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Fnld Maltla and un-
epolled g:ua' lfhlhdalphin liri fa taken
lorado mountains br her uncle,

James rmgtrong,
falls in lcru with her.
thrills the girl, but
she hesitutes, and Armstrong goes' east
on business without a dafinlte answer,

————

CHAPTER 11l—(Continued.)

“It was four years an' nine montha
exactly, Bob,” drawled old Kirkby,
who well knew what was coming.

“Yes, 1 dare say you are right. 1
was up at Evergreen at the time look-
ing after timber Interests, when &
mule came wandering Into the camp,
anddle and pack still on his back.”

“I knowed that there mule,” sald
Kirkby, "I'd gold It to & feller named
Newbold, that had come out yere an’
married Loulse Rosser, old man Ros-
®er's daughter, an’' him dead, an’ bajn’
an' orphan an' this feller bein' a fine
young man from the east, not a bit of
a tenderfoot nuther, a minin’ engl-
geer he called hissell.”

“Well, I happened to be there, too,
you remeinber,” continued Maitland,
“and they made up & party to go and
funt up the man, thinking something
might have happened.”

“You sgee" explnined Kirkby, “we
was all miglity fond of Loulse Rgsser,
the hull eamp was actin' ks a father
to her at the, time, so long 8. ghe
fedn't nobody else; we whs all at the
weddin', too, some six months afore.
The gal married him on bher own
hook, ot courge nobody makin' her,
but somehow sbe didn't seem none
too happy, although. Newbold, who
wag & perfect gent, treated her white
ax far as we knowed."

The old man stopped again and re-
sumed his pipe.

“Kirkby, you tell the story,”
Maitland,

“Not me” sald Kirkby.  *“1 bhave
#een men shot afore for takin' words
out 'n other men's mouths an' I sin't
pever done that yir"

“You always were one of the most
ellent men 1 ever eaw," laughed
Qeorge. "Why, that day Pete yere got
ahot mccldental an’ had his whole
breast tore out w'en we was lumber-
ing over on Black mountain, all you
sald was, ‘Wash him off, put some
axle greass on him an' tle him up.”™

“That's 8o, answered Pete, "“an’
there must have been momethin® pow-
erful soothin’ In that axls grease, for
bere 1 am safe an' sound to this day.”

“It takes an old man,"” assented
Kirkby, “to know when to keep his
mouth shet. 1 learned it at the mus-
ale of &8 gun.”

“l mever knew before,” laughed
Maltland, "how still a man you e¢an
be. Well, to resume the story, having
npothing to do I went out with the
posse the sherlff gnthered up—"

“Him not thinkin' there had been
any foul play,” ejaculated the old man.

“No, cartainly not.”

“Well, what happened, Uncle Bob?"
fnguired Enld.

“Just you walt,” sald young Bob,
who had heard the story. "This s
an awful good story, Coosin Enid.”

“1 can't walt much longer," returned
the girl, "“Please go on."”

"“Two days after we left the camp,
we came across an awful figure,
ragged, blood stalned, wasted to a
akeleton, starved—"

"] have seed men In extreme cases
afore,” Interposed Kirkby, “but naver
none ilke him,™

“Nor 1" eontinued Maltland.

“Was It Newbold?" asked Enid.

“Yen."

“And what had happened to him ™

“He and his wife had been prospect-
ing In these very mountalns; she had
fallen over a cliff and broken herselt
wo terribly that Newbold hud to shoot
Ber.”

“What!" exclaimed Bradshaw. "You
don't mean that he actually killed
ber?" :

“That's what he done,”
old Kirkby. _

“Poor man,"” murmured Enid,

“But why 7" asked Philips,

“They were five days away from a
wettlement, there wasn't A human be-

anid

answergd

tng within & bundred and fifty miles |

of them, not even an Indian,” contin-
ded Maltland. “She was $o frightfully
broken and mangled. that he couldn't
carry her away.”

“But why couldn’t he leave her and
go for help?" asked Bntl.lhn.w.

"The wolves, the bears, or the vul-
tures would have got her. These
woods and mounmna were full of
them then and m some of them
laft now I :uen.

The two U 18 pt cloaer to
thelr blg g Q?m anxious
glances bayond ﬂ!,t fira lgh!

“Oh, you're all right little gals
sald  Kirkby Mﬂul!. “they
wouldn't come n'.‘lg: us while this fire
g burnin' an’ they 've been pretty
well hunted out | gubss; 'stdes there's

men yere who'd nothin’ better'n
drawin’ & bead bar”
“And so," contintigd Maltland, “when
gha begked him' to shoot her, to put
.hgrou:otlnrlﬂﬁe Mcldnua
then he startad __g:.u ‘the settiomant |

ta tell his story and stumbled on us
looking after him.”

“What happened then?"

“T west back to the camp,” esid
Mnaitland. “We loaded Newbold on &
mule and took him with us; he was
80 crazy he didn't know what was
happening; he went over the shooting
agaln and agaln in his delirlum. It
was awful."”

“Did he dle?”

“l1 don't think so," was the answer,
“but really 1 know mnothing further
about him. There were some good
women In that camp; we put him in
their hands and 1 left shortly aiter
wards.",

“l kin tell the rest,” sald old Kirk-
by, “Knowin' more sbout the moun-
talns than most peopls hereabouts [
led the men that didn’t go back with
Bob an' Newbold to the place w'ere
ha sald his woman fell, an’' there we
found her, ber body leastways."

“But the wolves?" querled the girl

“He'd drug her Into & kind of a
holler and piled rocks over her, Held
gone down into the canon, w'lch was
somethlog frightful, an’ then climbed
up to were she'd lodged. We had
plenty of rope, havin' brought it along
A purpose, an' we let ourselves down
to the shelt whera she was a lyln'
We wrapped her body up in blankets
an' roped it an’ finally drug her up
on the old Injun trail, leastways 1 aup-
pose it was made wfore there was any
Injuns, an' brought ber back to Ever-
green camp, w'ich the only thing about
it that wags green was the swlng doora
on the saloon. We got a parson out
from Denver an' glve her & Christian
burial.”

“Is that all?" asked Enid as the old

man pansed again.”

LS

"Nope,”

“0Oh, the man?" exclaimed the wom-
an with guick Intultion,

“He recovered his senses so they
told us, an' we'sn wWe got back he'd
gone."”

“Where?" was the Instant question,

0ld Kirkhy stretched out his hands,

“Don't ax me,"” he enid, “he'd jest
gone. I aln't never seed or heerd of
him sence. Poor little Loulse Rosser,
she did have a hard time."

“Yes,” sald Enid, "but T think the
man bad a harder time than she. He
loved her?"

“It looked Ike it," answered Kirkby.

“If you had seen him, his remorse,
his anguish, his horror,” sald Mait-
land, “you wouldn't have had any
doubt about it, But It 18 getting late,
In the mountalns everybody gets up
at daybreak. . Your alecping. bogs are,
lbn‘ilho tents, Indigs; time to go to
ed.”

As the party broke up, old Kirkby
rose slowly to his feet; he looked
meaningly toward the young woman,
upon whom the spell of the tragedy
atill lingered, he nodded toward the
young brook, and then repeated his
gpealking glance at her, His meaning
was patent, although no one else had
seen the covert Invitation.

“Come Klirkby,” sald the girl in
quick response, “you shall be my es-
cort. 1 want a drink before I turn In,
No, never mind,” she sald, as Brad-
shaw and Phillps both volunteered.
"not this time.

The old frontlersman and the young
girl strolled off together. They stop-
ped by the brink of the rushing tor-
rent & few yards away., The mse
that it made drowned the low tones of
their volces and kept the others, busy
preparing to retire, from hearing what
they sald,

“That ain't quite all the story, Miss
Enid," sald the old trapper meanlogly.
“There was another man."”

*“What!" exclaimed ths girl.

“0Oh, there wasn't nothin' -wrong
with Loulse Rpsser, w'ich she was
Loulsa Newbold, but thera was ane
other man; I suspected it afore, that's
why she wans sad. W'en we found her
bady 1 knowed ft.*

*I don't understand.”

“These'll explain,” sald Kirkby, He
drew out from his rough bunting cont
a package of solled letters; they were
carefully encloged In an oll skin snd
tled wml & faded ribbon, “You see,”
he continued, holding them in his
hand yet carefully concealing them
from the people at the fira “W'en
sha fell .off the clif—somehow the
miule lost hig footin', nobody never
knowed how, leastways the mule was
dead an’' couldn't tell—she struck on
& spur or shelf about & Bundred feet
below the brink; evidently she was
carryln' the letters in her dress, Her
bosom was frightfully tore open #@n’
the letters was Jyin' there. Newbold
didn't see 'em, because he went down
Into the canon an' came up to the
shelf, or butte hend, wers the body
was Iyin’, but we dropped down. I
was the first man down an’ 1 got ‘em.
Nobody else seein’ me, an’ there ain't
no humen eéyes, not even my wile's,
that's ever looked on them letters, ex-
capt mine and nmow yourn"

“You are golog to give them to

“l am,” sald mrkhr.

“But why?"

“1 want you to hww the hull am T
“But vhf. again

e
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“] rather gueds them letters'll tell,”
answered the old man evasively, "an’'
I like you, nnd | don't want to see
you throwed away.”

“What do you mean?" asked the gtrl
ecurfously, thrilling to the golemnity of
the moment, the serlousness, the kind
affection of the old frontiersman, the
welrd scene, the fire light, the tents
gleaming ghostlike, the black wall of
the canon and the tops of the moun-
tain range broadening out beneath the
stars In the clear sky where they
twinkled above her head, the strange
and terrible story, and now the letters
In ber hand, which somehow seemed
to be fmbued with bBuman [feellng.
Kirkby patted her on the shoulder.

“Head the letters,” he said; “they’'ll
tell the story. Good night.”

CHAPTER IV,

The Pool and the Water Sprite,

Long after the otners in the camp
had sunk Into the profound slumber
of wenry bodles and good consclences,
a solitary candle in the small tent oec-
cupled by Enid Maitland aione gave
evidence that she was busy over the
letters which Kirkby had handed to
her,

It was & wvers thoughtful girl in-
deed who confronted the old frontiers-
man the next morning. At the first
convenlent opportunity when they
wera alone together she handed him
the pasket of letters.

“Have you read 'em?" he asked.

“Yes."

“Wall, you kesp 'em,” ralil the old
man gravely., “Mebbe you'll want to
rend ‘em agin”

“But 1 don't understand
want me to have them."

“Wall, I'm not quite sure myselt
why, but leastways T do an'—"

“I shall ba very giad to keep them,”
sald the girl etill more gravely, slip-
ping them into ona of the pockets of
her hunting shirt as she spoke,

The packet was not bulky, the let-
ters were not many nor were they of
any great length. Bhe could easily
carry them on her person and in
#ome strange and unexplicable way
she was rather glad to have them.
She could not, as she had sald, see
any personal application to herself in
them, and yet in some way she did
feel that the golution of the mystery
would be hers some day. HEspecially
did she think this on account of the
strange but quiet open emphasis of
the old hunter.

There was much to do about the
camp in the morning. Horses and
burroa to be looked after, fire wood to
be cut, plans for the day arranged,
excursions latd out, mountain elimhbs
projected, Later on unwonted hands
must be taught to cast the fiy for the
mountaln trout which filled the brook
and pool, and all the varied dutles, de-
talls and fascinating possibliities of
camp Iife must be explained to the
newcomers.

The first few daye were days of
learning and preparation, days of mis-
bap and misadventure, of joyous
laughter over blunders in getting set-

why you

tled, or learning the mysteries of rod
and Une, or becoming hardened and
acclimated. The weather proved per-
fect; 4t was lale October and the
nights were very cold, but there was
no rain and the bright sunny days
were Invigorating and exhliarating'to
the last degres. They bad huge fires
and plenty of biankets and the colder
it was dn the night the better they
slept,

It was an Ibtensely new experience
for the girl from Philadelphlia, but sbe
showed n marked interest and adapt-
ability, and entered with the keenest
zest Into all the opportunitiss of the
charming days, She was 4 good sports-
woman apd she soon learned to throw
n fly with the best of them, Old Kirk-
by took her under his especial pro-
tectlon' and as he was one of the best
rods In the mountains, ghe had every
advantage.

She had always lived in the midst
of life. Except In the privacy of her
own chamber she had rarely ever
been alone before—not twenty feet
from a man, ghe thought whimsically,
but hers the charm of solitude -at-
tracted her, ghe 1lked to tnke her rod
and wander off alone. She actually
enjoyed it

The maln stream that flowed down
the canon was fed by many affluents
from the mountain sides, and in each
of them voraclous trout appeared, She
explored them as she had opportunity,
sometimes with the others, but more
often by herself. Bhe discovered
charming and exquisite nooks, lttle
styetches of grass, the size poerhaps of
a smofl room, flower decked, ferny
bordered, overshadowed by tall giant
plne trees, the esunilght fiterlng
throngh thelr thin folinge, checkering
the verdant carpet beneath, Huge
moss coverad boulders, wet with the
everdashing spray of the roaring
broocks, Iny In midstream and with
other natural stepping stones hardby
fnvited her to c¢ross to either shore.
Waterfalls laughed musically in her
ears, deep atill pools tempted her skill
and addreas.

Bometimgs leaving rod and basket
by the waterslde, she climbed gome
particularly steep acolivity of ths
canon wall and stood polsed, wind
blown, a nymph of the woods, upon
some pinnacle of rock rising needle-
Ilke at the canon's edge above tha
gea of verdure which the wind waved
to and fro beneath her feet. There in
the bright light, with the breeze blow-
ing her golden hair, she looked Ilke
some Norse goddess, blue eyed, ex-
bilirated, triumphant.

Bhe was a perfectly formed woman
on the anclent moble lnes of Milo
rather than the degenerate softness
of Medicl. She $rew stronger of limb
and fuller of breath, quicker and
gteadler of eye and haud, cooler of
nerve, in these demanding, compelling
adventures among the rocks im this
mountaln alr. 8Sbe was not a tall
woman, Indeed slightly under rather
than over the medium glze, but she
wis 80 perfectly proportioned, she car-
wed hersell with the fearlessness of a
young chamols, that she looked raller

—

.| etrike tho river a few miles above the

than she was, There was not an
ounce of superfiuous flesh upon her,
vot she had the grace of Hebe, the
gtrength of Pallag Athene, and the
swiftness of motion of Atalanta. Had
sha but carried boWw and spear, had
she worn tunic and sandals, she might
bhave stood for Diana snd sbhe would
have had no cause to Wlush by c¢om-
parison with the fnest model of
Praxiteles' chisel or the most splen-
did and glowilng exampie of Appelies’
brush,

Uncle Robert was delighted with
her: his contribution to her western
outfit was a small Winchester. She
displayed astonishing aptitude under
his Instructions and soon beeame won-
derfully proficlent with that deadly
weapon and with a revolver also.
There was lttle danger L0 be appre-
hended In the daytime among the
mountalns, the more experienced men
thought, still it was wise for the girl
nslways to have a weapon In readlness,
80 In her journeyings, either the Win-
chester was slung from her shoulder
or carried in her hand, or else tha Caolt
dangled at her hip. At first she took
both, but finally It was with relue-
tance that she could be persunded to
taka elther. Nothing had ever bap-
pened. Save for a few birds now and
then she had seemed the only tenant
of the wllderneas of her cholce,

One night after a camplng expery-
ence of nearly two weeks In the moun-
tains and jJust beforo the tlme for
breaking up and going back to clvil
lzatlon, ehe announced that early the
next morning she was golng down the
canon for a day's fishing excurslon,

None of the party had
lowed the little river very far, but it
was known that sonie ten miles below
the stream merged in a lovely gem-
Itke loke In a sort of crater In the
mountains. From thence by a serles
of water falls it descended through
the fecthllls to the distant plalns be-
yond, The others had arranged to
climb one especially dangerous mrnd
ambition provoking peak which towe
ered above them and which had nevei
before been surmounted ' so [ar as
they knew. FEnid enjoyed mountain
elimbing. She llked the uplit In feel-
ing that came from going higher and
higher till soma cregt was gained, but
on this ocenslon they urged her to me-
company them in valn.

When the fixity of her deelslon was
established she bad a number of offers
to accompany her, but deciined them
all, bidding the others go thelr way,
Mrs. Maltland, who was not feellng
very well, old Kirkby,  who had
cllmbed too many mountains to feel
muck intersst In that game, gnd Pete
the horse wrangler, who had to look
after the stock, remuined In camp;
the others with the exception of Enid
gtarted at daybreak for their long as-
cent. She walted until the sun was
about an hour high and then bade
good-bye to the three and began the
descent of the canon. - Traveling light,
for she was golng far—farther, indeed,
than she knew—she left her Winches-
ter at home, but carried the revolver
with the fishing tacklé and substantial
luncheon.

Now the river—a river by courtesy
only—and the canon kirned sharply
back on themselves just beyond the
little meadow where the camp Wwas
pltched. Past the tents that had been
their home for this joyous period the
river ran due east for & few hundred
feet, after which it curved sharply,
doubled back and fowed westward
for several miles before it gradually
swung around to the east on its prop-
er course again,

It had been Enid's purpose to cut
across the hills and strike the river
where it turned eastward once more,
avolding the long detour back. In
fact, she had declared her intention
of doing that to Kirkby and he bad
glven har careful directions so that
she should mot get lost fo the moun
talns,

But she had plenty of time and no
excuse or reason for saving It, she
pever tired of the charm of the canon;
therefore, Instead of plunging directly
over the spur of the range, she fol-
lowed the famillar trail and after sha
had passed westward far beyond the
Hmits of the camp to the turning, ehe
declded, In actordance with that ut-
terly irresponsible thing, a woman's
will, that she would not go down the
canon that day after all, but that she
would cross back over the range and

camp and go up the canon,

She had been up io that direction a
few tmes, but only for a short dis-
tance, a8 the ascent above the camp
was very sharp, In fact for a lttle
more than a mile the brook was only
n succeasion of water fall; the best
fishing was below the camp and the
finest woods were deeper in the canon.
She suddenly concluded that she
would like to see what was up In that
unexplored section of the country and
#0, with scarcely a momentary hesi-
tation, ghe sbandoned her former pian
and began the ascent of the range.

Upon decislons so lightly taken
whiat momentous consequeénces de-
pend? Whether she should go up the

ever fol-|

stream or down the stream,
she should follow the rivulet to its
source or descend It to Its mouth,

was apparently a matter of little mo- l

ment, yet her whole life turned abso+
lutely npon that declsion. The idle

and unconsidered cholce of the houg |

wsgs frought with gravest possibiiities.
Had that election besn made with any

susplelon, with any foreknowledge, bad |

It come ns the result of careful ree-
sonlog or far-seelng of probabllities,
It might have been understandable,

but an Impulse, & whjm, the vagrant |

Idea of an 1idle hour, the careless

chance of a moment, and behold! & |

life 48 changed. On one elde were
youth and innocence, freedom
happiness, a happy day, a good rest
by the cheerful flre at night; on the
‘other, perll of Iife, struggle, love,
Jealousy, self sacrifice, devotion, suffer.
ing, knowledge—scarcely Eve hersell
when she stoed apple In hand with
Ignorance and pleasure around her
and enlightenment and sorrow before
her, had greater cholcs to make.

How fortunate we nre that the fu
ture s velled, that the psalmist's
prayer that he might know his end
and be cert!fied how long he had to
liva 1a one that will not and cannot
be granted; that it hes been given to
but One to foresee his own future,

oy
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The Girl Stood as It Were on the
Roof of the World,

for no power apparently could enable
us to stand up against what might be,
because we are only human belngs
not sufficlently allght with the spark
divine.
wo must, but thank God we know It
not until it comes,

Nothing of this appeared to the girl
that bright sunny morning. Fnte hid
In those mountaing under the gulse of
faney, Lighthearted, carefree, fitted
with buoyant joy over every fact of
Iife, she left the flowing water and
scaled tha cllff beyond which in the
wilderness she was to find after all,
the world.

The ascent was longer and more
dificult and dangerous than she had
imagined when she first confronted it,
perhaps It was typleal and foretold her
progreas. More than once she had
to stop and carefully examine the face
of the canon wall for a practicabie
trall; more than onece she had to ex-
ercise extremest care In her climb,
but she was a bold and [earless moun-

talneer by thia time and at last sur- |

mnum:ng' every difficulty she stood
panting slightly, a littla tired, but
triumphant upon the summit,

The ground was rocky and broken,
the timber line was close above her
and ghe judged that she must be sev.
eral miles from the camp. The canon
was very crooked, she could see only
a few hundred yards of it In any di
rection. She scanned her circum:
seribed Uimited horizon eagerly for the

smoke from the great fire that they |

always kept burning In the camp, but
not a sign of it was visible, She was
evidently a thousand feet above the
river whenca she had come,
gtanding ground was a rvocky ridge |
which fell away more gently on the
other side for perhaps two hundred
feat toward the same brook. Bhe
could see through vistas in the trees
the uptossed peaks of the main range,
bare, chaotle, enow crowned, lonely,
majestic, terrible,

The awe of the everiasting hills Ia
greater "than that of heaving seas.
Suve {n the infreguent periods of calm,
the latter mlways moves; the moun-
talna are the same for all time. The
ocenn Iz quick, nolsy, living; the
mountalng are oalm, still—dead!

The girl stood as It were on the
roof of the world, a solitary buman
being, so far as ehe knew, In the eya
of God above her. Ah, but tho eves
divine look long and eee far; tSings
beyond the human ken are all re
vetled. None of the party had ever
come thig far from the camp in thie
direction she knew. And she was
glnq to be the Nrst, as ehe fatpously
belleved, to observe that mpjestic soll
tude.

M9 BE CONTINUREDS

He Needed No lnterpreter

oltey of Dlllwh
. Murled at at Caran, iVI"l” ch Results
n ng !

mmmnm-mmo
maksup.

look fodignant. The Interpreter eald
that It 'was no good. “Degdsa-man can-
not understin’ not'lng ‘Wat'Heye can
He mus’ bo man fom one dem

Tittle fslands  in' 4 « Meditertanean;

'cw'm dey wo speak mood Itallano at

Alla," #ald the interpreter. . _
‘Caran listened with an air of grieved
surprise.
"It's too bad,” sald uumm- vm
“Tako bim back to the cellm

'w have to hold him untf) we Bno

one who can ulhblu\udw

“Fwhat the divvle” burst out Mr.
Caran, explosively. "Did yees t'ink I'm
a monkey, to understhund fwhat this
chuttering baboon bers says to me?
It yees cav't talk Usnited States n
hls court, take me Lo, m where they
do. That's ahll” \

‘Magistrate Voorhels lonked nlhntu'
sl Caran, took In his wioleatly Latn
&isnery. and compared it. with the
‘obylously Hibernian necents  that
‘tumbled over each vtber en Caran's

,_ ﬂf
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Smoke or Ride, Whigh?

In the early da¥s of the London,
Brightbn & South Const Rallway the
regulations against smoking were
strictly enforced. The Méechanics'
Mngneine of September, 1842, records
that “a fereign gentleman was e
céntly smoking a clgar in a train com. |
iog from Brighton (o London. The
guard warned him (he practice was
not allowed. Nevertheless, he contln.
ued to wmioke, and fnished Wiy clgar
At the mext sietion he was asked for |

ill uMdeMmumﬁ

WY l.‘j | 5 N3

coupe; and the guard, addressing one
of the officers on the piacform, warned
him thai that person wis bpt to be
allowed to proceed to Loodon by moy
train that night So there he was
left."—London Chro

A Surs Bet, 1
*| havext heard from my son, who
Is tourlng Europe. | am lnmliu_
worried.” ;
“What Is bhis next t!on!"‘
“Monts Cavlo.! .
"!!ln you'll hur ﬁm hlu."

whether |

and |

o | First

We walt for the end because |

Patience Is
No Virtue!
B i Backache!

Too patiently
do many women
eodure backache,
| languor, dlzzil-
“Sness and urinary
gills, thinkin
Sthem part o
woman's lot
| Often it {a only
weak kidneys

~:u1(! Doan's Kid-
‘ Piils wouid
cure the case.

An lowa Case

Mra I Hi ¥ 8. 6th 8i., Falrfleld,
lowa, saya: 3 'ty years 1 suf-
{ered 1 had me-
Verw
Epells
that 1

ndaches and digey
d my limbs beeame wo swollen
ould not walk. Doan's Kld-
ney Pills cured me after everything
elsn fn '--ll. and T can never recoms-
1] mend them too highly.*

Get Doan's st any Drug Store, 50¢. 8 Box

Doan’s Bidner

DON'T CUT OUT A VAR!CDSE VEIN
vt ABSORB

Pﬂl I‘f

A mild, safe, antisep.
tic, discutient, resols
vent liniment, and a
proven remedy for this
and similar troubles,
Mr R C. f\t_“.i'f.”‘. Becker, Mass,,
before u¥ing this remedy, suffered
intensely with painful and inflam-
»d veins} they were swollen, knot-
ted and hard. He writes: "‘After
asing one and one-half bottles of
| ABSORBINE, JR., the veins
|were reduced, inflammation and
pain gone, and I have had no recur-
rence of the trouble during the past
I six vears.,” Also removes Goitre,
| Painful Swellings, Wens, Cysts,
| Callouses, - Bruises, ‘‘Black and
| Blue" discolorations, etc., in &
pleasant manner, Price $1.00 and
$2.00 a bottle at druggists or de-
h'.n red. Book 5 G Free. Write forit,
ll F. 'fnung P.OF, 310TampInSL Sprlngﬂald Mass.
CENTRAL OREGON Invos L. ‘u'u:p"i'.:
moura menthly will sarm ron blg pronis, Fraoe puaps,
pletames, ete. B Co M0 Koo phre 11.; JSenitle, Wiyl

| .\Iul:_\' a girl strives to make a name
for hergell rather than
make a lonl of bread

attempt to

| The Paxton Tollei Co. of Boston
Mass., will send a large trial box of
| Paxtine Antiseptic, & delightful cleans.
| Ing and germicidal tpllet preparation,
| to any woman, {ree, upon request.
Esalt.

Suffragette—If we want to
get the young girls fnterested In our
meetings we must have something to
atiract them,

Second Suffragette—Which would it
ilmnnr be--refreshments or men?—
Life.

Why They Went,

As the Sunday school teacher en-
| tered her clagsroom, she saw leaving
|In great haste a little girl and her
gtill smaller brother,
| 'Wh:r. Muary, you sren't golng
lana\. " ahe exclalmed in surprise.

Pleathe, Mith Anne, we've got to
g0,” was the distressed reply. "Jimmy
‘th thwallowed hith collection.”—Lip.
pincott's,

Meeting Emergencies.

Senator Dixon was condemning 8
vlece of polltical deception,

“The thing was as flagrant,” he said,
“as the rallway case.

“Two men, one of them very short,
were passlug through a statlon toward
lhe traln gates when the bigger one
was heard to sny:

“‘I've took & half tlcket fur ye,
George. Yer so llttle, ye'll pass, all
right.'

"'But,” protested George, how about

|my beard? And he twiddled his chin
beard nervously.

"“'0Oh," rejoined the other, ‘tell ‘em
it's a mole.""

Voice of Consclence.

A western Kentucky negro was In
Jall awaiting trial for stealing a calf.
His wifo called to gee him. On her
way out the jaller, whose name was
Grady, halted her.

“Mandy," he Inquired, “have you
got a lawyer for Jim?"
“No, sah,” eald his wife. “Ef Jim

was gullty I'd git him & lawyer right
nway; but he tells me he ain‘t guilty,
and o, of co'se, 1 ain't aimin’ to hire
none."

| "Mr. Grady,"” came a volce from the
cells above, “you tell dat nigger wom-
an down 1har to gi! A lawyer—and
1" —Saturday

Evening Post,

, A WINNING START

A Perfectly Digested Breakfast Makes
Nerve Force for the Day.

Everything goes wrong I thé break-
fast lles In your etomach like a mud
ple. What you eat does harm if you
ean't digest {t—it temo to poison.

A bright lady teacher found this to
be true, even of an ordinary light
breakfast of eges and toast. She
EAYS:

“Two yenrs 0gol contracted a very
annoyiug form of {ndigestion. My stom-
neh was o such condition that a sime
ple breakisst of frult, toast and egE
gave me great distress.

“] was slow to belleve that trouble
could come from such a gimple diet,
but finally had to give It up, &and found
& great chunge upon & cup of hot
Postum and Grape-Nuts with cream,
for my morning meal, For more than
a year I have held to thls course and
have not suffered except when fnjudl
clously varying my diet.

“I have Jeen & teacher for several
vears and find that my easily digests
ed breakinst meflns a saving of nery-
ous force for the entira day, My galn
n:.ten pounds in welght nlso causes

towmtlomuty to the nlibﬁ'
Grape-Nuts, S
h'}inw!‘un holds' firat rank at vuil. ;
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