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Train as a Nurse
Ask your doctor if he would em

ploy a nurse trained in any ot the 
advertised schools.

Be advised before deciding to 
go to one of these quick-diploma 
schools.

For particulars apply to President, 
Graduate Nurses' Association ot 
Ontario, 295 Shcrbourne Street, 
Toronto.

You think him a little difficult to handle 
Send him to

AN IDEAL HOME SCHOOL FOR 
BOYS FROM 4 TO YEARS,
and we will make a little man of him, Each 
boy studied as an individual boy, wisely 
' mothered" by one who has had a wide 
experience in handling boys. Write for fur
ther information. (Mrs.) KATE IYÏICH- 
ENKR, Principal, Wickfieid, ZSUfi Yonge 
Street, Bedford Park. Phone N. 3427, naming 
Canadian Churchman.

YOUR BOY

WICKFIELD

of something 
hard to clean 
then try

Many ruse»
and full directions on 
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the heaps of mortar, sand, and build
ers’ material they came—helter-skelter 
—beating old tin pans, whacking 
sticks upon the ground, shouting and 
yelling at the top of their lungs. They 
were chasing something—a little gray 
and white furry something, with wild 
eyes and a stiff, erect tail.

“Why—it’s Mrs. Baker’s Tabby— 
from next door!” shouted Teddy, in 
astonishment.

He was in pussy’s direct path. And 
with a fierce “Ps-s-st!”—unable to 
stop herself in her wild flight—Tabby 
landed on Teddy’s chest, almost 
knocking him over. Instantly his 
arms closed round her, and he dashed 
away with her toward his home.

Telephone Main 7404

Do You Want the 
BEST PRINTING?

The best paper, the best inks, the best 
workmanship, and most modern designs 
of type faces—if you want all thèse, let 
us do your printing, yfe make a specialty 
of commercial work.

The Monetary Times Printing 
Co. of Canoda, Limited

62 CHURCH ST., TORONTO
N.W. COR- OF COURT ST.

“So, Tabby, old girl! So—so!” he 
soothed her as he raced along.

And though, in her fright, poor 
pussy did not recognize a friend’s 

she was so utterly exhausted 
that Teddy managed to keep his hold 
of her.

The way his small heels flew alonfc 
that avenue and through the side 
street that led to his home ! And the 
way those other boys tore after him

veiling, hooting, throwing rotten 
vegetables and sticks at the little 
figure ahead ! And they were gaining 
on him.

“They’re those rude boys Sukie 
talks about. ‘Hoodlums,’ she called 
them. She says—they come—round 
this avenue,” thought Teddy, scud
ding along—with poor Tabby’s claws 
sticking into his chest and arms, right 
through his blouse. And, I can tell 
you, they hurt. “But they shan’t get 
this cat!” he declared. And on he 
raced.

Tabby belong to an old lady who 
lived in Teddy’s apartment house. 
She was very old and delicate ; and 
Tabby was her pet.

“They’ll hurt Tabby, if they catch 
lier!” thought Teddy; and urged on 
his little tired feet. A half block 
more, and he and the cat would be 
safe, for Mike, the elevator boy of his 
house, was almost always on the steps 
or in the hall. He would send those 
boys flying !

But, oh, how long that half block 
was! Teddy’s feet seemed to stick 
to the sidewalk. And, once or twice, 
Tabby, frightened by the shrieks and 
yells behind her, almost leaped out 
of his arms. ‘Twas all he could do 
to hold her and run.

A hand caught at his arm—but 
Teddy dodged. A bound forward— 
and he was on the steps of his own 
house.

Alas, there was no sign of Mike !
“Upstairs!” shouted Teddy, and 

flung Tabby as far as he could 
through the open front door into the 
vestibule. And,/like a flash, she was 
gone. But not so fortunate was 
Teddy.

An angry hand gripped his collar 
and swung him round, and slapped 
his face.

“Who’re you, to be interferin’ with 
our sport ?’1 cried the big boy who 
had done it. And the other boys 
crowded around — yelling, calling 
names, brandishing their sticks. 
Everything swam before Teddy’s eyes.

But our boy came of “fighting 
stock.” Many times had grandpa 
shown Teddy the old sword and mus
ket of Revolutionary days that hung 
in the living room at the farm.

“Don’t go looking for quarrels,” 
grandpa always said. “But if you’ve 
got to fight—fight like a man ! as did 
those who carried those weapons long 
ago.”

And Teddy’s blood was up this
afternoon----- he knew tie had done
right in helping poor Tabby.

With all his strength—the hand on 
his collar was choking him, he tried 
to wrench himself free. His cap 
was gone, his blouse was torn, his 
face marked by the stinging blow, 
but—his blue eyes blazing—he looked 
fearlessly into the threatening faces 
around him.

“You’re all a set of bullies—just 
bullies—or you’d never torment that
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cat! And all pounce upon one boy!” 
he cried out, scornfully. And Vali
antly he dashed hii small fisfs against 
the big boy-that held him. But what 
use ? They only crowded the closer 
round him.

“Here—ye hoodlums—what mischief 
are ye up to?” shouted a voice, and 
there came Mike running out of the 
hall, and behind him Tommy Burton,

•another friend of Teddy’s. “Now 
you’ve got yourselves in trouble !
This boy lives in this here house, 
an’ I know, for sure, he ain’t done you 
anyhing. Won’t his father make vous 
all sorry for this, though!”

While Mike was saying this he 
snatched Teddy away from the big- 
boy, and quickly he stood in front of 
him—though Teddy would rush out.
And Tommy Burton began making 
fists at the crow7d, which, at sight of 
Mike, had drawn off.

“Now, just keep easy,” Mike ad
vised Teddy and Tommy in a loud 
whisper. “I’ve rung up a p’leeccman.
He’ll be here in a jiffy----- ”

Well, if you had seen how quickly 
that crowd of boys took to their heels 
and disappeared when they heard a 
policeman was coming !

Teddy’s mamma felt dreadfully 
'-when she saw her boy with his clothes 
torn, a big bump on his forehead, 
and an ugly red mark on his cheek.
She wanted him to go to bed ; and 
she would send for the doctor.

But Teddy begged so hard to stay 
up and be at the dinner; and his 
daddy, when he heard the whole story, 
said let him do it. So mother put an
other clean white suit on him and 
brushed his hair. And old Mrs.
Baker sent in a message to thank 
Teddy for saving her cat—for Mike 
had told everybody about it. And she 
sent, also, a dish of the most delicious 
candied fruit you ever ate !

Now, perhaps, you think this is the 
epd of the story. Well, it isn’t. For 
just as they had all got to the dessert 
part of the dinner—which, of course, 
everybody likes—in came Sukie with 
another message.

“A boy in the hall, ma’am, wants 
to see Teddy,” she said.

And mother said Teddy might go 
and see.him. And when Sukie whis
pered something more to daddy, he, 
also, begged to be excused from table, 
and went and stood by the door, close 
to Teddy, though -Teddy did not know 
he was there. Mike, too, had his ele
vator atfthat floor.

Now, who do you suppose it was 
that wanted to see Teddy?

Why, the" very boy that had led the 
band of hoodlums, and struck Teddy !

He stood there, twisting his old cap 
in his fingers and looking so ashamed 
of himself that Teddy did not know 

What to make of it, until he spoke.
“I never knelfr ’twas you—till I went 

home/ And minute Johnnie heard—
’bout the cat—he says—‘Tim.’------”

“You’re Tim? Johnnie’s brother 
Tim—that’s so kind?” broke in 
Teddy, incredulously.

“Ay—I’m Tim—a hoodlum you’ll 
never be forgivin’,” cried out Tim, 
with a choke in his voice. “An’, after 
all you’ve been an’ done fer our 
Johnnie—I wouldn’ ’a’ laid a finger 
on you—ef ye’d taken 'forty cats.
The poor, sick b’y jus’ loves you!
He’s like a different child sense you 

■ come to see 'imp—an’ wid the ‘code’
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Common Sense 
Exterminator

.KILLS RATS
AND MICE

It drips np the carcases and absolute
ly prevents the unpleasant results 
attending the use of inferior prepar
ations.
Common Sense Roach end 
Bed Bug Exterminator sold 
under the same guarantee.

25c., 50c., and $1.00, stall dealers.
If not at your dealer's, write us and we 
will see that you are supplied.

29 COMMON SENSE MFC. CO.
381 Queen St. W., - Toronto.
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an’ the c’nary ! I’m sorry—I’m awful 
sorry I hurt you! Johnnie’s cryin’ 
fit to break ’is heart------”
„ I im s voice failed. He brushed his 
cheek roughly with his coat sleeve.

Teddy was so perfectly astonished 
that he couldn't say one word. John
nie’s brother ! But Tim thought he 
was still angry.

“See here”—he said, imploringly. 
“Ef ’twould do any good I’d beg yer 
pardon on my knees. But—I’ll tell 
you what 1 will do—even fer Johnnie 
I ain’t done that—I’ll never tease no 
more cats—an’—an’—I’ll keep away
—from them hoodlums----- ” Again
his voice broke.

Teddy sprang forward and caught 
Tim’s hand.

“Why, Tim—that’s all right!” he 
declared, warmly. “I couldn’t keep 
mad with Johnnie’s brother ! Why— 
he thinks you’re the nicest boy in the 
whole world ! Of course, you and I 
are friends. Wait----- ”

He dashed into the dining-room, 
caught up his plate of sugar plums, 
and the big orange mother had given 
him, and, in a minute, was out in the 
hall again.

“Here, Tim—these are for you and 
Johnnie,” he said, putting candy and 
fruit into the big boy’s hands. Then 
he pulled Tim down and kissed him. 
“Now we’re friends—eh ?” he asked.

And Tim eagerly agreed.—From 
New7 York Churchman.

Girl’s Nerves 
Fully Restored

Was Never Able to Obtain Lasting 
Benefit Until Dr. Chase s Nerve 
Food Was Used.

Too many girls grow up with weak, 
anaemic bodies and extiausted ner
vous systems. Indoor life and too 
much application in school are some
times ttie cause.

The blddd needs enriching and the 
nerves need strengthening by such 
treatment as Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food. 
This food cure is doing wonders for 
many thousands of girls whose par
ents had almost despaired of their 
ever developing into strong, healthy 
women.

Mrs. J. Bagnall, 395 Woodville Ave
nue, Toronto,-writes : “My daughter 
suffered from nervousness since child
hood, and any medicines she tried did 
not do any lasting good. We read in 
the papers about Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food, and my daughter used it with 
wonderful results. This treatment has 
built up her system and so strength
ened ttie nerves that she feels like 
another girl.”

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 50 cents 
a box, 6 for -$2.50, all dealers, or Fd- 
manson, Bates & Co., Limited, To
ronto.


