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now," he said 
voung and full 

% all right”

_ and soon hia eyes again closed 
everJjiv but this time m sleep, health-

refreshing, instead of the 
thathad preceded it, and the 

Œ Sued away with an exprès- 
JfJfSatisfaction.

3e.eth"HuAh

doctor looked at him curiously. 
qB'Zwir see the M before you 
ÜEvJhim up yesterday?” he asked.

never,” answered the Bishop, 
-i,n naturally had not recognized in 
Tode the boy whom he had taken into 
Sih that Sunday, weeks before, 
“ihe doctor shook his head as he 
drove off and muttered to him6elf>-

«Whoever saw such a man! Who 
but our Bishop would ever think of 

a little street urchm like that 
right into his home and treating him 
2?if he were his own flesh and blood. 
Well! well! He himself gets token m 
often, no doubt, in another fashion, 
butall the same the world would be 
the better if there were more like 
Mm!*

And if the doctor’s pronouns were 
*a little mixed, he himself understood 
what he meant, and nobody else had 
anything to do with the matter.

The next morning Tode awoke 
Pgain. and this time to a full and 
tivdy consciousness of hia surround
ings. It was still early, and the nurse 
was dosfag in an easy-chair beside 
the bed. The boy looked at her curi- 
onaly, then he raised himself on his 
elbow and gazed about him, but as 
he did so he became conscious of a 
dull, throbbing pain in one side of his 
head and a siek faintness swept over 
him. It was his first experience of 
weakness, and it startled him into a 
feint groan as his head fell back on 
the pillow. .

The sound awoke the nurse, who 
held a spoonful of medicine to his

The doctor says you,must 
not talk at all until he comes.”

“So,” thought the boy. ‘Tve got 
a doctor. Wonder where I am an’ 
what ails me, anyhow.”

But that strange weakness made it 
easy to obey orders and lie still while 
the nurse bathed his face and hands 
and freshened up the bed and the 
room. Then she brought him a bowl 
of chicken broth with which she fed 
him. It tasted delicious, and he swal
lowed it hungrily and wished there 
had been more. Then as he lay back 
on the pillows he remembered all that

had happened—the horses running 
down the street, his attempt to stop 
them, and the awful blow on his head 
as it" struck the curbstone.

“Wonder where ' I am ? ’Tain’t a 
hospital, anyhow,” he thought. “My l 
But I feel nice an’ clean an’ so—so 
light, sômehow! If only my head 
wasn’t so sore!”

No wonder he felt “nice and dead 
and light Somehow,” when, for the 
first time in his life his body and gar
ments, as well as his bed, were as 
sweet and fresh as hands could make 
them. Tode never had minded dirt 
Why should he, when he had been 
bom in it and had grown up knowing 
nothing better? Yet, none the less, 
was this new experience most de
lightful to him—so delightful that he 
didn’t care to talk. It was happiness 
enough for him, just then, to He. still 
and enjoy these new conditions, and 
so presently he floated off again into 
sleep—a sleep full of beautiful dreams 
from which the low murmur of voices 
aroused him, and he opened his éÿes 
to see the nurse and the doctor look
ing down at him. ,* ;

“WeU, my boy,” said the doctor, 
with his fingers on the wrist near 
him, “you look better. Feel better, 
too, don’t you?”

Tode gazed at him, wondering who 
he was and paying no attention to 
his question.

“Doctor,” exclaimed the nurse, sud
denly, “he hasn’t spoken a single 
word. Do you suppose he can be deaf 
and dumb?”

The Bishop entered the room just 
in time to catch the last words.

“Deaf and dumb!” he repeated, in 
a tone of dismay. “Dear me! If the 
poor child is deaf and dumb, I shall 
certainly keep him here until I can 
find a better home for him.”

» As his eyes rested on the Bishop, 
Tode started and uttered a little in
articulate cry of joy; then, as he un
derstood what the Bishop was saying, 
a singular expression passed over Ms 
face. The doctor, watching him close-

ffioçe anb dHrls
Dear Cousins,—
I never knew anything like the 

way Saturday comes. Did you know 
it is generally Saturday when I write 
to you? Seems to me it comes so 
quickly that sometimes I think old 
Saturday pushes young Wednesday 
out of the way and takes two days in 
the week for himself instead of one.

I had been thinking all week it 
would soon be about time for me to 
begin going off on my exploring trips 
again, and I’d almost planned one, 
wnen aU of a sudden, Jack Frost took 
a look over his shoulder just when 
everybody thought he’d packed up 
for good and was off North; he saw 
that Ontario was much too brown for 
the time of the year: (it ought really 
to be white now), and he suddenly 
decided that he’d still got too much 
snow left in his pack, and he didn’t 
want to carry a great heavy load 
back, so he dropped a good deal of 
snow—and I couldn’t go exploring.
* You might wonder how I know all 
this. Well, it was the March wind 
told me. You know the way March 
comes in like a lion—roaring and 
making a terrible noise? Well, he 
came into my office all of a sudden 
like that one day, and hè made such a 
noise that it took me a long time to 
calm him down so that I could find 
out what it was all about Finally, 
he toM me, and then he thought it 

such a joke that he burst out

ly, could make nothing of it 
“He looks as if he

Bishop,” the doctor said.
The Bishop had taken the boy’s 

rough little hand in Ms own large, 
kindly grasp.

“No, doctor,” he answered, “I don’t 
think I’ve ever seen him before yes
terday, but we’re friends all the same, 
aren’t we, my lad?” and he smiled 
down into the grey eyes looking up 
to him so earnestly and happily.

Tode opened his lips to speak, then 
suddenly remembering, sHghtly shook 

the colour mounted in

laughing, and got so boisterous again, 
that I simply had to turn him out or 
I wouldn’t have had a picture left on 
the walls. He’d have blown them 
all down!

So instead of tramping I don’t 
know where, I’ve been sitting indoors, 
listening to my radiator. It always 
has a long tale to tell, about tins 
time of day, .and just now, it must be 
rather funny, for it is chattering 
away at a great rate, and chuckling 
every now and then so loudly, I can 
hardly hear myself write!

■ k I shall have to stop writing and 
knew you, mate it. be quiet, but first of all, I 

must print a letter or two, as I said 
would. I h

MAGIC
BAKING

[powder
CONTAINS NO ALUM 

'€ HADE IN CANADA.

SÜ

I go to St. Clement’s Sunday School 
I nave a dog named Biddy; she is

" er chest,black all over except her chest, and 
one inch of her tail (I measured it) 
all white.

I go to the Model School and am in 
Form IIL, and in the Senior Class. 
I am eleven years old.

From your loving Cousin, 
Hugh Smith.v ***

Every person has “a "«* " 
can obliterate part of . 
serting the “1918 Class.
174.

FREE TO
ASTHMA SUFFERERS
A New Home Cere That Anyone Caw Use 

Without Discomfort or Loss of Time.
We have a new method that cures Asthma. 

ÜÜ.M* '?ant you to try it at our expense. No 
™*™r.Mother your case is of long-standing or 
'ecm development, whether it le present asoc- 

Tronic Asthma, you should send for 
of our method. No matter In what 

you live, no matter what yoiir age or oc- 
you are troubled with aethma, our 

method should relieve you promptly.
specially want to send it to those appar- 

osses, where all forms of inhalers, 
inuSSta» °?lUD? Preparations, fumes, “patent 

*10.» have failed. We want to show 
0urown expense, that this new me- “Misdeseed t°end all difficult breathing, all 

on&feüS’ those terrible paroxysms at
oote and for all time.
«iSu Î*** offer is too important to neglect a 
mathnd,?" Write now.»nd 'then begin the
coimnn vî,once*_ Sendno money, Simply mall coupon below. Do It Today.

FREE ASTHMA COUPON
NhSii*! ASTHMA CO.. Room 1S14T. 
niagara and Hudson Sts., Buffalo, N.Y.

Send free trial of your method to :

IN

his head while the 
hia pale cheeks.

“He acts like a deaf mute, certain
ly,” muttered the doctor, and, step
ping to the head of the bed, he pulled 
out his watch and held it first to one 
and then the other of Tode’a ears, but 
out of Ms sight

Tode’s ears were as sharp as a fer
ret’s and his btain was as quick as 
his ears. He knew weU enough what 
the doctor was doing, but he made 
no sigh. Were not the Bishop’s words 
ringing in his ears? “If the poor 
child is deaf and dumb, I shall cer
tainly keep him here until I can find 
a better home for him.”

There were few things at which the 
boy would have hesitated to ensure 
Ms staying there. He understood now 
that he was in the house of the Bishop 
—“my Bishop,” he called him in his 
thought.*

So, naturally enough, it was taken 
for granted that the boy was deaf 
and dumb, for no one_imagined the 
possibility of Ms pretending to be so. 
Tode thought it would be easy to keep 
up the deception, but at first he found 
it very hard. As his strength return
ed there were so many questions that 
he wanted to ask, but he fully believed 
that if it were known that he could 
hear and speak he would be sent 
away, and more and more as the days 
went by he longed to remain where 

. he was. , . .
(To be contmued.)

ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE

have just been looking at 
some of your oM letters, and Robert 
Blow told me away back in February 
that the sap was running, and he’d 
seen a robin. WeU, only yesterday, 
I went into a shop to buy some maple 
sugar, because I know somebody over
seas who likes it, and the man told 
me I was too early for tins year’s 
sugar yet! I was so surprised that 
I didn’t know what to say. But I 
didn’t get any, all the same. Maybe 
I will next week.

Your affectionate
Cousin Mike.

3 -,nCould Not 
Stick of

A great many 
suits of

l|j the 
the way to 
of tins

The Clock Competition is open to 
anyone under tjie age of 16 years.

HENRY WHITE’S LETTER.
The Church House, 

High Frame, 
Alta.,

Feb. 10, 1919.
Dear Cousin Mike.—
I was pleased to be able to enter 

this competition. The other one I 
did not see in time to compete. For 
nearly three months, the school here 
was closed, and I am glad it has open
ed again, and there are two new 
te&chcrs.

My two sisters and I have had the 
flu. But I am glad to say, not badly. 
Did I tell you I have been learning 
music, and I learnt two hymn tunes? 
Here we have two horses and a cow, 
and some chickens. Our chickens are 
not laying yet

Goodbye.
, From your little Cousin,

Henry P. White.

HUGH

have the 
Mr. Olts’

heard Ms

ments by 
Olts putting 
the splendid results 
letter.

Mr. E. C. Olts, Benton, 
County, N.B., writes: “1 a 
let you know how much 
cine has done for me. I 
my kidneys, wMch at 
so bad I could not lift a 
without getting on my 
then would almost faint 
pain in my back. I 
about it, and he gave : 
cine, hut it did not 
brother, who is a 
ries all

I got one 

until

SMITH’S LETTER.
323 Soudan Ave.

Toronto,
Feb. 9, 1919.

Dear Cousin Mike,—
I am trying for the Text-hunting 

competition, and hope to get a prize.
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Pills 
Dr.

pill a dose,
$1.00, at all 
Bates & Co., 
not he talked into 
tute or you will


