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is for you, Madam !
WHAT is LUX? It is 

a soap of unusual 
purity made into the 
thinnest of flakes that 
readily dissolve in hot 
water. It makes a 
creamy, foamy lather 
that cannot injure the 
daintiest fabric or the 
hands.
LUX is a wonderful life 
lengthener of all woollen 
and flannel garments. It 
absolutely prevents them 
from matting, thickening 
or shrinking in the wash.

Will you let us send 
you a sample, free ?

Address LUX Dept., Lever 
Brothers Limited, Toronto.

All grocers 
sell LUX 11

Won’t shrink 
Woollens

MADE IN CANADA.

and stayed there all night ; but they 
died. He ought to get a V.C.”

In 1539 the Bible was printed by 
two printers, Grafton and Whitchurch, 
and they fixed a price of twelve shil
lings for bound copies and ten shil
lings for unbound. In the twentieth 
century this would be equivalent to 
forty-five and thirty-seven dollars, re
spectively. But in 1541, the price had 
fallen to twenty-three dollars, accord
ing to an old record. The ancient 
manuscripts are now worth more than 
their weight in gold. One recently an
nounced in a bookseller’s catalogue, 
was priced at $5,000. There are not 
over 150 of them in existence, and 
they rank among the most precious of 
literary treasures.

An amusing story of kow he won 
the title of being the champion cocoa- 
nut shier among the clergy is told by 
the Bishop of Chelmsford. He in
formed a gathering of clergymen, that 
when vicar of Bethnal Green he took 
a party of workingmen to Epping 
Forest and was there challenged to 
have a shy at the cocoanuts. He ac
cepted and, paying his sixpence, was 
given seven balls. ,, Then something 
happened which wouldx not happen 
again were he to live to l>e as old as 
Methuselah. With those seven balls 
he knocked off seven cocoanuts. He
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has lived on the reputation of that 
feat ever since, and when anyone 
asked him to have a cocoanut shy, he 
said, :‘You go and knock seven off 
with seven balls and then I will speak 
to you.” .

Chapped Hands—Rough Skin—Sore 
Lips—cured by Campana’s Italian 
Balm. Send four cents in stamps for 
postage on the free trial size, men
tioning this paper, to the distributors 
for Canada—E. G. West and Co., 
Wholesale Druggists, 80 George 
Street, Toronto, Canada. -

3Bo\>8 and (Bfrls
The Story of Teddy Hallam 
and how he Won his V.C.
By Robert Milliken, Regina, Sask.

“.VV/IIY, Teddy, what is the mat- 
ter?” asked his mother, as 

Teddy Hallam came rushing into the 
house one afternoon just after school. 
“You look as if something terrible 
had happened.”

“Oh, mother,” said Teddy, evi
dently too much excited to think 
about his looks, “you remember that 
beautifully carved puzzle-box that 
Arthur Williams had sent him as a 
birthday present from his uncle in 
China ?”

“Yes,” said his mother, “I remem
ber you telling me something about 
it”

“Well, you know he lost it some 
time ago, or didn’t I tell you about 
that ?”

“No, Teddy, you didn’t say any
thing about that ; I supposed he still 
had it.”

“No; he lost it quite a long time 
ago. You see, mother, it was this 
way. We were all very much inter
ested in that box. We liked to look 
at it and try our hands at opening it. 
So Arthur used to carry it' around a 
great deal with him. But one day 
the box suddenly disappeared, and no 
one seemed to know just where it 
had gone. Arthur had been showing 
it to some of us at fhe afternoon 
recess, and had, he thought, dropped 
it back into his pocket when school 
was called, thinking no more about 
it until he got home, and when he 
went to put it away it was not there.”

<fWell, but Teddy,” said his mother, 
“what has all this to do with you, 
and why should you be so excited 
over it ?”

“Just wait sa minute, mother,” an
swered the boy, who seemed to get 
more serious all the time, and who 
was evidently having a hard time to 
keep back the tears. “Of çourse, 
you can understand that Arthur made 
a great fuss about his loss/loôking 
everywhere and asking everyone about 
it, but could get no trace of it any
where. When he told the principal, 
in whose room most of us were, he 
thought it must have dropped some
how out of Arthur’s pocket as tie was 
going home, and didn’t do anything 
more than just ask the boys if any 
of them heard anything about it to 
see that it was returned to the 
owner.”

“Did you boys yourselves think 
that Arthur had dropped it in this 
way ?” asked his mother, now deeply 
interested in her son’s story.

No, ’ said Teddy, “we felt pretty 
sure that if it had fallen anywhere
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around someone would have found it, 
and something would have come out 
about it. It was such an unconljaon 
box, and everybody knew whose it 
was, and no one would have cared 
to keep it, as they would be sure to 
be found out in the end.

“Had you any suspicions among 
yourselves as to who might have 
taken it?”

“Yes,” was the hesitating answer 
of Teddy. “You know that at the 
beginnihg of the term the trustees 
of our school appointed Mark Fisher 
to look after the school building dur
ing the year. He was to attend to 
the sweeping and dusting after hours, 
and in the winter time start fires. 
They did this because he needed the 
place so badly. His father was dead, 
and he had brothers and sisters 
younger than himself. Besides this, 
his mother wished to keep him at 
school a little longer, but could not 
afford it unless some kind of help 
was given them, and this was the 
best way to do it.

“And so,” continued Teddy, “as 
Mark Fisher was next to Arthur in 
class, and as he was around the 
building every day after the rest of 
us had gone, we thought that per
haps he knew something about it. 
But he denied it so often and crossed 
his heart that he hadn’t seen it that 
the boys began to think that they had 
made a mistake, and that he really 
knew nothing about it.”

“But, Teddy,” said his mother, 
now getting very serious and moved 
to ask the question, not only by his 
words, but by something she. thought 
she saw in her boy’s eyes, “did you 
know who had the box ?”

“Yes, mother,” was the quick 
reply, “I did. I suspected Mark at 
once, and the very next night I for
got one of the books that I needed 
for my home-work the next day, and 
went back for it. There was no one 
around when I went in, but just as 
I was turning to come away I hap
pened to look out of the window,"tend 
there stood Fisher, and in his hand 
the very thing that we had been look
ing for all day. As he was at the 
back of the building he evidently felt 
himself perfectly safe. I was in a 
hurry, so did not stop, but thought, 
of course, that Arthur would have his 
box the next morning. You can 
imagine how surprised I was to hear 
Mark say, as I came up to the group 
of boys the next morning, that he 
knew nothing of the box.”

“But why didn’t you tell someone 
about it?” asked his mother, looking 
at him, it must be confessed, some
what reproachfully. “You might at 
least have spoken to me.”

“Well, you see, mother,” said 
Teddy, apparently quite unconscious 
that he had been doing anything very 
great, ‘if I had said anything it 
might have come out somehow, and 
Mark would not only have lost the 
place, but very likely would have been 
put out of the school. I could not 
bear to think of how his mother would 
feel. You know how you would feel, 
mother, if anything like that would 
happen to me.”

“Yes, I know, my boy. I think it 
would break your mother’s heart, and
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I am proud of my son that he could 
be so strong and manly, even if he 
is only a little past twelve. But has 
it not come out yet?”

“Yes, it has,” sobbed Teddy, no 
longer able to control the tears, al
though striving his very best to keep . 
them back. “It all came out to-day, 
and the boys are blaming me.”

“Blaming you,” repeated his 
mother, incredulously. “Surely they 
would not think that you would do a I 
thing like that ?”

“Well, you see, it was like this.
We wer§/forgetting all about it, and 
Arthur had about given up any hope 
of getting it again until t<$-day, when 
the whole thing has been stirred up 
and is now worse than ever. ? A num
ber of us boys were playing ball in 
the school-yard, and, as it was warm, 
some of us took off our coats and 
threw them together in a heap on the 
grass. When the bell rang there was 
a general scramble for our clothes. 
Just as one of the boys was picking 
up his he happened to look at the 
next one, and there, peeping out of 
the corner of the pocket, was the 
long-lost box. In the hurry of throw
ing down the jacket it had rolled out 
just enough to show where it was.

“Of course, the boy who saw it 
called the attention of the others to 
what he had seen, and together they 
waited to see whose the coat was. 1 
was a little late, having been at the 
other end of the playground when the 
bell rang, and so I came up in a 
great hurry, never dreaming that any
thing was wrong, snatched up Ay 
jacket- and got into the line as 
quickly as possible.

“I noticed some of the boys looking I 
rather queerly #t me, but did not 
think anything about it until recess. 
Then the boys began to gather 
around me and look at me in such a
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DEATH™NOTICE
CROFT—Cyril Burney, son of Rev. O. T. B. 

Croft, formerly incumbent of Streetsville aad 
Markham, and now rector of South Cadbury. 
Somerset, Eng., Lieutenant in H - M. Royal FlyioS 
Corps, aged 24 years, accidentally killed at Blr* 
mingham Aviation Fields.

fiiETl
Ask for Catalogue and Special Donation 
Plan No. 70. Bstd. 1858. BELLS for 
Churches are DUTY FREE The C. S. 
Bell Company, Hillsboro, Ohio, U.S-A.

CHURCHMAN.”

M ,


