural result of severe study,
my health has been undermined
and my system very much run
down. I got so weak and merv-
ous and suffered so much from
dizziness, that I found it neces-
sary to begin treatment of some

kind. Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food

TIGHT RIIDING

o ERIRARRE T

has been so highly spoken of that
I decided to give it a trial, and
can now speak of its merits from
personal experience. It has built
me up wonderfully, and strength-
ened and restored my nervous sys-
tem.”

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, s0
cents a box, 6 boxes for $2.50, at
all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates
& Co., Toronto. °

led out in triumph to sit in state
at the head of the boys table, and
the lads vied with one another in
heaping his plate with the choicest
morsels.

“I declare, father looks ten
years younger than he did when he
came,” exclaimed his daughter,
who had been in charge of fite
cooking and general preparations
for the day. “He held back about
coming, for he said I'd be busy
all day, and he was afraid no one
would want to be bothered with
him. But he seems to have chirk-
ed up wonderfully.”

While supper was being cleared
away, there was a clatter of hoofs,
and a roll of wheels, and Jim Wil-
son’s light spring wagon came
through thq grove, to take grandpa
Moore home.

“Been lonesome, grandfather?”
he asked, assisting the feeble old
man to climb into the wagon.

“I can’t say that I have,” was
the smiling reply. “I’ve been en-
tertaining these boys with old-time
stories this last hour or so, and we
have had a proper good time; have
we not, boys?’ ’

“Yes, sir, we have!” came in
hearty response. “A right good
time.” And as the wagon disap-
peared in the gloaming, Ben turn-
ed to the boys and said:

“That paid, didn’t it?”

“I should say it did!
than bagging nuts.”

“And Grandpa Moore feels as
voung-as though he had been bag-
ging nuts. That was a fine story
he told.”

“And right on the spot where it
happened, too. I shall think of it
when 1 come into these woods
again.

“The pleasantest part of the day,”
said one of the women who were
packing the baskets, “was seeing
the young folks and the old mingle
so.’

“Yes, And how finely the boys
treated Grandpa Moore. Hell

remember it as long as he lives.”

Better
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HE HAD A CONSCIENCL.

One day, after a severe storm,
a large number of men and boys
were out on the roads of a country
town to shovel out the dnits.
Each workman was paid twenty-
five cents an hour, and, as may

| be supposed, there was no very

strict watch kept upon them; but
one Ilittle tellow seemed to be
working with all his might, and
his comrades laughed at him.

“Why, Jim, are you after the
job of highway surveyor, or do
you expect to get more than
the rest of us for putting in so?”

“Let’s put him out; he is short-
ening our job; ‘twon’t last till
night at this rate!” laughed an-
other.

“I am getting man’s pay for the
first time in my life, and I mean to
earn it,” said Jim. “I don’t sup-
pose the town cares, nor that I
shall get any more money at
night, but I shall feel a big sight

i better myself.”

“You've begun right, Jim,” said
the surveyor, who was not very
strict in behalf of the town, per-
haps, but had a business of his
own, where he appreciated work-
men with a conscience.

MAKE USE OF THE
MINUTES.

In the room of a girl friend the
other day we noticed something
which especially interested us. T'o
the pin cushion, which occupied
the central position on her dresser
was pinned a short poem, evidently
clipped from some newspaper,
And the poem happened to be the
“Recessional,” which everybody
knows about, but comparatively
few people know.

Now a pin-cushion is not the
place where one expects to find a
poem, however grand or beautiful,
and we looked to our friend for
an explanation.

“I always have something I es-
pecially want to know pinned 'to
my cushion,” she said, smiling,
“and when I'm brushing my hair
or adjusting a collar button, I just
glance over the lines. Before I
know it I have the whole commit-
ted to memory, and then I remove
it and place something else in its
stead.”

Advice to Old Maids.

Give your gentlemen friends good tea. It is unnecessary to go to
India for a Mon-soon.

Lead Packets.

MONSOO

INDO-CEYLON TEA

All Grocers.




