ada without even wishing her good-by
and she heard nothing more of him
from that day until this one, when he

had come innocently calling’ at the

house. !
“But did you not recognize him,
Mama?” cried Madge, wonderingly.

“I never saw him, child, never heard
his name. It was certainly a merciful
Providence that made him sell his farm
down in Manitoba and come up west
to start again.”

“I suppose he is very rich,” sighed
Madge. “Dear Aunt Kate. 1 am glad
she i1s to be happy at last.”

Her mother returned the girl’s kiss
and ’ere she skipped out of the room,
found chance to whisper:

“Take warning, Madge; Cyril loves

you; don’t miss years of happiness
like poor Aunt Kate did” Madge seri-
ously considered this advice, so seri-
ously, indeed, that the next time the
young man proposed (which made the
fourth time he had done so) she graci-
ously accepted him. Meanwhile the
elderly young lovers,” as Aunt Kate
would insist upon calling themselves,
were making plans for their future.

T must go home to wind up my af-
fairs and see the ‘chief’” she said,
with a shade of sadness in her clear
eyes; “and to say good-bye to all.”

“May 1 suggest, dearest, that we

Meanwhile, the noble huuter :
am.m% ; -
And hit the deer, and t, too— -

All honor to his name! : :

The deer, just as he fired,
Shot through from side to side,
leaps forward,

Then tumbled o’er and died.

Took one, two, three,

The hunter, now excitedj
And feeling proud and gay,
Jumped up and ran on forward
To where his victim lay.

But why now act so

strange

Why turn so deathly pale?
Why glance in all ai
escaped

As a man

ly?

rections
from jail?

Why hu' that cow Myender

Now lost her

calf?

How is it all the people
Who know about it laugh?

I cannot tell the reason;

But this the old

owl hoots :(—

“The hunter since that morning -
Looks twice before he shoots.”
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