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CHAPTER IX

Three Letters, Private and Confidential.

FROM MR. PERCIVAL BINES TO MISS
PSYCHE BINES, MONTANA CITY.
On Car at Skiplap, Tuesiay Night.

Dear 8is:—When you kept nagging me

about “Who is the girl?" and I said vou

could search me, you wouldn't have it that

wiy. But. honestly, until this morning
1 Jidn’t know her myself. Now that I can
put you next, here goes.

One night last March, after T'd come
back from the other side, 1 happened
into a little theater on Brofdway where
a burlesque was running. It's a rowdy

little place—a musle hall—but nice people
E® there because, tho it's stuffy, it's kept
decent,

She was in a box with two men—one
old and one yvoung—and an older woman.
As soon as I saw her she had me lashed
to the mast in_a high sea, with the great
salt waves dashing over me. I never took

'¢
V900060

much stock in the tales about its happen-
Ing at first sight, but they're as matter-
of-fact as market reports. Soon as 1
looked at her it seemed to me 1'd known
her always. 1 was sure we knew ecach
other better than any two people between
the Battery and Yonkers, and that I
wasn’'t acting sociable to sit down there
away from her and pretend we were
Strangers Yet. Actually, it rattled me =0 |
1 had to take the full count. If 1 hadn't
been wedged in between a couple of peo- |

ple that iilled all the space, and then some,
it isn't any twenty to one that [ wouldn’ l|
have gone right up to her and asked her

what she meant by cutting me. [ was
ugly enough . for it. But I kept looking
and after awhile I was able to sit up and
ask what hit me.

She was dressed in something black and |

kind of shiny and wore a blg black hat
fussed up with little red roses, and her

face did more things to me in a minute
than all the rest I've ever seen. It was
full of Iittle Kissy places. Her lips were
very red and her teeth were very white,

and I couldn’t tell about her eyes. But
she was bred up to the last noteh, I could
see that.

Well, T watched her thru the tobacco
smoke until the last curtain fell. "They
were putting on wraps for a minute or
&0, and I notleced that the young fellow

in the party, who'd been
thru the show, wasn't a bit
da an act on the high wire.
box and came down the stalrs and 1
bunched into the crowd and let myself

ooze out with them, wondering if I'd ever
see her again.

drinking all
too steady to
They left the

1 fetehed up at an exit on the side
etreet, and there they were directly in
front of me. 1 just naturally drifted to
one slde and continued my little private

carner in crude rubber. It was drizzling
in a beastly way, the street was full of
carriages, numbers were being called, cab-
drivers were insulting each other hoarse-
Iyv. people dashing out to see if their car-
riages weren't coming—everyvthing in a
whirl of drizzle and dark and vells., with
the horses” hoofs on the pavement sound-
ing like castanets, The two older people

£0L Into a carriage and were driven off,
while she and the yvoung fellow waited
for theirs. I could see then that he was

good and soused. He was the same lad
they throw in the gereen when-the “Old
Flomestead™ quartet sings ‘‘Where Is My
Wandeving Boy To-night?"' 1 could see
she was annoyed and a little worried be-
cause he was past taking notice.

The man kept yelling the number of
their carriage from time to time, while
the others he'd called were driving up—
1t was 249 if any one ever tries to worm
it out of you—and then I saw from her
face that 249 had wriggled pretty near to
the curb, but was still kept away by an-
other carriage. 8he sald something  to
the drunken cub and started to reach the

carriage by going on Into the street be-
hind the one in its way. At the same
time their carriage started forward, and

the inebriate, instead of going with her,
started the other way to meet it, and so,
there she was alone on the slippery pave-
ment in this muddle of prancing horses
and yelling terriers.

If vou can get any bets that T was more
than two =econds getting out there to
her, take them all, and give better than
track odds if necessary. Then I guess
she got rattled, for when I would have
led her back to the curb she made a dash
the other way and all but slipped under
a team of bayvs that were just aching to
claw the roses off her hat. I saw she
was helpless and ‘‘turned around,” so I
just naturally grabbed her and she was so
frightened by this time that she grabbed
me, and the result was that I carried her
to the sidewalk and set her down. Their
carriage still stood there with little Geor-
gie Rumlets screaming to the driver to

g0 on. I had her inside. in a Jiffy, and
they were off. Not a word about “My
Preserver!” tho, of course, with the fright
and noise and her mortification, that was
natural, :

After that, vou can believe it or not.
she was tne girl. And I never dreamed
of seeing her any place but New York
again.

Well, this morning, when I came up
from below at the mine she was standing

there as if she had been walting for me.
She is Miss Avice Mlilbrey of New York.
Her father and mother—fine people, the
real thing, I judge—were with her, mem-
bers of a party Rulon Shepler has with

him on his car. They've been here all
day: went thru the mine; had lunch
with them, and later a walk with her,
they leaving at 5:30 for the east. We zot

on fairly well, consldering. She is a won-
der, if anybody cross-examines you. She
Iz about your height, 1 should judge,
about five feet four, though not so plump
as you; still her look of slenderness is
deceptive. She's one of the bulld that are
not so big as they look, nor yet so small
as they look. Thoroughbred is the ward
for her, style and action, as the horse
people say, perfect. The poise of her head,
her mettlesome manner, her walk, show
that she's been bred up like a Derby win-
ner. Her face is the one all the aris-
toerats are copled from, finely cut node,
chin firm but dainty, lips just delicately
full and the reddest ever, and her color,
when she has any. &8 rose-pink. 1 don't
know that I can give:you her eyex. You
only see first that they're deep and clear,
but as near as anything they are “the
warm. slatish, lavender blue you see m
the little fal lasters. She has so much hair
it makes her head look small, a sort of
light chestnut, with warmish streaks in it.
Transparent is another word for her. Yon
can look right thru her—eves and skin are
0 clear. Her nature. too, is the frank,
i open kind, “'step in and examine our stock;
no trouble to show goods™ and all that,
{and she is so beautifully unconscious of
her beauty that it goes double. At times
she gave me a queer little impression of
being older at the game than I am, tho
she can't be a day over 20, but I gues that
is because she's been_around. in soclety
s0 much. Probably she'd be called the
typical New York girl, if you wanted to
talk talky talk. - 3 X
Now I've told you everyvthing, except
that the people all asked kindly after you,
especlally her mother and a Mrs. Drelmer,
who's a four-horse team all by herself.
Oh, yes! No, I can't remember very well;
some kind of a brown walking skirt, short,
and high boots and one of those blue
striped shirt waists, the squeezy looking
kind, and when we went to walk, a red
plaid golf cape; and for general all-around
dearness—say, the other entrles would all
turn green and have to be withdrawn. If
any one thinks this thing is going to end
here you can make a book on it right
away; take all you can get.  Little Willie
Lushlets was her brother—a lovely boy.
if you get to talking reckless. With love
to Lady Abercromble, and trusting, my
dear Countess, to have the pleasure of
meeting you at Henley a fortnlght hence,
I remaln,
Most cordially yours,
E.. Malvern DeVyr St. Trevors,
Bart. and Notary Public.
FROM MRS. JOSEPH
THE HON. CECIL G.
NEW YORK:
En Route, August 28th.
My Dear Mauburn—Ever hear of a tribe
of Bines? If not, you need to. The father,
immensély wealthy, died a bit ago, leav-
ing a widow and two children, one of the
latter being a marriageable daughter in
more than the merely technical sense.
There is also a grandfather, now a little
descended Intd the vale of vears, who, they
tell me, has almost as many dollars as
vou or I would knmow 'what to do with. a
queer old chap who lounges about the
mountalns and looks as if he might have
anything but ‘meney.  We met the son
and the man at one of their mines yester-
day. They have a private car as large
as Shepler's and even more sybaritie, and
they’d been making a tour of inspection
over their properties, They lunched with
us. Knowing the Mlilbreys, wvou will
divine the warmth of their behavior to-
ward the son. It was too funny at first.
Avice was the only one to suspect at
once that he -was the very.considerable
personage he is, ‘and so she promptly se-
questered him, with a skill born of her
long practice, in the depths of the earth,
somewhere near China, I fancy. Her dear
parents were furious. Dressed as one of
the miners they took him to be an em-
ploye. The whole party, taking the cue
from outraged  parenthood, treated him
icily when he emerged from one of those
subterranean galleries with that tender
sprig of girlishness. That is, we were lcy
until, on the way up, he remaining in the
depths, Avice's dear mother began to re-
buke the thoughtless minx for her indis-
cretion of strolling thru the earth with
‘a working person. Then Avioe, sweet
chatterbox, with joyful malice revealed
that the young man, whose nameé none of
us had caught, was Bines, and that .he
owned the mine we were -in, ‘and she
didn't know how many .others, nor did
she believe he knew himself.. You should
have felt the temperature rise. It went
up faster than we were golng. By the
time we reached the surface the two Mil-
breys wore looks that would have made
the angel of peace and good-will look full
of hatred and distrust. Nothing would
satisfy them but that we wait to"thank

DRELMER TO
H. MAUBURN,

MR. JUSTICE
~ FINNEMORE

Judge of the Natal Supreme Court Sends
the Following Remarkable Testimonial
for the Cuticura Remedies.

THE WORLD IS CUTICURA’S FIELD.

1 desire to give my voluntary testi-
mony to the beneficial effects of your
Cuticura Remedies. Ibavesuffered for

some time from an excess of uric acid
in the blood; and since the middle of
last year, from a severe attack of
Fczema, chiefly on the scalp, face, ears
and neck and on one limb. I was
for several months under professional
treatment, but the remedies prescribed
were of no avail and I was gradually
hecomlng worse, my face was dread-
fully disfigured and I lost nearly all my
hair. At last, my wife lgmvatled upon
me to try the Cuticura Remedies and I
gave them a thorough trial with the
most satisfactory results. The disease

soon began to disappear-and my hair
commenced to grow agaln. A fresh
growth of hair is covering my head,.
and my limb (althongh not yet gmite
cured) is ually improving. My
wife thinks so hizhly.of your remedies
that she has been purchasing them in
order 0 make presents,to other persons
suffering from similar complaints, and,
as President of the Bible Women’s
Society, has told the Bible women to
report if any case should come under
her notice when a poor person is so
afflicted, so that your remedies may be
‘resorted to.”

ROBERT ISAAC FINNEMORE,

(Judge of the Natal Supreme G'ours)

Pietermaritzburg; Natal, Oct. 29, 1901.

€UTICURA REMEDIES are sold throughout

the civilized world. FPRICES: Cuticura.Raesol- -

vent, 50c. per bottle (in the form of Chocolate Coated. Pills, 25c. per vial of 60}, Cuticura Ointmaent,

B0c. per box, and Cuticura Soap, 25¢. per cake.
I!keirp;u- oc“p. and Hzw 1o l(J‘.ure 'IPG

Depot. z Rna Ze la Paix, Paris.

Bend for the great work, ¢ Humours of the
hem."” British Inpol.. 97.28, Charterhouse:8q., London, E. C.
French Australian Depot, B
an® Uhemloal Gorpomhn, Bole Propristors, Bostob

Blood,
'l‘omk(h., §;dnay. Potter Drug

s Us B

the young Croeaug' for his courtesy. I
walted: because I gemembered the daugh-
ter, and Oldaker and the Angstead twins
waited out of decency. And when the
genius; appeated from | 0\1; his golden
catacombsswe fellJupon ‘him in desperate

| Kindness,

g

iLater In "the dd¥ T Tearned from him
that he expects to.bring his mother and
sister to New York this' fall. and that
they mean to . make thelr home there
hereafter, Of course that means that the
girl has notions of marriage. What made
me think so quickly of her is that in San
Francisco, at .a theater last winter, she
was pointed out'to me,.and while I do
vou- not, the ifjustice ‘- of supposing it

she is rather a beauty, you'll find; figure
fullish, yellow hair, ‘and a .good-natured,
well-featured, pleasing sort of face; a bit
rococo in manner, I suspect; a little too
San Francisco, a& so many. of-these Wwest-
ern beauties are, but you'd not mind that
and a year in New York will tone hcr
‘down anyway.

Now if your dea.r' unole will only canfer
a lasting benefit upoh the world and his
title upon you, by paying the only debt he
is ever llable to pay, I am persuaded you
could be the man here. I know nothing
of how the fortune was left, nor of its ex-
tent,except thdt it's said to be stiffish,and
out here that means a big; round sum.
The reason 1 write promptly ‘is that you
may not go out of the country just now.
That sweet little Milbrey chit—really,
Avice is far too old now for ingenue
parts—has not only grappled the son with
hooks of steel, but from remarks the good
mother -dropped concerning = the .flne
qualities of her son, she means to con-
vert the daughter's dot into Milbrey pres-
tige, also. What a glorious double stroke
it would be, after all their years of try-
ing. However, with your title, even In
prospective, Fred--Milbrey is no rival for
you to fear, providing you are on. the

ground  as soon as He, which is why
I wish you to stay in New York.
I am Indeed gratified that - you have

broken off whatever affair there may have
been between you and that music hall
person. Really, you know, tho they talk
so about us, a young man can't ' mess
about with that sort of thing in New. York
as he can'in"London. 8o I'm glad she's
gone -back, and as she is in no . position
to. harm you I: should pay-no attention
to her threats. What under heaven did
the creature expect? TWWhy should she
have wanted to marry you?

I shall see you probably in another fort-
night.

You Know that Milbrey girl must get
her effrontery direct from where they
make it . She pretended that at first she
took . young Bines for what we all took
him, an employe of-the mine. You can
almost catch them winking at each other,
when she tells it, and her dear mamma
with such beautiful resignation, says,
"My Avice .ls s0 impulsively democratic.”
Dear Avice, you know, Is really quite as
impulsive as the steel bridge our train has
Jjust rattled over. Sincerely,

—Josephine Preston Drelmer.

FROM MISS AVICE MILBREY TO MRS.
CORNELIA GEIST, NEW YORK.,

Mutterchen, dearest, I feel llke  that
green hunteér you had to sell last spring—
the one that would go at a fence with the
most perfect display of serious Intentions,
and then balk and bolt when it came to
jumping. Can it be that I, who have been
trained from the cradle to the idea of
marrying for money, will belt the gate
after all the expense and pains lavished
upon my education to this end; after the
years spent in learning how to enchant,
subdue, and exploit the most useful of all
animals, .and the most agreeable, barring
a few? And yet, right when I am the
fittest—twenty-four years old. knowing all
my good points and just how to coerce the
most admiration for each, able nicely to
calculate the exact disturbing effect of the
ensemble upon any poor male, and feellng
confident of my excessively eligible parti
when I decide for him—in this situation,
striven for so earnestly, I feel like bolt-
ing the bars. How my trainer and jock-
ey would weep tears of rage and despair
if they guessed. it!

There, there—I :know. your . shrewd
green eyes are crackling with curiosity
and you want to know what it's all about,
whether to scold me or mother me, and
will I please omit the entrees and get to
the roast mutton.
aunt, vou, there is more vagueness than
detail, and I know I'll strain your patience
before I've done.- But, to relleve your
mind, nothing at all has really happened.
After all, it's mostly ‘a troublesome state
of mind, that I shall doubtless find gone
when we reach Jersey City,—and in twd
ways this western trip {s responsible for
it. Do you know the journey itself has
been fascinatipg. Too bad so many of us

know anything of this country. We loiter
in Paris, do the stupld German watering
places, the Norway flords, down to Italy
for the museums, see the chateaux of
the Loire, or do the English race tracks,
thinking we're 'mused; and all the time
out here where the sun goes down is an
intensely interesting and beautiful coun-
try of our own that we overlook. You
know I'd never before been even as far
as Chicago. Now for the first time I can
appreciate lots of those things in Whit-
man, that— .
“I think heroic deeds were all conceived
in the open alr, and free poems, also.
Now I see the secret of making the best
persons:

and sle‘ep with the earth.”

I mayn't have quoted correctly, but you
know the sort of thing I mean, that
sounds so breezy and stimulating. And
they’'ve helped me understand the immen-
sity of the landscapes and the ideas out
here, the big, throbbing. rough young life,
and under it all, as Whitmaa says, “a
meaning—democracy, American democ-
racy.” Really it's been interesting, the
Jjolliest time of my life, and it's got me all
unsettled. More than once in watching
some scene typical of the region, the plain,
busy. earnest people, I've actually thrilled
to think that this was my country—felt
that queer little tickling tinge that locates
vour spine for you. 'Im sure there's no
ennui here. Some. one said the other day,
“Ennui is a disease that comes from living
on other people’s money.” I said no, that
I'd often had as fine an attack as if I'd
heen left a billion, that ennui is when yvou
don’t know what to do next and wouldn't
do it if you did. Well, here they flways
do know what to do next, and as one of
them told me, “We always get up early
the day befdre to do it.”

Auntie, dear, the trip has-made me more
restless and dissatisfied than ever. It
makes me want to do something—to risk
something, to want to want something
more than I've ever -learned to want.

That's one reason I'm acting bad]y. The
«other will interest you more.

It's no less a reason than the athletic
young Bayard who cheated those cab
horses of their prey that night Fred didn't
drink all the Scotch whisky in New York.
Our meeting, and the mater’s treatment of

him before she discovered who he
WAas, are too delicious. = to write.
I must wait to tell you.

It's enough to say now that tho I heard
his name it recalled nothing to me,vand

ingman in the mine we were vislung.
tho from his speech and manner of a
‘gentleman, some one In authority. Dea.r
he was so dear, and so westernly bmesy
and progressive and enterprising and so
appallingly candid. . I've. been  the *“‘one
woman” to him, “the unknown but re-
membered ideal” since that encounter. .Of

‘| course that was to be said, but strangely

enough he meant it. He was actually and
unaffectedly making ‘love to me. He's

and mausecled -like .a panther.. . He's not
beautiful, either, but pleasant to look at,
one of those broad, high-cheeked  faces
one sees so0 much ‘in the west, with the
funniest quick yellowish gray eyes, and
the most disreputable mustache I ever
saw, Yellow and ragged. If he must eat
it, T wish he would eat it off even clear
across. And he’s likely to talk the most
execrable slang, or to quote Browning.
But he was making real love. and you
know I'm not used to that. I'm accus-

asking price. But here was real love

would make ‘the least difference to, you,.

‘as bad, from any-standpoint of- morals, and

But yeu dear, dear old;

cross the ocean twenty times before we-

It is to grow in the open air and to eat.

I took him from his dress to be a work-.

not so large or tall, but quick and springy,.

tomed. to go my pace_ before.sharply.cal-,
| culating ‘eves, to show if I'm :'?rth the’

being made off down in the earth (we'd
run away from the others because I liked
him at once).
he moved me, partly because I had won-
dered about him from that night, and

partly because of all I had come to feel|
about this new place and the new people, |

and because he seemed such a fine, ac-
tive specimen of western manhood.. =
won't tell you all the wild, Ilawless
thoughts that scurried and sneaked thru
my mind—they don't matter now—for all
at once it came out that he was the only
‘'son of that wealthy Bines who died awhile
ago—you remember the name was men-
‘tioned that night at your house when they
wWere dlscussing the exodus of western
New.. York; some one
named the father,as 6ne who liked com-
ing to New York: to'd‘ls*ﬂpatc oecasionally,
but who was still rooted in the soil where
his millions grew. .«

There was the son. be;ore me, just an
ordinary man of mllli.Q after all—and
my little toy balloon o mance that I'd
been floating so gaily o string of sen-
‘timent was pricked to nqt ing in an in-
stant. I felt my nostifls™ ‘expand with
the excitement of the’ u‘ﬁﬂue. and there-
after I was my coldly pry glonal self. If
that young man has not.ngw:a high esti-
mate of my charms of pefson and mind,
then have my ways forgot' ‘their cunning
and I be no longer the daughter of Mar-
garet Milbrey, nee Van 'Schoule.

But Mutterchen, now comes the dis-
graceful part. I'm afraid of myself, even
in spite of our affairs being so bad. Dad
has doubtless told you something nwuch
be done very soon, and I seem to be the
only one to do it.
at the. gate. This trlp has unsettled me,
I tell you, letting me, among other things,
see my old sell. Before I always rather

liked the idea of marriage, that Is, after |-}

I'd been out a eouple:- of vears—not
too well, but well enqugi:y—dnd now some
way,. 1-rebel, not from “sctuples, but from
pure ae[ﬁahneas. I'ni beklnnlng to find
that I want ‘to enjoy, mvselt and to find,

further, that I'm miot !udispnsed to take
chances—as they say out hédre: - Will you
understand, I wonder? And do women:
who sell themsclves eyer +#ind any real|
pleasure in the I-augain" 'l'he most e]u-|
quent emmp[ck "thie- oueq that ‘gell them-
selves to many men, lead. wrefched lives.
But does' the ‘womah wyho “sells herself to
but ‘one.enjoy Iife any more? She's surely

I imagine sometimes she Is less happy.

At any rate, she has less freedom and
more obligations under hrer- contraet. You
see I am philosophizing. pretty coldly. Now

bé horrified if you will

[ am selfish by good right, tho. “Haven't
we spent all our Qurplus in keeping you |
up for a good marriage?”’ says the mater, |
meaning by a good marriage that I shall!
bring enough money. into the family to !
“keep up its traditions.” 1I.am, in other
words, an investment from which they
expect large returns. I told her I hoped
she could trace “her - selfishness to its
source as clearly as I could mine, and as
for the family traditions, Fred was pre-
serving those in an excellent medium.
Which was very ugly in me, and-I cried
afterwards and told her how sorry I was.

Are you shocked by my cold -calcula-
tlons? Well, I am trying to let you under
stand me, and T

# = *- have no tlme to wiste
In patehlog #g leaves for the naked truth.

I am cursed not'only with consistent
feminine longings.and desires, but, in spite
of my training ard the examples around

me, with a disipdlination to be: wholly | §

vicious. Awhile ago marriagé meant only
more;luxurygand less worry about money.
I lle\’E! ‘gayefany thought to the husband,
certainly never .¢oncerned m%sel,t with any
notions of duty or ‘Shligation* toward him.
The girls I know are taught painstakingly
how to get a hushdnd; but:nothing of how
to- be a wife. The husband in my case
was to be an inconvenience. but doubt-
less an amusing one. For all his-oppres-
sion, If there weré that, and even for the
mere offense -‘of lis ' existence, I should
wreck my- spite merrily- on his vulgar. dol-
lars.

“But you'are saymg that I like the pres-
ent eligible.  That*¥ the trouble. I like
him so well I shaven’'t” the heart to marry
him. - When T-jvas;iwenty I ¢ould-have
loved him devetedly, I believe.. Now some-
thing seems to be _gone, some fr eshness
or fondness,. I n still love—I know it
onily too well night' and day=but it ‘'must
be a different kindof a man. ke is'go very
yvoung and revergnt -and .tender, . and. in
a way so unsophiqtjgatcd. He is so afraid
of me, for all his Prefense of holdpess:.

Is it because I must be taken’ by sheer
force? I'll not be surprised if it is. Do we
not in our, secret soul of souls nourish this

beatitude: “Blesgéd is the min who
destmg's all ‘barrters’? ~Flofefics! Akemit
sald as much one day, and Florence, poor

soul, knows something of the matter. Do
we not sit defiantl¥ behind the barriers,
insolently challenging—threatening capital
punishment for any assault, relaxing not
one severity, yet falling meek and sub-
missive and glad, to the man who brutally
and honestly beats them down, and de-
siroys them utterly? So many fail by
merely beating them down. Of course if
an untidy litter is left we make a row.
We reconstruct thé barrier and that par-
ticular assailant is thenceforth deprived
of a combatant’s rights. What a dear you
are that I can 'sa¥ these things to you:
Were girls so frank in your time? .
Well, my knight.of the “‘golden cross'
(joke; laughter and loud applause, and
cries of “Go on!") has a little, much in-
deed, of the impetuous in him, but, alas,
not enough. -He has 'a pretty talent for ‘it,
but no genius. If I were married to him
to-morrow, as surely as I am a woman
I should be made to inflict paln upon
him the next day, with an: Insane stress
to show him, perhaps. I'was not the ideal
women he had thought rqé-—pe'rhaps out
of a jealousy of that very ideal I had in-
spired—rational creatures, -aren’t - we?—
beg pardon—not we, then; butI. Now he,
being a real likable man of a man, can I
do . that—for money? Do I want the
money badly, enough? Would I not even
rather be penniless with the man who
coerced every great passion and littlest
impulse, body and soul—perhaps with a
very hateful- ingelence of power over me?
Do you know, ‘I suspect sometimes that
I've been trdined down too fine, as to my
nerves, I. mean.. I doubt if it's safe to
pamper and ‘irim and stimulate and ve-
fine a woman in that hothouse atmosphere
-—at least if ‘she’s & lhealthy woman. She's
too apt sometimé 1o break her gait, get
the bit of tradition between her teeth,
and then let her impulses Tun away with
her.
Oh,
and’ yet filled with’a strange negp zest for
this old puzzle of lite. - Will I ever be the
same again? This man is going “to ask
me to marry him the moment I am ready
for him to. 8hall T be kind enough to
tell him no, or shall I steel myself to go in |
and hurt himm—make him writhe? -
And yet do you know what he gave me
while I was with him? I wonder if women

I don't mind telling you|’

And yet I am shying |-

Mutterchen, I am” so sick and sore; :

| l‘.ur'e‘ Consumption—F REE

Eminent Medical Authorities Agree That Consumption Is l:crlalnly Curable. | Want to Cure Every
* One Suffering With Consumption, No Matter How Badly Off They Are. | Have Brought New
Health to Hundreds, Ameng Them Congressman Nelson Dingley’s Son.

KING EDWARD VII,
];Itl‘.! of N-tlunlﬁ&nulac!nu Ih;

P
. Othor ] Forms of Tubereulosis.

For Large Trial Treatment.
T IS ABSOLUTELY FREE.

I ask vou tb take nothing for granted—nothing on faith,
I will demonstrate ‘to- you without a penny®
what Antidotum Tiberculose will do for you.

0. K. BUCKHOUT,
1" Nauunal Assoclatlon for
revention of Conanmption and
l)lhnr Fermsa_ of Tuberculosls,
ﬂn.la-n of Kalamazoo Tubercu-
losls HRemedy Co., Ltd.

‘Write at Once to 0. K. Buckhout
The National Association

~ Large Free Trial Treatment

The wonderful discovery,
«which I offer you, means hope: for all consumptives even in
advanced stages. No matter if you are worn thin, your
cheeks sunken, your chest hollow—though you are constant-
ly shaken by paroxysms of coughing, spit blood, and your
cheeks burn with -that telltale- hectic flush, though your
friends have despdired and doctors given you up, I want to
cure you as I have cured hundreds before you.

American Member of

for the Prevention of Consumption and
Other Forms of Tuberculosis.

of “ANTIDOTUM TUBERCULOSE,”
All Charges Prepaid. .

Antidotum, Tuberculose,

Write at Once

PRINCE OF WALES,

j l’rnldenz of Natlonal Associat!
Charge just for the Puva:tl‘:m.a-f Gnnl.:nptiz:
and Other Formes of Tuberculosis.

If I could talk to you for five' minutes you would be as enthusiastic as I am, but since a personal interview is not
probable, I make my rm TRIAL OFFER to:convince you how sure, how conscientious I am. in the belief that I

MARQUIS OF SALISBURY,
Vice-President of Natlonal Assocla.

i tlon for the Preventiou of Consump.
{l.:l‘:‘“d Other Forms of Tubercu-

can cure you,
and I will send enough of the treatment to prove its value.
If Antidotum Tuberculose will not do all and more than is
claimed for it, I would have never become identified with it,
being a member of the National Association for the Preven-
tion of Congumption, of which His Majesty, King Edward,
is Patron and Honorary President; His Highness, the Prince
of Wales, President; the Marquls of “Salisbury and-Lord
Lister, Vice Presidents,
dotum Tuberculose the only certain and positive cure
for consumption in nearly all stages.

‘Does not my offer prove my faith? - I ask only a chance
to .prove what- Antidotum Tuberculose will do'.for you.
Write today for the FREE trial treatment and information
in regard to this marvelous cure and the proof of what it
has done for others.
Write me today, addressing O. K. Buckhout, Chairman,

662 Main Street, Kalamazoo, Mich. :

Do not send me money, just write to’ me

I unhesitatingly pronounce Anti-

LORD LISTER,
Vice:President of Nutionai Assoclas-
tion for the Pravention of Consumps
I.hm uod Other Ferms of Tubergu-

Don't put off sending until tomorrow—

be Lord Cu‘iﬂ(‘lthnrpe when his disreput-
able old uncle dies.

Bhé hasn't yet spent what she got for
introducing the Canovass prince to that
oldest Elarton girl, so if she secures ‘this
prize for Mauburn, he'll be comfortable
for a couple of more years. Perhaps I
could turn my hand to something like
that. I know the ropes as well as she
does, .

There, it is8 a - punishment of a letter,
isn't it, dear? But T've known every bad
‘place in_ it, and I've religiotisly put in
‘vour- “Come, come, child!” every time it
belonged; so you've not still to -scold me,
for which be comforted a little; and give
me-only a few words of cheerful approval
if your-conscience will let you. I need
that, ‘after all, more than .advice. Look
for us in a week. With a bear-hug for
you, -- —Avyice.
*P; 8.~1= it true tha‘t Ned Ristine and
his wife have fixed it up and are together
again since his return? ' Not that I'mx in-

Laundry Lesson Number Eight, -
Your weekly washing never late

Swiits

is justa

plain, genuine
laundry

soap,
unembellished.
by fancy
wrappings.
The value

terested especially, but I.chanced to hear 1S au in _
it gossiped the other day here on the car. ; |
indeed, I hope you know how thoroughly the soap.
1 detest that man!
To Be Continued Monday. It cleans, bl.'lt
: : never A
$32.90 to Californiag and Arlzona. »
Via. Chicago Great Western Railway. ; ln_]ures.
Tickets on sale dally from April 1st to & C
June 16th. For further particulars apply ) 0!
to. L.- C. Rains, General Agent, corner Swift o mm
Nicollet av and Fifth st, Minneapolis. cago
Kansas City sOm;::l
St Louis. St
Carey's Magnesia Cement Roofing, :
‘Cannot rust or leak like metal roofing. St. Joseph F\.Wonh.‘
W. 8. Nott Company. Both 'phones 376. g - :

feel it commonly? - It was a desire for |
motherhood—a curfousiy vivid and very |
definite’ longing—entirely irréspective of !
him, .you ‘understand, altho he inspired it: !
Without loving him or:being at all moved
toward him, he made me -sheérly want to
be a mother! Or is it.only”that ‘men we |
don’t love make us feel motherly?

Am I wholly, irrational and selﬁah'and '_-

bad, or what am I? I know you'll love
me, whatever it is, an wish now I
could snuggle on that soft. cushiony
-shoulder. of yours and go-to sleep.. . .
Can anything be more pitiful than ”a
fine. old family” -afflicted wyith- . dry-rot
like ours? I'm always amused.
when I read about theé suffering in

the tenements. The real anguish is up in |

the homes llke ours. We have to do
without so very many more' “things, and
mere hunger afid cold are eaabr cumpa.reﬂ.
to the suffering’ weifeel. [

Perhaps when T'm ba.ck to that stmszle
for appcarances. T'll relent and’ “barter
my charms'’ as the old novels used to sa.}

sanely and decently like a*well briught-up |:

New York girl—with certain reserva-
tions, to a man who can't aupport the:
family In the style to:which it 'wants to
become accustomed. Yet' thére may be
a way out. There i= a Bines daughter,
for example. and. ma.mm.q.,,who never du}aa
one-half where she can as well do tw 5

will_ marry - ‘
the ‘othef haﬁ J‘dmmﬁ%:

in words for young Mauburn, who will

'I‘he hnndy way to broil toaat or fix: the fire. %
MOORE’S STEEL RANGE has Oven Thermomefer.
‘Automatic Controlling: ‘Damper, and every facility for ,
‘cooking with ease: and certainty. AsK to.see it. - peneses

For Sale by F. H. PETERSON & C0., Imiemlk, llmu. _

B

.IOIIHSON FURNI HIRE ﬁ CAR?ET €0, St. Pau! Ilml. :

F.H. Peterson

Carpets and Rugs our Specialty.
Terms Oash or Easy Payments.
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