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- . There is today no excuse for any
‘man remaining- weak. The vital,

“"manly manis admired by ail men
¢ as'well a3 all women ; there is an
influence about him no one can

resist ; he knows no fear; he knows
no weakness; he knows no result of
debility. It is the same VITAL.
ITY which carries our young sol.
diers to war without thought of
death. Vitality, reader, is what
you:MUST have if you would en-
oy a life of health, strength and
manly vigor. I can give you this
same life and vitality; if I can do
for you what I am doing for thou-
sands of others I can put the vigor
of youth into your blood and
nerves; I can make you feel young
again and keep you fepling young;
I can drive all away debility,weak-
.ness and despondency. You -will
laugh at trouble, you will tackle
- obstacles with the vim to win, just
as all other hearty, vital men may
do. Idon’t ask you to use drugs,

-1 ask. no changein your present

mode of living just ogase all dissi-

3 gntion and then use my HEALTH
ELT, All else will come, My
. Health Belt with™ suspensory at-

‘. tachment_is the atest’ nature §
cure and VITALITY supply that §

<-the world has ever known or prob- &
.ably ever will know. Nothing is
-taken forgranted ;you feel better
ihmediately, a t once, from the first
time used, Worn all night- whil
you sleep, it pours a great stream
of Vitalily and energy into your
weakened system;itis a wonder
working giant of power ; made as 1
now make itI am getting results
of which no man ever dreamed.
Just think, over ten thousand men
%p lied to me during the month of

ebruary ; I am no?endin *reat
-shipments of m ealth ge t to
every part of the civilized world.
Thereis a reason; I am curing; I
am giving men back their lost
strength. It makes you feel am-
bitious, full of vim ; you awaken
morning8 sparkling with bright,
clear-eyed;—¢€lear-brained health;
the weakness has all disappeared
f rom your back ;you are *just feel-
ing fine.” Specialattachments to
my - Health Belt cure rheumatism ,
kidney, liver and stomach trouble.
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Lef Me Send You This Book FREE

Fillin the coupon; let me send you at once my free bookletin plain scaled envelope; it
is profusely illustrated with half-tone photos; keep it in your pocket for easy referencc; read
the chapter on Vitality; read the chapter on Debility ; read the chapter on those subjects

. which interest every man, young or old, who would be strong in manly vigor. It is a word
of hope, a carefully written, interesting booklet which should be in every one’s possession.

. Therefore send today. Ifin or near the city, call at my office. Hours, 9 to 6.
Dr. W. A. SANDEN CO., 140 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont.

DR. W. A. SANDEN CO., 140 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont.
Dear Sirs:—Please forward me your Book, as advertised, free.
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Buried Alive.

A clergyman vouches for the truth of

a story which would otherwise be in-
credible. The winter of 1885 was the
coldest. in the experience of Minnesota
farmers, and the live stock suffered ter-
ribly. About a mile from the clergy-
man’s house was a piece of timber. He
kept his oxen busy, he says, hauling
wood to his house. The snow lay three
feet ‘seep, and the sledding was good.
On the first of January he yoked his
oxen, and in addition to the yoke used
some heavy harness, including thick
leather traces. It was one o’clock when
he left home, and in an hour or so he
was loading the wood on the sled at the
edge of the timber.

" Meanwhile a blinding blizzard  blew
up, sweeping-over ‘the prairie at the rate
of fifty miles-an hour, and piling up the
snow in drifts from eight ‘to' ten feet
deep. As the wind increased both my-
self and my oxen became chilled to the
marrow, says the minister, and I knew
that it was certain death to man and
beast to stay out any longer.

Turning the heads of my oxen home-
ward in the very teeth of that blinding
storm, I urged them on across the open
space between the timber and my house.
But oxen, however willing, are never

about one foot in depth, except in the
deep hollows of my ranch. I was driv-
ing a team of heavy farm horses over
to the timber to get another load of
wood, when, on passing through a small
ravine a little to one side.of the ordinary
road, I noticed a movement in the snow,
Drawing in my reins, I alighted, walked
about ten feet from my horses, and lo!
there' were my oxen, alive, still yoked °
together, standing in four feet of snow,
with just enough of their bodies above
the snow to make a movement visible.

They had been caught between the
stumps of two trees, and there they had
been for thirty days, unable to move,
and saved from freezing to death only
by the deep snow that so mercifully had
covered them. _ They had eaten up
everything within seach, including the
leather harness, most of the wood of the
sled-pole, the bark of the tree trumks,
the twigs and sticks lying round, and
the roots of the trees to a depth of three
feet. There they had stood for thirty
days. They . were living skeletons.
Every bone was yisible. Yet they were
able to walk home, and after careful
feeding for another thirty days they
were as strong as ever, and were faith-
ful animals on my farm for ten years
afterward.

‘Doggie’ at Drill,

rapid, and thg one mile seemed ten to
me as the heavy.beasts pushed onward.
Feeling that I should surely freeze to
death in a short time, I jumped down
from my load, plunged homeward
through the snow, and reached my barn
in half an hour.

I knew that my oxen could feel their
way home, and fully expected them to
appear at the barn by nightfall if, per-
chance, they were mnot blinded by the
storm or lost in the increasing drifts.
But night came on, and no oxen.

The storm- abated, and I started out
with my hired man to find my missing
cattle and my load of wood.

We floundered through the snow to-
ward the timber, but the oxen were no-
where to be seen. 'We hunted all nigh,
long, and arrived home just in time for
breakfast, puzzled and mystified. After
breakfast out we started again, helped
this time by some of our mneighbors;
but after a fruitless search we came
back, vanquished. No necighbor had
seen the oxen, and their disappearance
became the sensation of the mneighbor-
hood. .

They had either been lost for good,
frozen to death in the deep snow. or
else had wandered off across the prairie
to some distant farmer’s barn.

We advertised in the country papers,
offering a reward of two hundred dollars
for the return of the oxen and the wood.
One week, two, three passed by, but
still no solution.

It was the thirty- da§ of Janu-
ary. There had beer aw for several
days, and much of '« <now on  the

How Molly got her Curls.

By Rosamund Nesbit Bland.

“Lat up your crusts, dearie,” said
Nurse, “and  then your hair is sure to
curl some day.”

Molly looked at her in despair. How
could anyone be so silly?

“Nurse,” she said, “you know it’s not
true. I’ve eaten thousands of ecrusts,
and it hasn’t made any difference at all.
Last week I didn’t eat anything but
crusts for tea, and my hair is as straight
as ever.” )

Molly took hold of a lock of hair and
tugged at it as she spoke. As a matter
of fact, it was very nice hair—black,
and thick, and long—but it was the kind
that never curls, and Molly longed for
curls more than anything else in the
world. One night she had made Nurse
screw it up in tight papers, but it had
hurt so much that she had hardly slept
at all; and when she did fall asleep at
last it was with her face buried in the
pillow, and that had given her bad
dreams. After that she gave up try-
ing to make it curl, but she always
hoped there would come a day when she
would wake up and: find her head cov-
ered with black ringlets.

“You can’t expect things to happen all
at once, you know,” said Nurse.

Just then the housemaid put her head
in at the door.

“The missus wants you in her room,
Nurse,” she said, and she came in. Nurse
went downstairs and Jane made up the
fire, then she drew the curtains, and then
she came back 3o “he fire again and




