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Not a penny down, simply drop me a
postal with your name ax?dyl w?ll' for-
&) ward you at once, one of my latest Im-’
ved High Grade Elegtric Belts Free.
ou can use it three months, then pay
me if cured, and the price will be only
chalf what others ask. If not cured, you
y return the Belt to me at my expense and
Your Word Will Decide. I am willing to
trust you entirely, knowing that I have!’
the best and most perfect Belt éver in-

vented and nine men in ten always pay
when cured. '

I WILL TRUST YOU

This modern Belt js the only one that generates a powerful
therapeutic current of electricity without soaking the battery ‘in
vinegar as other belts do, and it is guaranteed never to burn. It
is a certain and positive cure in all cases of Rhetmatism, Varicocele,
Dyspepsia, Losses, Weak Back, Nervousness, Kidney, Liver and
Stomach Troubles and weakness brought on by abuse and excess.

- 1 WILL GIVE FREE

to each g:‘:on writing me one copy of my beautiful illustrated

- Medical k, which should be read by all men and women. Drop

me a postal and I will send it to you FREE in sealed wrapper. If

‘ you are weak in any way, delay no longer, but write to-day for
my splendid book and Belt free. Write to-day.

"DR. A. K. MACDONALD

'8 BLEURY STREET, _MONTREAL, QUE, -
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A Wise Man Seeks Information

FROM A RELIABLE SOURCE.

Claremont, Ont., Aug. bth, 1905.
The Carnefac Stock Food Co., Toronto, Ont,

Dear Sirs—We have fed Carnefac since April last and find it
gives us entirely satisfactory results in conditioning our Hackneys

- and Clydesdales. We can safely recommend it as a safe and reliable
O tonic. Yours faithfully,
-

(Signed) Graham Bros., ,
Breeders and Importers of Clydesdale and Hackney Horses.

T m

What further recommendation would you ask for?

CARNEFAC

If your dealer has not got it, do not delay sending to us for a trial pail
F.O.B. your station.

Carnefac Stock Food Co., Winnipeg, Man.
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MAGNIFICENT

Blue Fox Ruff

FREE

Think of it, a beautiful Ruff of Blue Fox, the most
fashionablo {ur worn,

ven absolutely {ree. Such an
offer was never made before. The only reason we can
afford to do it is that we arranged for these handsome
Fursdur.ng the dull seas-n in the summer and got them
nearly at cost. The Ruff is 41 inches long. mnearly
4 inches wide, made cf the handsomest Blue Fox Far,
very 1. h, soft and fluffy. It is warmly padded, lined with
the same shadoof sat.n and ornamented with four long
tailsof Llue Fox also. Such a handsome Fur hus never
before been given uway, and you cun get it 8o easy. Just
send us your name and address, plainly, and we will mail
you 2 doz. sets of

Picture Post-Cards

tose!lat 10, a set (4 cardsto a sct,) They are beantifully
evlored, o1 the rage, and sel hike hot cakes.  Such an
O porii ity was neveroffered before to the wou en and
pols afCanada You conldn't by anvthing in the Fur
Ston s that would look 1icher, be more becoming or more
stylish, und remember, it won't cost you one cent.  Writ,
to-day  We trust you and send the Pictnre Post-Cands
p struid, Colonial vrt Co, Dept 8128 Torontoe

So soon as I can I write de letter to
M’sieur de Not'ry in my village. He
was ever de good frien’ when I was de
lil’ boy. I ask him why don’ not my
"Toinnette write, was she ver’ sick or
w’at had happen? An’ I send him de
lil'’ muskrat tobacco-pouch for present.
When hees answer came I feel as if
never had dere been so unhappy mans
as I. He tell me dat 'Toinnette wo2s
marry an’ wid dat false Gregoire. He
say Gregoire have come back at de be-
ginning of de Nort’ Wes’ rebellion an’
say I was drown, an’ 'Toinnette was
near break de heart. Her ol’ fadder
have take de small-pox a lil’ while after
dis an’ before he die he make ’Toin-
nette marry wit Gregoire.  You see,
de ol’ mans want her have de home.
“Now,” say M’sieur Notry, “I don’
know where is Gregoice, He have had
de chance to sell hees farm an’ he have
start for de Nort’ Wes’ somewhere.”
When I read that letter over t'ree
time, I can begin un’erstand it. You
see firs’ my head feel like asleep, when
T see dose word dat ’Toinnette, my
"Toinnette, was marry.

Well, de end of everyting had come
for me. It wasn’t no use stan’ up to
fight jus’ to be ever knock down. Dat
was de way I felt firs’, but after de rage
.come in my heart an’ I mus’ work,
work, an’ t'ink on revenge.

“No, I won’t kill myse’f” 1 say,
“cause M’sieur Gregoire, you 1is not
done yet wit me, by gar, you is not.”

“Where Long AOgo de Cannon Peep
ut.”

Oh, it is de drefful t'ing, de rage for
vengeance an’ not be able take it. I
was like de mans beat ’bout in de dark
by de strong cnemy he can’t reach —
burn up wit fierceness an’ yet not be
able to make one blow hit.

All dis time de great railroad ’cross
Canada was build, an’ de settlers come
pretty fas’ all ’long where it was. Mle,
I get disgus’ wit ever’ one an’ don’
never want to sce some mans, an’ ever
I go farder up Nort'.

De o' Scotch hunter say, one day
when he learn I have been lucky mans
in my work, ’cause 1 get many peltry
an’ skin, 'mong dem, dat rare one, de
silver fox.

“Al) say he, “l ever tink dat de
mans w'at have bad fortune wit de
heart, have good fortune wit de pock-
et.”

So it scem wit me, for ever since [
hear ’Toinctte was no more my girl,
[ have de great luck in trap an’ hunt.
After seven vear 1 get de news which
make morce strong dat wish for revenge,
an” I come down to de Saskatchewan,
an’ "way far off in de heart of de fores’
I build de LU loe hut. M'sieur, T have
hear dat Gregoire was sce ‘bout dese
part!

I was dere but a ver” short time when
T find dat mv trap was being rob, not

dat day, an’ ’gain I burn for revenge.
When I come to de “run-way” 1 was
’bout six miles from my house, an’ 1
t'ink I won’t go no farder. I jus’ wauit
here an’ I be use to see some deer pass.
By gar, M’sieur, some one else havc
t'ink he wait too, for pretty soon as [
see a young doe put her head t’rougl
de t'ick trees I step ’mong de net-work
of low bushes, an’, sacre, dere was 3
man. He was hide from me as well a5
de deer. I know dat, for so soon as I
come where he was he gave such screech
as you have never hear, an’ ran far
into de wood. Me, I mus’ laugh firs’
an’ den I tlink.

“Aha, I know why you is so scare,
you is de rogue w’at have rob my
trap.”

Well, I have lost dat doe an’ de odder
deer dat day; such yell as dat man
have sent trough de fores’ would
frighten mos’ anvt'ing; I get tire hunt
when it begin lose de daylight in dat
wil’ fores” an’ I go back to my I’
cabin.

Well, T have much to do de nex’ day
an’ it was not till de day after I have
go hunt de deer ’gain. I was near dat
“run-way,” when I stop to tie up de
thong of my snow-shoe which was un-
fasten. By gar, M’sieur, I jump up
straight in one second, for I hear de cry
come t'rough dat silent place jus’ like
de woice of a lil’ chil’. After I lis’en a
minute, an’ don’ no more hear it, I say:
“Baugh, it was on’y de sneak cat w’at
cry.” But in one odder second I mus’
change my mind, ’cause dat lil’ wail, so
pit-ful, come ’gain to me, an’ I know
now it was not de panther.

De fores’ was not ver’ light yet, an’ I
can’t not b’lieve dat cry came from one
chi’. How can it be in dis wil’, far
'way place at dis hour?

But spite of w’at I had to say to my-
se’f, I walk fas’ to my left where I hear
it, an’ once more it come “Maman!
Maman!” 1 was sure it siy.

Well, M’sieur, my heart was beat more
hard dan it ever did even in de wors’
fight wit de grizzly. 1 keep say: “No,
it can’t not be de 1il> chil’ in dis wil’
place; it can’t mot be” But soon,
M’sieur, I fin’ it was. I come on dat 1il’
chil’ lie dere in de snow, wit hees small
snow-shoe on de feet an’ hees bow an’
arrow tight in de han’. By gar, I was
jus’ in time, for he was near freeze to
decth.

De ol’ voyageur know w’at do in such
case, eh, M’sieur? an’ soon wit heas LI’
body wrap in my blouse I press nim
’gainst my heart beat so wil’ an’ cairy
him to my cabin. Oh, you can never
un’erstan’ how I feel to have in my
arms dat boy! You has never had your
heart break wit pain for love, nor has
you live far from de sweet voice an’
sof’ ways of chil’ren while you ever long
to feel deir liI’ clingin’ arm ‘roun you
neck. Such fierce love come in my
heart as I press him ’gainst my lon:iy
breas’, an’ I t'ink:

“Now never shall he leave me. He
has been put in my way to bring some
lil’ joy at las’ into my life. I have been
rob ever; now my turn has come to
rob.”

When we are in de lil’ cabin, an’ he
has some food, he begin talk so nice,
an’ I tink 1 can never watch him
‘nough, my eye was so greedy; he run
‘bout an’ look at de skin on de floor,
de claws of de grizzly hang on de wall,
de head of de “big horn”—all de tling
de man like me can have.

Many time I take him in my arm an’
kiss him, hees lil’ roun’ cheek, his soft
baby harn’, an’ de fat leg in deir rgd
wool stockin’s some womans have knit.
Baugh! I wasn’t going to let t'oughts
of his modder make pain in my heart.
Who ever can t’ink dat de rough mans
like me can feel—who has ever spare
my heart, even when it was bruise an’
sore?

While he play an’ laugh an’ talk to
me de devil was inside me an’ say ever:

“You has fin’ dis chil’; keep him—
vou has fin’ him; keep him.”

Me, T plan how I go ’way off in de
Selkirk an’ be de guide to de mans w’at
come hunt de big game. Dere no one
find us, T feel sure, but firs’ T"mus’ meet
dat Gregoire an’ kill him like I would
dat t'ief., de wolverine.

Byme-by dat 1il' chil’> begin say he

byvodat thef, deowolverine, but by some
mans.  For mony dav T owateh <o well
as I can for i, Lt T don't eateh him,
At 1a” T o oo "ot for T have sce
new “sivn” of deer in o de snow dat was
get a I ho b Wit v \Winehester in
my han’ T 7 Yol ever’ Taak ywell wit
each step 1 v <t Ty Dot toneh T
]\'(‘(‘P my eve \ ti-h v (I "w‘r. my
mind wos 7! Eolus Crecaire
]T\'l‘r‘t‘i' L8] 1\ ! Xt Yo WS Ty ~]\It‘r T

want to go to “Maman,” an’ me, I take
il him on de knee while de ragout cook on
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de fire, an’ tell hi
«Maman.”

He open de eye
as I say: .
«You is my li

» pever say de
?a\llls by —hush! 1
it. Now you IS A
one?—Antomne.

She was call
firs’ of de namc 1
De lil’ boy, he p!
neck an’ he sob:
1 want my Maman
Well, for make 1
else 1 begin ’ask
tell me dis lil’ sto
“Mon pere, he h:
a2in’ never tome
cry an’ look ever
To-day when ‘slu? |
hear her say: le
an’ we have notir
house. Oh why 1
from de neighbors
hard. )
“Me, I is great

. pere he tell me so

1 mus’ take my b
papa have de gun,
de bird. I laugh
will be Maman W
her.

uwen’ soon M
some wood for de
split. When I see
side T climb to d
an’ take down
moccasin papa h:
me from de Injt
see, M’sieur, how
wit bead. Ever
been on dat shelf
ment where we c:
dem. Den I rea
wall for my bos
Tow, an’ outside
tie on de ¢
M'sieur mus’ see |
run on dem; pap:
as fas’ as he ca
go outside where
is all 'roun our 1
yours, M’sieur.

“Well, T tink
track in de snow,
low it, oh, so ve
den I was get col
ger, an’ I don’
dose deer, nor
Den I tink I go
get warm, an’ I
'gain for hunt, b
see my house
Maman, Maman!’

Jus’ as he cry ¢
so strong an’ Ic
can, de door
open an’ a woman
She snatch dat 1
her bres’, oh, 1 «
tell you how sh
de wil’ word of
sob.

“I know all de
follow thy 1iI’
good God would
cv. “T knew e
deep snow an’ c;
was so out of br
strength to go t
to de waist in de
Sainte Vierge, th
drefful fores’ wi
'.Thou wilt not ag
its hap'ness” A
thee, an’ to giv
thee once more
one, let us toged,
der w'at save th
knees,

“But, chere )
“it was not de .
me, it was de
€ run to me

For de firs ¢
black eye turp
such gharp crv
an’ sink on de

Ah! on'y den
modder of dis |
Nette.

My heart w.,
pity I look Ao
.t'in white face w
it,an” T tink-

I
&

. Tevenge, (Gril

my han'< "
But wh. -
by hees pote



