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“Ye gods!” Alexander’s brows were kuit.
And then, because he could think of
nothing else to say, he asked, ‘‘Are you hun-
gry?”’
“Starved,” she said.
He brought out crackers and cheese and
sardines and olives and matrmalade and all
'he daintles that a bachelor manager who
your wet .’ cts to eat at meals the coarse food that is.
lungs and p Rl | . von his men keepe for private consump-
UL
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IF YOU ONLY KNEW HOW £

0F THE STORM.

gy PHILIP KEAN.

The manager of the Bear Lake stock farm
watched the storm from the window of his
bangalow. It was a typical western hurri-
eane, coming after a dry spell, with pink
lightning and tempestuous winds and the
eontinuous roll of thunder.

To the unaccustomed eye it was terrifying,
bat Alexander gez-d andisturbed. He was
young and strong.

But something very like fear gripped him
gow &s he saw between the swaying trees a
wraithlike figure punning toward the house.

He went to the door and opened it. He
dragged her over the threshold—a little,
_gasping, frightened girl.

oT'm so afraid,” was all she could say at
first.

¢“How does it happen thst you are out?”
He pat her in a big chair by the side of the
fireplace. “'I¢'s so late and such an awful
night.”

She looked at him with startled eyes as
she tried to pin up the thick brown locks
that had fallen about her shoulders.

«.J—I waa ranning away,” she confessed.

«Oh,” Alexander said as he sat down op.
posite her. *‘You look a bit old for that. I
was nine when I decided to take to cave
dwelling and a man Friday.”

A dimple showed in the coroer of her

gouth. *“Buot—but I wasn’'t running away
to live in a cave. I was running away to ge¥
married.”

«Bat,” Alexander said presently, ‘‘you—
yoa don’t look quite old enough for that.”

“] am eighteen,” was the explanation,
«aad he is twenty-one.”

«*He?' murmured Alexander.
fel"’

Her lip quivered. ‘I think the storm
gast have kept him home. You wounldn’t
shink a storm would matter to a man, would
you?”

“Not a man who was going to marry you,”
Alexander found himself saying.

*Oh'"—the warmth in his tone brought a
gosy flueh to her face—"'‘of course something
may have kept him.”

«*Where was he to moet you!’ Alexinder
asked.

¢“Over there by the charch.
ping at one of the cottages just bheyond.’

“Where is

We are :top-

ran to the nearest house?”
I eaw your light aud ran toward it.’

“And no;v,” he toid her, *‘‘f you e
rested a bit I'll take yon home.”
«But I can't go back!” she cried. *“‘The

door locks with a spring, and I haven’t a | the room.

key.”

“If—if I only knew where Bobbie was,”

she said, **I shou'd be almost happy.”

“So his name {s Bobbie?” Alexander

asked.

$he uodded. **We weat to school to-
gether, and he is at college now, and he
hasn’t anything to marry on, and that is why
mother objected, and that’s why we ran
awny.”’

“Do you love him?’ Alexander asked
slowly.

“Of course,” she said quickly, ‘‘only 1I'm
not so sure right now. It seems as if he
couldn’t have let me come out in the storm
alone—if he had loved me.”

“He couldn’t,” said Alexander briefly.

And then, after a moment, he said slowly,
“I wonder if you know what Jove is really
like—1love for which one swifers, fer which
oue dies, if need be?”’

She caught her breath. ‘‘No ome ever
said such things t> me of love before,” she
said. **Bobbie and I4ust thought of fan—
and—of having our own way.”

She was such a little innocent thing, but
with such purity in her eyes, such a fore-
shadowing in her face of the woman that she
might be, that Alexander said impulsively,
“Dear little girl, wait uatil love—real love—
comes §> you before you marry.”

She held out her hand to him. I will,”
she whispered, “I will wait.” And even as
she promised there came a knock at the
door.

Alexander opened it, and Bobbie stumbled
over the threshold.

“Why didn’t you wait¥’ he comphined at
once. *“*Why did’nt you wait, Mollie?”

“It was such an awful storm, and you
weren’t there Bobbie.”

“You might have known I'd have eome,”
he fumed. ‘I don’t see why you came here.
I looked everywhere for you, and then I saw
this light, and I came over and looked through
the window.”

Alexander interposed. ‘‘She could not
stay out in the night and storm. You were

late.”
The boy turned on bim. *‘Well, what if I

was?’ he demanded. *'Is It any of your busi-

ness?’
*Yes''—the other man’s tone was qutet—

**it is always a man’s business to see that a
young and helpless girl is protected.”

“Bat I"—

“I think you should take her home at
onca,” Alexander advised, ‘‘and wait until
you and she are old enough to know your
own minds.”

“Oh, don’t preach,” the boy flung out.

But Alexander's eyes were oa the girl.
“When a woman loves a man it is such a

| wonderful thing that we ought to give her all
““And when you didn’t find him there you ;

cur chivalry., Wait until you are older,
| Boubbie, and you'll know.”
“Oh, come on, Mollie,” the boy inter-

rupted radely.  “I've got the horses outside,
and we can get away in a minute.”

But she stood very still in the middle of
**No,” she said.
*“Why not?”

“Because I know now that I—I don’t love
you as | ought to marry you. Bobbie,” she
faltered. *I—1I want to go home.”

“Wéll, you can't go homa,” Bobbie told
her—**not now. You haven’t a key.”

“She shall go home,” Al-xindsr said eud-
deunly, “if she wishes.”

They faced each cther, the boy and the
man, and then before the stern glance of the
other Bobbte dropped his eyes.

“Oh, well, hew will you manage it?” he
sald.

I shall get her mother to the telephone,”
Alexander said, ‘‘and she can open the door
for us.”

The boy turned to the door. *“T'll leave
you to arrange it,” he said to Alexsnder.
“T don’t seem to be in this.” And he was
gone.

“I'm afraid his feeling are hurt,” Alexan-
der said, *‘but it was bes', wasn’t it?’ °

He took ‘Mollfe’s hanX‘ 4and stood looking
down at her, and present!y she said: “Yas,
it was best. And now will you eall up
mother, please?”’

When he*ad given the message over the
wire he took Mollie home. Ou the way they
said little, but just before they reached her
porch she whispered, *'I—I want to thank
you for what you said to me about—love. I
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held out her hand. *‘Will you come aud see

Booklet

shall think of it differently—now. I shall Evervthin % LS

never marry Bobbie.” t.a.et.eys mosgt ‘—'!‘-HE"&—’\ “

am‘!‘:: :;hﬁgg Bobbie will be different,” Alex- delicious. . =
“No; I couldn’t marry him—now.” She ' F R E E

us some time! Mother will want to thank

”

down over her. *‘Are you sure there isn’t
any chance for Bobbie?”

“Yes,” very low.

“Then I'll come,” he said, and he knew In
his heart that some day he wounld teach her
the things that Bobbie had not known how

you. -~ e e
“Will T come?’ Great joy ran through e ) B O .
his veins. *“WillI come?” Then he bent

to teach —things of love aud life and of hap-
piness.

$100 Reward $100

The readers of this paper will be pleased
to learn that there is at least one dreaded
disease that science has been able to care
iu all its stages, and that is Catarrh. Hall’s
Catarrh Care is the only positive cure now
known to the medical fraternity. OCatarrh
being a constitutional disease, requires a con-
stitutional treatment. Hall’s Catarrh Cure
is taken internally, acting directly upon the
blood and mucous surfaces of the system,
thereby destroylng the foundation of the
disease, and giving the patient strength by
building up the constitution and assisting
natare in ‘dolog its work. The proprietors
have One Hundred Dollars for any case that
it fails to cure. Send for list of testimonials.

Address F. J. CHENEY & CO, Toledo, O

Sold by all Droggists, 75c¢.

Take Hall's Family Pills for constipation.

The Machines F

Deering Reapers,
Champion Diggers,

Sudden Death,
Me. George Clynick, a well known and re”

Want anything in above lines?

or This Weather.

Deering Binders,

Moody Threshers,

Cambridge Reversible Sulky Plows,
&y Wilkinson Plows.
Then call and see us or one of our arents,

spectegi resident of Meductic, died very sud-
denly at that place on Sunday morning at

BATMATITIN BROS.

the home of his son-in-law, Mr. W. S.
Tompkins. fe arose as usual at seven
o'clock in the morning in apparent gooa

Y oodstoclix,

health and fell dead in his yard a few min-
utes later. The deceased gentleman was 72
years of age snd leaves a widow and one

daoghter, Mrs. W. S. Tompkins of Maduc- 1f not Why not, ?
. ¢

tfe. The funer:l took place on Monday iy it

afternoon. Rev. Dr. McLeod conducted the I'his Bank invites ‘Sn].il” A
services and intermont was made at Me- Interests on ‘S;*"lngs
duciic.

Have You a Bank Account?
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DEATH OFTEN LURKS IN A CUT.

Do You Realise the Danger of a .

0ISON

€

poison from the finger

me terrible agony. After two months’
there was no cure, and amputation would have to take piace if I
I left that doctor and consulted ancther.
he also told me that operation would
come diseased and the finger

intended to save my arm.

After a few weeks’ treatment,
be necessary. He said the bone had be
would have to be opened so thet the bone could be scraped. | went away to consider when
I would have the operation perform d

“ That night I bathed the wound and put. on some Zam-Buk.

first time for many nights.

YOU see this danger illustrated in the case of Mr.
W. C. Edwards, a weil-known Friendly Society
leader, of Peter Street, Toronio. He cut one of his
fingers with a piece of glass, and instead of applying o
Zam-Buk to prevent blood poison and io heal it, he neglected
the cut,-and blood poisoa foliowed. He says:—* The blood-
edd up my hand and arm and caysed

treatment the docior said

In the moriing
charging as in the past. This was a’healthy sign
cut, a long story short, in a few days I put away
healed completely. To-day that. finger is as so
ek o sach o cling colls
. at, such a coft®aved me from amputation
1 am very grateful for the ®alm I can tell you.”

am-Buk

o4 and met a friend who advised me to try Zam-Buk.
1 got. a little sleep for the
the wound began to bleed instead of the foul dis-
so | went on with the Zam-Buk. Well, to
the sling, and in a few weeks the finger wag

‘and when | think how

uries,
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und as a beil and | owe it. to Zam-Buk. |
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Medicines to Take to the Woods.

As to medicines, the stock need not be
large. - I should suggest something like the
following: First you will need a good ca-
thartic, and there is none better than the
product knowan as phenolphtalein. Twenty-
five tablets can be carried In a vial a little
larger than your thumb. An average dose is
three grains, and a full dose five.

There should also be a jar of vaseline and
a small bottle of olive oil. The vaseline is
universally useful, and the olive oil well
rubbed in is about the beit treatment for
strains, stifiness, or lameness that is ava#-
able to the wild woods camper. Linimeots
may smell swonger than olive oil, but it is
not the smell that relieves the lameness, and
it is not the liniment, It is the rabbing
that does the trick.

Then you will need three or foar rolls of
gauze bsndaging and the same number of
adhesive strips. Both the plaster and the
bandaging should be of varying widths.

And that is all. Any druggist can outfig
you in ten minutes at a trifling cost, and yow
can carry the bundle in your pocket. Not
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to  take it is a great mistake, for you are
liable to need it at any moment, and as they
ased to say in Texas about a gun, “You may
not need it, but if you do, you needitmighty
bad.”—Dr. W. R. 0. Latson.

The Very Thing.

_ A certain elderly gentleman suffered much

s, fester
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from absent-mindedness, and was frequently
compelled to seek the assistanee of his ser-
vant. ‘Thomas,’ he would constantly say,
‘I have just been looking for something, and
now I can’t remember what it is,” whereupon
the obliging Thomas invariably made sug-
gestions, ‘Was it your purse, or speetacles,
or check book, sit? and so en, till ke kit on
the right object.

Oue night, after the old gentleman had re-
tired the be!l rang for Thomas, and en veach-
ing the bedroom he found the master ram-
bling restlessly about his room.

“Thomas, Thomas,” he sald, 1 eame up
pere for something, and now I've fssgetten
what!’

‘Was is to ge te bed sir? swggested the
faithful retainer.

‘Ah' the very thing—the very shiug!
tbank you, Thomas, Good night!’

‘Martha, where is the letter thas was en
my writing desk?

‘T posted it, ma’am.’

‘Bat it had no address on it.’

‘No, ma'am but I thought it mighs bes ene
of them agnonimus letters.’

PILES

lpﬂu. See testirnonials in the press

your hbors about ite You can’ usk
t money back if not satisded. 8
or EpMANSON, BaTes & Co., TO

DR, CHASE'S OINTMS

NT.
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