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shall breed hate, murder shall breed
murder, until the gods create a race
that can understand.””™

“That's it, isnt it?” said Miss Levi-
&80T “A race Lhat—"

\ foreed him to hi. knees.

hind him. “That's my whfe!” [

Gilchrist made no meove. -_

“Caught in what act, Joe?" he ask-'
ed calmly. I

“You—" Hennig’s thick tengue and
Gilehrist’s ease halted him. - |

“Tell them what we're here for—
ycu Grubby,” said Daniel,

Grubby moved toward the back-|
ground.

“I don’t want to get in no trouble,”
he =aid, evasively,

The stalwart figure of Umanski
moved through the erowd. Catching
Hennig by the shoulder the Pole

“I'll tell you,” he shouted at the
cringing man.

“Umanski!” protested Gilchrist,

“I tell you, Hennig,” went on Um-
arski. “Mr. Giichrist been friend tﬂl
everybody. And now when he need
friend, nobody knows nothing. Well,
I know. 1 know anybody hurt him
gotta lick me.”

“No — please — Umanski!” Daniel
implored.

Umanski had held a threateaing
fist abeve Joe,

#Shall 17" he asked.

“lo—no,” said Gilchrist, and s'ow-
ly the Pole backed away and Hennigz
rose to his feet, his bravery restored
| by rescue.

“I'll show you the kind of fake

out of the church. He was a spy for
the people that live on labor and he
came to the mines while we was on

A door flung open viclently inter-
rupted her. It was Pearl Henig,
kreathle=s
“Mr. Gilchrist!” she demanded.
Daniel turned to her calmly

i'l‘ . . u, r‘,j.a. I # by ‘;.r.:-l..

voy d gone.
2 ‘No—1've been watchin’ and I've
got to speak to you—quick! She
was twitching nervously.

“In just a few minute=!" Daniel
turmed back to ] :-!-- I.-!-‘-".r.!'-r .

“Now!"” shouted Pearl excitealy.
‘Joa'= out theve!™

Mre. Mulligan resented the dis-
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WaArm ;:.:-1* L) EN oY her

ober state There were Mr.

and Mrs, Henchley, he a middle aged |

locks nith, not without 1 HETVE, Hﬁ{i"

ahe towering aJsove him fnrrr.ui:lhl:ﬁ

“Good evenis Mrs. Mulligan " |

sail Mary Margaret pleasantly. 1

“It is not," the redfaced woman |
relorted

['he others held the ev ning in bet-
ter repute., however, and returned!
Mary Margaret’s greeting with good |
grace, and that of Gilehrist, too.

“Yes," foilowed up his wife. “]
wanted to speak to you about Mr.
Henchley's pants.”

“l1 guess we're early,” said Mr
Henchley to Danie

"-“&‘. HH‘. hievs wha'

# 1IN i

‘Pan elierated M Hen:hie
“1 took t & spot with gasoi.ne—and |
nung em on the fire escape that runs |
across from this house, and tonight
they was gone, and I think you ought
to look into your lodgers.'

“T will.” said Gilehrist, nodding

“'l,i-,q',li €Y En . EVi l'_*,.hr'vli} ; Th-l'
others ackncwledged the greeting of
& tail, angular Jewess, a garment
worker, out almost ‘.I'.H':..'-I.'.;:_- in ap-
pearancs

“Leo] eV
[J.’:.'..f

“I've brought you back Your boow,"
she said, handing & velume to Gil-
ehr

ng, Miss Levison,” said|

“Whoat've you been
wd Mrs. Henchley

“torge Bernard Shaw." the gFir!
,‘!'-"l_i_'I“lh-.

“1 s'pose 7you t read 'The
FI'.! P~ ‘
"We've e Teading "Lassar -ll-l_.ll
Cleopatra ther,” put in Gilchrist.
“1hat S where we got the quotation
n 1 boa I've jumbled it a bit.
the board and read:
ihe end of nisty I hntp

LIFE'Y] | K=

I'm never too tired
to sleep now ~
Rested nerves make all the difference

“Aw, shut up!” she bluarted.

“Mre. Mullican!” admonished Gil-

st “Pearl—y» 're interrupting

YiAMl WELDd "".'._'.:" '-" :‘1'-:.:': !.rl" 8,0 ‘_“'.' ’

Wi gorn o have hated l-".i-:l'_':,'h;]'.L."
different from ourselves—" Miss Le-
ViLEon WwWeént on— Iin statioT. OT TAcE
or religi

Pearl stood by
ture AT DaY.

“Yes," said Daniel, quite
‘It's stopid—and mstinetive.
noticed we're inclined to blame a man

Some day we'll get over the idea that
all who differ from us are villains and

that we should hate each other m-!
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Umanski held a threatening fist

i above Joe,

stead of trying to undersiand each
other. It was on the batilefields that
| came to believe a man’s life might
well be given to teaching and preach-
ing—love!”

A crash drowned the last word, as
a half-brick ¢ame hurtling through
the window and dropped at Gilchrist's
feet. There were screams and a gen-
eral rush for cover.

Gilchrist alone stood his ground.

“Don’'t be alarmed,” he said easily.
“It's only some hoodlum.”

“It's Joe!” sereamed Pearl. *T seen
him in front. That's why 1 couldn’t
get out. Somebody go for the police.”

There was a general movement to-
ward the door.

i i3 " 5 . . !
‘No!” ecommanded Gilchrist, and

theéy halted.

“He's got other men with him,”
Pearl pleaded. “He’ll kill you.”

The outer door slammed. She threw
bherself against the entrance to the
TOOMm

“Here he comez! Don't let him in!
somebody help mel”

“Step aside, Pearl,” Daniel com-
manded. She did so, and George F.
Goodkind entered. “It's only Mr.
Goodkind,” Gilchrist added.

“Yes,” said Goodkind, “and your
neighbors are calling.”

Agitation spread in the litile group.
They huddled together like sheep in
o thunder storm, exchanging fright-

‘ened glances.

Then came an ominous rumbli
Staccato shouts squnded above
neise of clumping feet.

The door was flung open. Reeling,
Joe Henig, stumbling, followed by a
muttering mob. At the sight of her
husband, Pearl had run to Gilchrist
for protectign, He put a reassuring

| strike and ran away with my wife.”
! “It wasn't him,” protested Pearl.
1 “She sayvs that 'cause she's stuck
on him!"”

“I ain't.”
| “Well, vou're workin’ for him, ain’t
L

g W

| “Your wife's working in a store

that's been foolin' you. He got kicked:

“For Christ's sake, ain't ycu ﬁm!
with me now?”’ she said, half pro-
test, half surprise.

“For Christ’s sake-—" said*Gilchrist
reverently, “No.” He put his arm
aboul her shoualder.

Jos Hennig stirred resticssly on un-
steaay feet.

*“It's all a fake,” he shouted. “Ain't
vou fellows on? He got every rotten
woman in the neizhborhood workin’
for 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 br'ag your kid in here—
and keep her—against her will? Didn’t
he?"”

“That's what he done,” said Mal-
duca, sullenly, The meb stirred
again. There were rumbles of half-
hushed suggestions of violence. Hen-
nig heard them with weleone,

{To be con :."".HE.L}

uptown,” said Gilchrist. The remark

| wasg received with Jeers, :

b “My wife’'s workin' Sixth avenue,”

[
|
‘his own. “She's walkin' the streets!”
| "“That's a lie,” shouted Daniel.

“T heard from a pal she picked up
last night.”’

Gilchrist turned to Pearl expecting
tc =e¢ her head held high In scorn
and refutation. Instead he s=aw it

MIWEeL

| “Pear neée shaud Gatn o Delievi

‘It 1= a he?

| i i & & - %
' She was sobbing softly now,

“"No,” sne said, brokenly. "It's|

The contemaptuous rumble of vindi
cation came from the leering, sway-
mob and drowned her weeping.

CHAPTER XXI.
The bowed head took the taunts
L and jeers for only & moment. Then
Pearl Hennig, with & hardness that
was new to her but as old to her kind
as selfdefence is old, rose and turned
Jointly on Gilehrist as well as the mob
' in defianee.
| “Yes, it's true,” she repeated, bit-
iterh:. “Why wouldn't it be?' She
|faced Gilehrist. *“I tried to have
| strength—Ilike you t#®d me—and I had
& job— but when the other girls got
| wise—they ain't no better than I am."”
She gave way before hie ealm,
steady gaze.
|  “Anyway—" she said haltingly, “I
lied. I am walkin’ tHe streets. 1
ain't no good. 1 ain'f fit to live”
Slowly she started to sink at his feet.
He caught her up.
“Peari!” he said softiy.
She pulled to free herseif.
= —————
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gaid Hennig with a sneer for her|
{ehame and a touch of eelf-pity for|

R “Dreams feed no swine.”

Full size biscuits
With hot milk
warming en

" The Stray

A Slight Sketch From Life

She was just a little thin dog, with
matted, tangled, dirty hair;, taught,
by ill-usage, hunger, and neglect, to be
afraid of everything, and to trust to
nothing except her own little tired
legs. |

I don't know how long she had been |
lost in the streets, but she was in a
deplorable condition when 1 first saw |
her.

Some noisy schoolboys on roll:r
skates were chasing her, and in an-|
swer to my expostulations they said: |
“Please, miss, it's only a stray!™

I followed her down a side-street,
aud saw she was searching the gut-
ters for food, with famished looks.

Presently we came to a great build-
ing, and through the open gate we
could see a school playground. In
it stoodd a man throwing corn to a
great flock of pigeons.
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| MART TWEED BOLEU
A lightweight tweed in.beige and]|
'brown tones in combination with|
i matching beige wool crepe is ideal 1'1:-1'|
¢lassroom, travel and later for early|

Spring wear without a topeoat. Style|
No. 375, designed in sizes 6, 8, 10, 12|
and 14 years, simulates two-piece mode
| with its all-around kilted plaited skirt
|uttached to hipbsiind The plain wool
|Erepﬂ is plaited for collar and is also
used to bind edge of bolero. Navy blue
jorsey with beige jersey, bright red
gilk crepe with only contrast noted in
black grosgrain ribbon tie, bottle

| near her, and fear gave her legs untir-

green velveteen ith caramel shade silk
crepe, French blue linen with white
linen, and cotton broadcloth in geo-
metric print with plain contrast in
harmonizing tone are striking and
practical ideas for its development.

Perhaps the sight of wngry things
being fed gave her courage; at any
rate, she crept in at the open gate,
and I followed her.

The man was the caretaker of the
school, and a good friend to all ani
mals. When he saw his timid, wretch-
ed, starved little dog, he at once made
kindly advances, but she fed, terri |
fled. At that he carvefully closed 'hl,‘l
playground gate and tried to catch the
gtray.

For all his coaxing he could not get|

ing speed Wildly she searched for
the way she had come in, and darted
to and fro. Finally the caretaker
called his wife—a kindly soul in a big |
blue apron. Together they cornered |
the trembling little dog, and the wife |
threw her hiuwe apron over her, and |
then she was caught. She was mere |
gkin and bone, and her back was badly |
bruished and bleeding f{rom some
heavy blow.

She lay trembling with terror, wait-|
ing for more cruel cuffs and blows |
from her captors. Instead, she wnﬂ;L
gently carried into a warm room and |
placed on a mat,

Pattern price 20¢ in stamps or ceoin
(coin is preferred). Wrap coin care-]
fully, i
HOW TO ORDER PATTERNS. |
Write your name and address plain-
ly, giving number and size of such
patterns as you want. Enclose 20¢ in
stamps or coin (coin preferred; wrayp
it carefully) for each number and
address r order to Wilson Pattern
Bervice, 79 West Adelaide St., Toronto.
Fatterns sent by &an early mail
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How Many Dreams

How many dreams for a penny?
Dreams are poor fare for many.

“Flour and salt,” said the grocer,
“Herrlng and dills—" .
In a purple fen the fireless hover
around g silver lotus,
“"Dreams pay no bills.” ...

“Clover and corn,” sald the farmer,
“Horges and kine—"
Ripples of silver sequins
on lazy waters
tease the drowsy pools’
unwinking amber eyes,

How many dreams for a penny?
Dreams are poor fare for many.
—Maud E. Uschold in The Saturday
Review of Literature.
——

Economis Slavery

Toronto Mail and Empire (Coms.):
Our pulpwood, our pulp, our mirerals
in the primary state are gladly per-
mitted to enter ‘he United States,
thre to provide material for manufac-
turing industries, which will return
a jercenta- + of tha finished products
to our consumers. Should the country
which denles Canad a market for its
fr-m products. a: ! for the finish-d
product. of Cr adian labor, be allowed
to grab two-thirds of the huge buying
power of our natural industries and
thus so deluge our market with manu-
factured products as to blight the
growth of our own manufacturing in-
dustries? N~ other country gives the
Uzited States a market of such mag-
nitude mno even free-trade Britain,
Wr~t is the secret of the United
‘.tes’ power over the Canadian mar-
ket* Why does the King Government
continue to make the United States,

|
|

with which we have no commercial
MI the most h"ﬂ‘l‘ﬂ “ﬂﬂlq. to

fine, and her frightened eyes were

Once she must have been pretty,
for she was tiny and well made, and |
her dirty, matted hair was long and

dark and bright. Her new {riends
brought her food and tried to reas
sure her, but she erouched elose to the |
wall, trembling, with her face hidden
for nearly fifteen minutes.

At length the kind strokings and
pats, and the kind voices and smell |
of food, prevalled. She turned round |
towards the plate stealthily, and sud-
denly started eating like a famished
woll.

Her new friends would not give her
too much In heér present condition.
When the plate had been licked clean*
many times over, she showed what
struck me as wonderful powers acd
memaory combined,

Once someone had loved her and
taught her tricks. The poor, bruised,
starved little creature, with a dim re.
membrance of politeneas in happier
days (perhaps by association with
kind voices and a carpet), sat up
gravely on her hind legs, and, peeping
through her mop of hair with her
bright eyes, she extended a dirty little
thin paw to each of her friends that
they might shake hands with her. It

the market.

the great injury of Canada’s ownm
progress?

Wo as il.lﬁrl‘:luu:l.-r undoubtedly have

| B0 existence in reality other than as

waves.—Dr. H. H. Sheldon.
® —*_‘_-_.,_q
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Ilmr was her adoring affection for the |
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no matter how careful i
u:llu color. Eut_'a the idea bﬂpﬂmﬂunmd! g e
made to give eal service, They oontain
from three to five times mI?:;niﬂmthnmhudyum

Chinese Gord__ on_ '
Not Forgotten

Memorials to the British Of-
ficer Who Lost His Life in
the Sudan Back in Glad-
stones Time Will Rize
in the Country of
the Upper Nile

Major-General Charles George Gor
don, variously known in history as
“Chinese Gordon,” “Gordon Paszha”
and “Gordon ot Khartum,” 1s 1o have &
unigue memorial. Not only a crthe

‘IIOI’OII Il baked dral, the Khaitom Cathedral, will be
* |dedicated to him, but a church ot
2k a lf“l Port Sudan and edific 3 at A”""L” and
other places throughout the Upper
Nile Valley, the scene of s0 many of
his triumphs and of his tragic deatl
The idea for this memorial was pre
posed "y Sir John L. M Mey, G
¢ : B i nor-Gener>' of Brissh Budan, to
was all she could do to show her gratl R ey diap
tude e on B .
- ‘o .+ lover the world He a: for
¢ Hun:eill m;d :;:::Tﬂd'r::;;h“::l'&:;z:""m‘ toward a fund of $300,000 1
rom ev 0 Il ' lanneal 8 made just Lurty-lour
could yet call to mind the trick “niuh_‘;-“*ﬂ e s - e fere:
had given pleasure to her friends nl'lun:lam;l}' et by the British Gon
old days, and for which she had been : ! Ao g b
ised tHer new friends washed and | mént to rescue hunlh n after his sjcg
e 2 2% of ten mcoth Wilnin v RELl
fed her, and kept her for a week, and ™" ~ i o
her looks so improved in that short '3:1111:: t:fl:l:'{‘:a}l';*i:th'ﬁl:l”I':ntilll.'it. =
time thet I bacdly recosnised her: 'Tnlﬁ::.'tl and 1H'llh it Gordon Guoder
] ‘l
but the most touchiag (hing &beW spears of the fanatical Dervishes

as he was leaving his office in
early morning. In two days mor
ould have been 562 yvears old.
Gordon is one of the mosl romantl
figures in British military histor)
'was born in the Royal Military
demy of Woolwich, where Lis Tatas
Lieut "en. Henry William G
was in command and where he |
s golf was to have his frst lessor
Use Min.rd's Liniment for the Flo. | goldiering. He ought as a lieuts

.— throughout the Crimean war and
Speer.:hﬂ ll'.l the HI}I.IIE joined the .Am_-:!:: I?'rum"h .-'-..: :‘l.-:-
wair against Chipa. He comn
Ottawa Journal (Cons.): The real ... +“pEyer Victoricus Army,”
work of Parliament is not done| ... ecsed the Talping '
through set speeches in the Commons. | ¢74. He was mnext farmed
These, of course, are necessary, aund, Ismail Pasha. Khedive of k:
when well done, when informed and)c,.nnregs the slave trade in th
authoritative, are of service. Tllﬂ"_a;h._; Valley, .le suppressed it a
trouble is that, usually, the leaders| .ama Governor General of the
say all that needs to be said, and that There he cleaned out tiw
what comes afterwards is little more | jrove the Dervishes from
tha mnfutile repetition, elucidating | geps
nothing and helping nothing, The Next m a varation, b
member who is of real service ilno the private secretary to the neu
House, who earns his indemnity and | o¢ Ipdia. the Marguis of I po
helps his party and country, I8 the|jaeter, with the cons:t of .
member who works on committees, | g, se, lent him to the Chiuese G
who is willing and able to "dig” for | gy pyment, who knew from experis
facts, who equips himselfl to apply t0 | njs qualifications as a soldie:
all measures a degree of comustructive |jre military adviser. In 1553
criticism,
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caretaker and his wife. .

They had two dogs, so could not|
keep her: but they found her a kind,|™
if humble, home, and I hear she is|
very much valued by her jresent mis-
tress.

M. A. Wrigley, In
The Little Animals’ Friend.

ever, he was back in the XNile Vi

a - — g | again under mandate frcem the Brit
D asironcmer says Do Deleves | o vernment to rescue the Sudanes

Mars ls working in closer to Jupiter|g. .. 1pe gweeping return of the De:
and away from the earth. And the ... .
Kellogg treaty not a year old! :

The Sioge and Disaster

The Gladstone Government had cr
dered the Khedive to abapdon the

FARMERS Sudan and Gordon mnot to Hgbt but

Requiring British help—Single men, || 'O TéSCU€ as many as bhe could. After
women or families, to assist with || D€ bad sent whole villages to safety in

farm work, should write Rev. Alex. ,’ilhﬂ North he might have followed
I\luﬁrﬂnr. 43 Victoria St., Toronto. Ithem. but there were stil'! others to

These people will be arriving after lt"' rescued. He tarried too long, aud
March 16. with a bandful of Sudancse was be-

sieged i Khartum. For pine mouths

|THE PROTECTIVE ASSOCIATION |the Gladstone Government waited for

of Canada him to rescue himself. Then, urged
Established 1907. on by public opiniou, it ordered Gen-

ot Lt o, BuEpiss 20 era) Sir Garnet Wolseley to rescue
fHE ONLY ¥ CAMN-|the rescuer. When only a two-days’
mﬂnﬂm mmtﬂ march away Wolseley beard that the
ance to Members of the Ma-|town had fallew through treachery,
sonic Fra Exclusively. | 5, 0 that the gallant Gordon was be-

Ageiis 10 all principal Cities and Towns
in Canada. yond all rescue. Thirteen years later

E. E. GLL .BONW, J. @ """-ﬁn Kitchener with his machine guns re-
mm‘,‘m# *| venged Gordon

— Bir John Malley's appeal bids Gor
don’s comrades-in-arms to raiese a fit-
ting memorial to the man “who at
all times anrd everywhsere gave his
1 strength to the weak, his substance
!tu the poor, his sympathy to the suf-
fering, his heart to God.”

Mark '_l'wam_-
Ag.ks a Favor

Mr. Clemens was prone to tell
rather absurd stories upon himself,
one of which I never believed until
after many years it appeared in print
with the unquestioned authority of
his daughter, the accomplished Ma-
dame Gabrilowitsch, who edited her
father's autobiography, He told Mr,
Andrews . . . that it was always his
i wife's custom, if he went out without
her, to arm him with definite instru
tious as to what he should do and
not do. . ..

Attending a reception at the White
House during the Cleveland Adminis-
tration, Mrs. Clemens had in this way
cautioned hin. not to wear his galoshes
into the drawing room. Finding the
missive just in the rick of time, he
was tremendously pleased with him-
selt, and left his arctics outside; still
beaming with self-congratulation on
his achievement as Mre. Cleveland
greeted him, he comnld not resist re-
questing a deposition from her that
would entirely satisfy his wife. Hold-
ing up the long line of guesis waiting
to be received, he hurriedly produced a
card, pleading with Mrs. Cleveland to
write the words, “He did n.t,” over
her own signature. His pencil tremb!-
ed in his hand as be urged this as an
extreme favor. Mrs. Clevelund, a little
mystified, did as Mark wain asked h '
to learn 'ater that it meant, “he di¢
not wear nis arctier into the drawin:
room."—From “My Studic Window,"
r: Marietta Minnigfierode Andrews
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