Instaliment Two.

“Now, go on with your story,” said I,
“How about this ‘game’ you were ‘giv-
ng’ this morning?™

“Well, I'll tell you, cap. Us fellers
has got to lay fer ever’ nickel, ‘cause
none of us ls bondholders; and they's
days and days together when we don’t
make enough to even starve on. What
I mean is, we on'y make enough to pay
fer aggrevatin' our appetites with fist
about enough chuck to keep us starvin”
hungry. So, you see, when a feller
ain't got nothin' else to do, and his
appetite won't sleep In the same bunk
with him, he's bound to git on to
somepin' crooked and git up all sorts
o' dodges to git along. Some gives
‘em one thing, and =ome another, but
you bet they got to be mighty slick
now, ‘cause people wom't have
‘orphans,’ and ‘fits,’ and ‘eripples,’ and
‘drunk fathers,” and ‘mothers that eaty
morphine,’ and ‘white-swellin’,” and
‘consumption,” and all that sort o
taffy! Got to git ‘er down finer'n that!
But I been a-gittin’ in my work all the
same, don't you fergit! You won't ever
blow, now?"

“How could I ‘blow,” and what if |
did? 1 don't live here,” I replied.

“Well, you better never blow, any-
how; 'cause if ever us duffers would
Eit on to it you'd be a sp’iled oyster!"

"Go on,”. I said, with an assuring
tone.

“The lay I'm on jist now,” he con-
tinued, dropping his volee and looking
cautiously around, “is a-hidin' my box
and a-rushin’ in, suddent-like, where
they’'s crowd o' nobs a-talkin' politics
er somepin’', and a-jlst startin’ in, and
'fore they know what's a-comin’ I'm
a-flashin’ up a nickel er a dime, and
a-tellin’ "em if 1 only had enough more
to make G0 cents I conld buy a blackia’
box, and wouldn’t have to ast no boot
o' my grandmother! And two minutes
chinnin’ does it, don’t you see, cause
they don't know nothin’ 'bout blackin'
boxes; they'ie jist as soft as you air.
They got an Idy, maybe, that blackin’
boxes comes all the way from Chiny,
with cokeynut whiskers packed 'round
‘em: and I moke it solid by a-sayin'
I'm on’y goin’ to git a second-hand box
—see? But that ain't the p'int—it's
the Mr. Nickel I already got. Oh! it
paralyze ‘em ever' time! Sometimes
fellers’ll make up 75 cents er a dollar,
and tell me to ‘git a new box, and go
into the business right.’ That's a thing
that always rattles me. Now, if they'd
on'y growl a little and look like they
was jist a-puttin’ up 'cause the first
one did, I can stand it; but when they
g0 o pattin’ me on the head, and
a-tellin’ me ‘that’s right,’ and ‘not to
be afeared o' work," and I'll ‘come out
all right,” and a tellin’ me to ‘git a good
substantial box while I'm a-gittin''
%ud aponyin’ up bandsome, there's
where | weaken—I do, honest!™ And
never 50 plainly as at that moment
did I see within his face and in his
eyes the light of true nobility.

“You see,” he went on, in a tone of
voice haif courage, half apology, “I' got
a family on my hands, and I' jist got
10 git along somehow! I could git along
on the square deal as long as mother
was alive—'cause she'd work—Dbut ever
sence she died—and that was winter
'fore last—I've kind o° had to double
on the old thing all sorts o' waya. But
Sis don't know it. Sis, she thinks I'm
the squarest muldoon in the business,”
and even side by side with the homely
utterance a great sigh faltered from
his lips.

"And who Is Sis?™ 1 inquired with
new interest

‘8is?" he repeated, knocking my foot
from the box, and leaning back, still
in the old position, his hat now lying
on the ground beside him, and his
frowzy hair tossed backward from the
full, broad brow—*“Who's Sis?" he re-
peated with an upward smile that al-
most dazzled me—"W'y, Sis is—is—
w'y, 8is is the boss girl—and don’t you
fergit it!™

No need had he to tell me more than
this. 1 knew who “Sis” was by the
light of pride in the uplifted eyes; 1
knew who “Sis" was by the exultation
in the broken voice, and the half-de-
flant tossing of the frowzy head: I
knew who “Sis” was by the little,
naked bands thrown upward openly; I
knew who “Sis” was by the tear that
dared to trickle through the dirt upon
her ragged brother’s face. And don't
you forget it!

O that boy down there upon his
knees! —there in the cinders and the
dirt—so far, far down beneath us that
we trample on his breast and grind onr
heels into his very heart; O that boy
there, with his lifted eyes, and God's
own glory shining in his face, has
taught me, with an eloquence beyond
the trick of mellow-sounding words
and metaphor, that love may find &
purer home beneath the rags of pov-
erty and vice than in all the groat

warm heart of Charity.
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“That is & nice job!" sald 1 gasing

with an unusual show of admiration at
the work: “and 1 thought,” continued
I, with real regret, “that 1 had two
dimes and a nickel there, and was
thinking that, as these were Christmas

I hardly knew what impulse prompt-
ed me, but as the boy rose to his feet
and held his hand out for the compen-
sation for his work, 1 caught the little
dingy palm elose, close within my
own, and wrung it as | would have
wrung the hand of some great coa.
queror.

The little fellow stared at me in
wonderment, and although his lips
were silent, I cannot but believe that
had they parted with the utterance
within his heart my feelings had re-
cefivad no higher recognition than the
old contemptuous phrase, “Oh, what
you givin® me?"

“And =0 you've got a family on your
hands?" 1 inquired, recovering an air
of simple curiosity, and toying in my
pocket with some bits of change. "How
much of a family ?"

“On'y three of us now.”

“Only three of you, eh?
and Sis, and—and—"

“The old man,” said the boy, uneas-
ily; and after a pause, in which he
seemed to swallow an utterance more
bitter, he added, “And he ain’t no good
on earth!™ '

“Can't work?" I queried.

“Won't work,” said the boy, bitterly.
"He won't work—he won't do nothin'
—on’y budge! And I haf to steer him
in ever' night, 'cause the cops won't
pull him any more—they won't let him
in the station house moren they'd let
him in a parler, ‘cause he's a plum’

Yourself,

“Honest, Cap?™

times, I'd just give you a quarter for
your work."”

“Honest!™ [ repeated, “but the fact

is the two dimes, as I thought they
were, are only two threecent pleces, so
I have only eleven cents in change,
after all”

“Bpect they'd change a bill fer you

"crost there at the lunch counter,” he
suggested, with charming artlessness

“Won't have time—there’'s my train

“How big a bill is it

Just coupling. But take this—TI'll see
you again some time, perhaps.”

you want

changed? asked the little fellow, with
a most acquisitive expression, and a
swift glance at our then lonely sur-
roundings.

“1 only have one bill with me,” said

I, nervously, “and that's a five.”

“Well, here, then,” said the boy, hur-

And

“This is on the dead,

is mine,

riedly, with another and more scrutin-
izsing glance about him—“guess I can
‘commodate you.”
in wonder, he drew from some mysteri-
ous recess in the lining of his coat a
roll of bills, from which he hastily de-
tached four in number, then returned
the roll; and before | had recovered
from my surprise, he had whisked the
note from my fingers and left in my
hand instead the proper change.

as 1 turned

now, Cap.

Don't you ever cheep about me havin'
wealth, you know; 'cause it ain't mine
—that fs, It
There goes yer train.

but I'm a—
Ta-ta!™

“The day before Christmas,” said I,

that wants

snatching his hand, and gpeaking hur-
riediy—"“the day before Christmas, I'm
coming back, and if you'll be hers
when the five-thirty train rolls in you'll
find a man
blacked—maybe to get married In, or
something—anyway he'll want a shine
like this, and he’ll come prepared to
pay the highest market price—do you
understand "

his boots

“You jist tell that feller fer me,”

said the boy, eclipging the twinkle of
one eye, and dropping his volce to an
Inflection of strictest confldence—"you
Jist tell that feller fer me that I'm his
oyster!"

“And you'll meet him, sure?” said L

matinee with him last migihit!

bet!

— ) —
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“Liable to jist keel over—wink out,
vou know—'cause he has fits—kind o'
Jimjams, I guess, Had a fearful old
You see
he comes all sorts 0o’ games on me, and
I haf to put up fer him—'cause he's
got to have whisky, and If we can on'y
keep him about so full he's a regular
lamb; but he don't stand no monkey-
in' when he wants whisky, now you
8is can handle him better'n me,
but she's been a-losin' her grip on him
lately—you see Sis ain't stout any
more, and been kind o' sick-like so long
she humors him, you know, more'n
she'd ort. And he couldn’t git on his
pins at all yisterday morning, and Sis

sert fer me, and I took him down a

“I will,” . he kept
goner now, and Hable to croak any his w\;:: Sl the bay. AN ks Nep
minute.” . @ . . . . .

w are
Liable to what?" eaid 1. My ride home was an Incoherent

fluttering of the wings of time, In
which travail one fretful hour was
born, to gasp its firet few minutes help-
lessly; then moan, roll over and kick
out its legs and sprawl about; then
crawl a little—stagger to ite feet and
totter on; then tumble down a time or
two and kKnock its empty head against
the floor and howl; then loom up awk:
wardly on gangling legs, too much In
their own way to comprehend that
they were in the way of everybody
else; then limp a little as it worried
on—drop down exhausted—moan again
—toss up its hands—shriek out, and die
in violent convulsions,

We have all had that experience of
the car-wheels—had them enter into
conversation with us as we gaily em-
barked upon some pleasant trip, per-
haps; had them rattle off in scraps of
song, or lightly twit us with some dear
one's name, or even go so far as to
laugh at us and mock us for some real
or fancied dereliction of car etiquette.
1 shall ever have good reason to re-
member how once upon a time a boy
of fourteen, though greatly under-sized,
told the conductor he was only ten,
and, although the unsuspecting official
accepled the statement as a truth,
with the proper reduction in the fare,
the car-wheels called that boy a “lar"
for 20 miles—and 20 miles as long and
tedious as he has ever compassed In
his journey through this vale of tears.

The car-wheels on this bitter winter
evening were not at all communica-
tive. They were sullen and morose.
They didn't feel llke singing, and they
wouldn't laugh. They had no jokes,
and if there was one pecullar guality
of tone they possessed in any marked
degree it was that of sneering. They
had a harsh. discordant snarl, as it
seemed, and were spiteful and insinu-
ating.

The topic they had chosen for that
night's consideration was evidently of
a very complex and mysterious nature,
and they gnawed and mumbled at it
with such flerceness and, withal, such
selfishness, I could only catch g fiying
fragment of it now and then, and that,
I noticed, was of the coarsest fiber of
intelligence, and of slangy flavor. Lis-
tening with the most painful interest,
I at last made out the fact that the In-
flection seemed to be in the interroga-
tive, and, with anxiety the most in-
tense, I slowly came to comprehend
that they were desirous of ascertain-
ing the exact distance between two

pitt, and that set him a-runnin’ so that
when I left he made Sis give up a
quarter he saw me slip her; and it
Jist happened I run into him that eve-
ning and got him in, or he'd a froze to
death. 1 guess he must 'a’ kind o' had
‘em last night, 'cause he was the wid-

given points, but
seemed determined not to round into
fuller significance than to query mock-
ingly, “How fur is it? How fur s It?
How fur, how fur is it?” and so on to
a most exasperating limit.

the

proposition

As this

eft man you ever see—saw grasshop-
pers with paper collars on, and old
sowd with feather-duster
durndest program you ever heard of!
And he got so bad onc'f he was a-goin’
to belt Sis, and did try it; and—and 1
had to chug him ore or he'd ‘a’ done it.
And then he cried, and Sis cried, and

life 1 didn't cry!™ And as the boy

eyes grew blurred and the lids dropped
downward.

tails—the

I'eri—, I— Dern him! you can bet yer
spoke, the lips quivered into stern com-

pression, the little hands gripped closer.
at his side, but for all that the flashing

“That's a boss shine on them shoes.™

senseless phrase was repeated and re-
iterated In its growing harshness and
unchanging intonation, the relentless
pertinacity of the query grew simply
agonizing, and when at times the car
door opened to admit a brakeman, or
the “train-boy, who had everything to
gell but what 1 wanted, the emphasized
refrain would lift me from my seat
and drag me up and down the aisle.
When the phrase did eventually writhe
round into form and shape more tan-
gible, my relief was such that I sat
down, and in my fancy framed a grim,
unlovely tune that suited it, and
hummed with it, in an undertone of
dismal satigfaction:

How fur—how fur

Is It from hore— /
here to Happiness?

When [ rerurned, that same refraln
rode back into the city with me. Al
the gay metropolls was robisg for the
banquet and the ball. All the windows
of the crowded thoroughfares were
kindling into splendor. Along the
strests rode lordly carriages, ro welght
ed down with costly allks, and furs,
and twinkling gems, and unknown
treasures in unnumbered packages,
that one lone ounce of needed charity
would have snapped their axles, and a
feather's welght of pure benevolence
would have splintered every spoke.

And the old refrain rode with me
through it all—as stolcal, relentless
and unchangeable as fate—and in the
game depraved and slangy tuse In
which it seemed & find an especdal
pride, it sang, and sang again:

How fur—how fur
Is it from here—
From here to Happineas?

The train, that for five minutes hag
been lessening in speed, toiled pain-
fully slong, and as I arose Impatiently
and reached behind me for my over

coat, a cheery voice cried, “Hello, Cap!
Want a 1ift? TI'll he'p you with that
benjamin;” and as 1 looked around I
saw the grimy features of my little
hero of the brush and box.

“Hello!" said 1, as much delighted
as surprised. “Where did you drop
from?"

“0Oh, 1 collared this old hearse a
mile er so back yonder,” sald the little
fellow, gayly. standing on the seat be
hind me and holding up the coat
“Been a-doin' circus-business on the
steps out there fer half an hour. You
bet | had my eye on you, ell the same,
though!"

“You had, eh?" | exclaimed, gladly,
although 1 instinctively surmised his
highest interest in me was centered in
my pocketbook. “You had. eh? 1 re
peated with more earnestness. ‘“Well,
I'm glad of that, Charlie—or, what is
your name?" .

“Squatty,” sald the boy. Then no
ticing the look of surprise upon my
face, he added soberly: “That ain't my
sure-enough name, you know: that's
what the boys calls me, Sis calls ma
Jamesy."

"Well, Jamesy,” 1 continued, button-
ing my collar and drawing on my
gloves, “I'm mighty glad to see you,
and If you don't believe it, just go
down in that right-hand overcoat-pock-
et and you'll find out.”

The little fellow neded no second lu-
vitation, and as he drew forth a closely
folded package the look of curiosity
upon his face deepened to one of blank
bewilderment. .

He made no motion to untie the lit-
tle package, and gradually the expres
sion in his eyes changed to one of sus
piclon and his lips closed tightly to-
gether.

“Open it,” said [, smiling at the puz-
zled little face; "open it—it's for youn.”

“Oh, here, cap,” said the boy, drop
ping the package on the seat, and
holding up a rigid finger, “you're a-
givin' me this, ain't you?

“I'm giving you the package, cer
tainly,” said I, somewhat bewildered.
"Open it—it's a Christmas present for
you—open it!"

“What's your idy o' layin' fer me?
asked the boy, with a troubled and un-
easy air. “I've been a-givin' you square
business right along, ain't 1?"

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Searching Oneself for Truth.

Nothing short of the life of the
eternal son of God—the holiness, the
purity of God, Is the standard at
which we are to aim; that is to be
reproduced in our circumstances; the
divine perfections are to be trans-
lated, reproduced in our life, our
home, our trials, our difficulties, our
age of the world. Let us ask our-
selves: What is the special likeness
of Christ that he would reproduce in
me? What are the features of his
life that he calls me to imitate?
What pattern would he set before me
in my work. my circumstances, my
difficulties? What are the inspira-
tions of grace that he would urge me
to cultivate and cherish?—RBishop
Hall.

MANITOBA'S AGRICULTURAL
INDUSTRY

REMARKABLE DEVELOPMENT IN
THAT PROVINCE DURING THE
PAST FEW YEARS.

——

The past year has shown that the
Province of Manitoba, the Premier
Province of Western Cansda, stands
out prominently in point of wealth In
her agricultural productions. Mani-
toba had an excellent yield of wheat
in 1914, the oat crop was not so good,
and with the high price received, every
‘armer was placed in a good financlial
rosition.

For some years, as Is probably the
ase in all new countries, Manitoba
vent largely into the growing of
raln, and while this paid well for a
ime, it was found that having to pur-
‘bese his meat, his milk and a num-
jer of other dally requisites, the farm
iid not pay as it should. Now, there
ia another eide to It Fodder cropa
ire grown, cattle are being raised,
‘heese factories and cresmeries are
:stablished, and the result is that the
inancial position of the farmers of
Jdanitoba I8 as strong as that of those
n any other portion of the continent.
icarcely a farmer today but has real-
:2d that the growing of grains alone
s a preearious side, and that posl-
tive security can only be assured by
diversified farming, and securing the

latest modern and most economic
methods. Therefore timothy, clover,
alfalfa, rye grass and fodder corn are |
universally grown. Most wonderful |

success meets the efforts of the farm-
ers in the cultivation of these grasses,
and the yields compare favorably
with those of many older countries,

while in many cases they exceed them,

It is worth while recording the acre-
age of these crops this season as com-
pared with last, because the figures re-
llect the remarkable progress that is
being made in dairying and in the
beel and pork industry. In 1913 brome
grass was sown ou 24,912 acres, rye |
grass on 21917 acres, timothy on
118,712 acres, clover on 5,328 acres, al-
fulfa on 4,709 acres and fodder corn on
20,223 acres. In 1914 the respective
acreage under those crops were 25,144
acras, 27,100 acres, 165,990 ncres, 7.212
acres, and 10,250 acres and 30,430 acres.
Alfalfa particularly is coming into Ita
own, the acreage having been mnm|
than doubled last year.

It iz slmply the natural process of
avolution from the purely grain farm-
ing which Manitoba knew as the only
method twenty yvears ago to the more |
diversified forms of agriculture 1.l:nt!
18 responsible for the development |
along these other lines in this Prov-
inee.  Alberta is coming to it at an |
earlier stage than did Manitoba. Sas-
katchewan, too, Is following rnpidly|
In the same direction.

Then, ag her fodder erop and root
crop acreage indicate, there have been
increases in the holdings of all kinds |

ent for the Toronto Globe,
tumber 42,000 head this vear, as
against 37,000 last year; mileh cows

head; pigs number 325,000 as against |
248,000; sheep number 75,000, as
against 52,000: and there are 325,000 !
herses, as compared with 200,000 at |
this time last year. These are the |
latest Provinclal figures, and (hey
show that despite the great efllux of
live stock to the United States since |
the opening of that market to Can-
ada. the capital amount of live anl |
mals has Increased instead of hav-|
ing decreased thirough the extra de-
mand.

Dairying the Principal Industry.

Palrying is the industry, however,
which is making dollars for the Mani: |
toba farmer. It is developing at a rap: |
id rate in this Provinee for that par-
ticulor reason. The output of cream-
ery hutter last year was 4,000,000
poundg, at an average price of 275
cents per pound, which was an in-
crease over the previous year of a
million pounds. The output of dairy
butter was recorded last year at 4,288, |
276 pounds. The Government depart- |
ment says that again this year a sub- |
gtantial increase in the dalry output |
will be shown from this Province, |
From this same source of information !
one finds that through the aplendld]
growth In winter dairying, Winnipeg'
now, for the first time In years, is |
able to obtain a sufficient supply of
milk and sweet cream from its city |
dairtes to satisfy its uemand through- |
out the year without kaving to import !
large quantities of these products |
from the United States as was done
not longer than two years ago.—Ad- |
vertisement.

There's a Rub! |

He had used persuasion and argu- |
ment in vain. At last he said in des-
peration: |
“Edwidge, if you will marry me 1 will
take out 500,000 franes of life insur |
ance; if 1 die you will be safe from |
want.” {
“Yes," was the reply, “but what it/
vou don't die?"—S8t. Louis Star.

Canned.
Four Years (in Sunday school)—
We've got a new baby at our house.
Rector (not recognizing him)—And
who are you, my little man?
Four Yeurs—I'm the old one.—Life.

Wash is smile day if you
Cross Ball Blue, American made, there
the best made. Advy,

Along the road that leads to fallure
we see & lot of plkers sitting on the
fence walting for something to turn

1 men?" asked the lawyer.,

of live stock during the past twelvae |
months. according to the correspond- | therefore the best, delights the housewife.
Heef cattle |

HARD TASKMASTER IS GENIUS

Possession That Sets 2 Man Apart
From His Fellows Keeps Mim Con-
stantly at Work,

Genlus, what Is it but the power of
being able to read? No respecter of
birth, it chooses the cottage gladly.
hiding In the rags of a tinker, loving
the hovel, the plowland, the grimed
and smoky roof. It is a personal-
ity, a living creature, a greater-than-
man in man, a reading master, an
angel of kindness and a tyrant of
cruelty, smiling at the pupil one time,
scourging him another; and as the
body comes to its power with years
It hears the master always teaching,
never at rest, speaking with a dis-
tinet voice, unfolding pictures without
end, and the amanuensis eannot keep
pace with this tyrant who hurries him
on with, “See this,” and “See that”
working while the body sleeps, show-
ing portlons of the way and work
of life which are still far ahead,
planning out the whole life right up
to the end, giving everything eagerly,
It with pain, when the time comes.
That Is genius, the power which works
not for the man, but against him.
No labor can make what s not there.
Application makes a man able to
learn, but not to teach, and if the
master s absent no learning will call
him, just as without learning—or
great tribulation—he cannot be awak-
ened; for genius lg nothing but the
power of reading what has been writ-
ten upon the mind of an unknown
tongue; and without a Daniel the writ-
ing cannot be interpreted: and Chal-
deans and astrologers wlill strive In
vain—From “Granite,” by John Tre
vena,

Gave It Up.

Two pickpockets were standing on
their trial, notorious thieves. None
the less, they contrived somehow 1o
put up a good defense, thanks mainly
to the cleverness of the lawyer whom
they employed. The detective who
had effected the arrest spent a mlser-
able twenty miputes in the witness
box, contradicting himself repeatedly,
“Then what made you suspect the
“As | sald
before, one of them was wearing an
overcoat with a slit in the lining, so
that he might operate more easily.”
*Come, come,” said the lawyer “would
You arrest me if you saw me wear
ing such an overcoat?' *“No, sir, |
happen to know who you are. You're

a lawyer.,” “Well, what's the differ-
ence between a lawyer and a pick-
pocker?” The detective shook his
head. "I really don't kaow," ke mul-
tered.

OUR OWN DRUGGIST WILL TFLL YOU.
‘'ry Murine Eye Hemedy for Hed. Weak, Watery
Eves and Granuvlated Eyellds: No Smaring—
st Eye comfort.  Write for Hook of the hye

y muil Free, Murine Eye Hemedy Co., Cbhleago

Explaining It.
“Jim says he's a self-made man."
“That accounts for his seamy ap-
pearance.”

Red Cross Ball Blue, made in America,

All good grocers,  Ady.

When a woman promptly admits

are 160,474 head, as against 157,963 | the age you suggest, mark it down

ghe Is older than that.—Omaha Bee,

HNOXKIE'S CROUPF REMEDY SAVES LIFE,
sulfering wnd money. No poused. 5S¢ —Ady

The school of experience is “open
24 hours daily,
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Promote s Digestion Cheerful-
ness and Rest Conltains neither
Opium, Morphine nor Mineral
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Aperfect Remedy or Constipa-
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THE Cawn;\un Company,
NEW YORK.
AtO months old’

_35 Doses — }j(.E‘HT:’:
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Got Doan’e ot Any Store, B0c a Bex

DOAN'S KIDNEY

PILLS
FOSTERME BURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

Mountains of Rock Sait.

Near Jelfa, Algeria, 15 to be seen a
mountain of rock salt, 300 feet in
height and nearly a mile In diameter.
Two other hills of this character are
known In Algeria, both being near
Biskra, and in all cases the salt is
surrounded by triassic marls and
clays. A eurious festure of the Jelfa
hill is the fact that in spite of the
very soluble character of the material
composing it It stands ug in high re
Hef from the surrounding clay and
contains no valleys or other sign of
erosion. It does, however, contain a
number of sink holes, as in a lime-
stone country. When the brief tor-
rential rains of winter occur the water
sinks almost at once into these cavi-
ties and soaks through the permeable
salt, emerging at the margin of the
hill in salt springs.

And That Helps.

“How does he keep the wolf from
the door™

“I don't kmow; but I know his wile
boils cabbage nearly every day.”

GASTORIA

'Make the Liver
Do its Duty

{ Nine times in ten when the liver is
‘righttbemh and bowels are right.
|CARTER’S LITTLE
|LIVER PILLS

| _Cures Con~

eadache,
|and Distress After Eating.
| SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.
Genuine must bear Signature

T (T-
HAIR BALSAM

A tollet proparation of merit
H'..l'plnpr-‘lurllbllndﬂiﬂ.

r and
to Gray or Faded Hair.
) TS $0 mod BLW AL Drnggista

h wm o il our prodocts and hire sales.
men. Bons par and chunes for ad
| Depd. &

vanornent. Eaight & Rastwick, Srwack, Now York,

W. N. U, CINCINNATI, NO. 51-1914.

GASTORIA

For Infants and Children.

The Kind You Have
Always Bought

Use
For Over
Thirty Years

THE ENTAMD COmSANY, NEE TOSK CITV.
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E FAITH

“Firmest” Christian Is the Rock
Upon Which the Church of God
Has Been Bullt.

STEADFAST N

i .

“stede, a M“ and “faest, fast,” and
meaning “fixed in position.”
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fessing Christians. Modern Christian-
ity is too easily confused in doctrine,
too readily scared out of its reform
positions. The call is for more dar
ing Daniels, more steadfast Pauls. In
your character flimsy, poorly knit to-
gether, unreliable, guickly moved
away from its proper doctrinal moor

pact mechanism will be avallable at

eny time for servicee. We ought to

have fewer ramshackle, loose-jointed,
withe-string church members,

need today is fou

| more muscle, ln
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