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The Bear's Face
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waan't theroe. But in place of it was a
Mig:brown paw reachiu' xruund the odge
of .tbe rock aili by itseofl, an' lawin'
quetly within about a foot o' rny ear.
That ivas aIl the furtbegt it couid reach,
however, go I tried jest to keep my mnid
.cg it. In a minute or two At disap.
pesedau' thon back corne the face.

dd't likJe it. I prefýrred the paw. But
mlen, it kept the situation from gittin'
wiMotonoua

-1 l suppose it was about this time the
bear emrbered sornetbin' that wanted
seeWn to dowu the vnlley. Tho face dis-
itppe&rçd once more; and this tirno if
didn't corne baek., Affer I badn't seon it
fer, a baîf hour, I, began to think maybe
it had really gono away; but 1 knew
hew' foxy a bear could ho,san' thought

jest as like as not lho was waitin', patient
as a cat, on the other side o' tho rock
fer me to ldok round so's hoe could gît

ewipej at me tbat would jest wipe n
#« c cean off. I 'didn't try to look 'round
]ut 1 kept yeliin' every little wbile; an'
i1 at once a voico answered, rigbt over

i-y boad. 1 tell you if sounded good, if
'~aWnt much of a voico. It was

;teevene, my packor, lookin' down at

« 'Hello, wlat in douce are ye doir'
4own there, Job' ho dernanded.1 "'Waitin' fer you to gît a rope an'
boist me up l' enys L 'But look outfefo

$Iebear!'
"'lBear*nothýLIl s' ays ho.
«'uck an oye down the other side,'

"Ho digappeared, but came right bnck.
Jlear inothin',' says ho aWn, bavin' no

"'Weil, hoe was there, an' ho otayed
ail the afternoon,' says L

'«Reckon lho muet a' beard ye was an
4nimal tramner, an' got skeered!' snys
'Çteevens. But I wain't jokin' jest thon.

"'You eut fer camp, sa' bring a rope,
4W' git me out o' thie, quick, d'ye hear?'1
gays I. 'There's a rattier lives here, an'e
be's 'comn' back presently, an' I don't t
want to mieet in. Slidei'

«Well, boys, that's ail. That bear
ivasn't jest wbat l'di wanted; but feelin'
ugfly aboutbim, I decided to tako birn
ai' break him in. We trailed bim, an'
after *a lot o' trouble we trapped bim. 3

Rewas a sight more trouble aff or we'dt
got him, I tell you. -But nfterwards,
wheu I set myself te trvin' to train r
lim, wby I miglif jeet as w;ell bave tried
to train an earthquake. Do you suppose «
that grizzly was goin' to be afraid o'
me? HeMd seen me afraid o' him, ail rghf. h
He'd seen it in my eyes! An' wbat's f
more, I couldn't forgit if; but wben l'di n
look at bir I'd feel, every time, the
nightmare o' that gros t, wicked face y
baagin' there over the cliff, c1nge to mine.
$0, lho don't perform. Whaf'll ye take, b
boys? It's bot rniik, this time, fer mine."

a

Goldilocks fi
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sl
«Where's my daughter?" cried the ho- fi

lovedt voice. "Whlo's hidden my daughl- ti
fer? She whatt" lho demanded--" a
letter? Coodness, howv fornial!" oj

Fie rond the letter standing on flhe sfep t]
below the window. "'Heavens, Jane!" oc

Ii

ho èauglit bie sister's faceliii is hands
"iwbat's ail this about ?"

CI don't know," she answered, kissink
him, with -a.ernile of'relief. "I thoughl
it muet be serions. The9 poor child seem.
ed to feel bad over it."-

Hie tucked the letter into her hands.
"the blue room ?" he asked, and was ofi
before she nodded. Then Mrs. Remson
read the letter:

Dear Father :-I should like to go to
sorne convent,ý please, a-nd be a nun, if
you will just eay yes. I think I bad
better go. 1 arn sorry I 'annot sce yiu._u you must not talk to a perspective
DnUR because men can't. I would like to
kiss you good-bye to-night wben it is
dark . Your loring daugliter,

-Rosa Fredericka Stephenson.
P. S.-I arn eorry not to be a Pros-

biteran any more, but of course I can'f
and bo a nun.%

Ho bad bounded up the etaire and
was standing at ber door.

"Daughter!" ho said, softiy.
"Fiather, dear-!" cricd Rosa, "pionne,

pleaso go away tili it is dark!"
"It's near'y dark now. Hurry out!

They'ro ail waiting! We're ail going
dowvn the river for a ride and dinner!"
The door did not open.

"Daugbter," -hip voico was stern now,
CI want you to corne out directly."

CI can' -I an't," insisted Rosa, stub-
bornl n7"Yu mustn't ask me, for I
canI it'the nun business," ho said,
brusqucly, "you can tell me that to-

m rro"v. Core, open the door"
1" 1won't!" she sobbed.
the quck temper he tboughthe bad.Lo't in bis years of suffering fiared out.

The door gave way with a; crash that
sent ber flying wildly to the farthest
corner. Sho Nyas weak with fright when
she heard hirn stumbiing over ber little
stool in the darknens. Ho fumbled for
the ligbt, caught at the swinging bulb
and snapped it on sbarply.

fier elender forrn lookcd almost ludie-
rously amali, sbrinking back against the
darkly polisbed door. of the wvardrobe.
Her dress was disordered, ber head
swatbed ridiculousiy in a fringed bath-
toývel, and ber eyes, swollen with weep-
ing, blinked. 'She bielded tbem from the
light with a quick lift of ber crooked
eibow. Somehow the movement irritated
hirn.

"Good Lord! I'm not going to beat
you," he buret out, angrily. "Corne bere
to me!"

She did not move. "COome here!" he
repeated.

"cGo away!" she begged, pitcously.
'Pleaso goaway!"

The abject terror in ber voice gave
hi-n a' durious thrill of sympathetie
fright. "Wýhat's the matter ?" ho asked,
mlore gently.

CI can't tell," she murmured. "You-
youi-mustn't a'sk me."

Hie stood stili a moment, conipletely
"i wreyu ho said, awkwardlv,

as though ho wero wheediing an hvsteri-
cai woman, "I'd wash my face and take
off that silly towcl and put on a prctty
frock. They're waititig, you know.
"I can't!" she moaned.
"qýVlat utter nonýiense!" he said,

sharply, stcpp)ing towýa rc lier, "'what
foolish-" In front of tlie little dressing.
table lie stoppcd abruptlv.c
The lockct vas thcre. It mwas propped

cpen on top of a pile of sclîoolbooks, and
Lhe curi, which lîad been inipri'ioncd for
3o rany years, lay loose beside it. 1He

was silemnt so long, standing witb bis
back to ber, that she bid ber face in ber
hands.
t"Rosalie," ho rnurrnured, "Rosalie-"
The roorn was quite stili; Rosalie's
daughter wvas forgotten. He drew a
long breath and reached for -the locket.

fIt was thon that ho saw for tbe firet
Ltirne the tali bottie with the gaudy

label that stood beside the books. FHe
pickXed it up, curiously, and bcgan read-

ring the delusivo wcrds& that bis daughter
had rcad the fateful day she acrubbod
Mrs.. Thompson's ernpty bof fie: "WVar-
anted to produco a -rich, glossy, naturai

ogolden shade defyine detectioi. Un -
usually lnsting iii' resuits, exceptionally
easy to apply!"

Fie strode across the room and jorked
the towel frorn ber bcad. Mat ted and
dnrnponed, one side oddly splotchoed with
brown and the othor bloaclhcd a vivid
yoiiow, the littie -bond bont lowv under
bis startied gaze. She fiungr hersoif at
bis feot in the agony of ber humîiliation.

"Don't-don't look at it," she cried.
"«It-it said beauf!ful golden, but .it toid
an awfui lie-that bottle! I truly didn't
mean f0 be bad-I just wantcd to make
it nice so's you'd love me. But if I'm a
nun it won't matter. Their Iair don't.
show at ail. Please let nme ho a min, and
don't-don't scold me! Anyway rot
to-night, because to-night I thought
you'd bo cailing me Goldilocks!"

In the long moment that ho stared
down at the ridiculous littie, figure, a
sharp consciousness of bis years of seifieh
dcvotion to the dead and bis grudging
love for the liviug swept over bim. Fie
turnod down the--meiaessighL and in
the darkness, bont over bis littie girl.

"Daughtcr, dear!" he murmured, pity-
iily, as ho caughf ber in bis arme and
kissecd the stained tresses. "Daughter,
dear! "

The long-ago endearment faltered on
bis lips, fleic emorv of if -%as crucily
poignant, but bis broken wiispers sound-
ed in her cars like heavonl>' musie.

"Goldilocks!" he sigbod. "My dear
littie Goidiiocke!"

Deep Sea Trawl-*ng as Laddie
Secs It
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Thoy had a bit of biscuit and water,
but'the cold aimost prevented them ont-
ing. Ail that day fhey rowed and bailed,
drifting and tossîng. The bowvman's
eyos bothcred him and ho snuggled iâfo
the bouv. In the morning hoe-vas dead,
and tlhe ionely survivor w-orked on des-
pcrafcly. Sometinie Inte r he made an
isolatcd'ledgc or island, and managed te
drag flic dory up a bit, and to carry the
body of lus mate asiiore. Later again
ho four.d fle island fo bc but a desolafe
rock and hoie arried flic hodv back and
linaily managcd to get tlic dory afloat
once more. Hie frosted hands- wero
giving Iiim such pain that rowing uvas a
torture. Finaliv, duriuîg the ni-lit, the
coid increascd 50 fliat lic hiad to let lue
bande freezo to flhe oars fo make any
progrcss. MWlî" course lie stccred nîo
mnan Can fell. TIc made flic shore, but ho
lost ail fi::-,ers of boïhli ard ,, poor chîap.
Noîv you and 1I wý1l sav: "I bottlio nover
wecnt afloat aigain." 1 want vou fa
itmagine tfli îost uniikeiv t tiii fut ho
coiild do0. Sav-, for tirguiiei;t,"fliat lie
saiied off for a lunudrcd nmiles alone; lie
Lid nuchi better tItan tlîat. This sailor-

fiserman, with notbing but tho stumn :of his hande lef t, embarked i a sin.
masted, tiny sailing boat, not big enong
to be called a vesol, and stnrted off fo.
-England! I'his is the saine Gloue#w
man I arn tolling YOU of who mad jtàtrip, alone and unaided, and iuo
safcly acrosa the great Aflantie. Fei

.a United States. citizen, but one Of l
thousande of brave, hardy' seanrnonSU.'
fellowv meots or boars of lioreabouk

I bave eoliected -these sea yarne, trot
one aIl of thorn, for you, my reade&
as I arn trying to soivo wbere the 'nl*
lady" getebier tare, gets these men 'lie
are absolutely feariese On the great
wýaters (one hundrcd fhousand Brt j
geamen are ncedcd by the naey eve*ry
decade). Thoy grow Up in these loï4
narrow, wild barbours, wherc the every.day struggle bas become s0 much a hal
that danger je rcnlly unknown when met.

But, as Peter says, "'You want to keep
your eye open or the bit of fieb iime
on tlhe dock sonie day will pioL, o,
over, or fthe tan-lcd end will foul you, or,
as occurrcd here this very montb, thé
up and ouf beave wil buri you elear
qver, and your boots and oilskins win
do the rest.

The more wo sec of tbese hardy Nov*
Scotians the more we admire their every.
day sterling courage.

SONG OF THE WA&STER
1 bave folloved fast on pleasure's tral

And draiîk of lier lazy wine;
I have basked in bowers of roses paie,

And ciairned the best for mine;
But the path that beckoned my restiesa

f eet,
Isd losing ifs old-time luro:

The wine and the roses I once thought
swcot

Now but for a day endure.

I've roamed 'neath the sufl of Eastern
skies,

And acted the idler's part;
0, 1 heedcd littie howv syvift Time Oies,

So care-frce was myheart.
Fie has taken toil. and I knew it nof;

lias wvhitened niy empty head;
I seek for old friends in the dear home

spot-
They are "Inissing" now or dead.

I brooked no bounds 'twixt a right or
wrong,

For I iived for self alone:
I ivas found where the gay and giddy

throng;
I bow-ed at Beauty's throne;

But the riglit and wrong had their eyes
on me

As T danced unthinkiweg by;
,,,ow thec wrcck of iny life I elearly see:

For the vanished years I Bigh.

I buricd my talents deeply down,
And [ squandered my tirne in play;

I *as pleased with the gilt in Foily'B
crown,

11cr saucy quips s0 gay-
Now I see OId Age frorn bebind the

sercen
Leer out witli a bleary gaze;

11e mouths and lie mutters, "0 Wastril,
keen!

Wecp noiv for thy golden days."
-France#.

If one be troubled with corns and -arts-
lie ivili tnd in Hollowav's Corn Cutreý an
appllication that ivili entirely relieve suffering.

Caribolu feediniz on barri, grotind

'-v.,


