and doed nof lite
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| LOVE'S

EXILE.

“Are you making preparations for
a faney bazaar, Mr. Maude ?” she
asked, taking un a case which con-
tained a gold thimbla

But she knew what the exhibition
meant, and she was glad, though
neither of us looked at! the other as
ehe put this question, and I made my
answer, “

*No; the bazaar is over, and these
are the things left o» my hands.”

“Then | am afraid—the bazaar—
a8 not been very successful ?” she
hazarded playfully, but in a rather
insteady voice.

*Not very. My customers were dis-
contented with their bargain, and
wanted their money back.”

Babiole’s sensitive face flushed
fmddenly with hot indignation.”

“How dare she——" she began pas-

what you said—eomething kind, some-
thing’ chivalrous, that seemed to
speak to one’s heart, and made me
sorry she didn’t stop. And then, you
krow, you came after us, and spoke
again; and I heard what you sald
that time, and I whispered to mam-
ma who you were. And then, while
you were talking to her, and I only
stood and listened, I felt suddenly
quite happy, for a minute before I had
wondered where the help was com-
ing from, and now I knew. And I
was right you see.” She bhent her
head, with an earnest face, to em-
phasize her words. “So that when
poor mamma used to warn me after-
wards of the wickedness of men it
all meant nothing to me. For Ionly
knew one man, and he was every-
thing that was good and noble, giv-

Sionately, and stopped.

“My dear Mrs. Scott,
dare anything!” said I lightly, in:
aigh spirits at the warmth with
which she took up my cause. “There
is no respect left for the superior |
sex now that ladies out-read us, nnt-l
write us, out-shoot us and out-fish
us. And the end of it is that I wash
my hands of them, and have made up
my mind to die a bachelor !”

Il she could have known how
clearly her fair eyes showed me every |
succeeding emotion of her heart and
thought of her brain, as I glanced
with apparent carelessness at her
face while I spoke, she would have
died of sbame. I had thought, on
that night when I met her in London !

these girls |

when she had charmed and yet pain- |
ed me by her brilliant, graceful, bat |

! forgotten that, the

ing us shelter and sympathy and
beautiful delicate kindness; and to
me time and thought and care that
made me, out of a little ignorant

girl, a thinking woman. If that was

not charity, what was it ?”

Now 1 ecomld have -told her
what it was; indeed with
that little tender flower-
face looking so ardently up into
mine it did really need a strong
effort not to tell her. In the flow
of her grateful reccllections she had
grandfatherly
manner I had cultivated for so long
perhaps aiding her; but I think, as
I kept silence, a flash of the truth
came to her, for she grew suddenly
shy, and instead of going on with

{ the lists of my benefactions, as she

had been evidently prepared to do,
she took up the lace pockethandker-

Bomewhat artificial manner, that she ' chief which had been‘one of my gifts

was changed, that I should have to !
learn my Babiole over again. Bat
it was only the pretty little closed
doors I had seen outside her shut-
up heart. When the heart was called
to, the doors flew open, and here
was the treasure exposed again to
every touch. So that I had read in
her mobile race indignation, affection,
Jealousy, avmpathy, ard finally ccn-
tentment, before she remarked in a
very demure and indifferent man-
ner— 5

“On the whole I am not sorry, Mr.
Maude, that it is broken coff. She
wasn’t half good enough for you.”

“Not good enough for me?” Icried
in affected surprise. I was thirsting
for her pretty pralses. “I'm sure ev-
erybody who knew me thought me a
very lucky man.”

“Nobody who knew both well could
have thought that,” she answered
very quletly. “Wasn’t she rude to
mamma, whom you treat as if she

to Miss Farington, and became deeply
interested jn the pattern of the
border. After a pause she continued
in 2 much more self-controlled man-

ner.

“If Miss Farington’s charity ‘had
been real, ‘she wonld have been in-
terested in the people you had been
kind to.”

*“ Now you do the poor girl injus-
tice. She took the greatest possible
interest in you, for she was jealous.”

* Jealous! Oh, no,” sald Babiole,
with unexpected decision, and she
caught her breath as she went
on rapiily. * One may hate people
one is jealous of, but one
does not despise them. One may
speak of them bitterly and
scornfully, but all the time oue is
almost praying to them in one’s
heart to have mercy, to let go what
they care for so little, what one
cares for one’s self so much. One’s

were a queen? Is she not hard and
overbearing in her manner to You,

who have offered her the greatest ot

honor you could give? And wasn't
she, for all the cold charity she
prides herself upon, distant and con- I
templuous to me when she knew I
had been the object of your churit)jl
for seven years?”

“Not charity, child——"

* Oh, but it was. Charity that was
real, full of heart and warmth and
kindness, that made the world a new
place and life a new thing. Why,
Mr. Maude, do yom know what hap-
pened thdat night when you met us
in the cold, cutside .the theatre at
Aberdeen, when the manager had
told us he didn’t want us any more,
and we knew that we had hardly
money encugh when we had paid for
our lodging Tor that week to find
us food for the next ?” q

There was cclor enough in her face
now, as she clapsed her hands to-
gether and leant forward upon the
table, with her blue eyes glistening,
her sensitlve lips quivering slightly,
and a most sweet expression of af-
fection and gratitude illhminating her
whole face. Igave her only an in-
. articulate, guttural murmur for an-
° swer, and she went on with a thrill
in her voice,

“* You spcke fipst, and mamma hur-
rled on, not knowing your voice, and
of course I went with' her. But
though I scarcely looked at Yyou,
and certainly did not Tecag-
nize you, there was something
in your manner, in the eound
of your voice, though I couldu  hear

MISERABLE NIGHTS.

What to Do When Baby is Fretfal and
Sleepless.
It is wromg to take up a wakeful
baby fromthe eradle and walk it up
and down the floor all night. It de«
moralizes the infant and enslaves the
parents. Baby does not ery for the
fun of the thing; it cries because
it  is not well—generally, because its
stomacl is sour, its little bowels
congested, its skin hot and feverish.
Relieve it and it will sleep all night,
every night growing stronger in pro-
portion. Just what mothers need is
told in a letter from Mrs., E. J. Flan-

\
\

coidness to a person one is really

{ Jealous of is only a thin crust through

ihe fire peeps and [flashes
Miss Farington was not jeal-

which

ous!”

It was easy enougiu to see that

poor Babiole spoke from  experieace

{of the passion; and this conviction

filled me with rage against her hus-
band, and against mysell for having
brought about her marriage with

eon’s noglect of a treasure yoa have
found it hard to part with'; sq I sat
eilently cousidering Fabian’s
nomenal insensibility for some min-
utes until at last I asked abruptly:

“Who did he make you jea!ous
of 2"

in thought, started.

“Fabian?” said she, in a low
voice. Then, trying to laugh, she
added hastily, “Oh, I was silly, I
wag jealous of everybody. You see
I didn’'t know anything, and be-
cause I thought of nobody but him,
I fancied he ouzht to think of no-
weody but me—which, of course, was

reasonable.”

“Unless T mave a woman all my
affection I shouldn’t
hers.”

“Ab, youl!” sha exclaimed, witha
tender smile. *“Ihere was the mis-
take; without knowing it I

this ingenuous speech, 1 knew that
a sudden feeling of womanly shame

her Dblushing. *“But really Fabian
was quite reasonable,” she went on.
“He only wanted me to give him
what he gave to me—or at least
he thought so,” she corrected.

“And what was that?”

“Well, just enough affection to
make us amiable towards each
other when it was impossible to
avoid a tote-a-tete.”

“But he can’t _have begun like
that! He admired you, was fohd
of you. No man begius by avoiding
a bride like you !”

“Ah, that was the worst of it ! For
6ix wecks he seemed to worship me,

ders, Marbleton, Que., who Says :
“I canmot say too much in favor oj
Baby's Own Tablets. They have |
worked like a charm with my baby, |
who was very restless at night, but
Baby's Own Tablets soon brought |
quiet sleep and rest. I shall never be
without a box while I have a baby’.’
Baby's Own Tablets cure all minor !
allments of little ones, and are guar- |
anteed to contain no opiate or
harmful drug. They are sold at 25
centg a box by all dealers, or you
car get them| by mall, post paid, by
writing direct to the Dr. Willlams"
MegWine Co., Brockville, Ont.,, or
®oherectady, N. Y., | | =]

and I—I never knew whether it was
wet or fine—warm or cold. Every

orying to me.” Well, I wae
eno to yicld to the claims
| real Art, not the
of - it papa used
to call up;aund I was eager for
my hwsband to- take a..foremost)
plumamonc artists, as I koew
and Ielt he could do. But when we
got back to England—to London—to
this art which was calling to us to
short our holidays, I found—or
thought I found—that it had hand-
some a&ulllne features and a tltl;{
and that it wore splendid’ gowns
materials . which my husband had
to choose, and that it found itsown
husband and its own frienls weari-
some, and—well, that Fabian was
palnti her portrait, which was to
make his fortune .and: proeclaim him
a eat painter.”
“Who. was she?”
L low voice. \
She named the beautiful countess
whose portrait I had seeen on
Scott’s mantelpidce on the morning
when 1 visited him at his chambers.
“She” came to our rooma several
times for GRittings, as she
gone to his studio before he mar-
ried me. But she found it was too
far to come—Bayswater oeing so
much farther than Jermyn ' street
from Ke&:lngton Palace Gardens!—
and he d to finish the picture in
her house. How. the world swam
round me, and my brain hammered
in my head on those dreadful days
when I knew he was with
her, glancing a her  with
those very glances which
uged to set my heart on fire and
make me silent with deep passionate
happiness. I had seen him look at
her like that when he gave her those
few dittings which sae found so tire-
some because, I suppose of my jeal-

ious eyes. I never said anything—I

| didn’t indeed, Mr. Maude, for I knew
he was the man, and I was only the
woman, and I must be patient; bat
the misery and disappointment be-
gan to eat into my soul, when I
found that those looks T had loved
and cherished so were never to 'be
given to me again. At first1 thought
it would be all right when this por-
trait was painted and done with;
this brilliant lady’s caprice of liking
for my clever husband would be over,
and I should have, not only the care-
less kindness which never failed, but
the old glowing warmth that I
craved like a child starving in the
snow. But it never came back.” A
dull hopelessness was coming into her
voice as she continued speaking, and
her great eyes looked Yearningly out
over the feathery larches in the
avenue to the darkening sky. ‘“When
that picture was finished there weré
other pictures, and there were ama-
teur theatricals to bz.superintended,
where the “eye of a true artist”
was wanted, but where there' was no
use at 'all for a true artist’s wife.
And there were Httle scented nptes to
be answered, and their writers to be
called upon ; and-as'I had from the
first accepted Fablan’s assurance
that an artist’s marriage gould be
nothing more than an episode in his
life, and that the less it interrupted
the former course of his life the hap-
pler that marriage would be, there
was nothing for me but to submit,
and to live on, as I told you, out-
side.”

“But you were wrong, You should
have spoken out to him—reproached
him, moved himn !” I burst out, Jjump-
ing up, and playing, in great excite-
ment, with the things on the mantel-
piece, unable to keep stiil.

“I did,” she*answered, sadly. “One
night when he was going to the the-
atre to act as usual—he had Just got
an engagement—he told me not ta
sit up, he was going to the Count-
ess’ to meet Bome foreign painten
—I forget his namda 'The mention
of her name drove me suddenly

such an unaprropriative brute.It is ail- |
ways difficult to ralse another per- |

phe- |

Babiole, who had also been deep K rupted me.

MD | don’t think so,” said I, curﬁly.‘

into a sort of frenzy; for he had
i Just been sweet to me, and I had
| fancied—just for a monteiit, that the
old times might come back.. And I
| forgot all my caution. all my pa-
tience. I said angrily, ‘The Countess,
the Countess” Am I never to hear
the last of her? What do youw want

this idle great lady’s drawing-
rocoms when your own wife is wear-
ing her heart out for youat home?”
Then his face changed, and I shook
and trembled with terror. Tor he
| looked at me a3 if I had been some
! hateful creeping thing that had sud-
denly appeared before him in the
midst of his enjoyment. He drew
himself away from me, and said in a
voice that seemed to cut through me,
‘I had no iden youw were Jealous.’ I
faltered out, ‘No, no,” but he inter-
‘Please don’t make a
’murt_vr of yourself, Babiole. Since
Yow desire it, I shall come straight
I home from the theatre.’”

“He ought to have married Miss
Farington !” said I heartily.

Babiole wenc on: “I calied on him
{ not to do 80 ; begged him not to mind
, my silly words. But he went out
' without speaking to me again. All the
evening 1 tortured mysell with re-
proaches, with fears, until, almost
mad, 1 was on thg point of going to

expect all. the theatre to tmplore him to forgive

and forget my wretched, my paltry
jealouey. But I hoped that he would

i Dot keep his word. I was wrong,. Be-

wind blew from the south for me, !

noither  winter nor death could
come pear the earth again. We
were away, you know, in Normandy
and Brittany—when L try to think

of. kieaven( I always sce the sea with

the sun o it, and the long stretches
of sand. Before wo came back I
knew—I felt—that a change was
coming, that life would not be al-
ways llke that ; but I did not know,
of ccurse, I could nct know, whot a
great change it would be. Froian
sald, “Our holiday is over now ear-
est, we must get to work ugal‘! My

had fore 1 even thought the plece could
been forming my estimate of mung be over he returned, having come, as
on what I felt to be true of you.” | he said, straight home. I don’t think
I did not lookx at her; but by the ! he can know, even now, how ho&rlbly
way in which she hurried on after , cruel he was to me that night.

He
meant to give me a lesson, but he
did not know how thorough the les-

at her impulsive frankness had set| son would be. Seeing that he had

come back, although against his wish,
1 tried my very utmost to please, to
charm him, to show him how happy
his very presence could make me. He
answered je, he talked to me, he
told me inferesting things—but all in
the tome he would have used to%a
stranger, placing a barrier between
us which all my efforts could not
move, In faet he showed me clearly
onece for all that, however kind and
courteous he might be to me, I had
no more infidence over him than one
of the Iay figures in his studio. That
night I eould not sleep, but next
morning 1 wa# a dilferent woman. A
little water will make a fire burn
more fiercely ; a little more pute it
out. Even Fabiun, though he did not
really eare for ‘me, could not think
the change in me altogether for the
better ; but his deliberate unkindness
had suddenly clcured my - sight and
shown me that | was beating my
soul against a ri§k of hard, immov-
able selfishness. I was nicer to me
after a while, for}he began to find
out that he had lon% something when
I made acquaintantes who thought
me first Interesting and presently
amusing. But he never asked me for
the devotion he had rejected, he
never wanted it; he, 18 always ab-
sorbed In half a dozen new passions ;

f

I asked, in a|

a Platonic ds!
a

for a rising talent: And so I
become, ae 1 wgh “bound to becom:
loving him as I did, just what he

an artist’s wife should be—-a slave;
getting the worst, the least happy,
the lenst worthy, of his life, and |
all the time re ln&dl-contentod, ]
and ohafing agaiost the chain.” i

**Yet you have never had cause to
be seriously jealous ?” !

Babiole hesitated, blushed, and the
tears came to her eyes. 8

“I don’t know. And—I know it
sounds wicked, but I ¢ould almost
say I don’t care. 1 am to my lms-
band like an ingenious automaton,
moving almost any way its possessor
pleases; but it has no soul—and I
thick he hardly misses that!”

“But that fs nomsense, my dear
child ; yeu have just as much soul as
ever.” . ¢
“‘Oh, yes, it has come to life again
here among! the hills. But when 1 go
back to London—-—" h

"wdl ?ll - 7

“I shall leave it up here —with youn
—‘to‘ take care of till I come back
again,”

sShe had risen and was half laugh-
ing : but there was a tremor in her
Voice.

. “Where are you going?” I asked
as I saw her moving towards the

1l am going to eee if there is a
letter from Fabian o say when he
is coming, 1 saw Tim come up the
avenue with the papers.”

“But Fabian can’t know himeelf
yet I 1. objected. However that
might be, she was gone, leaving me
to a consideration of the brilliant
ability I had shown in match-making,
both for mysell and my friends.

When 1 joined Mrs. Ellmer and her
daughter that evening,.I found that
the former lady wae oppressed by the
conviction that “‘something had hap-
pened,” something interesting of
which there was an evil . design
abroad to keep her in ignorance. She
had been questioning Babiole, I felt
sure, and getting no satlsfactory re-
plies; for while there was a sus-
picious halo of pale rose-color—
which In my sight did not de-
tract from her beauty—about the
younger lady’s eyes, her mother
made various touching references to
the cruelty of waunt of confidence,
and at last, after several tentative
efforts, got 'on the right track by ob-
serving that my “young lady” was
not very exacting, since I had not
been near her that day. This re-
‘mark bet hoth her daughter and me
blushing furlously, and Mrs. Ellulmer.
figuratively speaking gave thie “view
hallo.” After a short run I . was
brought to earth, and confessed that
—er—Miss Farington and I—er —had
had a—in fact I disagreement— a
mere lover’s quarrel. It would soon
blow over— but just at present —
that is for a day or two, why——

Mrs. Ellmer interrupted my lab-
ored explanation with a delighted
and shrill -little giggle. T

3 (To ve Coptluued) | . :
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BRITON AND GERMAN.

The Latter Learns Nothing After War
Begins,

The diference between the German
Soidier ana Tommy Atkins, and the
Sysiems of whicu they are the pro-
duct, 18 well put by ‘“Linesman,”
“Tune Germaun private so.der, how-
ever much hie may learn betore a war,
jjf will learn nothung in war. His mind
I8 cast in a dilferent mould to that
of our cwn Atkine, a most malleable
fellow, who in South Alrica took to
new conditions like a duck to water,
and improved upon innovations to
beat tue innovators. What the Ger-
man has learned he has learned with
a thorougnness of which no other
human being is capabie. What he has
not learned the fear of death itsell,
swift tutor:though it be, will not in-
duce him to practise. When an army
is defeated in battle, its salvation,
let the text-books say what they wiil,
depends more upon the nnate value
and loyalty of the soldfers than upon
ary dieecipilnary codes; and the
larger the army the more this is the
cage, for anarchy lurks ever in terri-
fied or despoudent mobs. A British
ormy has never in all history been
defeated in the sense of having its
power ol recuperation destroyed ; for
inextinguishable loyalty, the child of
free-wili and the cause of free service,
| permeating the rank and file, has refi-
cdered a debacle impossible. Conscrip-
tion is a great juggler in the Father-
land ; it takes the traders and leaves
trade uninjured; it invades without
dislocating civil life; it seals the
bodies of men to iteell without
either quenching or setting fire to
their spirite—thes> are wonderful
feats, visible to all beholders. But it
is impossible to help doubting ‘the
genuineness of its greatest miracie
of zll, the creation of a military
spirit, whose splendor is Iimpressed
upon you by every German soldier
with an Insistence almost pathetic,
quite unconvincing. They do protest
too muech. Conscription as yet has
herded the nation only to success;
the spirit which bears up and grows
stouter under disaster, the inspira-
tion of the free alone in every busi-
ness under the sun, how shall it dwell
in millione who are not free ?

A Grim Revenge,

Chicago Record.
The Britons whipped the Boers, but
the latier are getting a terrible” re-
venge. They're all writing books and

, leaks, which almost
{drain away the profits that should

dn order to pay, farming should be
oconducted in the same way as oth-
er business enterprises. A suitable
‘return should be receiyed, not only
for' the money invested in the land,
stock and implements, but also for
the labor and cares of management.
Every farmer by a simple
syptem of book-keeping, keep a care-
ful check on his receipts and exs
penditures, so as to know exactly
which of his farming opez_-atlou are
yielding him a t, which are
conducted at a , and which are
causing him merely to “mark 4
A little figuring of this sort
reveal to him a number of little
imperceptibly

reward his labor. In these days of

flerco competition it is only by keep- |

ing down the cost of production and

preventing all waste that farming

can be made successful.. Some sources

of loss are here given which will

readily suggest others: . P
Lack of System.

One of the chief leaks on many
farms is the loss of time and en-
ergy because the management is not
carried out on any definite system.
A study of any old and successful
business will show that success has
been largely due to a methodical
and systomatic way of doing things.
System may be carried too far so
as to become merely mechanieal, but
as a geaeral proposition it may be
sald 4hat after & well defined plan
of' action has been determined on it
should be rigidly carried out. As
more knowledge is gained, or new:
ideas acquired, it will be necessary
to make changes in the routine, but
no chango should be made without
due deliberation. All work should be
carefully planned in advance and all
tools and implements gotten ready so
that therc may be no delay when
operations actually begin.

Use of Time Tables.

All men employed on the farm
should have well-defineG daties to
perform, 0 that thei time may
be used to the best advantage. A
good system provide® for the feel-
ing of stock at regular hours each
day. When stock are fed and wal-
ered at regular hours, they be-
come accustomed to the regularity
of feeding, and thrive much bet-
ter than if fed at different hours
on each succeeding day.

y Care of Implements.

A very common source of loss is
found in the neglect of expensive
farm implements and tools. These
are left lying in the flelds where
they have been uscd, subject to all
the inclemencies of the weather,
which - are more destructive than
actual use. Small tools are fre-
quently lost, and lArger imple-
ments rust or rot. There ‘should be
& place on every farm where im-
plemeats may be kept under cover,
and none should be left' outside
when not in use. A workshop should
also be provided in connection with
the topl-house, so that during
rainy days or other slack periods,
implements may be painted and
necessary repairs made. Much time
is lost by farmers, during busy sea-
sons, such as seeding, haying and
harvest, because a bolt or some
other small part has been lost,
and a trip to blacksmith shop or
foundry is necessary to replace it.
This waste of valuable time might
be prevented by a little forethought
or examination of the implement
before it was required for use. In
many cases implements are pur-
chased, which the farmer could well
do without.

Keeping Unnecessary Stock.

This is another frequent cause of
loss. If a farmér has more horses
than are required to carry on the
work of the farm, he should sell
those he does not need, if a figure
at all reasonable can be obtained.
The cow which does not yield en-
ough milk or butter to pay a‘iood
profit on her keep should be dispos-
ed of, and her place filled by an-
other. A few weeks’ use of the
scales and Babcock tester will usa-
ally furnish some surprising re-
sults in "this direction.

Improper Feeding of Stock,
To secure maximum profits It is

intelligently for the object in view;
Rations should be carefully com-
pounded in order to secure a proper
proporjion of albuminoids, and car-
bohydrates, or as it is called, a pro-
per nutritive ratio. Animals should
be selected for early maturity and
fed so as to be ready for market;
at an early age. The nearer mat-
urity an animal comes, the greater
becomes the cost of growth. Again
money is lost by failing to.provide
green crops for feeding during the
summer droughts {incident to this
country. Horses in many cases are
given all the hay they care to eat—
a practice not only wasteful, bat
injurious to the animals as well.

Waste of Manure.

In the older settled portions of
Canada, the restoration or main-
tenance of soil fertility.is already

selling them to the English.

an important question. How desir-

necéssary that stock should be '!ed i

old proverb, “For the wa
the horse was lost,” is v@
priate in such a case. A
two spent for lumber or }p
often result in a-large savin,
and increased comfort to thL
during the winter montha. .N
& leaky roof is often respongin.
heavy losses of grain or fodder; .
in, the timbers of the buildings s
a’'good frame has been rulned
leaky roof, ¥ | i
Lack of Knowledge.
Nearly all the leaks. previon
rtioned may be set down to ca
lesaness, but farmers also lose
cause some of them think that »
thing can be learned from eothe
and that a new idea is necessar
nonsense. No matter how good
farmer o man may bg he can st

prove of value to him. The expe
of the Experimeunt Stations a
successful farmers should be
fully ecanned for “pointers.”
many farmers there are who «
subecribe to a paper devoted to
ing ? These men are certainly
money by false economy. In thi
of progress it is ldeas that cou:

e idea gained from a paper
often, when put into practice, r¢
sent a gain of many times the
scrpition price. The local pt
should also always be supported, .
each farmeér should do all he ean
assist the editor of the agricultur
paper and the local paper to proﬂup
a® good a sheet as possible,  ~*
extend the circulation of ea:

W. Hodson, Live Stock Commis:

SAW BUCK AND BEAR F

The Former Won, Although
the Lighter in Weight.

Old hunters have always clai
that while at certain times
under certain conditions a |
moose is an ugly customer to mt
he Is not to be eompared ar
fighter with the buck i
unaccustomed to the ways o
animals have generally r-
this as a fable, or at leas
exaggeration, but Thom
of Dayton, Ohio, one of
Ohio sportsmen, who ‘x
concluded a hunting trip)
Crolx Lake, is pow ready
affidavit to the truth of
veterans say. He has seen
deer whip a bear, and afte
come back to the battle gron
gloat over his victory.

Ona%.ﬂayl l:‘sst week llfir.lle.
was eling over an o og:”
road, %‘ Mhis attention was
tracted by #@vwsavage growling
‘bush near at .and. He left
road and proceed to iavest
and had gone o a few
when he ecame upon ¢
and a medium sized bé
in deadly combat. It wi
battle, the bear using his
and claws and the buck his
and sharp hoofs. The bea-
plainly getting the wor
and in a fow mioutes hd
and fled for his life.

In making his escape
ran directly past Mr.
was an ¢éasy mark, but]
ggt away. Mr. Leach
‘ ar and hung the car
! tree, returning then to (¢
morning, when he went]
| the bear, there were
| tracks around the tree,
'down on a log and wa
eourse of anx hour the s:
buck that had vanquishe)
appeared, and began p
ground around the tree
| iate enemy was hanging
| gave the buck time to
' tle over his victory, and
| ped him with one shot
fle. The buck dressed
, and the bear 235 pound
Me., cor. N. Y. Tribune,

» An Insulting Allegati

Torento News.

A Toronto clergyman an
that there are some editors
not' ¥*now the difference
kistorical and systematit * tj
Incredible ! Impossible ! |

In Four Hospitals in Montrg

a

&

But the Doctors Could N6t Cure, Mr. cloUtle'f—Sald He Would Never be V[pil,- Aga
After 8ix Years of Helplessness He Was Cured by +° .- 3

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food. 4

The cage of Mr. fimon Cloutier,
shoemaker, 110 Lagouchetiere street,
Montreal, deserves more than paes-
ing notice, because his case was un-
usually severe. L

For six long years 'Mr. Cloutier
was ar invalid unable to attend to
his work, and h of his time was

in the hospitals of Montreal.

e dogtors gave him no hope of re-

oovery, but, on the contrary, told him
that he would never be well again.

A treatment that will restore to
good health a percon whose cage was

\

}

considered hopeless must be of more
than ordinary value, and this is only
one of a series. of remarkable curts
that have been brought about by the
use of Dr. Chase's Nerve Food
Mr. m&r;(;‘louuel;. groenht i kﬁri;.m
Lagouche street, Montrea e.,
states: “For gix years I was nof
able.to work, my nerves were all up-
strung and my digestion bad. I had
sovere attapke of hieadache, could not
sleep, and suffered . with shooting
fn the small of my back. I was
four hospitale, but the doctors
could not cure me. They said I would

never be well again. In ;
declsion I.began the use :X'M s
Nerve Food some months
am convinced that I owe
this medicine. I have ‘no
work for over two weeks,
that my health has been

-stored. It is a pleasure for

my tesfimony to_ the hos
ers from persons who have
by this wonderfal medick
Dr. Chese's Nerve  Food
a box, @ boxes for- §2
denlers, or Edmanson, &
Torpnto. . : 5t
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gain ideas from others that. 1‘:’\
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