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" Amen.”
Mary Margaret opened her eyes. She 

5 might have been looking down from
— that little hill near Golgotha.

■— She drew herself to her feet and with
— a mute stare started slowly for the 
g apparently lifeless figure in the center. 
13 A piercing scream halted her.
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a HAVE YOUR TEETH X-RAYED.
He has taken pus material from the 

roots of a tooth, in a patient suffering 
frujp stone in the kidney, and put this 
mtierial in the nerve cavity (after re- 
mwral) of a dog. The Interesting re­
sult is that stone in the kidney was 
produced in the dog.

We may see as a result of this trans­
planting of infective material what may 
often be the case in thousands of 
human beings. They daim to be in 
perfect health, but are they? The 
X-ray will tell the story whether they 

not. Such people often have a

Startling disclosures have been 
brought to light by the use of X-ray in 
locating infection at the roots of teeth. 
The use of X-ray during the next five 
years will without doubt cause a great 
change in treatment by both physi­
cians and dentists.

Up-to-date dentists are very careful 
about removing nerves. The teeth are 
often devitalized by nerve removal, 
and, though the dentist fills the root 
canal, he is often unable to remove all 
of the Infection at the root of the teeth. 
As a result, there is a local abscess 
formation at the root of the tooth or a 
condition still worse, in which the pus 
does not localize, but directly enters 
the blood stream. It is carried by the 
blood stream to the different parts and 
organs of the body, resulting in many 
different diseases.

Dr. Gardner, head of the Dental De­
partment of the Mayo Clinic, showed 
how diseases may be carried by the 
blood stream through pus formation or 
from infection at the roots of the 
teeth.

ry Margaret !” cried Miss Lev­
inson. “Where are your crutches?”

The girl looked down in bewilder­
ment at her feet.

“I don’t know,” she said absently, 
Then full realization came

!
The mob was becoming more restless 

—moving closer.
Miss Levinson and the Henchleys

«rend Daniel Gilchrist, marries Jerry were backing toward the windows. 
Goodkind for his money. Daniel is dis- Mary Margaret looked on helplessly 
missed from the fashionable Church of j from {he platform. Her face was ter- 
the Nativity in New \ork because of r0r-strieken. She dropped her crutches 
his radical sermons. to her side and knelt.

“Overcoat Hall,” a refuge for the un- «Qh dear God, please listen—” she 
employed, is established by Gilchrist, besought. And then, fervently, she 
George Goodkind, Jerry s father, calls began to repeat the Lord’s prayer, 
and orders Daniel to cease seeing Clare, ^er voice was lost in the growing 
who frequently visits the hall to help tumujt
Gilchrist. Clare says she has left Jerry, “Leave him alone,” warned Good- 
and Daniel sends her back to him. ynd “You can’t beat a crazy man !” 
Clare returns to her husband. Joe -jje ain>t crazy,” shouted Pearl. “He 
Hennig and his gang break in and a;n>j. a man. Ain’t you seen what he 
threaten Gilchrist. Umanski meets the just done for me. I lied to him and 
mad gang. he’s given me another chance, and I’m

gonna take it. He ain’t no man. He’s 
a saint. I tell you he’s like God!” 

Laughter first and then a serious 
protest came from the mob. 

“That’s what he’s been tellin’ ’em. 
Ain’t it, Grubby? Jimmie, didn’t he 
tell you he was the son of God?” As­
senting nods came from her and there 
in the pressing throng and whispered or 
mumbled threats.

“That’s what he told ’em all,” Joe 
blurted. “That’s how he gets ’em.” Joe 
turned menacingly toward Gilchrist. 
“Didn’t you tell ’em you was a son of 
God?” he demanded.

Gilchrist straightened.
“I am,’ he said simply.
There were epithets of scorn, wrath, 

fire now in the mass that edged closer 
with fists shaking in the air and curses 
shouted aloud.

“So are we all !” he shouted. “In you 
—and me—and all of us—deep down— 
is something of Him. We may try to 
hide it—or kill It, but In spite of our­
selves we are divine.”

Tony Malduca stepped out of the 
press and faced him.

“If you’re a son of God—save your­
self. If you’re what you say—give us 
a sign.”

“Aw, hell, come on I” he shouted. 
Chaos came at his call.
With the false courage that cowards 

can muster through numerical super­
iority the horde advanced.

BEGIN HERE TODAY.

Clare Jewett, in love with the Rev-

1advancing, 
to her. “I kin walk. I kin walk,” she 
shouted. She bent over the prostrate 
form; “Mr. Gilchrist,” she cried, “Mr. 
Gilchrist !” She put her arms about 
him. '

V
1

cgB- iPearl Hennig turned on the mob.
“I told you!” she exclaimed. “I told 

you he was a saint.”
Umanski whirled to face them, too.
“You want a sign !” he thundered. 

“Look ! Down on your knees—you d—d 
murderers,” he commanded. “God’s in 
this room. Down on your knees.”

_ Dazed, bewildered, they dropped to 
their knees. Heads bowed. Here and 
there trembling hands made the sign 
of the cross.

are or
strong resistance or strong fighting 
forces, on account of which they are 
able to keep an infectious condition 
local. But let worry work on their 
systems or some break occur in their 
general health by some Inter-current 
infection, and they will soon be at the 
physician’s office and find out they may 
be suffering from well marked disease.

Teeth and tonsils are great disease 
spreaders. Everyone who can should, 
if the slightest doubt exists, have his 
teeth and mouth X-rayed.
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CHAPTER XXI.

The Sign.
The bowed head took the taunts and 

jeers for only a moment. Then Pearl 
Hennig, with a hardness that was new 
to her but as old to her kind as self- 
defence is old, rose and turned jointly on 
Gilchrist as well as the mob in defiance.

“Yes, it’s true,” she repeated, bit­
terly. “Why wouldn’t it be?” She 
faced Gilchrist. “I tried to have 
strength—like you told me—and I had 
a job—but when the other girls got 
wlse—they ain’t no better than I am.”

She gave way before his calm, 
steady gaze.

“Anyway—” she said, haltingly, “I 
died. I am walkin’ the streets. I ain’t 
no good. I ain’t fit 'to live.” Slowly 
she started to sink at his feet. He 
caught her up.

“Pearl !” he said softly.
She pulled to free herself.
“For Christ’s sake, ain’t you done 

with me now?” she said, half protest, 
half surprise.

•Tor Christ’s sake—” said Gilchrist, 
reverently, “No.” He put his arm 
about her shoulder.

Joe Hennig stirred restlessly on un­
steady feet

“It’s all a fake,” he shouted. “Ain’t 
you fellows on? He’s got every rotten 

in the nighborhood workin’ for

:

A.
muffled

CHAPTER XII 
Another Christmas Eve

Another Christmas eve Tiad come and 
with it the hush of a halted world, its 
busy creatures pausing in their pell- 
mell, some with reverent reason and 
others merely because a day had been 
marked red in the calendar.

The glow of dying embers fell upon 
Gilchrist as he sat in reverie before an 
open fireplace’ in his room “upstairs,” 
his eyes dreamily far away as he puffed 
contentedly on a pipe. It was a simple, 
unpretentious room. Its furnishings 

cheery and It was banked with 
friendly books.

A faint tapping at the door hardly 
stirred him, and before he could turn 
Mary Margaret had entered furtively. 
She saw him in the dim light and has­
tily hid a package behind her back.

“Oh,” she exclaimed. “Goodness, you 
scared me. I thought you went out.”

“No,” he said, “I came up here to 
read a little while before we put out 
gifts on the tree. Where’s Grubby? He 
promised to help.”

“Grubby’s all swelled up with his 
taxicab,” she said, a little con-
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sion by special permission of the author 
and of Brentano’s publishers of the 
play.

them on and ran to a mirror. “They’re 
beautiful,” she went on rapturously, 
“They’re the beautifullest furs I ever 
see. I’ve wanted a set like this always. 
I never was so happy before in my 
life.”

The tears started again, but he held 
up an admonitory finger and they turn­
ed to laughter.

“I don’t know how to thank you,” 
she said.

“Don’t try,” he returned.
She scurried off to show her present 

to her mother. As she opened the 
door Mr. Goodkind reached the stair­
way landing and entered. Mary Mar­
garet turned toward Gilchrist alarmed, 
and stood by ready to protect him.

-Well—Mr. Goodkind,” welcomed 
Daniel.

“May Î come 
meekly.

“Of course.” Daniel drew up a 
chair.

“I’ve only a moment, Jerry’s wait­
ing for me in the car.”

“How is Jerry?” Gilchrist inquired 
solicitiously.

Goodkind was sadly eyeing Mary 
Margaret.

“I wish you could perform a miracle 
on him,” he said, disconsolately.

Play copyrighted, 1922, in the United

She assented readily and with an air 
of pride he stood the picture on top of 
the bookcase.

“I can’t thank you enough,” he said, 
taking her hand.

“You thank me,” she reproached. 
“You that’s give m 
down at* her sides where crutches had 
once stood. They were gone now. 
“Oh, Mr. Gilchrist !” she started, and 
her eyes filled with tears.

“Now, now,” he warned, “we mustn’t 
on Christmas.”

What are you going to do if you’re 
happy?” —

“Try laughing,” he said. And she 
did. “And if I’m having my Christmas 
now, you must have yours, too. _Sup- 
pose you rummage on the sofa.”

She hurried over and made her way 
through a score of packages. There 
was a book for Miss Levinson, and 
gifts for*a dozen others.

“This one isn’t marked,” she sai<j, 
it aloft. “Is it mine?”

(Continued in our next issue).
new
temptuously. “Christmas eve’s the big 
night In his business, but he says don’t 
worry—he’ll be here in time for the 

Chairs toppled, tables crashed, the sandwiches, 
jangle of breaking glass could be heard. re^"6?” ,, , , ,, .
Men and women grappled in a strug- Ç*1’ n0’ ans?v.*;re<3; not ng, her

obvious efforts to hide her package. 
“What have you there?”

“Where?” Her evasion was childlike. 
“Under your apron.”
“I was gonna surprise you,” she said. 

“It’s your Christmas present. It ain’t 
much—an’ I didn’t want it on the tree 
—before everybody. I wanted to give 
it to you myself. Open it now.”

He did so, smiling. He held up a 
picture, its simple significance lost in 
the blatant colors of a cheap chromo. 

“Mary Margaret !”
“The Name’s on the back,” she said. 

“See—‘Mama’s Treasure.
“It’s just what I wanted,” he said. 
“Is it, honest?” she rejoined in de­

light. “Let’s ,put it in place of that 
one over the mantelpiece. That’s an 
awful pretty pitcher, but mine’s got 
colors In it.”

“Why not in place of the Venus who 
fell on her nose?” he suggested.

AWAY ON SAD MISSION 
Mrs. J. R. Kennedy of Ten Eych 

Hall left last night for Boston having 
received a telegram telling her of the 
serious illness of her aunt, Mrs. M. D. 
Butler, of West Sommerville, Mass. 
Mrs. Butler is well known in New 
Brunswick, her native province, and 
there will be widespread regret In 
learning of her serious illness. The 
telegram message held out no hopes 
for recovery.

” She looked

woman
him. Your wives ain’t safe. Your kids 
ain’t safe. Ask Tony Malduca.”

He turned to a swarthy Italian in 
the group.

“Didn’t he bring your kid in here 
her—against her will?

Am I Interruptin’ your

•4
The Mald-in-the-Garden had a bandage around her nose, and a 

spectacle she was.
gle that knew no order.

“Kill!” “Murder!” "Police!” Words 
of violence were those that rose to the 
surface of this seething mass.

But above it all occasionally there 
came the voice of a child:

“—but deliver us from evil, for 
Thine Is—”

Mary Margaret, her crutches at her 
side, was still praying.

Men felt inert here and there.
“—forgive us our trespasses—” pray­

ed Mary Margaret.
Umanski rose to his feet at the edge 

of the milling mass. Rage doubled his 
strength as he flung himself at them. 

They quailed before him. The mass 
“Listen to me,” commanded a voice, untangled itself and men and women 

It was Goodkind, who had forced his slunk off.
way through to face them. “No vio- There on the floor lay the hulk of 
lence. I’ve got a doctor coming down a man. It was Gilchrist. A thin stream 
here Leave it to me and I’ll have this of red trickled down his face, 
place closed tonight.” I There was a guilty silence.

cry

—and keep 
Didn’t he?”

“That’s what he done,” said Malduca, 
sullenly. The mob stirred again. There 

rumbles of half-hushed sugges­

tions In the kitchen eating bread and 
honey and here I come and find you 
people at It, tool I do believe that if 
all the trees were bread and cheese and 
all the sea were Ink, It would disappear 
in two bites and there wouldn’t be any 
world left.”

All this time nobody had said a 
single word. For that matter, nobody 
got a chance. The Maid-in-the-Gar- 
den had a bandage around her nose 
and a spectacle she was. Nobody 
could say anything for looking at her. 
Usually when one has to have one’s/ 
nose bandaged^ he stay indoors till it’s -, 
off. I mean until the bandage is off— 
not the nosel

But then, dear only knows, perhaps 
the Maid-ln-the-Garden’s nose was off.
The poem certainly said that the 
blackbird picked it off I

“I—Pm sorry that we appear to be so 
greedy,” Nancy finally found her voice 
to say. “But we were just trying to 
be hospitable. We’re new In Daddy 
Gander Land, you know.”

“That reminds me of what I came 
for,” said the Mald-in-the-Garden 
quickly. “Did Daddy Gander happen 
to leave his magic dust-pan around?
I’ve swept up twelve times today after 
the Queen and my back Is nearly 
broken. The magic dust-pan gets ’em 
all up in a jiffy and I’m sure he would­
n’t mind letting me have It.”

“Of course he wouldn’t mind,” said 
Nick. “Here it is !”

(To be continued).

Suddenly Missez Sprat sniffed. She 
smelled something ! Bacon frying !

“My lands 1” she cried, springing up 
from the floor like a bouncing rubber- 
ball. “Can I believe my nose? Do I 
smell bacon or do I not smell bacon, 
my dears?”

“Yes, you do,” said Nancy. “I just 
had to try out some of the new tin 
things and the nice little stove. And 
as the Butcher Man just left a nice 
piece of bacon, I decided to slice some 
off and try it in my new frying pan.”

“I always did say Thursday was my 
lucky day 1” declared Missez Sprat. 
“Would you mind putting on another 
piece for me?”

“No, indeed!” said Nancy, tying on 
her kitchen apron again. “I’d just 
love to.”

“And may 
Misses Sprat, “if it is quite, quite fat?”

“I’m afraid it has some streaks of 
lean In it,” said Nancy, “but you can 
cut them out if you wish.”

It was Nick who had the happy 
thought of sending for Jack Sprat him­
self to come and help the party out. 
He ran across the street and brought 
Mister Jack over in a jiffy.

They were all having a fine time, 
when a sharp rap sounded on the 
front door. Before anybody could 
answer it it opened itself, and there 
stood the Mald-in-the-Garden.

“Well, I declare I” she exclaimed. 
“Is everybody in the world eating all 
the time! I just left the Queen at

were
tlons of violence. Hennig heard them 
with welcome.

“That’s It,” he said. “Don’t let this 
guy buffalo you. Come on, let’s drive 
him out.” Hennig came close to Gil­
christ. “I told you I’d get you,” he 
sneered.
Umanski placed his bulk in front of 
them. They were fast closing in on
itih.

PRESENT GIFT TO EMPLOYER.
On Christmas eve the employes of 

the Hotel Dunlop gathered In the beau­
tifully decorated dining room and pre­
sented their manager, J. T. Dunlop, a 
handsome Chesterfield. The presenta­
tion was made by Mr. Thompson, who 
delivered an appropriate address. The 
staff joined in wishing Mr. Dunlop a 
Merry Christmas and a successful and 
prosperous New Year.

in?” the visitor asied,

holding
“No,” he replied, “those are gloves 

for Mack. I wanted to show I appre­
ciated his bringing back that coat.”

Finally she found it—a large box 
marked with her name. She opened it 
breathlessly and held up a child’s fur 
set, a muff and neckpiece in beaver.

“Oh, Mr. Gilchrist,” she protested 
feebly. “Oh, you oughn’t.” She tried

The mob pressed closer.

Between Samoa and New Zealand 
runs a submarine mountain range 1600 
miles long.

I inquire,” went on
ByBLOSSER
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By CAP HIGGINS When Mayflowers bloom on Christ­
mas Day almost anything might hap­
pen and it Is just what Mayflowers 
were doing at Welsford, for Charles 
Soule picked two or three nice hunches 
of the delicate and sweetly perfumed » 
blossoms and they were as fragrant 
and as dainty and pretty as if they tl 
had just blossomed in spring time. Mr. 
Soule sent the Mayflowers to William 
Hawker who sent word of the great 
discovery. Mr. Hawker considered that 
these Mayflowers would be well to the 
fornt in any competition for highest 
honors for flowers that blossomed out 
of season.

Another locality wished to share the 
honors with Welsford In the matter of 
producing Mayflowers in December and 
to prove claims to that right Mrs. Pur- 
die L. Duplisea sent from Tracey Sta­
tion in Sunbury County a very fine 
specimen of Mayflower which she pick­
ed on Dec. 16. It was still fresh and 
fragrant when it arrived in St. John.

But stranger still was the contribu­
tion sent by Harris T. Cusack from 
Thome Brook Post Office, Havelock, N. •
B. This was a flying creature which 
Mr. Cusack described as n moth and 
which he found in the woods on Alfred 
West’s land at Thorne Brook on Dec.
24. The creature, whatever its species, 
had moth-like wings and very unmoth­
like legs and when it was being re­
quested to spread its wings for an in­
spection flight it gave so grand a de­
monstration of its powers in that re­
gard that it hovered around the ceiling 
in the Telegraph-Journal office and 
made some fancy flights but refused to 
descend again. It had a marked dis­
taste for public notice and simply re­
fused to have its features described.

Men Cut Way Through Ice 
on Loch Lomond 

in Rescue

ADAM AND EVA- TOYS!
MOW WHAT DO YOU '‘O 
SUPPOSE IS THE MATTCRlc04 EVA ! BRING THE- 

BABY down, vve got 
HIS TOYS ALL FIXED.

//WELL,YOU LITTLE- 
PASCAL- DID YOU 
HAVE A NICE TIME. 
ON YOUR Fir?STy 
CHPISTMA^^

I'M GOING TO ARRANGE HIS 
TOYS SO THEY WILL MAKE. 
an IMPRESSION on him

f l KNOW XA 
i HE'S dUS"T W \ 

GOING TO XI 
LOVE HIS \ 

WONDERFUL TOYS

§

4Is Gabriel Slnibaldi, the St. John taxi­
dermist, who is at present residing at 
Loch Lomond, on Friday discovered 
three deer, which attempted to cross 
over the First Loch Lomond, near 
Johnstone’s Hotel, and managed to get 
half way across. Owing to the thin 
ice they fell through, and would have 
perished had not Mr. Slnibaldi notified 
Game Warden Alex. Johnstone, who 
got a few volunteers, George Crozier, 
Albert Knight, and William Johnstone, 
and proceeded to rescue the unfortu­
nate animals. They succeeded in rescu­
ing one before nightfall.

Next morning, Mr. Slnibaldi, Joseph 
Mosher and Game Warden Johnstone 
were on hand, and after a very difficult 
job succeeded in getting to the other 
two, but one already had perished from 
exposure. They brought both ashore, 
and liberated the living one, which after 
a short time was able to look after 
himself.

It was quite an undertaking but the 
results paid for all the work. The men 
used a boat and had to cut their way 
through the ice which was not thick 
enough to carry them.
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CAP HIGGINS ----- j/wm By ALLMAN
DOINGS OF THE DUFFS— DOING A FAVOR 1SAVE A CAT’S 

LIFE , PLEASE 
A LADY AND , 

L, THEN GET A 
T WACK ON THE 

HEAD For Your 
.Trouble*

»
HERE PUSS I 

KITTY- HERE 
KITTY - OH HE 

COT AWAY »

| DON'T Know HOW 1 CAN 
THANK YOU MR. DUFF 
FOR GETTING MY 
little PET FOR me- V 

, HE COULDN’T GET 
\ DOWN -

)S LOOK OUT 
HE DON’T SCRATCH 
v_. You !

/
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TO MAKE GROUND WOOD
AT SHEET HARBOR

The Pulp and Paper Magazine is ad­
vised that the A. P. W. Paper Company 
now controls something over 60,000 acres 
of land at Sheet Harbor, Nova Scotia, 
and will commence the erection thereon 
as early in the spring as possible of a 
ground wood mill with a capacity o( 
25,000 tons of pulp per annum.

The designing and erection of this 
mill, as well aa its operation will be 
under the sole charge of W. S. Crandelt, 
general manager of their paper and pulp 
department.

It Is hoped to have the entire plant 
completed and In operation by February 
1st, 19*6.

rm\i
6 LAD TO 

DO IT,MRS. LEE
• •'iî rt "'z7

m - >COME TO \ 
M E YOU 1 
LITTLE DEAR!
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V r, NEW COMPANY INCORPORATED

Fredericton, Dec. 26—William A. 
Currie, Isaiah McCarthy and Frank W. 
Houghton, of Moncton, have been in­
corporated as Sackville Motor Sales, 
Limited, with an authorized capitaliza­
tion of $24,000, to carry on a garage 
and motor sales business at Sackville, 
according to notice appearing in the 
issue of the Royal Gazette today.
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ADVENTURES OE THE TWINS
By Olive Roberts Barton

Your Health
BY DR. CLIFFORD C. ROBINSON
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