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CHAI'TER 1,

T was In 1833, about midwiater,
when Brior Dale was a narrow
clearing, and the horlzon well up
In the sky and to anywhere n

day's journey, Down by the shore of
the pond there Theron Allen bullt his
house. Today, under thickets of tausy,
one may see the rotting logs, and thore
are hollyhocks and eatnip ln the old
garden, He was from Middlebury,
they say, and came west—he and his
wife—in 1829, From the top of the hill
nbove Allen's of n clear day one could
look far ncross the trectops over dls
tant settlements that were as blue
patches In the green eanopy of the for-
ont, over hill and dale to the smoky
chasm of the 8t. Lawrence, thirty miles

north, The Allens had not a child, |

They settled with no thought of school
or neighbor, They brought a cow with
ithem nnd a blg collle whose back had
‘been scarred by n Iynx. He was good
compnny and & brave hunter, this dog,
aud one day—it was February, four

yoars after thelr coming, and the snow |

ay deep—he left the dale and not even
& track behind him, Far and wide they
wont searching, but saw no sign of
bim. Near a month Iater, one night
past 12 o'clock, they henrd his bark In

the distance. Allen rose and lit a can- |

dle and opsned the door. They could
hear bim plalper, and now, mingled
‘with his barking, a faint tinkle of bells.

It had begun to thaw, and a cold
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rain was dromming on roof and win-: |

dow,

“He's crossing the pond,” sald Allen
as he listened. “He's dreagglog some
‘heavy thing over the lce."

HSoon he leaped In at the door, the lit-
tle red sielgh bounciug after him. The
dog wns in shafts and horness, Over
the slelgh was a tiny cover of sall-

eloth shaped like that of a praivie |

schooner, Bouncing over the doorstep
Miad waked its traveler, nud there was
in loud volee of complaint In the Hitle
eavern of sallcloth, Peerlug In, they
saw ounly the long fur of n gray woll.
Beneath it a very small boy lay struz-
gling with straps that held bhim down.
Allen loosed them and took him out
of tho sleigh, a rogged but handsoioe
youngster with red cheecks and bloe
eves and Nght, curly halr. He was
nenr four years of age then, but big
and strong a8 any hboy of five. He
gtood rubbing his eyes a minute, and
the dog came over and licked his face,
showing fondness acquired they knew
not where. Mrs, Allen took the boy in
her lap and petted him, but he was
afrald--tke & wild fawn thut has just
been captured—nnd broke away and
took refuge under the bed. A long
time sbe sat by her bedside with the
candle, showing him trinkets and try-
fug to coax him out, e censed to cry
when she held before him a big, shiny
locket of silver, and soon his little baod
came out to grasp it. Preseotly she
began to reach his confidence with sug-
ar. There wus n moment of sllence,
then strunge words came out of his
hiding place. “Anal jouhan" was all
they could make of them, apd they re-
membered always that odd combloa-
tion of sounds, They guve him food,
which he ate with cager haste, then a
moment of sllence and an lmperative
<all for more in some strange tongue,
When at last he cawe out of hils hiding
place he fled from the woman. This

time he sought refuge between the |

knees of Allen, where soon his fear
guve way to cuviosity, and be began to
foeel her face and gown, By aud by bhe
fell asleep,

They searched the sleigh and shook
out the rolw and blanket, finding only
a palr of warm bricks,

A Frenchman worked for the Allens
that winter, and the name, Trove, was
of his Invention.

And so come Bldney Trove, hls mind
In strange fetters, troveling out of the
lund of wystery v a winter night to
Brier Dale.
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ME wind, veering, eame bitter
cold; the raln hardesed to ball;
the clouds, chinnged to brittle
nets of frost ubd sbaken 1o

sbreds by the rough wind, fe.d bisaing
In a scatter of snow, Next morniog
when Allen opened bis door the wind |
wik gone, the sky clear. Brier poud.
lately covered with clear ice, lny under
a8 blunket of snow. He burried across
the pond, biy dog following, Near the
far shore was a bare spot on the lce
cut by one of the slelgh runners. Up
‘in the woods, opposite, was the Moss
frall, BSunlight feill on the hills above
bhim. He halted, looking up at the tree-
tops, Twig, branch uud trunk glowed
with the fire of dianmonds through o
Incy flecking of hoar frost. Every tree
bad put on a Jacket of lee and become
as o fountaln of prismatic bhues, Here
and there a dead pine rose like a spire
of erystal; domhes of deep colored glass
and towers of jnsper were as the land-
marks of a city. Allen ellmbed the
shore, walking slowly, He could see
no track of slelgh or dog or any living
thing. A frosted, loy tangle of branches
arched the trall--n gateway of this
great, crystal city of the woods, He
entered, listening 08 he walked.
‘Branches of hagel and dogwood were
llke jets of water breaking Into clear,
halted drops and foamy spray above
him. He went on, looking np at this
long sky window of the woods. In
the deep sllence he could hear his beart
beating,

“Sport,” sald be to the dog, “show me
the way.” But the dog ounly wagged
his tall

Allen returned to the house,

“Wife,” snld he, “look ut the woods
yonder, They are like the city of boly '
promise, ‘Behold 1 will lay thy stones

| any clocks to mend ¥

| tuan with honesty ¥

| of good nature,

“I'beron, mny we kvop
she Inguired,

“T think It Is the will of God” asald
Allen.

The boy grew and throve In mimd
and body. For a time he prattied in n
Inngungee none who saw him wns able
to comprehend, but he learned English
quickly and soon forgot the jargon of
his babyhood. The shndows of mys-
tery that fell over his coming lengthen
ed far Into his life and were deepened
by others that fell across them, Before
he could have told the story all mem-
ory of whom he left or whenoe he enme
had been sweopt nway, It woe a house
of riddles where Allen dwelt—n rode
thing of logs and Indders nnd a low
roof and two reoms, yet one lndder led
high to glorles no pen may deseribe,
The Allens, with this rude shelter,
found delight In dreams of an eternnl
bome, whose splendor and Inxury
would have made them miserable here
below. What a riddle was this! And
] then, na to the boy 8id, there was the
riddle of his coming and agnin that of
his character, which Intter was, Indeed,
not easy to solve, There were fow
books and no learning In that home.
| For three winters Trove tramped a
trall to the schoolhouse two miles nway
and had no further schooling until be
was 1 blg, blond boy of fifteen, with
| red cheeks and large eyes, blue and
discerning, and hands hardened to the
' ax helve. He bad then discovered the

beauty of the woods and begun to

the boy 1

and thickets. He had a fine face. You
would have called blm handsorthe, but
not they among whom he lived.
them bandsome was as handsome did,
and the face of n man, If It were clean-
ly, was never a proper cause of blame
or compliment, but there was ‘"t In

his soul which even now bhad wokod
the mother's wonder and set forth a
riddle none was able to solve.
CHAPTER 111,

TI’IE harvesting was over In Bri

er Dale, It was near disner

time, aud Allen, Trove and

the two hired men were try-
Ing fents in the dooryard. Trove, then
a boy of fifteen, had outdone them all
at the Jumping. A stranger came
along, riding a big ware with a young
filly ot her side. He was a tall, spare
man, past middle nge, with n red,
smooth shnven foce nmd long gray halr
that fell to his rolling collar. He turn.

ed In at the gale. A little beyond it |

his mare halted for n
grass,
that held a satchel to his side and bhung
it ou the pommel.

“Go and ask what we cun do for
bim," Allen wilspered to the boy,

Trove went down the drive, looking
up at him curlously.

“What can I do for you? he In-
guired.

“Give me thy youth,” sald the stran.
ger quickly, his gray eyes twinkling
under sllvered brows.

The boy, now smiling, made no an-
swer.

“No?" sald the man, as he came on
slowly, “Well, then, were thy wit as
good ns thy lege it would be o' some
use to me."”

The words were spoken with dignity
in n deep, kindly tone. They were also
faintly salted with Irish brogue.

He approached the men, all eyes fix-
ed upon him with a look of Inquiry.

“Have ye ever seen n drunken sallor
o o must? he luguired of Allen,

“No."

“Well, sor,” sald the stranger, dis-
mwounuting slowly, “l am not that. Let
we conslder—have ye ever seen a co-
connut on a plum tree?”

“I belleve wot,” sald Allen, lnughing.

“Well, sor, that is more llke me, 'Tis
long siunce | rode o borse, an' am out
o' place in the saddle.”

He stood erect with dignity, & smile
deepening the many Nues o his face.

“Can 1 do anything for you?" Allen
asked,

“Aye—cure me o' poverty.

mouthful of

Have yo

“Clocks!
len,

“1 nm, sor, an’ at thy service. Could
Peauty, me lord, have bettor commerce

Are you a tinker?" sald Al

They ull surveyed him with curlosity
and amusement as he tled the mare,

All bad begun to lnugh, His words
came rapldly on & quick undercurrent
A clock sounded the
stroke of midday,

“What, ho! The clock,” sald he, look-
ing at his watch, *“Thy time bath a
lagging foot. Marry, were I that slow,
sor, I'd never got to heaven!"

“Mother” sald Allen, golug to the

“here 18 a tinker, and he says
the elock Is slow."

“It seems te be out of order,” sald
his wife, coming to the step,

“Heams, madam! Nay, It " sald
the straoger. “Did ye mind the stroke
of 1t

“No,” sald she.

“Marry, ‘twas like the call of a dying
man."”
Allen thought a moment as he whit-

“Had I such a stroke on me I'd—I'q
think I was paralyzed,” the stranger

“You'd better fix It, then,” sald Allen.

“Thou art wise, good man,” sald the
stranger. “Mind the two hands oo the
clock an' keep them to thelr place or
they'll beckon thee to poverty.”

The clock was brought to the door-
step, and all gathered about him as he
went to work,

“Ye know a power o' Scripter,” sald
one of the hired men.

“Seripier,” mald the tinker, Inughing.

do, sor, un' much of It according to
the good Bt. Willium, Have ye never
kosponre '

study the wlild folk that live In holes |

The stranger unslung a4 strap |

Trove Innghod,

“T'N give yo o rlddle,” sald the finker,
turning to him.

"How I8 It the clock ean keep a
soboer fnee?

“It has no eara,” Trove answered,

“Right.” snld the old tinker, smiling.
*Thou art n knowing youth, Read

|

“Ye know a power o’ Seripter,”
Blhinkespeare, boy—a little of him three

times a day for the mind's sake. ['ve
traveled far In lonely places aud need-
ed no other company.”

“Ever in Indin? Trove Inquired,
He had been reading of that far lund.

“I was, sor,” the stranger contin.
ned, rubbing a wheel, “I was Hve
years In Indin, sor, an' puart o' the time
Oghting as bard as ever a man could
fight.”

“Fighting!" said Trove, much Inter-
eated.

pinion of the old clock.

“On which side?*

“Inside nn' ontslde.”

“With natives?’

“1 did, sor; three kinds o' them—fe-
ver, fleas an’ the divvie"

“Give us some more Bhakespenre,”
anid the boy, smiling,

The tinker rubbied his spectacles
thouulhitfully, and as he resumed lils
work a souuding flood of tragic utter.
| fiece enme out of him—the great solil

snld with spivit and appreciation. The
Job finished, they bade him put up for
| dlnner,

“A fine colt!” sald Allen ns they
were on thelr way to the stable,

“1 was, wor,” he asserted, olllng a |

“r“h|0qlﬂl'!‘ of Hamlet apd Macheth and |
| Richard 111 and Lear and Antouy, all |

W—w- .
bigh and sel dnye few and preclous,

At first he was angry; then bhe aat
amaong the forns, covering his face and
sobbing with sore resentmeont, The
Hitle filly stood aver him and rabbed
her silky muerle on bis neck and klcked
up her hoeels In play as he puchiod hor
back,

Noxt morning he put her behind n
fence, but ahe went over It with the
ense of 0 wild deer nnd came bound.
Ing after bim. When ot lagt gshe wie
shut In the box stall e could hear her
calling, hulf n mile awny, and It made
bis lieart wsore. Soon after n moose
troed Bl on the trall uod held him
there for qulte hinif a day, Later Im|
bad to belp thrash and was loid up
with the wepsles, Then chme alu and
foodedd fints that torned bim off the |
trall. Yenrs after he used to say that |
work and weather and sickness nsnl|
distance, and even the beasts of s |
Oeld and womd, rexisted him In the wn
of lenrning.

He went to sachool at Hillkborough
that winter. His time, which Allen |
gnve Ll in the summer, hnd ylelded
some $40. He hired o room at 85 cents
a week. Mury Allen bought him a |
small stove and sent to him In the |
sleigh dishes, n kettle, chalr, bed, pil-
low and quilt and a supply of candles,

Bhe surveyed him proudly as he was
going awny that morning In Decem-
ber,

“Folks may cnll ye han'some,” she
sald. “They'd like to make fool of ye, |
but you go on 'bout yer business an'
act as if yeo dido't hear." |

He hod a tigure awkward as yet, but
fast shaping to comeliness. Long, light
halr covered the tops of his enrs and
fell to his collar. His roddy cheeks
were o bit paler that morning, the
curve In bis lps a lttle drawn; his
blue eyes had begun to fll and the
dimple In his chin to quiver slightly ns
he kissed her who hnd been as a moth-
er to him, But he went away laughing.

He got a job in the wmill for every
Boturday at 75 cents a day and soon |
thereafter was able to have a I]I'l'kﬂl_‘r
and n pair of flue boots and o barber |
pow and then to control the length of |
his hale

Trove burnt the candles froely and
wits able, but never brilliant, In his
work that year owing, as all who knew |
him ngresd, to great modesty and |
sionll confidence, He was a Kindly, big |
hearted fellow and bhad wit and a

!lumwlmlm- of anlmals and of wonl-
|(‘l‘nft that made him excellent com- |

pany. His schoolboy diary has been of

“It Is, sor,” snld the tinker, “a most | Breat service to all with a wish to un-

excellent bresd o horses."

“Whore from ¥

“The grandsire from the
Arabla, where Allah eréated the horse
out o the south wind. See the slender
flanks o' the Barbary? Ses her eye?”

He seemed to talk in that odd strain
for the mere Joy of it, amd there was
In his volee the God given vanlty of
bird or poet,

e had caought the filly by her lttle
plume and stood patting her forchead.

For n moment he led her up and down
at a quick trot, her dalnty feet touch.
Ing the enrth lghtly ns a fawn's,

the great sand sca," sald he, ratting
ber head. “Ab, thy neck shall be ns

spray!”

“In one thing you are like Isalal.*
sald Allen as be whittled, *““The Lord
God hath given thee the tongue of the
learned.”

“An' if he grant me the power to
spenk a word In senson to him that Is
weary 1 shall be content,” sald the
tinker,

Dinner over, they enme out of doors,
The stranger stood flling his pipe.
Something In his talk and manner had
gone deep Into the soul of the boy, who
now whispered a moment with his fa-
ther,

“Would you sell the filly ¥ sald Allen,
“My boy would like to own her,”

“What, bo, the boy! The beautiful
boy! An' wonld ye love her, hoy?* the
tinker nsked,

“Yes, sir,” the boy answered quickly.

“An' put a ribbon In her forelock an'
a cont o' sllk on her back, an', mind ye,
e man o' kindoess in the saddle ™

desert o' |

|  Then follows the odd eutry without

“Thou'rt made for the hot leagues o' |

the bowsprit; thy dust ns the ﬂ.\'lug‘

“Yes, nlr”

“Then take thy horse, an' Allih grant
thon bo successful on her a4 many
times ns there be hales In ber skin” |

“And the price?” sald Allen,

“Nome itoan' 11 eall thee just.” |

The business over, the tinker ealled |
to Trove. who had led the filly to her |
sinll,

“You, there, strike the tonts
me the nare. This very day she may |
bear me to forglveness,"

Trove brought the mare.

“Remember,” sald the old man, turn-
Ing as he rolde awny, “In the day o' the
last judgment God 'l mind the look o
thy horse."

He rode on a few steps and halted,
turning in the saddle.

“Thon, too, Phyllis"” he ealled.
‘Il mind the look o' thy master,
that ye bring him safe.”

The little flly began to rear and call,
the mother 1o answaer, For days she
culled and trombled, with wet eyes, lis-
tening for the volee that still answered,
though out of bearing, for‘over the
hills, And Trove, too, was lonely, and
there was a kind of longing in his
heart for the music in that voice of the
strauger,

Rring |

“God
Bee

CHAPTER 1V,

OR Trove It wias 0 duy of sow-
Ing,. The strange old tinker
had filled his heurt with a new
Joy and a new desire, Next
mornlog he got a ride to Hillsborough,
fourtesn: miles, and came back, reading
as he walked a small green book, Its
thin pages covered thick with execra-
bly fine printing, Its title *“The Works
of Bhnkespeare,” He read the book lo-
dustriously and with keen pleasure,
Allen complained shortly that Bhake-
speare and the flly bad lnterfered with
the potatoes and the corn.

The Ally ceased to take food and
plckened for a time after the dam left
her. Trove lay In the stall nights and
guve her milk sweetoned to her lking.
Bhe grew strong and playful aud for-
got her sorrow and began to follow him
like a dog on bls errands up and down
the farm. Trove went to school In the
nutumn—*"select school,” It was called.
A two mile journey it was by teall, but

| T ennnot be sure,

derstand him. On o faded leaf In the
old book one mny read as follows:

1 have recelved Ietters In the handwrit-
Ing of girls, unsigned. They think they
are In love with me and say foolish
things. I know what they're up to, They
ars the kind my mother spoke of—the Kind
that st thelr traps for a fool, and when
he's caught they use him for & thing to
laugh at. They're not golng t teh me,

BExponsox for seven days have been §1.14,
Clint MeCormick spent 0 conts to take
hin girl 10 o show, and I had to Ip him
through the week. 1 told him he ought
to love Caesar loss and Rome more.

which it Is doubtful It the history of
SBidney Trove could ever lave boen
written. At least ouly a guess woulld
bhiave been possible, where now Is cor
talnty. And here I8 the entry:

Binco leaving bome the mon of the dark
have heen very troublesome. They wake
me aboul every other night, and some-
timen I wonder whut they moean,

Now an odd thing had developed in
the mystery of the boy. Even before
he could distinguish between teality
and its shadow that we see In dreams
he used often to sturt up with a lond
ery.of fear In the night. When a small
boy, be used to explain It briefly by
saying, “The wen in the dark.” Later
bhe used to say, “The men outdoors In
the dark.” At ten years of age he
went off on n three days' Journey with
the Allens. They put up In a tavern
that had many rooms and stalrways
and large windows, It was a while
after his return of an evening, before
eandlelight, when & gray curtain of
dusk bhad dilmmed the windows, that he
first told the story, soan oft repented
and familiar, of “*he men in the dark"
-at least he went ns far as he knew.

“T drenm,' he was wont to say In
after life, “that 1 am listening in the
ftill night alone, I am always nlone,
I bear n sound in the silence, of what
I discover then, or
segm to, that 1 stund v a doark room
and tromble with grent fear, of what
I do not know,

I waulk slong swiftly | Ing. Jesus was greatly pleasod by hor

| In bare feet, 1 am so fearful of moking | faith, for it put her where He could
a nolse. 1 am feellng, foeling, wmy | bless her; she hud opened her heart
hunds ont in the durk.  Preseotly they | to Him, See Motthew's rendering  In
touch a wiall and I follow It and then | our Golden Text The devil Is grne
1 discover that I am golng dowustairs. | out.’ Jesuw hod not seen or touctad

It I8 u long journey. At lust I am In
a room where 1 can see windows, and,
boyond, the dim light of the moon.
Now 1 seem to be wrapped In fearful
sllence, Btealthily [ go uear the door.
Its upper half s gloss, and beyond It
I can gee the dark forms of men, One
Is peering through, with face upon the
pane, [ know the other is tryving the
lock, but I bear no sound. T am In a
sllence llke that of the grave, 1 try to
speak. My lips move; but, try us I
may, no sound comes out of them, A
sharp terror 18 pricking Into me, and 1
fiinch as It it were a knife blnde, Well,
alr, that is a thing 1 cannot understand,
You know me, [ am not a coward, If
[ were really In g like #eene fear would
be the least of my emotions, but In the
dream [ tremble nod am afrald, Slow-
ly, sllently, the door opens, the men of
the durk enter, wall and windows be-
gin to reel. | hear a quick, loud ery,
rending the silence and falllng into a
roar like that of Hooding waters. Then
I wake and my dream Is ended for that
night."

Now, men have had more thrilling
and remarkable dreams, but that of
the boy Trove wis as u link In a chaln, | |
lengthening with his life and ever bind-
ing him to some event far beyond the
reach of hix memory.

L
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THE GENTILE
WOMAN’S FAITH

Sunday Schonl Lesson for June 3, 1906

Specially Prepared for This Papes

LESBON TEXT

CORSETS

That torturing pressure
on the chest and abdomen

15 absent from W B.Erea
Form and W, B.

p,
5
.

Mark 7 M3 Memory

verps, ¥

GOLDEN TEXT Grenl in ths thi
ba It unto thee ovon an o " Malt
15:28

TIME. ~Bummer, A. D n fev koi
after lnst losson |

PLACE. —On bordee of onunts of Tyre |
and Bidon, # or W miles nortiiwest of Bog ..f‘
Galilee
Comment and Suggestive Thought,

V. 24. “From thence went" |

From Capernnum or Its vielnity, Jeun

and the twelve went into the nelglibor- |
hood of Tyre. “BDorders.” The o in- |
try district within the domain of the
citles named., “Would bave no man
know it He did not wiali notoriety |
of any sort, He had come hither that)
He might quietly teach His .'um.n"--'a.|
“Could not be hid.” It soon beca.ae

known that the great Healer wus
there
V. 28, “For." What Is about to be

told brought H!m such fame that it
probably acoounts for his brief stay|
in this reglon. In the Rev. Ver, this
verse beging with “But stralghtway.” |
Immedintely upon hearing of His ar-|
rival, a woman who hid u great need

sought Him out, “Young daughter*
A little ehlld, “Had an  ancleun
spirit™ Bhe was the victlm of whoat

was known as demonlacal possession.

Heard of Him" Perhaps she of her
nelghbors had been among those whe
focked to Galllea and henr
Jesus (Mark 3:8).

V. 26 "A Greek" Probably she
spoke the Greek language. “Syrophoe- |
nician.” She was a Phoenlelan by
race, and lMved in the politieal division
known as Syrin; some other Phoenl-
clune lived In northern Afriea, &nd
were termed Libyo-Phoenielans, “Be-
sought Him.' By combining Mat-'
thew's necount with that of Mark, we
#ee that the following conversalion
took place:

to see

Woman—Huave mercy on me, 0O
Lord, thou son of David: my daughter
18 grievously vexed with a devil.
Jesus remains silent
Diseiplos—Send her
crieth alter us

away, for sha
Jesus (to disciples)—]1 am not sent
but unto the lost sheep of the houss ot
Israel
Womun
me!
Jesug (to womani)—Let the chilidren
first be filled; for it Is not meet to
take the children’s bread and to enst

{worshipingi—Lord, help

It unto the dogs
Woman—Truth, Lord: yet the dogs
under the table eut of the children’s

crumbs,

Jesus—0, womun, great 19 thy fa'th:
twe It unto thee even as thou wilt. Geo
thy way; the devil Is gone out of thy
daughter

As we see how Jesus tried the wom-

4 @
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Erect Form 929 « § Siost, | of Bative | 5

Erect Form 958 « {m}ﬂwua 200

/i | Nuform 415 « « {AXesE® 1o Basin 300
Al ! .
Style 407 Ereet Form 208 - { .I‘?'II:.;:I : 'TI' g:;'l‘l‘“' 3.00
WPRINOGOARTEN BROS.,, Makers, 077870 Broadway, New Yor)
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EAU DE QUININE
HAIR TONIC

*Without question, an indispersable adjunct to & Iady's toilet table

—e ingly mentonous in preserving hair and caumng
its lustre."— Lillian Russell,

. *Indispensable "—* Meritorious " —* Preserving the hair"—* Caus-
the hair to retain its lustre.”
ndl}ﬂelrut}uhl\'ebwnpfmmdlwwol
inence and

" of beauty—people of refinement—
everywhere, inust on having the genuine
ED. PINAUD'S EAU ﬂﬁ'glll_lllﬁ HAIR TONIC

FREEv-—F.-l. Pinand’s Eau de Quinine Hair Tonke ¢ three anglication: { enn o

. rapuiie perfumne, Brise Labavmes Vicletie, lor five tines
ELIXIR DENTIUFICE fer fve times.  Sendl 10 'cont. 45 oy postan ao

ED. PINAUD'S AMERICAN OF

Weite To. Day.
B Piannd NMulldlug

an, first by His silence, then by ap- s :.:.‘. l"-:‘__‘;}
parent rebuff, we foel sure that He
wins  trying to bring her Into “the
household of falth,” that she, as well ————e——

a8 her donughter, might be blessed

V. 27. “Let the children first be
filled.” Jesus' words to the disciples
(see above), which she had heard,
would give her to understand that He
meant Gentiles must walt untll Israel-
ites were provided for. “Not ml_ml."|
Not fitting. “Unto the dogn” ‘The
Jews thought that they alone were
chlldren of God, and they called people |
of other natlons "dogs,” 1o Indicate
that thelr lives were unclean, #nd
perhaps 'hat they “barked” at true
Godal' s,

\. 28, "She answered.” One of weak
falth .night have gone home digeour-|
nged or perhaps resentful, but this|
woman's falth was energized by‘
mother-love, and she was ready 1to
bear anything If she might gain her
danghter's restoration. *“Yes, lnrqt_"l
She agreed to what Jesus sald, and!
addressed Him ps the sovereign Lord
of mankind. *“Yet the dogs,"” ete. 'The!
woman humbly accepts what He save )

and from the truth of the proverh
drows a new plea
28, “For this saving.”" Bacause of

the falth and love shown by this saye-

the child, He

that she

bt
Is oured
V. 30, “Was come to her house.” He-
Heving Jesus wourd, she hastened
homewnrd and found her dnughter, re-
leased from her malady, “lald”—or
more lterally  “thrown"—upon the
bed. Probably a convulsion bhad ae-
What a happy
home that humble cottage oow  hn-
Note the obstacles which "nis

creame: (1) Nationality;
foreigner. (2) He-
liglon; she wae n Canannite and pagan,
(3) Speech; she was o CGreek, a Lens
tile. (4) Sex; she was a woman, and
not accustomed W appear in publie,
Beyond all these, Jesus, Himself,

nxsures the mother
|

womau

Pacific Goast
Excursions

O the man who seeks a climate thag
is mild and a region of widely varied
resources, the Pacific Coast offers

great opportunities. ,
California, Oregon and Washington, splendid 4 their
climatic and _health-building conditions offd/ the 9p-
portunity of a life-time rl:lr_‘tll:l:!ldi.ﬂg\lp“.‘:!»T‘IC\L\' hdme.
One-way Colonist tickets are ar sale ddily, eb. 15th
to April 7th, at the rate” of / 33 3.00:{réMh (‘htcan__r_n, with
torrespondingly low rates from all jointss” Daily and
Personally Conducted Excursions
on which a double berth in"a Pullman tourist sleeping
car from Chicageacosts only $7.00: All agents sell tickets
via the Chicag Union”! Pacifig*& North-Western Line,
The train sebvige /ist of the best,— these tickets are
in_ tourist ingtars on the famous Electric-
s Eimiiled, less than '
epn Californmia without
Salt,Lake Route, and
‘& Tapan Fast Mail,
to Sghekrancisco, Los Angeles
tland-daily.
ou want o know how to reach this land where the climate
and where labor is never oppressed by stress of weather,

ow much It costs to goand what you can do when you get there,
send 4 cents [or books, maps, time tables and full inlormation,

UNITTON
PATCIFIC

]
mil

Practical Points,
V. 26, Sooner or luter Christ and the
are sure 0 meet—1

V. 26. Bach soul is tormented by

V. 27. When Jesus seems deal to
wr ery, He Is opeéning the way and
for sending the
argest possible answer —Jas. 1:3, 4

V. 28. Every difficulty surmouated
ifts us higher, makes our faith strong-

V. 28. Nothing can stand before one

o ——

ver, Colorado Springs and
Puebln,

Via the Chicago, Unlon Paclfic &
This low rate ls in

e R ——

yillette
G: Q it( l‘$e

Razor

HONIN
N
STROPRINC

Triple silver-plated. Always
sharp. Always ready. You
simply lather and shave.

Each set contains 12 double-
edged blades, 24 keen cutting

edges. Fach blade is tempered so hard by our secret process it will give
an average of 20 to 40 velvet shaves,

Ask your dealer to show it to you and explain its extra=
ordinary merits or write us for free specially illustrated booklet,

very complete In detall, to anyone up
on recelpt of price named,

This ls a recent compllation, and
iata, waps, lllustrations, etc,, are re
llable and from best sources. Sent
prepald on receipt of price.

effect the firat and third Tuesday of
each month  Other low rate tickers
#30 00 round trip, dally, beginning June
1. The Colorado Special, only one
night to Denyer, leaves Wel's Sireet
Statlon 7:00 p. m. Avother excellent
rhm&tr n leaves at 11:00 p. m.
For tickktsand full loformatlon, app

A. M. OLELAND, General Pasn
Agent, Bt, Paul, Mianesota.

GILLETTE SALES COMPANY

TIMES BUILDING, TIMES SQUZ RE, - - . MNEW YORK

N ————

Pat—0 see Dongan has been left 4 | Backbay—Is she from a branch of
ine lot of property. any particular tree ¥

Mike—Ilbe poor devil! An'he wll| Wabhash—I dun't krow, but If she 18

dresgs N. M. Breeze,
w Bt.,

to r nearerst ticket nt or ad-
you maa.rcm'

'l the taxes he can pas alreadv — |'t's a peach tree —Hrowulag's Maga-
Uoston Transcrips. &g, .

f .
a o s
. = Ll " Al
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