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, (Continued.)
i “I bear malice?”” 1 cried, flushing.
“Monsgieur is mocking me.. I know mon-
' sieur cannot love me, since I attempted hs
Whfe. Yet my wish is to be alidwed to serve
him so faithfully that he can forget it.”
“Nay,” he :aid; ‘I have forgotten it.
And it was frédy forgiven frem the mo-
ment 1 saw luchs at my cousin’s side.”
“For the second time,” 1 said, ‘‘mon-
+deur saved my life.” ‘And I dropped on
 my knees beside the bed to kiss his hand.
But he enatohed it away from me and
{tlung his arm around my neck and kissed
i my cheek.
“Relix,” he cried, “but for you my hands
! would be red with my father’s blood. You
irescued him from death and me from
wworse. If I have any shreds of hggour
L left it is you have saved them to me.”
|  “Monsieur,” 1 stammered, “I did
imaught. I am your servant till I die.””
“You deserve a better maaster. What
;nm 1? Lucas’s puppet! Lucas’s fool-”
‘““Monsieur, it was not Lucas alone. It
./ Jwas a plot. You know what he eaid—"
“Aye,” he cried with bitter vehemence.
X dsha-ﬂ remember for some time what he
#aid. Thy would not kill me to make my
lcowsin Valere duke! He wag a man. Bulb
I—nom-de dieu, 1 avas not worth the kill-
“Tt is-the League's scheming, monsieur.”
* “Oh, that does not need the saying.
ecretaries don’t plot against dukedoms
n their own account. Some high man is
ind Lucas—I dare swear his Grace of
ayenpe himself. It is mno eecret mow
here Monsieur stands. Yet the king's
grows eo strong and the mob so
cheers Monsieur, the League dare not
trike openly. So they put a spy in the
ouse to choose time and way. And the
py would not stab, for he saw he could
e me do his work for him. He saw
needed but a push to come to open
reach with my father. He gave the
ush. Oh, he could make me pull his
shestnuts-from the fire well enough, burn-

-

K

~fing my hands-so that I could never strike
'a free blow again. I was to be their
‘slave, their thrall forever!”
!v “Never that, monsieur; never that!”
{ “I am not so eure,” he cried, ‘“‘Had it
ot been for the advent of a stray boy
rom Picagdie, I trow Lucas would have
put his purpose through. I was blind-
folded; I saw nothing. I knew my cousin
Jervais to be morose and cruel; yet T had
"Jdone him mo harm; I had always stood
This' friend. I thought_ him shaméfully
used; I Jet myself be turned out of my
father’s house to champion him. T had
no more motion he was plotting my ruin
\than a child playing with his dolls. I was
Ktheir doll, morcieu! their toy, their crazy
ifool on \a chain, But life is not over yet.

KIDNEY DISEASE
|AND ITS DANGERS

CAN BE

" QUICKLY CURED

~ DOAN’S
KIDNEY PILLS

’ Kidney disease comes on quietly, it may
“dave been in the system for a long time
{before you suspood the real cause of your
troubls. There may have been backaches,
‘ﬂli’ of the feet and ankles, disturb-
ances of the urinary organs, such as, brick
dust it in urine, higly colored, scanty
or cloudy urine, bladder pains, frequent
urination, stone in bladder, etc.
{; Perhaps you did not know that these
,'were symptoms of kidney disease, 8o the
ble kept' growing worse, until Neu-
is, Sciatica, Rheumatism, Diabetes,
, apd worst of all, Bright’s Disease
ve taken hold of your system.

Doan's Kidney Pills should be taken at
he first- sign of anything wreng. There
s no other safe way, (plasters and lini-

are useless), as the trouble must be
system.

y Pills go to the seat of

trouble, strengthen the kidneys, and

 thtem to filter the blood proper

trouble.
's Falls, Ont., writes:

' four months I was troubled with my kid-,|
Sl w&ndmybukgotnlmolfeltmher— ,
. Doan

over. /Afte: taking five boxes of
’s Kidney Piﬂnlwuuwoll;:m;;
three boxes

ly and |
off all the impurities which cause |
Mr. Thomas Mayhew, |
“For over |

Tomorrow I go to pledge my sword to
‘Henry of Navarre.”

“Monsieur, if he comes fo the faith—"

“Mordieu! faith is not all. ‘Were he a
pagan of the wilderness he were better
than these Leaguers. He fights honestly
and bravely and generously. - He could
have had the city before now, save that
he will not starve us. He looks the other
way,. and the provision-trains,come in.
But the Leaguers, with all their regiments,
dare not openly strike down one man,—
one man who has ‘¢ome all alone into
their country,—they put a spy into his
house to eat his bread and betray him;
they stir up his own kin to slay him, that
it may not be called the League’s work.
And they are most Catholic and noble
gentlemen! Nay, I am done with these
pious plotters who would redden my
hands with my father’s blood and make
me outcast and despised of all ‘men. 1
have spent my playtime with the League;
I will go work with Henry of Navarre!”

I caught his fire.

“By $St. Quentin,” I cried,
Deat 'these Leaguers yet!”

He laughed, yet his eyes burned -with
determination.

“By St. Quentin, shall we! You and I,
Felix, vou and I alone will overturn the
whole League! We will show them what
we are made of. They think lightly of
me. Why not? I mnever took part with
my father. I lazed about in these gay
‘Paris houses, bent on my pleasure, too
shallow a fop even to take sides in the
fight for a kingdom. What should they
see in me but an empty-headed roisterer,
frittering away his life in follies? But
they will find I am something more. Well,
enter there!”

He dropped back among the pillows;
striving to look careless, as Maitre Men-
ard, the landlord, opemed the door and
stood shuffling on the threshold.

“Does M. le Comte sleep?” he asked me
deferentially, though I think he could not

“we will

but have heard M. Etienne’s tirading half-
way down the passage.

“Not yet,” I answered. “What is it?”’

“Why a man came with a billet for M.
Te Comte and insisted it be sent in.” I
told him Monsieur was mot to be dis-
turbed; he had been wounded and was
sleeping; I said it was not semse to wgke
him for a letter that would keep till
morning. But he would have it 't was
of instant import, and so—"

“Oh, he is not asleep,” 1 declared, eager-
ly ushering the maitre in, my mind leap-
ing to the comclusion, for no reason save
my ardent wish, that Vigo had discovered
our whereabouts,

*“I dared not deny him‘further,” added
Maitre Menard. “He wore the liveries of
Al. de Mayenne.”

“Of Mayenne,” I echoed, thinking of
what M. BEtienne had said. “Pardieu, it
may be Lucas himself!”” And snatching
up my master’s eword I dashed out of the
door and was im the cabaret in three
steps,

The room contained some score of men,
but I peering about by the uncertain can-
dle-light, could find no one who in any
wise resembled Lucas, A young gamester
seated near the door, whom my sudden
entramce had jostled, rose, demanding in
the name of outraged dignity to cross|
swords with me. On any other day 1
| had deemed it impossible to say him nay,

but now with a real vengeance, a quar-
rel a outrance‘on my hands, he seemed “ff
no consequence at all. 1 brushed him
| aside as I demanded M. de Mayénme’s
! man, They said he was gone. I ran out
| into the dark court and the darker street.
| A tapster, lounging in the courtyard,
had seen my man pass out, and he opined |
with much reason that I should not catch |
him. Yet I ran a humdred yards up street |
shouting on the name of Lucas, calling|
him coward .and e&kulker, bidding him |
i come forth and fight me. The whole|
| neighborhood became aware that I wanted
{ ope Lucas to fight; lights twinkled in win- |
[dm\'s; men, women, and childrem poured |

|

out of woors, But Lucas, if it were he, |
had for the second time vanished soft- !
footed into the night. |

I returned with drooping taH to M. |
Btienne, He wae alone, sitting up in bed
| awaiting me, his cheeks scarlet, his eyes

| ‘blazing. ;
{7 “He iy geme,” 1 panted. “Ilooked every-
| where, but he was gone. Oh, if I caught
Lucas—" 4

“You little fool!” he'“exclaimed. “This
was not Lucae. Hud Yyou waited long
{ enough to hear your namg called, | gad
told you. Thix is no er)?‘!lld of Lucas
but a very different matter™§

He sat a momen: thinkindy still with
that glitter of excitement in hi§ eyes. The
next instant he threw off the
and - started ‘to rie,

|
i

“Get my clothes, Felix. I must go to
the Hotel de Lormime.”

But I flung myself upon him, pushing
him back into bed and dragging the cover
over him by main force.

“You can go nowhere, M. Etienne; it
is madness. The surgeon said you must
lie here for three days. You will get a
fever in your wounds; you shall not go.”

“Get off me, ‘od rot you; you're
smothering me,” he gasped. Cautiously
I relaxed my grip, still holding him
down. He appealed: “Felix, I must; go.
8o long as there is a spark of life left
in me, I have no choice but to go.”

“Monsieur, you said you were done with
the Leaguers—with M. de Mayenne.”

“Aye, so I did,” he cried. “But this—
but this is Lorance.”

Then, at my look of mystification, he
suddenly opened his hand and tossed me

|#he letter he had held close in his palm.

1 read:

M. de Mar appears to consider himself
of very little consequence, or of very
great, eince he is absent a whole month
from the Hotel de Lorraine. Does he
think he is not missed? Or is he o sure
of his standing that he fears no supplant-
ing? In either case he is wrong. He is
missed but he will not be missed for-
ever. He may, if he will, be forgiven;
or he may, if he will] be forgotten, If
he would escape oblivion, let him come
tonight, at the eleventh hour, to lay his
apologies at the feet of

LORANCE DE MONTLUC.

“And she—"

“Is cousin and ward to the Duke of
Mayenne. Yes, and my heart’s desire.”

" “Monsieur—"

“Aye, you begin to see it mnow,” he
cried vehemently. “You' see why I have
stuck to Paris these 3 yedrs, why I could
not follow my father into exile. 1t was
more ‘than a handful of pistoles caufed
the breach with Monsieur; more than a

“| dared not deny-him further!”

quarrel over Gervais de Grammont. - That
was the spark kindled the powder, but
the train was laid.”
‘“Then you, monsieur, were a Leaguer?”
“Nay, I was not!” he cried. “To my
credit,—or my- shame, as you choose,—I
was not. I was neither one nor the other,
neither fish-nor flesh. My father thought
me a Leaguer, but I was not. I was not
disloyal, in deed at least, to the house
that bore me.  Monsieur réviled me for
a skulker, a faineant; nom de diable, h¢
might have remembered his own three
years of idleness!”
“Monsieur held out for his religion—"
“Mademoiselle is my religion,” he eriéd,
and then Jaughed, not merrily.
“Pardieu! for all my pains I have not
won her. I have skulked and evaded and
temporized—for nothing. I would not join
the League and break my father’s heart;
would not stand out against it and lose
Lorance. I have been trying these three
years to  please both the goat and the
cabbage—with the usual ending. I have
pleased nobody. I am out of Mayenne's
books; he made me overtures and I re-
fused him. I am out of my father’s
books; he thinks me a traitor and par-
ricide. And I am out of mademoiselle’s;
she despises me for a laggard. Had I
gone in with Mayenne I had won her.
Had I gone with Monsieur I was sure of a
command in King Henry’s army. But I,
wanting both, get neither. Between two
stools, I fall miserably to the ground. I
am but a dawdler, a do-nothing, the butt
and laughing-stock of all brave men.
“But I am done with shilly-shally!” he
added, catching his breath. “For once I
shall do something. Mlle. de Montluc
has given me a last chance. She has sent for
me, and I go. 1f I fall dead on her
threshold. 1 at least die looking at her.”
“Monsieur, ‘monsieur,” I cried in de-
spair, ‘‘vou will not die looking at her,
for you will die out here in the street,
{
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clothec.l

and that will profit neither you nor her,
but only Lucas and his crew.”

the attempt. A mongh back I sent her
4 letter. I found it tonight in Lucas’s
doublet. She thinks me careless of her.
I must go.”

have said yourself Mayenne is likely to
be behind Lucas. If you go you do but
walk into the enemies’ very jaws. It is
a trap, a lure.” ’

‘“Felix, beware what you eay!” he inter-
rupted with quick-blazing ire. “I do not
permit such wgrds to be spoken in con-
nection with ¥Mlle. de Montlue.”

“But, monsieur—" ;

“Silence!” he commanded in a voice as
sharp as crack of pistolef. The St.
Quentins had ever the most abundant
faith in those they loved. I remembered
how Monsieur. in. just such a blaze of re-
sentment had forbidden me to speak ill
of his son. Aad 1 remembered, too, that
Monsieur’s faith had been justified and
‘that my accusations were lies. Natheless,
I liked not the look of this affair, and I
attempted further warnings.

(To- be continued.)

ARE YOU OFTEN BILIOUS?

Read This and Learn How to
Prevent Attacks.

Biliousness is merely .a term spplied to
a condition that exists when the body is
overloaded with bile.

The complexion turns yellow, eyes look
dull, pimples, itching and eczema break
qut, headaches are ever presemt.

Biliousnes has two great causes, capsti-
pation and defective liver action.

When Dr. Hamilton’s Pills are taken
they not only correct the bowels, but act
divectly on the liver, regulating its bile
secretion. :

Unlike other medicines which purge an!
give but temporary relief, Dr. Hamilton's
Pills remove the conditions which cause
biliousness; thus permanent cures are - ef-
fected.

Dr. Hamilton’s Pills do cure biliousness
and liver ills under all circumstances.

We prove this statement by producing

“|such convincing evidence as the state-

ment of Mr. Fenwick Luddington of New
Harbor, X. §., who writes “Three months
ago I had mo.expectation of. ever getting
free from periodical bilious attacks. They
were preceded by dizziness and dreadful
headaches. If I stooped over my head
would swim and a nauséous feeling crept
into my stomach. !

“Dr. Hamilton’s ‘Pills fixed up my liver,
drove all the bile out of my blood, and

day I enjoy a good appetite, excellent di-
gestion and the best of health. Dr. Ham-
ilton’s Pills did it all.”

Get Dr. Hamilton’s Pills today. Sold by
all dealers, 25¢ . per box or five boxes for
$1.00. By mail from N. C. Polson & Co.
Hartford, Conn.; ©. 8: A. and Kingston,
Ont." t =

A resident of San Francisco at the time
of the terrible eart‘hqua.ke and fire, and
an eye witness of some of the awful hap-
peninigs, arrived in the city Saturday. She
is Mns, Margaret Shea, a former resident
of Sussex, and she is visiting her sister,
Miss Mahoney, 16 CLff street. Mus. Shea,
whose husband was the late Johm Shea,
went to ’Frisco about a year ago to look
after some property left her by her
Dbrother, the laté James Mahoney, a form-

er resident of this: city; and she had in-
tended to make her home there.

is a part of the business section. She
\herself was residing in Ivy avenue. Mrs.
Shea says that when the shock was felt,
the chimney of her house collapsed and
almost went through the roof, omly a few
boards preventing it from falling on her
in bed. They were sleeping on the fourth
story of a four story building: Her daugh-
ter, Margaret, was thrown out of bed, the
bed being almost turned upside down. A
heavy bureau was completely turned over
and the mirror demolished.

She went to the kitchen she says and
found the stove proken to pieces, the
boiler pipes wrenched from the wall and
the kitchen flooded. They made their way
to the street with what cloths they could
save.

As they passed a dmg store a clerk
dashed through the plate glass window
and fell senseless to the pavement. He
died later on the way to the hospital.

At noon their house took fire as a re-
sult of the dynamiting. With some bed
clothing they went to the park where they

nights, one of which it poured rain. One

| night eight babies were born in the park, |

:and Mus. Shea says the government is to
| give to their family $100 each. Some wo-
| men had to tare up their own clothes to
! make some for their children. Her son
| saw a man cut two fingers off a wealthy
lady still living, in the park to get the
diamon rings she was wearing. A soldier
later shot the man. The soldiers, she says
were ordeéred to destroy all the liquor But
instead of doing eo some converted it to
their own use.. As a consequence they
were boisterous and she says shot people
indiscriminately. She saw, she says, one
man, a Mr. Tilden, a wealthy wholesale
merchant, ruthlessly shot down. He had
joined im the Red Cross work and having
moved his family to the outskirts of the
city, was returning in his automobile, As
he came to one detachment of soldiers he
called out “Red Cross” and was allowed
to pass and repeated the call to the next
detachment, but was shot down. Mrs.
Shea says that his body was taken from

others. She also says that her son saw a
man shot for taking a loaf of bread.

They were mot allowed lights for two
| nights, then wax candles were supplied
| them. For two daye they went without
food then the soldiers were ordered to
break into the stores and canned fruit
! was given them. Soup was made on the
| streets in big wash tubs of tin and they
| were obliged fto dip it out with empty
{ fruit tins. The rieh and the poor had to
| line up side by side for their daily allow-
| ance of bread. Ome four story boarding
| house in which were 500 was engulfed to
| the first story and those in this story
| walked out on the street, the others per-
| wshing.
She complains that the English consuls

! did not do as much for them as the other |

iconauls did for their people. Mrs, Shea
| will return to Sussex.

| p

| W. 8. Grant, of Hdlifax, way registered
| at the Dufferin Saturday.

-~

“That is as may be. At least I make|

“Monsieur, you are mad,” I cried. “You |

made me a well man in a few months. To- |

The property was in Ryan street which |

were obliged to sleep in the open for two |

the auto’ and thrown into a ditch with,

»

Schooner Wrecked Between
Black Point and Mispec

LEFT HIGH OUT OF
WATER ON LEDGE

Slid Off Later and Sank--Wind Left
Nova Scotia Packet and Swell Took

Come to St. John. §

Straddling two rocks on. the coast be-i
tween Black Point-and Mispec the forty-
five ton single topmast echooner Silver |
Cloud is a total wreck. She struck in }h{ck |
weather Saturday morning about 11 o’clock
while on the way here from Digby with
a load of junk from Mr. Webber of that
town, ;

On board the schooner were Capt. Geo.
Posft, of Dighy; Mate D. W. Hanselpacker,
of Culloden, and Joe Simms, of Digby, a
boy. /

Speaking of the wreck Saturday night
the mate eaid they left Digby Friday for
here. The weather was thick all Friday
night and there was no wind. Saturday
morning a breeze sprang up, but on ac-
count of the thick weather they were
dovbtful for a time as to their position.

Having determined where they were—
near Mispec Cape— they stood down the
bay for St. John, keeping quite a distance
off shore. But at an unfortunate time
the wind left them and a heavy swell car-
ried their schooner ashore despite all they
could do. Bhe struck stern firgt and held
to the rocks. The small boat was manned
and men and boy tried to haul the schoon-
er into deep water before she ahould be-
come firmly stranded. Their efforts were fu-
tile, however, and on the ledge she stayed.

Perched High on Roaks.

“When it was'seen that nothing could
be done by us,” said Mate Haneelpacker,
“Captain Pogt went ashore, This was
about 11.30 o’clock and he walked to St.
John in search of help. Meanwhile the
boy and myself stood by and toek our per-
sona] belongings into the small boat.

“When the tide left the schooner,” said
he, “it showed a peculiar sight. There the
ve:seel res‘ed, perched high upon two rocks.
From the top of her sail to low water was
fully twentyfive feet: Foreward, for
twentyfive feet her keel was free of the
ledge, then she was caught for eome dis-
tance; then came the space between the
rocks and here you could row a small boat
under the schooner from one side to the
other. She was caught fast again about
two feet from the stern post. =

“Had she listed seaward she would have
fallen completely over, masts down, but
she took a little can’t towards ghore and
there she hung.

Rowed to This Port.

“We stood by all day and then rowed to
8t. John. We reached Partridge Island af-
! ter a-hard row and there a gasoline launch
took us in tow and brought us to the Mar-
ket alip. I looked ‘around .for é&ome
schooner I knew, and found the L. M.
£llis, and Captain George Lent h been
good enough to put us up on board for the
night.” :

Captain Post, on reaching the city dur-
ing Saturday afternoon, secured the tug
Leader and ghe went down to try to p‘ull
| the schooner off the rocks. In the thick
weather, however, the stranded vessel
could not be found, and the tug, with
Captain Post, rturnd to port. :

The Silver Cloud was twenty-six years
old and was owned by Mesers. Turnbull,
Peters, Tupper, Warne and Nichols, of
Digby, and Captain Post. She was not in-
eaved. The schooner has been engaged
in the packet business and once before was
in trouble, being run down about seven
years ago by the D. A. R. steamer.

Her Ashore-- Captain .and Crew |

The tug Leader, with Capt. Post on
board, went down to the schoone

o’clock and returning about 1.

magsts over water at nearly full tide. Capt. |
Post said yesterday that he believed the
vessel would be a total loss.

 SMOKERS GANCER

Stott & Jury, Bowmanville, Ont. will
gladly send you the mames of Canadians
who have tried their painless home treat-
ment for Cancer in all parts of the body.
Some of the cures are simply marvellous.

FIRE IN CHATHAM
CHURCH

| Chathay 1, N. B., May 20—(Special)—0ld

| St. John's church caught fire yesterday af-
ternoon and would have been totally de-
strayed had it not been for the prompt
action of the fire brigade. The flames
were extinguished before the damage wae
serious, but the building was flooded with
water., It is supposed that a small boy
jand firecrackers were respomsible for the
ib]aze.

. The death of William Muirhead occur-
red last night. The deceased, who was the
only surviving son of the late Senator
Muirhead, was about sixty years old, and
had been a victim of paralysis for some
time.

The funeral of Mrs. Wilkineon, wife of
Rev. William Wilkinson, rector at Bay Du
Vin, took place this afternoon from the
heme of Judge Wilkinson, and was very
largely’ attended, St. Paul’s church, where
the impressive funeral service was con-
ducted by Ven. Archdeacon Forsythe, be-
ing cprowded with sorrowing friends. The
I choir of St. Mary’s church supplemented
8t. Paul’a choir and the hymns—Hail Glad-
dening Morn, On the Resurrection Morn-
ing, and For All My Saints,”” and Psalm
39 were sung. The pall bearers were M. S.
Hocken, E. W. Jarvis, George B. Frazer,
Dr. J. B. Benson. Tucker Williston, of
Bay Du Vin, and William MoLeod, of Bay
Du Vin, and burial was in St. Paul’s cem-
etery. Among the many beautiful floral
tributes were one from the family of the
deceased and one from Judge Wilkineon.

Mra. Wilkinson went to Kentville (N.8.)
in the. early winter for treatment, and
death occurred there on Thursday. Be-

|sad loes.

During the thunder storm early Saturday
| morning several_electric light fueces were
| burned out and fences at Greenville were
knocked down and the posts torn up. Sat-
urday the thermometer registered eighty-

sides her husband she leaves a family of |
eight who have much eympathy in their |

r again | §
yesterday morning, leaving -here about ‘)' :
It was | §
found that the little vessel had slid off | §
the rocks seaward and was lying on her | &
side with about three or four feet of her|§

{

POOR DOCUMENT

I X L Rye Whisky has
aroma, body and flavor unex<
celled.

OUR AD. HERE

Would be read by thousands
every evening

3\

Greatest
Bargain Ever
Offered in
Harness.

We have twenty eets of Nickel Mounted
Driving Harness, which, on account of be.
ing slightly damaged, we offer to clear at
$0.90 a eet. These harnesses are Worth
$15.00 a sct, and we guarantee them to
wear just as well as if you paid this price
for them. We are very particular in our
wmanufacturing, and these slight blemishes
is our reagon to clear them out below cost.
Sale takes Dlace at 8 o’clock Wednesday
morning.

H. HORTON & SON, Ltd,

TELEPHONE 448. 9 and 11 MarKet Square.

-

dn/c and a Balf above.

Envy Aimed at a High Mark

Owing to the great popularity of the Gerhard
Heintzman Pianos, certain dealers being envious
of our success, have been misrepresenting the
piano, and among other statements endeavoring to
reflect on the lasting qualities of our instruments,
which it is well known is one of the great features
of the Gerhard Heintzman Pianos.

During the past ten years we have sold
hundreds of pianos in the maritime provinces and
have had universel expressions of satisfaction, so
much so in fact that we would state publicly that
if any piano of ours, sold during the past ten years,
can be proved to be of defective material or work-
manship, we will either make it good or exchange
it for a new one, free of cost—that is, our usual
guarantee will be extended from five years to ten.
This period we believe will cover al! the planos sold
by us in the maritime provinces, although we have
been manufacturing pianos for nearly forty years.

Gerhard Heintzman, Limited
Represented by :

The D. H. Johnson Co., Limited :

Halifax St. John Sydney

¢

| 14,500
Copies Sold Dailyl

~

The Telegraph
=« The Times

together have a guaranteed §
" circulation of 14,500 copies

This makes them by far the best
advertising medium in the
Maritime Provinces

ADVERTISERS

who desire full value for the
printers’ ink they buy should
think this over.

In General News
Special Features
Mustrations

an Modern Equipment

| The Telegraph and The Times

are far ahead of all competitors
in this field




