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CHAPTER VIL—(Cont'd.)

* As may be imagined, Tom thought a
great deal about it. He knew by the
Colonel’s questiong, and by the tone of
his voice, that the affair was regard-
ed as serionc, Tom, although not
brilliant, %ad a good deal of common
sense. He was able to put two and
two together, and his Lancashire)
gumption led him to see further than
many gave him credit for. He kept|
his own counsel, but he had become
alert vo the finger-tips.

Altogether that night was the most|
wonderful in Tom’'s history. In a
way he could not understand, it form-|
ed an epoch in his life; it affected him |
in many ways. From that time hei
felt the reality of God. It was not|
an impression which came to him for
a moment and then passed away, 1t
~was something which became perman-
ent. God was a personal Power ever
present with him. He was not simply |
some great Eternal Abstraction, but
He was a great loving Father, reveal-
ed through Jesus Christ His Son. All
the teaching he had received in the
Sunday School, all the addresses he
had heard at the Y.M.C.A. huts, came
back to him. He formulated no|
theories, he tried to shape no creeds,
but there seemed to be a Spiriutal De-!
posit in his life to which he had |
hitherto been a stranger. He was a
child of the Great Eternal Father, and
Jesus Christ had told him what that
Father was like. He said nothing
about it to any one, it was not some-
thing to talk about. To Tom it was
very real, and in a vital sense the
knowledge made him a new man; a
new . life pulsated through his being.
What it was he could not tell, did not
even care. But it was there. In-|
deed he had a greater love for his,
life than ever, but he was no longer|
afraid. .

It was not until two days later that
Tom received news that Alec Mc¢Phail
was among the wounded and had been’
removed to a hospital some little dis-|
tance from Ypres, on the road lead-|
ing to Cassel. He had seen but little|
of McPhail since he had come to
France, as the Scotchman’s battalion
“of the Black! Watch occupied the
trench some three miles from where
the Lancashires were situated. They
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‘had met ocecasionally near Ypres, but

my mind, and I just accepted the way
o' salvation, which my mither explain-
ed to me when I were a wee laddie.
And it worked, Tom! It worked! I
laughed at releegion when I was wy’
you in Lancashire; but man, there’s
nothing else that stands by a man.
Ay, and it works, it does. I want ye
to write to my mither and teyl her this.
Tell her that I gave my life to the
Lord on the nigh% before I left Eng-
land, that I have not touched a drap
of drink since then, and that 1 r'.‘LE.'d
with the tove of God in my heart. Will
vou tell her, Tom?"”

“Ay,” said Tom, “I will.”

“Write down her address, will ye?”

Tom’'s hand trembled and the tears
coursed down his face as he wrote the
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had had little to say* to each other.
When Tom heard he was wounded,
however, he determined to go and see

|address of the woman who lived away
|in the Highlands of Scotland.

4Tt will comfert her,” said Mc¢Phail
when this was done. “Tt will make

'her feel that her teaching and her ex-

ample were not in vain.”
" %Ay, but you must not die, you must
not die,” sobbed Tom.

“Dinna talk like that, lad,” said the
Scotchman. “I have becen thinking it
all oot sin’ I have been here, and it's
richt. It's a’ richt. Without shed-
ding of blood there is no remission of
sin, and you can’t purge away iniquity

him.

“He got it bad,” said a friend of
MecPhail's; “they told me at the dress-
ing station t

do it.”

to die!” said Tom.

“Nay, I don't think it’s so bad as
that,” replied the other, “but he’s got
it bad.”

When Tom arrived at the little town
where the hospital was situated he
immediately asked for permission to
see the wounded man.

The nurse shook her head. “I doubt
if you can,” she replied.

“Is he very bad?" asked Tom.

The nurse nodded. “Very bad in-
deed,” she replied; “he was wounded
the other morning when the ‘attack
was made. We seem to have lost a
number of men.”

“Yes,” said Tom, “I was there and
I heard that the Black Watch were
called up.”

For a few seconds there was a
silence between them, while Tom scan-
ned the nurse's face closely.

“Do you mean to say he's going to
die?” asked Tom, and his voice trem-
bled a little.

The nurse nodded. “] am afraid

c0,” she said, “He’s too 1ll to see any
one, fmd I' doubt if he would know
rou.’
; “T am sure he would like to see me,”
said Tom pleadingly; “you see we were
pals in EIJ_,:au"uzEus.}'rire, and we saw a
gpodish bit of each other while we
were in the camp in Surrey. I would
like to see him if I could, I would
really.”

“Well, I shall have to speak to the
doctor,” was the nurse’s reply. “Will
you wait here? I won't be long be-
fore I'm back. =

A curious feeling came into Tom’s
heart. He did not know very much
about McPhail, but he recalled the con-
versations that they had had in Lan-
cashire, and he vividly remembered

hat he was in no fit condi- |
tion to be remnved, but they had to
“You don¥ mean to say he'’s gﬂing: |
'in a way that is what we are doing.|

'without paying the price: I am a part
'of the price, Tom. The Son of God
' died that others might live. A That’s
not only a fact, it is a principal.
Thousands ofsus ar® dying that others
may live. Christ died that He might
give life and liberty to the world, and

I can’t richtly explain it, it’s too deep
for me: but I see glimpses of the truti.
Tom, have you learnt the secret your-
self 7" a

“I think T/have,” replied Tom. “On
the night of the attack I was on sentry
duty, and while I was alone I—I pray-

ed. I could not say it in words like,
they wouldn’t come, but I am sure I
got the erip of it, and I feel as though
God spoke to me.”

dving man eagerly.
think ve could pray now?”

By this time the room had become
very silent.

to that which I have tried to describe,
but the two lads were not conscious of
the presence of others.

“] don't know as I can pray in
words,” said Tom, “somehow .prayer
seems too big to put into words.
just think of God and remember the
love of Jesus Christ. But happen I
can sing if you can bear it.”

“Avy. lad, sing a hymn,” said the

Scotchman.
- Tom knelt by the dying man’s bed
‘and closed his eyves. For some time
nothing would come to him; his mind
seemed a blank. Then he found him-
self singing the hymn he had often
sung as a boy.

Jesu, Lover of my soul,

Let me to Thy Bosom fly,

While the nearer waters roll,

While the tempest still is high;

Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life 1s past,

Safe into the haven guide,

O receive my soul at last,

“Ay, that’s it, that’s it,” said the

Scotchman, “it's a hymn I dinna ken,

the nig’ht before they had started for
the Front. @ McPhail had been very
much wrought upon then. Tom had
watched his face while they sat to-
gether in the Y.M.C.A. hut when the
speaker was telling them about the
deep needs of their lives.
face had become set and stern, al-
though his lips quivered. ~ Afterwards

Tom never forgot.

Scotchman had uttered words which
He wandered now if MecPhail had‘

meant what he said, wopndered too if

he had realised the same experinces|
which he, Tom, had passed through.

It seemed awful that this tall, stal-|

wart Scotchman was going to die. Why
should men be killed in this way?
Why should that lonely Scotchwoman,
McPhail’s mother, have to suffer be-
cause of German sins?

McPhail’s |

forgets

when they had gone to the canteen the

but it goes to the heart of things. Man,
can ye recite to me the twenty-third
Psalm ?”

!. “Nay,” replied Tom, “I forgot which

iths.?

“That's because you were born and
reared in a godless country,” replied
the Scotchman. “No Scottish lad ever
the twenty-third Psalm,
especially those who canna thole the
paraphrases. ‘The: Lord 1i1s’' . my
Shepherd,’ surely ye ken that, Tom ?”

“Ay,” replied Tom eagerly, “I know
that.”

Then the two lads recited the psalm
together: .

“The Lord is my Shepherd; I shall
not want.

“He maketh me tolie down in green
pastures: He leadeth me beside still

waters.
He leadeth

The nurse came back te him.

d6ctor says he may.
ing for you."
“Asking for me?" queried Tom,

“Yes, I didn’t know anything about

“He |
wants to see you,” she said, “and the
He's been ask-|

“He restoreth my soul:
me in the paths of righteousness for
His Name's sake.

“Yea, though 1 walk through the
valley of the shadow of death, I will
fear no evil: for Thou are with me;
Thy rod and Thy staff they comfort

“That’s it, lad, that’s it!” said the]
“Tom, do ye|

The men who had been|
talking freely were evidently listening |

I've grieved her sair.”

| bit longer, but there, it’s a’ for the|to the very foundations.
best.

| here, when we left the canteen to-|news.
| gether 7”

it. © He's been telling another nurse me.”
that he wanted to see you. Pollard| “Stop there!” said the Scotchman.
is your name, isn't it?” t“That’s eno’. It’s a’ there, Tom; that’s

A few seconds later Tom was ad-| why I'm not afraid now. I'm in the
mitted into the room where a number valley of the shadow of death, but I
of men lay. MecPhail was in a corner |dinna fear: the Lord is wi’ me, and
of, the room partially hiddei. from the He’s gotten hold of my hand.”
rest. The Scotchman gave Tom a| “You must go now,” said the nurse,
smile of recognition as he came up to|coming up, ‘“‘the doctor says you must
him, not stay any longer.”

“I felt sure ye'’d come,” he whisper-| “Good-bye,” said the Scotchman,
ed. “They told me I couldna get at| with a smile, “it’'s a’ richt; you'll tell
ve, but I had a feeling that I should my mither, won't you?”
see ye before I died.” “Ay, I will,” said Tom.

Tom hesitated a second before re-| “And—and Tom,” said the Scotch-
plying. ' | man almost eagerly, “although I shall

“It may not be as bad as that,” he be dead, I shall be near you, and

| said, “lots of chaps who have looked | mebee— Ay, but we shall meet in a

worse than you have got better.” | better world, Tom. It's a’ richt,”

“Nay,” said McPhail, “I'm pipped,I| As Tom passed through the room
have got to go. I'm not in any pain,/ where the sick and wounded men lay,
though,” he added quickly, “the doctor | he noticed that they looked towards
saw to that, but it willna be long afore | him longingly, wondaci1g:7.  The at-
I'm gone. Tom, I would like ye to| mosphere of the plac seemed charged
write a letter to my mither. As I with something sacred. At that mo-
told you, she's a godly woman, and ment Tom knew the me?ning of the

' word Sacrament.

“I will do anything’you ask me, Mc-| The next day the Scotchman died.
Phail,” was Tom's reply. “Ay, but|The nurse was with him to the very
don't give up; you may get well yet,|last, and just before he breathed his
and have another smack at the Ger-|last breath he lifted his eyes to her
mans.” 'with a smile.

“Nay,” replied the other, “I have| “It’s a’ richt, nurse,” he said, “what
done my bit. I would like to live a|my mither taught me was true down
I'm not #fraid, Tom; do you re- “Ay, it was grand, it was grand!”
member that night before we came out| said Tom Pollard when he heard the
“Tt doesn't seem like death
at all, it was just vietory, victory!”

“Ay, I remember.” | After that Tom did his work with a

“] settled it that night,” said the|new light in his eyes. It seemed as
Scotchman. “You remember me|though his visit to the Scotchman had
tellin’ ye that I was always a thinking | removed the last remaining cloud
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to get from a pound of tea.
e that proves the fine quality of

Red Rose Tea, which

goes further and tastes

better because it consists chiefly of rich, strong
teas grown in the famous district of Assam in

H.

Northern India.

A pound of Red Rose
gives 250 cups.

Kept Good by the
Sealed Package
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MAKING TRENCH TORCHES. |

Ingenious Invention of a New York|

Woman. !

In these days of wartime activities
and self-sacrifice; intensive retrench- |
ments, intensive production, intensive |
training, it will surprise no one to
learn that a New York woman has
turned the parlor of her home into a
factory where small but willing hands
produce the trench torch—otherwise
called le petit lambeau. The torch it-
self, one of America’s latest and most
ingenious contributions to the war, is

' the surprise, |
Like many another useful invention,
it is simplicity itself—strips of news- |

paper rolled on a small ecylindrical

' mould of wood, the mould being re- |

moved after the roll is tied with |
single turn of common cord and be-
fore it has been dipped
The finished product, a sturdy '1ittle!
tube three inches long by about an
inch in diameter, gives a six ecan
power light for forty-five minutes at/

the—in this day—amazing cost of

one-third of a cent.
Add to this trivial cost a singular

adaptability to conditions now prevail- |

ing in the zone of trench warfare, and
surgeon and soldier have good reason
to rejoice. The torch is waterproof,
an important item; it is easily carried
in pocket or pouch by thedozen, if ne-
cessary; it is all but indestructible; it
burns with a clear, bright flame and is
non-explosive. All these points re-
commend it to the surgeon in the field
or the soldier in his trench or dugout.

Apparently’ the trench torch has
come to stay. Its practical utility is
indicated in Mrs. Gushee’s own state-
ment that the torch makes it possible
to light thirty soldiers forty-five min-
utes for ten cents, or as long as it
takes to read a short story or play a
game of cards. And this does not take
into account the more serious phase
when a surgeon bends over a stricken
man and dresses his wounds by the
flaming light of a little slug of paraf-
fine soaked waste paper.

The simple idea of a woman eager
to serve! Only that. Yet who knows
how many: weary hours may be lifted
out of tedium into something ap-

e ——,

in paraffin, |

dle- |

proaching cosiness and comfort, how

many wounds may be stanched in
time by those little dabs of light?
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THE MIGHTY PEN

That an army of 25,000,000 people 18
armed with fountain pens is the amaz-
ing fact brought out in a recent.issuse

| of The Pen Prophet that gives a pre-

sent day emphasis to Lytton’s “The
pen is mightier than the sword.” ' And
this great army is growing at a tre-
mendous rate. 2,000,000 recruits were
added last year by the Waterman
Ideal alone. This growth is all the
more striking when it is considered
that just 34 years ago Lewis Edson
Waterman, a native of Decatur, N.Y,,
began making fountain pens by hand
in a little shop behind a cigar store in
New York City. His l}utput"x{fas 200

al
'pens a year.
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Carbolic acid is powerless as a dis-
infectant unless diluted with at least
20 times its bulk of cold water. '

The robin is the last bird to retire
to its nest in the evening. It has
large eves, and can see well by a dim
light.

Cleaning and Dyeing

The postman and the express-
man bring Parker Dyeing and
Cleaning Service right to your
door. We Hay carriage one way.

Our exceptional facilities en-
sure promptness as well as ab-
solute thoroughness, — when
you think of clean-
ing or dyeing think
of PARKER'S,

Write for booklet.

Be sure to address your
_parcel clearly to receiv-
"ing dept.
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PARKER’S DYE WORKS
LIMITED
791 YONGE STREET
TORONTO
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It

An exceptional opportunity
class machine at a bargaln.
A.1 Motor, Universal Tone Arm that plays
all makes of records. and Tone Control for
full or modulated volume.
all
riced machines.
nish, 41 in. high.

Ona vear guarantee with each machine.

77 BAY ST,
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MANUFACTURER'S OVERSTOCK

To be cleared ont at

WHOLESALE PRICES

hﬂgozayhs

Reg. §50 *.¢° 335

to get a first-
Equipped with

Has, In fact,
found on the higher
The case s in mahogany

the features

not as represanted return within 10

davs and get vour money back.

Price
order or C.0.D,

G. D. ROBERTSON:

while they last $3b0 cash with

Manufacturars' Agent,

TORONTO

1 WHEELOCK ENGINE, 18x42,

New Automatic Valve Type.
flywheel, etc. Will accept $1,200

Complete with supply and exhaust piping,

cash for immediate sale.

1 ELECTRIC GENERATOR, 30 K.W., 110-120 Velts D.C.
Will accept $425 cash for Immediate sale. :

1 LARGE LEATHER BELT. Double, Endless. 24 inch x 70 ft.
Will accept $300 for Immediate sale, although belt is in excellent con-
dition and new one would cost about $600.

PULLEYS, Large size.
26x66—$30 ; 12x60—3$20 ;

12/ £I4E—$12 "

12x36—%8.

2 BLOWERS OR FANS, Buffalo make.

One 10 inch, other 14 inch discharge—$30 each.

REAL ESTATES CORPORATION, LTD.

sort o' laddie? “_E*e::!.‘ when 1 got 1 which had hung in the sky of his faith.
away by mysel’ that night I made up! (To be continued.)

60 Front St. West, Toronto



