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 darling, my darling!” - said

« fly till one evil
- Tove with a girl, a silly, shallow girl,

. would have taken a second lock.

-

_ By Low.re
{ (]
%&E&%%fiﬁ)ﬁ)\ \,u%"
CHAPTER XIII
Fo Clarice, the consciousness of a
‘new lover, who waited only for the
faintest sign of encouragement from
‘her to declare . himself, brought un-
‘doubted consolation for the effort it

had cost her to renounce the old love;
‘but Janetta drooped and pined for
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‘some tidings of the man who had taken

her heart by storm and held it fast—
Har"ry Merivale,

She saw his arrival in England re-
corded in the daily paper. Later on
she noticed that his valuable services
in the late campaign were to be re-
warded by a high appointment in the

“wwrar . offlce.

“Janetta ”  gaid Clarice one day in
June, “are you going to wear black
clothes for the rest of your days? It’s
‘more than a year gince your brother
‘died.”*

“PIl go into colors ugain, if you
like;” answered Janetta, obedient to
.Clarice’s faintest wish. “Come up
with me to London tomorrow anq you
shall chooze my dresses for me.

“Pm afraid you must go alone, Jan-

- etta, because—because Sir Robert has

telegraphed to say that he will be here
and ¥ must be at home to receive
_him.?

Janetia looked up quickly, and Clar-
ice’s eyes fell before the questioning
glance. “Is it that you have given him
leave to come, Clarice?”

“Well, yes,”. Clarice admitted, half
reluctantly. “He loves me as I belleve
never woman was loved before—a mjl-

" lion times more than I'm worth lovlng

—and m going to marry him. And
I've got it into my head that' I wish
you to mark the occasion by dropping.
your black frock. So go to London and
come back in the prettiest dress you
can buy.” g

“Oh, my dear, my dear!” cried Jan-
ctta, between laughter and tears, “how
happy you have made me—how happy
you will make the man who marrics
yout Y'm so glad, so glad, that I feel
as if T could sob my heart out for very
. jOYn”

That day Clarice wrote a short note
to Harry Merivale asking him to como
down on the following afternon and
spend the night at Sea Grange.

" “Gyurely it is time we met again,” she
wrote. Sheo said nothing of her invita-
tion to Janetta; but asked her to be.
sure and return to Northcliff by.a cer-
tain train she named in the aftemoou

“And you are to come back in that
new frock, -Janetta. Sir Robert will
be here, remember.”

“So it came to pass that, on that June
afternoon, Janetta stood on the plat-
formt of London station, prepared to
return to Northeliff. She was dressed
in a pale gray costume, with soft frills
about her throat, and a large gray hat

' with drooping feathers, and stood Dby

‘the door of her carriage, unconscious
of the many, glances of admiration that
were east at her as the passengers hur-
ried by. .

" ‘She was’ tlunking of her first journey
to Northeliff, only sixteen months ago,
and fecling that a lifetime seemed to

" have passed since then.

“@Good evening, Miss Howard. Shall
wo travel together?” said a voice be-
hind her. And, turning, she found

“herself face to mce with the man of

“her dreams,

It was 1mpossﬂﬂe to keep the tumul-
tuous joy that his presence brought
with it out of her greeting.

A fabulously large-tip to-the guard
tnsured their privacy; and Harry could
not repress a little triumphant laugh
as the train steamed out of the sta-
tion.

"Then for the first time Janetta
trusted herself to look steadily at him,

" He¢ was bronzed with exposure to sun’

and weather; he was thinner,too; per-
haps not so stmct}y handsome as when
pe had gone away, but the face had
gained much in nobility.

“You knew I should come, Janetta

" You were certain that, when it seemed
 right and fitting, I should come?”

“I was not quite sure,” Janetta fal-
tered.

“Then you ought to have becn, my
Harry,
drawing nearer. “I can’t be mistaken,
Janetta, Love like mine have its echo
in your heart.”

“Yeog,” said Janetta, simply. And
the next instant Harry’s arms closed
round her.

“Oh, what will Clarice say?” cried
Janetta, when the train drew up at
Northeliif an hour or so later.

“She is here to speak for herself,”

~ said Harry, jumping on the platform,

“and Drake is with her.”
(The End.)
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~There is no need to “mention the

name of his regiment here. Thatl is a
seeret that belongs to the army alone.

- Suffes it to say thai his co*nradca are

proud of his name. .

He should never have entered the
army at all, much less a hard riding
cavalry xegiment which had z reputa-

. tlon to sustain by a yearly tribute of

broken necks and collar bones,

His proper vocation was that of a
linen draper’s assistant, and he had
filled that occupation very satisfacfor-
day he had fallen in
at waom no practical man or boy

He adored her, and she adored sol-
diers, In thesr walks abroad she would
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direct his steps toward the Iorse
‘guards or ‘Wellington barracks, that
she might gaze in admiration at the
fine, strapping soldiers who were to be
seen there, and every time she pinched
his arm and exclaimed: ‘Oh, Jack,
look at that LOVer soldier!” his heart
gave him a pang at the thought that
he was only a draper’s assistant, with
nothing In common with the military
but the handling of red cloth! He was
a dreamer by nature, and falling In
love did not lessen his weakness in
this direction. = Dreaming is pardon-
‘able in a poet, but an unpardonable
crime in a linen draper’s assistant, and
as he stood at his counter his mind
was far away from his work. Instead
of listening to the “Forward!” of the
shopwalker he could only hear the
short-flung word of command and the
blare of the bugles.  that sounded
through his dreams; wherefore it was
not long before he came into conflict
with his practical chief. A few sharp
words passed. He threw up in three
seconds a positlon it had taken six
‘years of hard, unremitting labor to
attain. - Then he enlisted.

He gained his title on his first dis-
play in the riding schowsl, where, after
a short ride on the neck of the riding
master’s pet buck jumper, he turned
“deathly pale and cried aloud that. he
might be allowed to dismount,

The horse at once gratified his de-

where he lay trembling in every limb,
much to the diversion of a couple of

They were quick to inform their re-
spective squadrons; and his former oc-
cupation being known, he was prompt-
ly christened White Feather,

the more hmdy recruits to take him
aside solemnly and request the service
of three pence three farthings worth
of white feathers. Any morsel of
acwn or fluff that might float into the
barracks was prowptly captured and
presented to him with due ceremonies
by Trumpeter Pipes, the low comedian
of the regiment.

The older men forebore to join in
with these.somewhat tiring repetitions
of a stale joke. They remembered their
own experiences in the riding school
and reccognized that White Feather
was a quiet and inoffensive fellow, de-
void of the impudence and bad man-
@®2rs peculiar to reeruits ‘aml‘ respectful
and helpful to his seniors. ~

The sergeant instructor, too, after a
time took a fancy to his timid recruit,
and took extra trouble to teach -him
how to keep his heels out, his ‘hands
down and his head up,

“I've made smart cavalrymen out o
bigger duffers than you,” he used to
remark encouragingly as he fllcked
‘White Feather’s horse into a canter,
“and 'l make a rider o' you, or I'll
break your meck!”
neck remained unbroken, so it is to be
presumed that the sergeant instructor
fulfilled his word.

_ Presently he began to lose the hang-
dog look of suppressed terror with
which he had been accustomed to enter
the riding school and to acquire the
easy swagger of a cavalryman. His
chest, contracted by long hours at the
counter, . developed ‘under heéalthy
training. Frésh air and much exer-
cise helped White Feather’s develop-
ment, which had been sadly retarted
by the heavy, gas-laden atmosphere in
which he had lived, His necrves ac-
quired tone, and he learned to take a
tumble now and then as a matter of
course and to fire his carbine without

explosmn of the cartridge.

“Blow me, if he isn’t going to shape
into a man at last!” quoth the ser-
geant instructor.

Then a great blow fell upon him He
received one morning a letter from the

up In favor of a shopwalker who had
_expectations of being set up in busi-
ness by his father. Sbhe admitted that
she had adored soldiers and that she
had caused him to enter the army for
her sake. But she had omitted to state
that the soldiers she adored were sol-
diers who possessed the queen’s com-
mission and who wore stars instead of
a worsted stripe.

If poor White Feather was a physi-
cal coward, he was a moral hero, There
i3 no chance of a display of fecling in
a barrack room, so, like the Spartan
boy of old, he hugged his trouble to
him, slipping the cheap little engage-
ment ring with which he had sealed
his troth into his pocket without a sign
beyond the twitehing of his white lips.
Then he lit his pipe with thoe letter, not
out of contempt, but because there is
little “privacy accorded in the corre-
spondence that comes to the barrack
room, and-a private soldler is not pro-
vided with a desk wherein to keep his
faded ﬂowers and other sentxmental
tokens of the past.

The blow was a very heavy one, for
‘White Feather was without the world-
1y knowledge that should havé told
him long since that he had fixed his
affections upon a vulgar, selfish and
brainless ﬂlrt 'md he still believed in
her.

For her sake he had learned to over-
come his physical cowardice, He had
dreamed of a possible commission in
the dim future and had rejoiced in the
recently acquired promotion as a “tep
toward her.

For her sake, too, he recewed the
-news cheerfully When the word passed
Lhrough the barracks that the regi-
‘ment was orderety to South Africg to

@

meey the Boers. He knew that he was

‘shrieking flight of

sire by throwing him on to the tan,

rough riders who were standing by.

In those dark days it was the joy 01’;

‘my life!”

- White Feather’s

shutting his oyes and blanchmg at the

‘giri to tell him that she had given him

By pature a coward, but for the mem-|

cry, of her he'swore an oath to himself
to do his duty without sparing himse?f
in the commv fight.

EURE I ]

“Look ’ere, old el=2p, we ain’t going
to call you While Feather no more!”
said- Trumpeter Pipes as they lay to-
gether behind  the shelter of o large

‘bowlder, against the face of which the

Boer bullets were pattermg like a
heavy rain,

In full sight of the whole army their
squadron had crossed the Boer front
amid a hail of bullets which had
brought twenty men to earth.

White Feather’s horse had been shot
under him, and, at the risk of his life,
he had carried the wounded trumpeter
into the ‘shelter of the bowlders. He
was unhurt, but trembled in every
limb from fear and great exertion.

From :between two bowlders he
peeped out and saw, amid the bodies
of ‘men and horses that littered the
plain, a wounded man crawling on his
hands and knees amid a spatter of bul-
lets that were kicking puffs of dust
from the dry earth all around him,

It was his captain.

‘White Featber watched him for a
moment; then he saw him stoop and
lie down. on his side despairingly He
could crawl no more. -

“I will, for her sake!” he murmured

between his clenched teeth, and, rising

from the sheiter of the rock, he faced
the hail of death that pattered to the
earth around him.

Ag he walked into the open a faint
cheer reached his ears from the British
troops half a mile behind him. The
Royal artillery backed him with a
shrapnel, which
whistled for a. moment overhead, then
‘burst over the Boer lines a quarter of
a mile away in a shower of bullets that
for a moment quelled the storm around
him,

He reached the wounded man, ]ifted
him-on his back and returned step by
step to where Trumpeter Pxpeq lay hxd—
den.,

The trumpeter gave him a hint
“Bravo!’ asg he staggered and fell with
his burden into the kindly shelter of
the rock. .

That was White Feather’s reward

On a distant hill the British com-
mander shut his field glasses with j a
snap,

“Tell the gcnexal to keep down the
fire on the right there and get those
men in. from behind those bowlders,”
he said to his aid, “‘and bring me that
man’s name. If he is alive, tell him
that I saw it all, and that I'm going
to recommend him for the cross. Never
saw - a finer show of finer discipline in

himself as hig ald galloped off,

White Feather’s eyes glistened as he-
received the messages and heard the

cheer that swept along the lines as he
was carried in.
“Perhaps I shall get that commission

after all,” he said to himself; “then

she will think more of me.”
® " :
Perhaps it was just as well that he
died five minutes later—this faithful
worshiper of a goddess of clay.

STORMS ON BAIKAL.

Tewmpestuous Times on One ot &Iba:h\‘
Great Inland Sena.

The part of the Siberlan railroad

that will skirt the southern shores of

‘Lake Baikal has not yet been built. It

involves difficult  engineering, and the

‘railroad authorities decided, for a few

years, to use ice-breaking steamers, ti
barges to them, load them with pas-
sengers and freight cars and thus ferry
trains across the lake. But now they
have come to the conclusion to build
the line around the foot of the lake
as soon as they can, for they are hav-
ing no end of trouble with stormy and
foggy DBaikal. The lake is sixty-five
miles wide and it is no joke for the
passengers to be penned in their cars
on the barges for twenty to forty hours
at a time, as has happened now and
then within the last year., On these oc-
casions a storm on the lake or a heavy
fog has made it impossible to reach
port on the farther side, Anyone
knowing the conditions- of travel on
thig inke might expect such accidents.
There 38 no good port and one cannot
be made without spending a fortune.
A while ago sailing vessels ‘were the

only "means of transport, and they

somectimes took over a fortnight in
crossing the lake, beating up and down
and waiting for a chance to get to the
landing while storms were raging for
days and days, Millions of Russians
scem to have an erroneons idea of Bai-
kal. It is the largest fresh water lake
in Agia, but the Russians do not hesi-
tate to call it the largest in the world.
In fact, the lake is thus ranked .'in
some of the geographies used in Rms-
sian schools.
text books would seem mnever to have
heard of our great lakes and those of
central Africa.—New York Sun;

Clinglong to Polish Langusge,

The Poles who inhabit the province
of Posen, a part of the former king-
dom of Poland, wish to maintain the
public use of their language, but ths
authorities do not approve of their de-
sire, Hitherto those Poles ignorant of
the German tongue addressed letters
and parcels to their friends in thelr
own Janguage. This has now beéen
strictly forbidden. The chief postmas-

ter for the district of Posen has given

orders to all postoflices and postal
agencies in his district that no mail

shall in future be accepted, forwarded

or delivered which bears as its ad-
dress an Inscription in the Polish lan-
guage. By way of explanation he adds
that the postal service is not merely a
public servant, but has also national
and educational functions to perform.
—Wolfgang Voltz, in Chicago Recora.

"The interest bill of the city of New
York amounts to more than $13,600,000,

‘So,

| with scarlet roses.

added the commander to-

The compilers of thess.
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thn vou grieve, ana let it show,
And may tell me nothing more,
You have told me, o’er and o'er,

All a woman needs to lknow. -

When I show you that I care
(Meet your eyes and touch your hand),~
I have made you understand

All a woman may or dare.

the cars of Friendship heard
So, 'twas seen. of Friendship's e}es‘
You are sad, I sympathize,

All wlthout a single word.

The Feud of iixe Fergusuns.

‘BY KATE M, CLEARY.
(Copyright, 1801: By Daily Story Pub, C?-)
“There’'s. a buggy comin’ over tne

*| hill,” announced Mrs. Ferguson, “Well,

if 1. don't helieve something’s gone
wrong with the gear!” She was peer-
ing eagerly between the sitting-room
curtains of warm red chenille, “Come
here, an’ see, -Lessie—your eyes are
younger'n mine.”

‘But the girl sitting llstiessly by 1.110
little open stove did not stir nor
speak. Her bright bit of knitting had
fallen neglected on her lap. Upon it
Per slender brown hands lay clasped
in the idleness of indifference.

“Scems like you don’t take interest
in nothin’ since you been up to Cart-
ville to visit,” went on her mother ir-
ritably. She sent o sharp glance in the
direction of her daughter. Then she
turned again to the window. “Its
broke or something,” she enunciated
with brisk recurrence of curiosity.
“Phe man’s comin’ this way.
leading the horse. He’s comin’ straight
here!”

It was a comfortable, wommon little
room that wherein mother and daugh-
ter sat. The rag carpet had mellowed
to dull tones and tints so subdued as
to suggest the wonderiul weaves of the
Orient. There was a glass lamp on the
‘ecrocheted mat of green wool which
ornamented the round walnut center
table. The couple of wooden rockers
‘had crazy-work cushions and head-
rests. On the shelf which did duty for
a mantel was a clock, a china dog, and
two frost-white glasq vases decorated
The yellow light
of the winter afternoon came in be-
tween the chenille curtains, and gave
to the oval cheek of the girl by the
hearth an almost peach-like translu-
cence, " KExcept for that skin of child-
like falrness and the lustrousness of
ber long gray eyes, Lessie llerguson
could hardly have been called a pretiy
girl. Her tace in repose was sober—
almo;t sompbie. But when she was
pleased, gay, animatud she quite took
the palm from the other girls in tiiat
part of the county, Just now her face
reflected her mood, which was that of
downright melancholy.

Mrs. Ferguson, still sentinel at the
window, kept issuing bulletins, “He’s
got far as the rye patch now, First
I thought 't was Ellis Dix, but it ain’t.
Ellis don’t come here much since you
got to puttin’ on alrs after gittin’ back
from Cartville. This one is taller'n
Ellis—he's got a moustache too. He
-don’t belong in these parts. You go
to the back door, Lesgc. I'm skeered
of the wind.in my face with the neu-

.ralgy I geot. Find out where he’s from,
. tool

‘You can tell him ~where’'s the
chest in the barn if he wants to fix
his harness,

Mrs. Ferguson.
after the slow-moving form of her
daughter.

“I wish I'd never let her go vlsitin
to Cartville!” she was muttering to
herself In accents of annoyance.
“Prraps if I hadn’t told her she
shouldn’t have had anything to say to
that Rene Ferguson she’d never have
thought of lookin’ at him. Like as not
't was just the contrairiness of a girl
that made her take up with him, An’
then, to come home and throw over
Bllis Dix like he wasn’t worth wipin’
“her shoes on—him with the likilest
bunch of steers of any man in the
township! Sayin’ she’d marry Rene
—Or 1no- one. An’ now mopin’ away
like the life was throwed after her.
We've had trouble enough with them
Fergusons of Cartville, If they was
blood relations instead of only hap-
penin’ .to be folks of the same name,
their family and our'n couldn’t have
got on worse all these years we been
dealin’ up to Cartville!”

Lessie, opening the back door, saw
silhouetted against the white expanse
of the snowy prairies, a big, buriy fig-
ure in great-coat and slouch hat,

"~ “If you need tho tool box,” she be-
gan - with  perfunctory politeness,
“yowll find it in the right-hand
She broke off -with a little gasp—her
heart plunging. )

“Legsie!” sald the stranger.
girl—Lessie!” )

.Then the slim little form in the blue,
gold-braided gown was swallowed up
in the fervent grasp of two powerful
rough-coated arms.

“Oh, Rene!” Her voice was sweet—
tremulous.  “Oh, Rene—how -darcd
youqn .

He kissed the loving reproacb on her
lips to silence,

“For you!” he answered, “I'vc
driven over from Cartville to see your
father. I'm geing to ask him for you.
" The masterful
look that came 1nto his. blue eyes was
a good thing to see. R

“But—Rene! I‘ather has
Towa. And even when he is. at home
he has nothing to say  if. muthex S
around,” .

“But he’s been kecping un the feud
“between the families all these years,
and—" :

No—no! Its been mother. Father
has only fired the bullets she made, If
you can once get mother to favor you
—hush, here she is!”

“Land’s sakes, I know now who that
young man is!” The voice of Mrs,
Ferguson preceded ber like a herald-
ing horn, She appeared in the door-
way, rosy, excited, voluble. ‘““He's the
nephew of Hiram Sands has been ex-
pectin’ to come . to stay till ploughing

“My

tlee,

t he gits back.

He's

There—he’s knockin’l”™
looked . frowningly.

g‘d‘le to.

name, ain’t it, Tom Sands? Hiram, no
went ‘to Chicago with cattle. e says
for you to make yoursell to home till

of by old Betsy Lynch. She ain’t much
account.. You better stop right here
till the boss is home. Got your buggy
out of kilter, didn’t you?
pint out the barn to him., We'll have
supper soon’s I can git some spice cake
stirred up an’ the pork fried. You set
the table, Lessie!” And she bustled
off into the buttry.

Lessie looked &t her lover. Her
face wag lovely in its sudden illumina-
tion.  Her .eyes were sparkling. She
put up an imperious little hand and
l1aid it on Rene’s lips.

“Don’t say one word!” she whis-
pered, “Its luck—all sheer good luck!
Now’s your chance if—" The dane-
ing eyes flashed at him a smile of ten-
der coquetry—*“if you want me!” she
concluded.
That is the barn Mr.—Sands!”

If ever an intriguing lobbyist laid
deep and intricate plans; if ever an
insinuating suitor pald serious slege
to the parent of his adored; if ever a
bold and ardent }over determined to
win by strategem -and ‘hold in pride
the one woman he loved, the wiles of
these were trivial compared to those
of Lessle- I‘ergugon s adorer.

“That young man,” said the deluded
hostess when her guest had gone to
his repose in the little slant roofed
bed-room upstairs, *is the best judge
of spice cake I ever see! Did yon hear

“Come here and see Lessie.”

him praise it? And he said he never
ett- such plekles—which is sayin’ thw
truth—if I did make ’em! He knows
my family too, and how high my f{a-
ther held his head when he drove his
own covered carriage as well as a
buggy. What was the matter with
you? You didn’t have a word to fling
to him?” ‘ e

Lessie looked up with a-wenry little
pout, ‘Why should I? I supposed !
was Ellis Dix that you——-"

“Ellis Dix!” ’echoed Mrs. Ferguson
with an unabashed change of gpinion.
“What is Ellls Dix to a man that
will likely come - in for - all Hiram
Sands’ property—Ilet alone a man that
knows a lady an’ the best of cookin’ in

‘the county when he sees ’em?”

To this triumphant argument Lessio
ventured no reply.
.~ That night a snow storm set 1n~—a
memorable snow storm that lasted
three days., Then it was indeed, that
Mrs. Ferguson learned how valuable
an. acquisition . was her temporary
lodger, It was he who got the kitchen
“fire lighted before there was a glimmer
of gray at the window pane. He too,
cared for the stock, and dug paths, and
mended the roof where it leaked, and
brought water, and made himself adap-
tive, agrecable, and altogether delight-
ful. Not the least of his charm for
tho elder woman lay in the fact that
he listened with sympathetic if silent
interest to her laments as to the af-

fection of her daughter for a man upon |

whom she—Mrs. Pexguson, had “never
laid eyes.”

The house is took keer

Lessie, you .
 grippe brings on pneumonian,

“Yes—mother,-I'm coming, |-
? &, 0.; Walding, Kinnan-& Magvil, "W

“The trouble between our families?

Indeed, it dates so far back I can’t
tell you just how it begun. But any-
how, the old man of the Cartville
branch cheated my nusband’s grand-
fatlier out of some land. An’ lere's
that girl of mine havin’ ears an' eyes

for no one since she mei Rene Fergu-

son. What’s the malter with you
now?” For Lessie, white and frighten-
ed-looking stood in the dcorway.

“It's Mr.
saw him driving into the yard.”

Mrs, Ferguson jumped up.
sorry to have you go over to your
uncle, Tom!” she crvied. *“I hope yow'll
come over real often to see Lessie an’
me!”

The young man roze also. “He isn't
my uncle, I have never heard of Hiram
Sands. I came here for—for Lessie!”

Lessie colored a delicjous pink. She
summoned all her bravery. She went
and stood beside her lover, “You like
Rene, mother,” she zaid.

The pleasant kitechen with its tins
glistening like silver In the fireshine,
went round and round, Mrs, Ferguson
stared bla
her, “Rene,” shie said at length.
Ferguson!” ' :

“Yes, movthru You I\now he didn’t
say he was Tom Sands. You said so,
and I—I made him pretend. He—
Rene—thinks a heap of you already,
mother!”

HYow've been mighty good to me!”
cried the young fellow gratefnily,
~The mother-in-law he longed to
claim was silent.” Rene
“Ifonly Mr, Fergusen were at bome
now, he might persuade you—"

“Persuade me!

wouldn’t think of tryin’ to! I'd settle

matters tight now if—if it wasn't for':

~—the feud.”

- "But there iént; any feud now! I'm

{only afraid,” with a long sigh, *Liessie

will never be as good cock as her
mother!” The mother meditated—then
smiled. :

“Guees I’11 stir up.some of that spice
cake for supper,” she said.

A clock is wound up to make it rum,

-Come in Mr, Sands—that’s your'

Lut & business i§ wound up to stop it

Sands,” she faltered. ©I

A1 be

nkly at the two confronting |
“Rene .

tried again: |

Dave Ierguson! He |

A Tlemody for the (.tlppo. .
Physicians  recommend I\EM’{”S?
‘BALSAM for patu.‘nts aftlictedwith tho
grippe, as it is especml{y adapiell for
the throatandlungs. Dok't waibfa
first symptoms, but got o botils dodad
and" Lccp it on hand for uye thpwuo-
ment it is needed:

BERNPS
BALSA\I prevents this by }\ecpmrr the
cough logse and the lungs.{rep Fromiw
ﬂamm.xmon All druggzst&, ,,oc o B0

A truthful dentist advertises as dol-
lows: “Teeth extracted w1£b grc.zh
pains,”

How’a Thisg?

We offer Ono Hundred Dollars” rcw..raior'my
case of Catarrh-that tannot be curedshy EHall's.
Catarrh Curo.

F. J. CHENEY & CO,, Props; Tnlpdp

Wo, the undeprsigned, i ave’ ’known; ‘%
Chendy for the last 15] years A& Deliotonim:
perfectly honorabla in il uqinossfx‘ nsadliong.
and financlally able to- carry“out:‘ any obliga~
tions made by thelr firn.

. West & 'Traax, Wholesn.la Druggists,n'l’mcgo,

Drugglsts, Toledo, Ohlo, *

Hall’s Catarrh Curp is takon. intarrnily, nc
ing dircetly upon ! the bloodand mucouy thwn,sv
of tho system. ‘MestimonialsiSent frée  Price.
95¢ per bottle, Sold by alldr Hggists.

Hall’s Mamily Pills are aho best

A woman says thex %)s 10 piq.mnm im
suffering ifit must. béddone’in silence.

Try Graln-01 Try Grain-0t
Ask your Grocer . to-day to show you

hat takes tho plice of coffes. Thochildren
may drink it Withput. injiry as woll as the-
adult. Allwho tryit,1ike it. ‘GRAIN-O bas.
that rich sonl brotv’ of Mochd or Juvs, bat.
it is made from puregraiis ‘andithe most.
delicato stomach rocolves: ﬂ”, Swithout dis~
tress. l{ the price Of coflea. “150,and 25 ota.
por package. Bl by alf grocgrs’

Before marriage men - :xmzi women
ar n‘uv, after that t.hc'_y dxspum»

You Can Get Allow's. l"outdu;so TFree.

Write to-day to Allen 8. Olmsted, Lo
Roy, N. Y,, for a FREE. samply of
Alleu s Foot-Kase, o powdgl. It cures-
sweating, damp, swollen; aching fect.
Makes new .ov sight shoeseasy. A cer—

| tain curefor Clnlblamq and Frost-bites.

At all drugg;sts and shoe stoves; e,

Thc world.is a prison flomrwhmh nw
man need hope to eseape alive. .

Don't Get Footsore! ‘Got 1*'\)01‘»1(::“ B¥.

A cortain eure for Swollen, Smwurs-
ing, Burning, S've'xtinﬂ‘"{‘ ¢t Covns and

Bunions. Ak for Allets Faot-Ense, ™
powder. Cures Frost-bites:iand ~&hxl~
blains. At alt Druggists and: e

Samplesent FREE.  Ad-
8. Olmsted, LeRoyx W W

Stores, 25¢.
dress Allen S

When a manis dead to the sense of
right he is lost foréver.

‘Conghing Leads to Consumpﬁrm.
Kemp’s Balsam will stop’ the cougly
at once. Go to your drurm:sb to-day
and get & samplebottle’ froo,
25 and 50 cent bottiles
aelays are dangerous.

The greatest cowards kick
11011 most hear tﬂy

There is no yemedy that ean equa¥
Garfield Wea. fox the rciirg of akh de-

edms are Judm,d

the faster he goes,”

Simply
all

PUTNAM FADELESS DYES,
boiling your goods in the dye 'is
~that’s neeessary. '

True courtesy is'of the heart .
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The skin and flesh feel HEke
the fit of a new soft glove when
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it Cures Colds, Coughs. Sore Throat; (‘rou.p. Lame
ffuenza, Whooping Cough, Pronchitisand Asthma..
A cerlain cure for ¢ onsumption In first siages,.
and a sure relief In advanced stages. Use a®
once. You wilt see  the excellenteflec?, afler
14£king the first dose. Sold by. deafars "gve ryer
wheré. - Large home.. 25 cenls and B0 ceals.

GREGORY o8,
,3%@

W Hold undex

MEF £5535 tiree guar- &
antees. Catnlozie (1o,

Jod, i Grogory & tony B!nrb‘olxnd, Deae,

When Answering: Advestisements Hindfy

bhm:-m ’Mr'a Papes -

farfhe

It ueglected, dhe .

{chkngo of GRAINwOE, -the now food drink

&01& im
Go at om:f:,'

the dead
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rangements of tlie liyer; it hasfopyears.
been the stxmdm'(l by whmh othm* rem- o

The more checks’a” spen&thﬁf‘& haz-

It reqnires po experience to dye witls

Purity is not nemmtiyn but- poatt,xv@ :
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