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and southeast, then kept in a dark 
ched over night. and let loose in th- 

.morning- He at once set out in 
•straight line and on a run—not at 
like a dog that had lost his way 
crossed two broad rivers and t»" 
steep mountain ranges, through 
large towns and a network of r 
and cross roads. Although’ he h 
never been in that part of the country 
before, in four days he reached 
Cincinnati again. He could not 
have remembered or known anything 
about his journey down, for he was 
unconscious the whole of the time. 
What, then, induced him to start 
in the right direction and keep it till 
he arrived home ? This question 
has long puzzled the naturalists ; for 
stranger instances of animals finding 
their way home even than this have 
occurred.
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“JUST LET IT HURT.”

We were hunting among the 
Tennessee mountains, and came 
upon a log cabin on a sunny south
ern slope. The only evidences of 
prosperity were to be found it) a 
brood of tow-headed little children, 
who were scampering about the 
door-yard. The oldest was a sturdy 
lad of twelve or thirteen. He told 
us his name, and then we asked 
him :

“ Do you have to work ?”
“ Work ? Well, I should say. I 

cut all the wood that’s cut for this 
here place.”

He was a worker sure enough ; but 
when he heard the guns go off, he 
went with them ! He followed us 
over hill and vale, through forest and 
clearing, through stubble fields and 
bramble patches. As he emerged 
from one of those tangled masses of 
blackberry bushes, which are so 
common in that region I noticed 
that his little bare shins, from his 
knee to his ankle, were just stream
ing with blood.

*• Whew !” said I, sympatheti
cally,

“ That's nothin ' ! ”
“ Don’t it hurt ?”
“ Hurt ? You bet it hurts !”
“ What are you going to do about 

it ?”
Do ? I ain't goin’ to do nothin' 

but jest let it hurt !”
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Now, that is the kind of stuff that 
makes men. “ Just let it hurt.” 
Don’t squeal, don’t kick, don’t put 
up your lip ; but “ just let it hurt.” 
It is not such a bad education as 
some others for a boy to go 
stumbling bare-footed around a farm 
or through a country village. I 
pity the boy who has never done it.

THE HERMIT AND THE 
ANGEL.

Note Your Weight and Test 
the Flesh - forming. Tis
sue-building Effects of 

Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food — The Re
sults Will Sur

prise You.

Loss of Flesh 
and Weight.

An Indication of Wasting 
Disease, of- Exhausting 

Nerve Force and De
clining Strength 

and Vitality.

Can you imagine a more severe 
test of any preparation than that of 
adding firm flesh and increasing the 
weight of the body ? It is possible, 
of course, to add fat by the use of 
fish oils, but the tissues created by 
the use of Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food 
are firm and natural. The blood is 
thoroughly enriched and the nerve 
force replenished. Pallor and weak
ness give place to a healthy com
plexion and strength of mind and 
body. Languor and discouragement 
are driven out to make way for 
vigor, new hope and confidence.

It might be worth your while to 
make a test of this great food cure 
as a builder of flesh and muscle. 
Note your weight when beginning 
the use of Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food 
and watch the gradual increase 
week by week. At first the increase 
may be slight, owing to the wasting 
process, which must be stopped. 
Then, naturally and certainly, the 
whole system is built up and perfect 
health and vitality restored to every 
part of the body.

Mr. A. R. Fawcett, the well 
known editor and proprieter of the 
Leader and Recorder, Toronto 
Junction, writes : “ It is very sel
dom that I need medicine of any 
description, but this spring I got so 
badly run down and out of sorts 
generally, that I became somewhat 
alarmed. Chancing to read a testi
monial about the results derived 
from Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, from 
a gentleman whose case seemed to 
be identical with my own, I purchas 
ed a box and commenced using it.

“ The result was simply marvel
lous. I was benefited from the first, 
and soon restored to my usual good 
health. 1 never felt better in my 
life than . I do now. To tell the 
simple truth, I did not have very 
good faith in any medicine until I 
used Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, but 
now I have no hesitation in strongly 
recommending this great remedy to 
others as a valuable and effective 
remedy.”

Qr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 50c. a 
box, 6 boxes for $2.50, at all dealers, 
or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Toronto.

There is a story I should like 
you to know, which is very old. so 
old, indeed, that it used to be told 
by the monks of the Middle Ages 
one to another. It runs in mean
ing somewhat like this :

There was once an aged hermit 
living in the lonely woods who 
was visited one day by an angel. 
The hermit was well known to all 
the people of the country far and 
wide for his holiness of life, and 
his kindly deeds. It was because 
of his goodness that the angel came 
to visit him. The angel was in the 
form of a man, and his dress was 
that of the people of the time, but 
he told1 the hermit of his nature, 
afid of his exalted rank.

Long time these two talked to
gether. for they were alike in this 
—they loved God with all their 
hearts, and loved all mankind tis 
themselves. As they talked, one 
proposed that they should take a 
journey together and see the world 
as it worked under the govern
ment of God. and do all thev could 
as opportunity offered. To this 
the other agreed.

On the morrow they started out, 
and the hermit saw many strange 
sights, and many beautiful scenes, 
such as his eves had never before 
rested upon. He was full of jov, 
and his heart sang a song of praise.

At nightfall thev came to a 
humble cottage by the# wayside and 
craved shelter for the love of God. 
The good people bade them wel
come. gave them a homely but 
nlentiful supper, and a warm bed. 
In the dead of night the holy her
mit was awakened by the move
ments of his companion. He saw 
turn go to the side of the cot of the 
little child of his host, stand for a 
moment, then raise his hands as if 
in the act of blessing. Great was 
the peace which filled the hermit’s 
heart, and he slept again, but in 
the morning he was startled by a 
wild cry of sorrow, and then he 
learned that the child had been 
found in the cradle white and cold 
—dead. He did not dare to utter a 
word, but hastened his departure, 
overwhelmed with sorrow.

Next night the travellers came 
to a wealthv farmer’s house. The 
harvest had been fathered in. the 
barns were bursting with their 
wealth of store, and the farmer in 
iovial humour entertained the 
travellers rmfit rovallv. At length 
thev retired to rest, and being 
very weary, the hermit slent sound- 
lv. But after a time he was 
awakened bv the shining of a 
bright lio-ht in his room, and then 
he found all the household astir, 
for the ricks and barns were blaz
ing. and before the morning light 
came all the year’s store was burn
ed. and onlv pi'es of black ashes 
left.

Again the travelers went on their 
wav. As they walked, the hermit 
looked hard at his comnanion to 
see whether by the traces on his 
countenace he had been the cause 
of the fire, but in the angel’s calm, 
oeaceful face he could read noth
ing. And he did not dare to ask

of the troubles which had hap
pened.

As evening again drew on, the 
hermit and his companion stopped 
at the door of a lonely house, the 
hush of the twilight hour had fallen 
upon all things around ; the faint
est whisper could be heard. As one 
of them lifted his hand to knock, 
the sound of a man’s voice from 
within was heard in tones of agony 
and prayer, and he paused to 
listen. The man was pleading that 
his wife, who was dying, might 
be spared at any cost. It was clear 
to those who listened that the man 
loved*his wife more than God. The 
hermit looked at the angel’s face, 
and saw it marked with deepest 
sadness. Then the angel entered 
the house unbidden, and said to 
the man. “Wilt thou that thy wife 
should he raised whether for good 
or ill?” “I would.” he answered, 
holdlv, “for she is dearer to me 
than life.” Then the angel went 
to the side of the bed wherein she 
lay. and spoke some words to her, 
and the moaning ceased, the pale 
cheeks flushed, and she opened' her 
eves. Death had been robbed of 
his victim. Then was the husband 
glad with a great joy, and the her
mit. too, uttered his thanks to the 
angel.

On the morrow, as they walked, 
the hermit could now speak with
out fear, and he told the angel of 
all the sorrow he had felt when the 
child had died, and the farmer’s 
ricks were burned, but now he was 
right glad because of the raising? 
of the woman, and he gently add
ed, “We came out only to do 
good.”

The angel looked at him with 
eyes full of infinite pity, and 
answered : “Oh ! thou short-sighted 
mortal ! Dost thou think I have 
not done only what is good? The 
child’s life was given back to God 
because had he been spared he 
would have grown up wilful and 
evil, and at last have broken his 
parents’ hearts. Was it not better 
that his soul should go back to 
God. while it was pure and inno
cent ?” And the hermit answered : 
“It is even so.’ “I set fire,” con
tinued the angel, “to the farmer's 
ricks because goodness is more 
than wealth; and the man's life 
was growing bad, being eaten up 
with his pride and riches ; only 
poverty could bring him back to 
goodness ! Is it not better so?” 
”True," returned the hermit. 
“Then what of the man whose wife 
was raised ?” he asked, timidly.

“Ah!” said the angel, “he will 
have to learn through many a year 
of sorrow that love lies at the root 
of all things that God does, and 
that all requests should be made 
with due submission, for, in spite 
of seeming, the Hands that govern 
the lives of men are very tender.”

The hermit was silent. He saw 
that things are not always what 
•they seem, and that if we could 
know all. we should not say this is 
hard and that is bitter, but walk 
in trust. knowitieL that love ^s 
everywhere. *

Is not this a lesson worth learn
ing? If we would but learn it, 
what glad and thankful hearts we 
should always have!
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