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It was a rotten apology for what had 

once been a small box. It had only 

three sides and no cover. If was filled 

to overflowing, and crowning the heap 

of stench was a dead chicken swarming 

with maggots. It was a fair sample of 

every other box in Bowen street, and 

in its loathsome and naked uncleanness 

it stood there in the blaze of the pitiless 

sun a dumb but ghastly and over- 

whelming witness against the cultured 

indifference of the men who are not 

willing to be their brother's keepers so 

long as they can live luxuriously on 

their brother’s needs at.a distance from 

all suffering and responsibility. 

They went into the narrow court:that 

separated the rear from the front of 

the building, and John Gordon pointed 

out the deadly nature of ithe .construc- 

tion. 

“There is no direct sunlight in.any of 

these rooms that open on the court. 

All light .and air must enter either 

where we did or come in from the 

top!” 

He uttered the word in time to pre- 

went Mr. Marsh from stumbling over a 

projection in the shape of a raised plat- 

form built out from the side wall 

shortening the distance between the 

main walls of the court. The use of 

the platform was. as lhe afterward 

learned, to furnish a little additional 
room for hanging out clothes, which 

were suspended z2bove the platrorin on 

a series of racks. 

The floor of the court or passageway 

between the two wings of ‘the “‘dumb- 

bell” was slippery with filth of every 

description. In the semidarkness whiei 

prevailed in spite of the sun's glare 

outside could be seen pale, tired weo- 

men with sallow, dirty faces, peering 

out from doorway and window. The 

heat was stifling, as not a breath blew 

in at either end of the passage, and the 

odor was overpowering. 

Mr. Marsh hesitated. ; 
“1 don’t know that I eare to go in,” 

he said almost in a tone of fear. 

“Too late to back out now, Mr. 

Marsh. Come! It will do you good. 

Make you more contented with your 

home on the boulevard,” John Gorden 

said grimly. 

He greeted the group of women in 

the doorway, and they returned his 

greeting civilly enough, for he was 

wearing his regular inspeetor’s badge, 

authorized by the board of health, and 

besides all that he bad already in the 

course of his brief study made friends 

in the block. 

Almost the first step they took from 

the doorway plunged them inte dark- 

ness. Gordon had hold of Mr. Marsh's 

arm and was silent until they came to 

the first fight of stairs at the end of 

the passage. 

“Have to be a little careful here, 

sir,” he cautioned. “This is an old 

part, joining your part from the rear. 

It was on the lot when your agent 

looked over the space, and he built up 

to the limit and a little more. In fact, 

he broke six distinct ordinances in 

using up the space that ought to have 

been left open between the new baild- 

ing and the old. But that was nothing 

to him, for it added six feet to the 
double decker, and that meant twelve 

additional bedrooms. Have care here. 

Some of the stair treads are broken.”. 

"Mr. Marsh uttered an ejaculation, 
and Gordon stopped. 

“I feel ill. I don’t believe I can go 

on. Gordon. This is terrible. It is 

past belief that human beings can live 
in such conditions.” 

“They don't all live, sir. Some of 

them die. But it's almost as bad to 

die in here as to live. You ought to 

see a funeral in one of: these tene- 

ments.” ta ; 

“God forbid!” exclaimed Mr. Marsh 

emphatically. “Honestly, Gordon, it 
may seem absurd to ou, but I am 
growing sick from ‘the awful stench 

kere. I doubt my ability to go on.” 

Gordon made no answer. After a 
moment Mr. Marsh said feebly: 

*All right. I'll try to stand it.” 

Without any reply Join Gordon. still 

keeping his hand on his compuanion's 

arm, began to go up the stairs. Under 

their feet they could feel the slimy 

i eyes, 

! The 

filth that had accumulated for weeks. ! 
Half way up something passed them 
going down. It was a little girl about 

baby. In the dim light which filtered 

through the hall at the top of the flight 

the two men could hardly make out 
this child of the tenements. burdened 

. decker 

:and a child 
dirty face over the gasping little sister 

man responsibility, robbed of play- 

ground and childhood and thrust into a 

world of suffering and discomfort. Poor 
mournful creature, a woman in gravity 

in years, bending your 

in your slim anms, sitting on the steps 

late into the night with the bundle that 

may actually die in your arms, and no 

one but yourself feel much grief if it 

does. Child of the tenements, you. do 

not know it, but it is‘a beautiful world 

that God has made. There are trees 
and flowers and clear water and per- 

fumed zephyrs and grass dotted with 

bloom. But oh, for you, little sister, 
who shall reveal its beauty, who shall 

discover to you its glory, O child of the 

tenements, in the great city by the 

lakes? 

At the top of the stairs John Gordon 

paused a moment and then turned to 

the left and led his companion along 

to a doorway opening on a corridor 

looking out on the airshaft. A railing 

ran around this corridor, and leaning 

over it were a number of persons, most- 

ly women. some of them holding ba- 

bies: others doing some kind of work. 

One woman at the end of the corridor 

was preparing some dish for supper. 

The stench that rose from the court 

below was made donbly frntsicrable hy 
the smoke from the chimmpcys of the 

rear tenements oa the adjoining lot, 

which drifted into the corridor and 

swept into every doorway. 

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Caylor. How 
is the little boy today?” 

“Poorly, sir. Will you go in and see 
him?’ Then she glanced suspiciously 

at Mr. Marsh and added: “But you 

can’t do anything for him. Better 
leave him be.” J 

“This is Mr. Marsh, Mrs. Caylor. He 

is the owner of the building. He wants 
to see some of the rooms. We can go 

in'?2t 

The woman's face lighted up just 

for a second, then all died out to that 

dull indifference which has long ago, 

lost all hope of anything better farther 

on. 

“I don’t care,” she answered with 

sullen indifference. 
John Gordon at once turned into the 

rooni, and Mr. Marsh reluctantly fol- 
lowed. There were two windows, but 

both opened on the corridor. Gordon 

walked across te an opening and 

turned to beckon to Mr. Marsh, who 

had stopped. 

“I want you to see a specimen of a 

dark bedroom, Mr. Marsh. You don't 

need to visit more than one. Dut it.is 
worth knowing that there are hun- 

dreds more like this one.” | 
Mr. Marsh came across to Gordon’s 

side. 

“This Is more terrible than I ever 

dreamed,” he said in a whisper. 

“Nothing when you geét used to ft, 

sir. Let's step in. There isn't much to 

see.” : 

They entered the room, which was 

absolutely dark except for the light 

that entered through the room they 

had just left. Gordon felt his way un- : 
til his hand touched something, and 

then he said gently: 

“Louie, how are you today?” 

“Not very well. That you, Mr. Gor- 
don 7” 

“Yes. I've brought you something. 

Here. Catch an, little man.” 

“It's fine!” the thin eager voice ex- | 
claimed. “Don’t tell mother. She'll 

take it away.” i 

“No, no, Louie. She won't. The doc- ! 
tor will let you have it,” John Gordon 

said reassuringly, and then he was si- 

lent. Mr. Marsh was close by, and 

both men stood still a moment. | 
In the stillness a distinet rustling | 

sound could be heard. It was like the 

rustling of tissue paper or the scratch- | 

ing of small mice. | 
“What's that?’ Mr. Marsh asked. 

“Wait a minute; I'll show you,” Gor- | 
don answered quietly. “Shut your 

Louis. I'm going to light a 
match.” 

He struck the match and held it up. 

pale light revealed in the few 
seconds that the match burned a bro- 

Een bedstead and a ragged, tilthy mat- 

tress ou which lay a child about ten 
years old. The walls of the room had 

once been papered before the double 

had been constructed so that 

eight years old carrying in her arms a ; Remme, of Jt Jha blocked mp “the twin: 
j dows that bad ence opened cn the rear 
lot. This paper no— hung in festoons | 

and strings all over the ceiling, and | 

Mr. Marsh, looking in horror at the | 

stops the hem- 
orrhage, and re- 

§ stores the lost 
flesh to the eme- 
ciated body. 
“I am a railroad 

agent,” writes I. B. 
Staples, Esq., of 

Barclay, Osage Co., 
Kans., ®and four 
years ago my work 
keeping me in a 
warm room and 

stepping out- fre- 
uently into the 

cold air gave me bronchitis, which became 
chronic and deep seated. Doctors failed to 
reach my case and advised me to try a higher 
air, but, fortunately for me, a friend also advised 
me to try Dr. Pierce's medicines. I commenced 
taking your ‘ Golden Medical Discovery,’ and by 
the time I had taken the first bottle I was bet- 
ter, and after taking about four bottles my 
cough was entirely gone. I have found no ne- 
cessity for seeking another climate.” 

Sometimes a dealer, tempted by the 
little more profit paid on the sale of less 
meritorious medicines, will offer the’ 
customer a substitute as being “just as 
good” as the “Discovery.” 
You get the People’s Medical Adviser, 

the best medical work ever published, 
Sree by sending stamps, to pay expense 
of customs and mailing only. 
one-cent stamps for book in paper covers, 
or 50 stamps for clath-bound volume, to 
Dr. R. V, Pierce, Buffalo, N. VY, 

sight, in that vrier moment, nvr wv 

brief to tell one whole story of the 

tenement house hell, saw countless 

swarms of bugs and vermin crawling 

over the paper. It was that that had 

made the noise. 
The mateh flickered and went out. 

There was a moment of silence, broken 

by Gordon, who said cheerfully: 

“All right, Louis! Keep up good 

heart. I'll try to get in and see you 
tomorrow.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Gordon.” 

Mr. Marsh pulled at Gordon's arm. , 

“For God's sake, Gordon, let's get 

out of here. I'm growing sick. I shall 

taint. 

“Come out into the fresh air!” Gor- 

don said ironically. 
They went out into the corridor, and 

Mr. Marsh in his eagerness to get out 

of the building did not even stop to 

reply to several of the women who had 

learned from Mrs. Caylor that he 

owned the double decker and crowded 

up to complain about the garbage boxes 

and the draiupipes. While Gordon 

was talking with Mrs, Caylor about 

Louis, Mr. Marsh went down, hurried 

as fast as he dared through the lower 

court, and when John Gordon came out 
he found him seated on the outer steps, 

deathly pale and actually sick. 

Gordon grimly eyed him. 
“It’s only 4 o'clock. We'll have time 

to do the other. There are some fea- 

tures of No. 97 that are peculiar. I 

would like to have you see them.” 

“I cannot go, Gordon. It's out of the 

question. I am too ilL” 
“Let's go over to Hope House, then,” 

John Gordon said gravely. 
Mr. Marsh, with ditiiculty, walked 

over to Hope House. ,On the way Gor- 
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The Marks of Genius. 

. “He has the stamp of genius on his 

yeow.” 2 
“Yes. Also the gloss of genius on his 

oat.” 5 
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large but the amount of work it will 
do makes it seem enormous. “That's 
‘one of the advantages this starch 
has over all others, it requires a 
smaller quantity to do more and 
better work. 

Celluloid Starch gives a limber, 
lasting stiffness that will not crack. 
Ask your grocer for it—if he hasn't | 
got it he can get it. 

Celluloid Stacch 
Never Sticks Requires no Cooking. 

The Brantford Starch Works, Limited, 
Brantford, Canada 7a 

Send 31 { 
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Handsome in appearance, cors'rncted of the very het, 
inaterial, mounted by the most skiiicd labor, they cannot 
tail to give complete satisfaction. 
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JAS. SS. NEILL, 
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Have yon seen the 1903 WALTER A. WOOD MOWER with latest 
improvements ? This is without doubt “ The King «f Mowers,” being 
st.ongest, easiest operated and most durable Mower in tie world. 

LOW PRICES. TERMS EASY. 
Also a full line of repairs for Brantford, Buckeve, Toronto, Deering} 
McCormick and Wood Mowers at very low prices, as well as repairs for 
Ithica and Tyes ‘Rakes. ; § 

"Don’t fail to give me a cell and save 20 per cent. on your 
your iuvestment. 

ZF The cheapest and most reliable House in the business. 

James F. VanBuskirk, 
‘Pheenix Square, Fredericton. 
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€ Fine Tailoring. 

Our Stock is;now complete in all the leading makes in 

Overcoatings, 

Suitings and 

~ Trouserings. 

IPERIAL | GEO. S. STANGER, 
ING  / Merchant Tallor. 

1903 FOR SPRING 

Merch) SPRING SUITINGS 
Is now complete and includes 
the latest styles in all the lead- 
ing Cloths. Some beautiful pat- 
terns in Scotch, English and 
Canadian Tweed and Worsted 
Suitings, Trouserings ana 
Overcoatings. ~ Tweed Suite 
from $12.00 up. Black Worstea 
Suits from $18.50 up. Blue 
Serge Suits from $15.00 up. 

- ETO NRIIE’S, 210 Queen St. 

NEW SPRING GOODS. 
[ am <howii g & splendid stock of Scotch and English 
Tweeds, Fancy Worsted. Vicunnas and Cheviots, in 
all the latest shades. Fine Saxony Wotsteds and a 
select line of Trouserings. Look at the special 
Worsted Suit I am offering,at a low price. 

XT. EL. SEERY. 226 Queen St. 
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TUNION BLEND THA 
2s, 30, 35, 40, 50 and 60 cents a pound. 
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