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tion, and presently, though he hardly
expected her after the incident of the
morning, she came to him by a dif-
ferent way. He looked at her with a
sudden, swift attention as she ap-
proached. She was as dainty as any
flower of the field, with a bloom which
would be easily spoiled. In all her
happy life she had known no sorrow,
being shielded by the love of the
father and mother, the light of whose
life she was. But to-day her face
seemed to wear a different look. It
had grown harder, her flower-like
mouth was set as Maitland had never
seen it before. “‘If I had known you
were coming so quickly, Nancy,” he
said, as he raised his cap, ‘I should
have asked you to walk with me.”’
“I should not have accepted the in-
vitation. I am only here this morn-

Stomach Gases |
and Torpid Livers,

Cive Way Before the Peculiar Purify-

ing Power of Stuart’s Char- 1
coal Lozenges.

A Trial Package Sent Free.

The foul gases of the stomach and
the torpid action of the liver are easy
victims for charcoal to overcome.

This great natural cleaner and ab-
sorbent will most certainly be relished
by a system afflicted with gaseous or
sluggish tendencies.

Charcoal has long been known as a
great absorbent of gas. A panful of
charcoal will positively purify a room
filled with foul odors and decay. Its
absorbing ratio is one hundred times
greater than its own volume.

The *ancients ‘gave charcoal for
many-human ills successfully. The
North American Indians used it for
snake bite, poison from eating wild
herbs, and cured what they called
“‘stomach bad medicine’”’ with it.

Willow charcoal seems to be the
best product for human use, and no
doubt the peculiar curative property
of the willow is represented in a
chemical quality in its charcoal.

Stuart’s Charcoal Lozenges are pure
willow and sweet honey blended by
tremendous power and compression
into a very palatable lozenge. Two or
three lozenges eaten after meals will
prevent the process of digestion from
producing noxious gases. They will
vivify a lazy liver and aid every organ
which is most likely to be overcome
through its contact with impurities.

They cleanse the stomach and in-
testines, bring purity and sweetness
out of fermentation and decay and aid
digestion by allaying gas. They will
aid you and your stomach. The bene-
ficial effects are made.evident after
each meal when you use charcoal as
Stuart prepares it. To allay gas at
night they are excellent and one
arises in the morning without that
terrible nauseating bad breath which
destroys appetite and renders one
miserable.

All druggists sell Stuart’s Charcoal
Lozenges, price, twenty-five cents, or
send us your name and address and
we will send you a trial package by
mail free. Address, F. A. Stuart Co.,
200 Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

| play of her features, the light in her

| life and hope in it.

CANADIAN

ing because I promised. Yes, the pic-
turc is very beautiful, but it is sad.”
“But, these waste reaches are sad,
Nancy; they remind me of life.”
“They are not what life should be,”
she answered unexpectedly. “But it
1s waste sometimes. ' 1 suppose you !
will never come back to Wareham?”’ |
“I should not like to say that. 1
have been very happy here—too happy
perhaps.”’
“Is it possible for anybody to be
too happy?”’
“Well, there is a lotus-land, Nancy.
You and I have often spoken of it.”’
“But i1t would never content any-
body for long, would it? It is very
well just for a break or a rest; but it
is better to be out in the open, living
the big life. I am sure of that.”
“What is the big life?” asked Mait-
land, because he loved to watch the |

speaking eyes.
“The life among men
working, achieving.

1
- |
striving, |
If I were a man

| I should be ashamed just to play at]

it. I should want to grow up.” \

It was not intended as a rebuke, but |
Maitland took it as such. He realized
in a moment that this child of nature,
with her clear vision and her pure
heart, had read the whole secret of his
existence, and discovered the
spot in his armour.

“You think I have never grown up,
Nancy! I am going away soon. Itl
might be very good for me to hear|
just for once what you really think.”” |

She laughed, but there was not the |
same spontaneous sweetness in the |
sound which had often rung in Mait-
land’s ears.

“When are you going to leave off
playing at painting?”’ she asked|
abruptly. ‘

“Do you call this playing at it?”’ |

weak

he asked, pointing to the great can- |
vas, in which the lights and shadows |
played. ‘

“It is'unfinished, and it will share |
the fate of all the other pictures you |
have told me about, that stand with |
their faces to the wall at your London '
studio. Poor things, it is very cruel |
for them ; they must want to be taken |
out, and finished, and shown the 1
light.”’

“But they are not good enough, |
Nancy. Not one of them has passed
the bar of their creator’s judgment.”

“That is not it, Mr. Maitland. The |
real truth is that you grow tired Ofi
them before they are finished. It will
be the same with tnis. I knew a week |
ago that you would go soon, and that ‘.
if you took the poor thing away it)
would only be to set it with its face to |

1 and a tight, tearing cough.

CHURCHMAN.

more waste places. Let those who
like them come and see them for
themselves. Paint so that people,
looking at what you have created,
may desire to live. That is what I

want to say.”

“It is a tremendous saying, Nancy

| —you have no idea how tremendous.

Do you know that if I were to do what
you say, I should alter the very course

- of my being? It would represent the

Delugr—notling less.”
“Well, even in the Deluge, there is
the supreme moment,”” she answered

|
|

with one of those unexpected flashes |

of original thought which had some-
times arrested him.

“Will you be sorry, when I
Nancy ?”’

“Yes.”

““And do you wish me to come
back ?”’

g0,

Bronchitis More
Than a Cold.

Sometimes it becomes chronic and re-
turns again and again, wearing
out its victim.

At other times it develops rapidly into
pneumonia—ocure is found in Dr.
Chase’s Syrup of Linseed
and Turpentine.

Any cold is serious enough when its
dreadful possibilities are considered,
but when there is soreness or tight-
ness in the
cough you can look for bronchitis,
which is often confused with an ordin-
ary cold.

It is usually known by aching limbs

| and body pains, chilly feelings, weari-

ness and weakness, pain in the chest
Fever,
dry skin, thirst, coated tongue and
constipation are other symptoms.

Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and
Turpentine seems almost like a
specific for bronchitis because it is so
successful in loosening up the cough,
aiding expectoration and preventing
the inflammation from reaching the
lungs.

Bronchitis is particularly dreaded
because of its tendency to develop into
pneumonia and even when this does
not result bronchitis is likely to re-

turn again and again whenever a |

slight cold is taken until it wears out
even the most vigorous system.

Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and

| Turpentine is so prompt in affording
the wall.” ‘

Maitland smiled, but a trifle un-
easily.

“You disapprove of me, Nancy! I
have offended you,” he said humbly.
“You think I am a poor creature of
moods and fancies.”

“You are a man, and you don’t
realize what you might be—that is
really what I think. Go home and
paint a picture that will live, finish it,
and give it to the world.”

“I will do that, if only you give me
the theme, Nancy.”

“I cannot do that, but I can say put
Don’t paint any

| relief and so thorough and far-reach-
| ing in action that it succeeds when
| ordinary cough medicines have no in-
| fluence.
| Mr. James F. Thompson, Yonge
| Mills, Leeds Co., Ont., writes: ‘Last
l winter my two boys were so bad with
| colds on the chest or bronchitis that
i they coughed all night and could get
no rest or sleep. Several cough
remedies were tried to no avail until I
| was told about Dr. Chase’s Syrup of
| Linseed and Turpentine, and this
l treatment soon cured them.”” 2sc. a
bottle, at all dealers, or Edmanson,
Bates & Company, Toronto.

chest and a dry hard |

|

|

11X

' The Facts in the Case

For Constipation, or
tightness of the bowels,
the simplest — safest—
most agreeable remedy
to cure the trouble—no
griping or «f cr effects
—is unquesticnably

24

/

. Salt

25c. and 60c. At a!l dealers.

“No.”

“Why not ?”’

“I do not choose to answer; but I
don’t wish you to come back any
more to the waste places. They seem
even more desolate because you have
touched them.”

“That is the worst hearing I have
had in the course of a useless life,
my dear,”’ he said dejectedly.

When he looked at her again her
eyes were full of tears, and not an-
other word passed between them. She

| turned slowly and left him, nor did

| he follow her or seek speech with her

through the rest of the day. But in
the afternoon he followed Bertram
Power into the orchard and asked a
moment’s speech with him.

“There is something I want to ask
you, Mr. Power. I am leaving you

| to-morrow, and there is something I

| swered Bertram Power.

find it very hard to leave behind.”

The yeoman’s bright eyes fixed
themselves inquiringly on Maitland’s
face.

‘“What be that, Mister Maitland?”’

‘“Nancy.”’

“Nancy will be sorry, too,”” an-
“My wife
says it has been a mistake—the worst
we’ve ever made—to let you be to-
gether.”

‘““May 1 come back when—when I
have the right? I have lived an idle
life, Mr. Power. It is Nancy who
has awakened my soul. Have I your
permission to come back?”’

““When you like, Mister Maitland,”’
said the yeoman simply. ‘‘Yes, sure,
when ye like.”’

““But you understand if I come it
will be to rob you of Nancy.”

““If the lass be willin’, sir, so be it.
It is the way of a man with a maid.”

Maitland returned to the cold studio
on Campden Hill, and there began to
work for a definite object, for the first
time in his life.

He painted so that he might have
a home.

And when the picture saw the light
on the walls of the gallery that had
persistently refused so much of his
earlier work, it was sold at once at a
long price. Maitland took the money,
and was a better man for it. With its
proceeds he built himself a home, and
in fulness of time Flower of the Field
came te share it with him.

And from that day he became a
great painter. He remains a great
painter to this day.—British Weekly.
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