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The
Dream

Child

By A. H. Gunter

{Copyright, 1912, by Associated Literary
Press.)

There was a streak of paint on
Allce's nose, which made her feel
strangely cross-eved, her halr had fall-
en about her shoulders, and her back
was aching. David's letter lay un-
opened In her lap, and that was queer,
for David was il at an outof-town
manitartum, and a girl s supposed to
take some Interest In  her fance's
health. But Allce helieved in art for
art's eake, and David could walt T
morrow the entries would begin iur
the Worton art exhiblt and she must
put the finlshing touches to her ple-
ture,

The room was bare and ugly, since
art for art's sake is not always profit-
able, but now that the huge canvas
was there, to enter was llke coming
from the filth and din of the streets
into  still midstimmer woods, Into
haunted forest. Beneath a moss-hung
ok, kneedeep in a tangle of bracken
and fern, stood a little girl, with wide
eyea and expectant face. She was
looking for the fairies, that child, and
ehe would surely find them, for she
knew that fairies really lived. You
felt that they would peep out at her
the moment your hack was turned

Henry Blaine, the portrait painter,
tried to eatch them at it by turning
away ever so carelessly and then
whirling suddenly back. They were
not to be tricked by a grown-:up like
that; they whisked out of sight in &
second, but Blaine declared that he
could see the grasses quiver He
shook his finger at the little dream
child. "I caught them, didn't 17" he
asked, but she would not tell on the
fairies, not she.

Every student In the bullding prals
ed it, and they were frank and unspar
ing eritics. Even Billy Goldsby held
his glib tongue for fully five minutes
when he saw the picture. Billy had
been ralsed on the streets of New
York, and he had never had a child-
hood, nor wanted one, but for five
minutes he felt with vague resent-
ment, that, as he himsell put it, he
had been “done out of something.”

Goldsby represented a large adver
tising firm, and he wus always hang-
ing around the studios In search of
novelties. Belng entirely commonplace
himaelf, he had a wonderful faculty
for chooasing pictures tbat would an-
peal to the average person. and
though he could not have explained
that In this painting Allice had en-
rnared the universal heart of child-
hood, he did know that the Dream
Child would attract attention any-
where.

“S8ay, Mise Wade,” he announced.
approvingly, “the kid's a regular hold-
up. The blind man couldn't pass her
without looking back. I'll give you
$300 down for the pleture.”

Alice continued to slap on the paint
with loving strokea. “Sell the Dream
Child?" she repeated in horror. “Why.
1 wouldn't sell her for anything in the
world. BShe's my life, my heart, my
soul."

When he was gone she climbed
down and surveyod her picture con-
tentedly. It was good work, and she
knew It, and hoped that it would take
the Daneleigh medal. That high goal
of artiatic ambitions was awarded ev-
ery five years, and Allce had set her
heart on winning It. B8he had been
savagely selfish for her art, she knew.
had sacrificed everything to it and at
fast it seemed about to reward her.

David Arden was one of the things
that she had eacrificed, and now she
opened his letter absently. It was
cheerful throughout, for sickness
could not cloud David's brave apirit,
but toward the end there was a para-
graph that startled her: “I am get-
ting well rapidly here,” he wrote, “hut
don’t know whether | can stay. This
place eats up money like a taxicab.
But don't worry, little girl, for I'll soon
be on my feet”

Allce read that paragraph over and
over agnin, with growing anxlety.
David had been a successful illustra-
tor. and it had not occurred to her
that he could be In want, yet the long
fllness must have cost him a great
deal of money. If he was Improving,
of course David must stay where he
was, but when she tried to think
where the money was to come from.
Allce grew panicky. Her own re-
sources had dwindled most painfully,
while she was working on the Dream
Child. S8he looked about her room for
something to pawn or sell, but 1t was
practically bare. There was nothing
of any value In it, except the pleture
of th, little girl—the Dream Child.
Goldshy had sald that he would give
her $300 for the Dream Child

Allce covered her face with her
hands and tried to fight off that hor
rible thought. Bhe conld not, would
not gell the Dream Child. It would be
more than the ruln of her ambitions,
ft would be llke selling part of her
own soul. 8Bhe had planned the ple.
ture in her early girlhood; It was wov-
en of the long, long thoughts of youth.
embodied the sweetest memories of
her childhood. And all the time she
realized with sickenibg clearness that
there was no ather way to get the
money

Very slowly and miserably she put

on her voal. If sbhe delayed, Goldsby
might ehange bis mind. With face
averted, for she could not meet the In:
nocent eyes of the Dream Child, she

| walked over 1o the canvas, and took It

from tho ensel. Soberly, as If it were
n sacrament, she Inid one kies on the
little girl's soft halr, then hurried over
to Goldeby's office. A few minutes
later she stumbled out, with tear
blinded eyes, nnd $100 in her pocket.
David would not take the money
from her, she knew, but he had &

[ queer old cousin, Baxter Arden, whe
| worked for a meager pittance In a

downtown office. Allce had nlwaye
liked this shy, crumpled little man,

| and she wns sure that she could per.

suade him to send the money to David
In his name. B8he would tell him It

INTERNATIONAL

SUNDAYS(TH00L
LESSON

(By B, O. FELLERS, Director of Even-
Ing Department, The Moody Hible In

stitute of Chilcngn)

LESSON FOR JUNE 23

THE PENITENT WOMAN.,

—

LEBRON ‘'EXT- Luke 7380

war A loan, which David would not
let her repay.

At Baxter's lodgings, however, she
was disappointed. Mr. Arden was
out of town and the landlady did not

know when he would return. There[

was nothing to do but walt, so Alice
spent three miserable dayas with
Goldeby's check burning In her purse
like blood money. S8he could not bear
the emptiness of her room; she wan
dered In the parks all day, and at
night kept up her courage by writing
love lettera to David.

David was not allowed to write
often, but the third day she recelved
an answer from him, a letter full of
frank adoration, '4e had been receiv-
Ing five or six love letters & day from
A sweetheart who waa usually rather
neglectful, and he was fairly maundlin
with foy. For pages he raved, but at
the very end of the letter he gave im-
portant news Old Baxter Arden was
there on a visit. “And he's pathetie
ally proud of my work,” wrote David
“cuts out all my {lustrations and
aaves them. You ought to hear him
speak of ‘my cousin, the famous fllun
trator’ And here's the wonderful
thing, Allce, the old mun has saved
up quite a small fortune by the sim:
ple method of never spending any:
thing, und he offera to lend me all |
need. I'm to stay on here, and the
doctors tell me 1'll be well before
many weeks, S0 get your wedding
dress made, for when | do get up you
CANn’t put me off again.”

Then David did not need the money!
Alice saw that at a glance. She sprang
up and ran dizzily, wildly, for her hat.
It was not too late to compete for the
Daneleigh medal, rhe would give
Goldsby back his check, she would
snatch her little dream girl from the
polluting gaze of the vulgar herd that
fllled his office and carry her to the
lofty atmosphere of the Worton gul-
leries.

Bhe hurried through the streets, so
intoxicated with her new happiness
that she was quite unconsctous of the
attention her breathless haste attract-
ed. Near Goldshy's office she was
forced to stop. A sign paster was put:
ting up a poster and a crowd had
gathered efore IL. They were shabhy,
ordinarv people, but they stared at
the picture In dumb admiration. Even
the policeman on the beat was steal
ing a peep at it. With a sudden ecatch
at her heart, Alice made her way to
ward the billboard Tt was a very
simple picture, yet it seemed as I one
turned from the din and filth of the
street Into the haunted forest There
heneath a moss-hung oak, knee-deep In
bracken and fern, stood a little girl
with wide eyes and expectant face

But she would rever gee the falries
that chbild, though she knew that
fairies really lived, for all day and all
night the street hefore her was filled
with the roar of trafMc, and the pave
ment echoed with the fontsteps of the
worldly wire, the weary, the einful
8o polgnant was the appeal of the up
turned face that you would not notice
that she held a &mall object tightly
clnsped in one hand, would not notlce
ft until the slgn paster, with a last
sweep of his brush. stuck a lurld cap
tion heneath the plcture. “Have you
used Lavina® The purest soap on
earth.”

For a long time Alice gazed In al
lence, then she amiled, thoumgh there
were tears in her eyes. “You'll never
see the fairies.” she whispered to the
child, *but you'll see n great deal ol
life, my little dream g!rl, and real peo
ple are better than make-belleves As
for me, I'll use the money for a trous-
seau. Anybody can try to be an art:
{st, hut only one woman In the world
can he David Arden's wife "

At The Phone.

“For me, life has been so matisfy
Ing that my curloslty llea pretty near
dormant,” an old man sald; “but even
now | am capable of wondering over

persons who. blugh at 1he telephone. |

People do blush then very often. A
pretty girl whom | watched the other
day turned the color of a pink rose st
something told her over the wire. |
wish | could have heard. It muet
have been something nice, for only a
nleasin, meseage could make a girl
look so happy and foollsh as she
looked then.

“The man who used that same tele
phone an hour later also got pretty
red in the face, but it wasn't a compll-
ment that made him color up, I'N
swear. He looked mad enough to eat
somebody, and if he could have Iald
hands on the fellow who had made
him bhlush 1 suspect there would have
been some Itvely doings In that neigh
horhood.”

Cemetery for Pets.

The pleturesque village of Maoles
worth, Huntingdon, England. possesses
on unosual cemetery It has been ea.
tablished about seven years, and up
to date there have been Interred
about 200 pets. mostly dogs, although
there are a few birds, about ffty
ents, & marmel, and four monkeys.
The place i beautifully kept, the
graves belng planted with flowers.
while the stones and curbs are prin.
cipally of white marble with suitable

fpscriptions.

GOLDEN TEXT-"Fulthful is the pay-
Inig and worthy of all neceptation, that
Cheist  Jesus came Into the world to
save sinners.”~1 Tim, 1:15

Jesus had accepted an Invitation to
vielt the home of the aristocrat Simon
| but Instead of belng treated with
courtesy he fs humiliated by studied
neglect and insult. There was one,
however, who fully appreciated his
real worth, & woman of the street who
had doubtiess seen him enter or elee
cheerved him at meat through the
I open doorway., Knowing him is one
thing, but to love him Ia quite an.
other.

\
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Do not confound this woman |

with Mary Magdalene, there Is no con. |

nection at all. Jezus alwnys drew to

Ihfmlelf the sinful ones: it was for

[ that purpose he came into the world, |

to hear our gins
63:8). This woman was, however, n
ginner who no longer ran after her
gin, but one who was repentant. This
fs shown by (1) her gsorrow (weep-

| his feet), and (3) her gift of love (the
alabagter box), this latter having un.
doubtedly been an acceasory of her
life of sin, but now devoted to a more
nohle ure As the odor filled the
house the pelf-sntisfied Pharises spake
“within himself,” but he who discern-
eth the thoughts and Intents of the
heart knew not only how great a sin-
ner she had been, but knew aino the
clonk of eelf-righteousnes worn by
Simon.

and Jesus proceeds to shatter Simon's
shell of self complaceney by putting
forth one of his matchless parables.

! Jesus Speaks to Simen.

A certain ecreditor, undoubtedly
meaning himself, had two debtora, by
| Inference this woman and this Pharl
see. DBoth allke were bankrupt, one
owed about $850 and the other ten
{times as much, about $85. Hoth
alike, however, received forgiveness.
||""l'ell me,” says the Master, “"which

debtor will love most?™ The Pharl |

gee's reply was the logieal one; they
hoth depend upon the merey of the
| creditor, hence the gratitude will be

in rptio to the amount forgiven. Much |

. had been required, hence much for
given. Jesus immediately turns the
Pharisee’s answer to a practical appli-
| eatfon Taking the words out of
| 8imon's mouth he makes one of the
most complete and practical applica-
tions of applled Christianity in the
goupel record. To paraphrase Jesus
gays: “Simon, I came Into your house
and the most common courtesy of
washing a guest's feet you neglected,
yet this woman has washed my feet

with her tears, an evidence of her re. |
pentance, while you sit there with dry- |

eyed cyniclsm She has wiped my
feot with the halrs of her head her
glory and crown has been Iaid at my
feet while you have not so much as

offered me a towel to wipe the dust |
off my feet as | left my sandals at |

your door. Bimon you gave me no
kisa, that common mark of a courteous
welcome, yet this woman has not
ceased to kiss my feet gince the time
I came into your house. The annoint-

Ing oll, common olive oll, you neglect- |

ed to use, yet the preclous oll of her
trensura she has thankfully poured
upon my feet. BSimon, your life Is a
life of works so are these acts of this
woman, but your life {8 one of zeal
while her acts have been prompted
[ by love" s
| In another place Jesus tells us that
| 1f we love him we will do the things
| he commands vs and that he and the
| Father will eome and ablde with us.
Hers was the herole love of one who
having lost her shame dared to thrust
| hergelf Into un unbldden house of re-
freshment and perform those neglect.
ed menial duties, the result of which
wns that reward for her falth that
| mennt forgiveness of her sins. Ry
| her attention to these dutles she was
unconsclously rebuking the vanity of
Bimon’s self merlt while at the same
time she was showing to the world a
fine example of the gratitude of a
raved one. Paul later expressed It
most forcefully in the fourth chapter
of his letter to the Romans

The Great Creditor,

This woman knew she had no merh
of her own and hence she threw her.
| elf at the feet of Jerus, clalmed his
| righteousness and compassion and at
the same time by her acts she showed
the attitude of her heart and of course
ghe had the desire of her heart It
has always been go for has not the
Master eald, “Happy are they who
hunger and thirst after righteousness,
for they shall be fed?”

After this “practical sermon of ap
plled Chrigtianity” to Simon, Jesus
turns to the woman, nameless so far
ns the Beripture record 18 concerned.
and with Infinite and a heavenly thrill
In his volce he rald: “Thy falth hath
tnved thee, go In pence.” “Who is the
creator,” they arked

(Matt, 1:21; Tra |

ing): (2) her humble gervice (wiping |

Her purity and holiness had |
been shattered like the alabaster box
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 ECZEMA  DISFIGURED BABY

“Our Nitle boy Gllbert was troubled
with eczema when but A few weeks
old. His little face was covered with
sores even to back of his ears, The
poor little fellow suffered very much.
The sores began as pimples, his little
face was disfigured very much. We
hardly knew whut he looked like. The
fuce looked llke raw meat. We tied
little bags of cloth over his hands to
prevent him from seratching. He was
very restless at night, bis little face
itched.

“We consulted two doctors at Chi-
cngo, where we resided at that time.
| After trying all the medicine of the

two doctors without any result, we
, read of the Cuticura Remedles, and
at once bought Cuticurn Boap and
Ointment. Following the directions
corefully and premptly we saw the
result, and after four weeks, the dear
| child's face was as fine and clean ns
l any little baby's face., Every one who
| snw Gllbert after using the Cuticura
| Remedies was surprired, He has a
head of balr which {8 a pride for any
| boy of his age, three years, We can
| only recommend the Cutlcura Reme-
|
I

“Bound to a eur.”

dies to everybody." (Signed) Mra. H.

Albrecht, Box 883, West Point, Neb,,
| Oct. 26, 1510, Although Cuticura Soap
| and Ointment are sold by druggists
and dealers everywhere, a sumple of
each, with 32-pnge book, will be mailed
free on application to *“Cuticura,”
| Dept. L, Boston.

i Zel'e Knew Rufe.

Rufe was telling Zeke about a ter.
| rible escapade he had had the night
before after he had crossed the dam
| at the river and was making for his

| eabin about a half mile through the
| dark woods,

|  "And jest as 1

stepped Inter de
brueh 1 hears a funny noise like a
shoat snortin', | looks up an' a blue
light jumps out er de groun' and
shupes itself into a ghost about six
foot tall. Red fire was a-fiickerin’ out
er ita nose. It stood stlll kinder, then
lifted a Ilong, bony NAuger an’ says:
‘I want you, Rufe Jackson.'

"l walks up to it and shakes my
own finger right Ju lis face. ‘You
mind yore bueiness and 1'll mind
mine,’ | says, and turns on my heel
and goes right on,

“Now, what'd you er done, Zeke, In
a case llke dat?”

"I'd er done jest what you
Jou durned Iylhig nigger.”

done,

A Gentle Reault,

She—1 thought price lghts were
very exciting

He—They usually are,

She—Well, this oue | am reading
about could not have been very lively,
for it seems from this account the
fight ended becuuse one of then went
to sleep. ‘

Nature Faker.

“Tommy," guerled the teacher of a
small boy In the juvenlle ciacs, “what
Is & awan?"

“A swan," replled the youthful ob:
server, “is an apimal with a turkey's
body and a girnfle's ueck and n goose's
bead.”

Her Foresight,
“It Is really by little things that one
can tell o man's character"
“Yen: | think that was the reason

Jesug teaches 18 that though there
ba degrees of gullt. all alike must
tome to God for foreiveness,
that he, the Great Creator, I8 the one
to whom we owe cur debt of gins and
who alone cun without merit dis-
eharge that debt and send us forth Ip l
pence.

Algo |

Julla broke her engugement, llenry
wed to bring ber such cheap choco
ates.”

The young man who tells a girl she
Is & dream 15 llkely to hump up sgninst

| & rude awakenlpg ghortly after war

rlage.
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Makes Home Baking Easy:.
Gives nicer, better food than baker’s.
There is no baking powder like it

for hot biscuit, hot breads and cake.
Made from Pure Grape Cream of Tartar,

The Chief Requisite.
David Belpsen, in an interview (n
modest (ype of soclely woman,
“Thiv  type,  which  Juckily fsn’t
numerous,” he sald, “lives on noto-
riety, To a woman of this type & law-
yer sald one day:
“Yes, madam, 1 ean get you the
divoree vou desire. For $600 | can get
you an divoree--and get it without
publicity, too"

“SBhe wrinkled her smoolh, white,
well-powdered toreliead In a frown;
she bit her rouged and overred lips
In aunovance,

St whant would It cont,' she ank-
ed, ‘'with publisity? *

Warm Compliment.

A fancy«iress ball was held In a cer-
tain garrison town rdtvently, at which
many military oMcers and men at-
tended. A wsoldler nttired as a lady
was spoken to by the regimental chap-
laln,

“Well, young man.,” sald the par
son, “you are very well got up. DId
you win a prize?”

“Yen, chum; 1 got second prize. Did
| you get & prize?”

*Me? Ob, no; ="

“Well, now, that's rotten bad luck,
1 cal. i, sald the Tommy, warmly,
“for you are about the best get-up of
a parson l've seen lately.”-—London
Tit-Blts,

—

Just to Accommodate.

Hungry Girl (one of a party of tour-
{sts who have arrived late at a coun-
try Innj)—No fresh eggs? But you've
got hens, haven't you?

Innkeeper's Wife—Yesr, but they're
all asleep. "

Hupgry Girl—Well, but ean't you
winke them?—Fllegende Blaetter,

. o
| ) 4 il il

|

New York, condemned a certuin ultrn. |
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The Last Word in Defense,

The angry mother returns home
from a shopping tour down town to
find that Tommy has broken Into the
Jam closet, tensed his little sister tl)
ghe cried, smashed a window pane
| with hie top, tled a tin can on the tall
| of the dog next door, and then wound
up further depredations by tracking
the parlor carpet  with  his  muddy
Iboots  “You young villain, I'm going
to whip youn till you can't sit down."
| (Girnbs hold of him,) “Now what have
you got to gay for yourseif?”

Tommy-— AW, say, ma, this
ke a frameup.
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' When Your Eyes Need Care
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Watery Eyes and Granulated Epslids. lllue
TR e

| feine —but uaed In_su

el % Muarl x
win 1]

Murine Eye Remedy Oo., Chicage

Literal Obedience.

“How In It | have such big telegram
billa?”

“You told me, sir, to use dispateh

. In that correapondence, so | wired all

the letters.”

looks

h“
Cole's Oarbolisalve
Relieves and enren ltehing, tortur

enwes of the skin and mucous mem ;

druggistn.  For free sample write @
Cole & Co., Black Hiver In, Win.

3

Before promising to fly with a young'
man it {8 up to a girl to Investigate
bis ablllty as an alrship chauffeur,

For regulation of the stomach and bowels
you will lind Garfiold Tea very bensficlal.

Woman conceals only what she does
not know.—Proverb,
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and wholesome and d

Free
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—— Bring back the old days with
a glase or bottle of

It makes one think of everything that’s pure

ling, teeming with palate joy—it's
your soda fountain old oaken bucket,

Our new booklet,
telling of Coca-
Cola vindication at Chatta-
nooga, for the asking.

Demand the Genuine as made by
THE COCA-COLA CO

The Old
Oaken Bucket

Filled to the brim with
cold,clear purity—nosuch

water nowadays, |
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elightful. Bright, spark-
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$2.50%3.00%3.50%4.00°¢

W.L.Douglas $3.00 & $3.50 shoes are

W. L l)ouﬂ:!
ne

pric=s and inferior shoes of other makes.

Shoes seor cverywhere dellyery churges prejwid

FOR MEN, WOMEN AND BOY®

of men,becausotheynre the bestin the world for the price
A0, 54,50 & B5.00 shoes equal Custom
Work costing $6.00 to

Why does W. L. Douglas make and seli inore $3.00, $3.50
and $4.00 shoes than any other manufacturer in the world 7
BECAUSE: he stamps hia name and price on the bottom and
guarantees the value, which protects the wearer against high

arethe most economical and satisfactory ; you can save money
by wearing W. L. Douglasshoes. BECAUSE: they have no W
equal for style, fit and wear. DON'T TAKE ASUBSTITUTE FORW.L

wurn by milllons

BECAUSE : they

I youn awalen cannot supply W. L. Douglas shoes, write W L, Doaeias, Brockron, Mass.. I.“
Fost Calor Eyeloda Used.

Can
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A superior Plle Cure. B and M cen 5
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