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CHAPTER V.

OR a long time the sllence re-
mained . unbroken except now
and then when the girl bent
over the silent figure to ask,

“Can 1 do anything for you?” Each
time she listened with added fear, hop-
ing eagerly for his volce. “Oh, I wish
we could do something,” she whispered
now and again to Louls.

~The boy, worn out with his day's ex-
citement, struggled manfully to keep
awake, but as the night deepened slum-
ber rose about him like a wreath of be-
numbing incense. IIls sense of what
had taken place dulled, his head nod-
ded and drooped, and at last Ann low-
ered him to the floor, where he slept, his
cheek plillowed upon her feet.

Aguain the singularity of the chance,
the absurd unreality of the situation,
came upon the self contained girl, in-
clting her to a sort of hysterical laugh-
ter. Here now she sat—Ann Rupert,
most conventional of persons—In a rude
ranch house, alone with a strange,
rough man sleeping in a deathlike
trance before her.

The minutes elongated like bands of
rubber, attaining the length of quarter
fours, and the night stretched away
inty horrifying distance as she sat
tensely waiting .37 each moment
for deliveranc checting each instant
to hear the swift beating of hoofs, the
hoarse ldughter of the men; but only
the wind serpents hissed and the wolf
howled.

At last immobillty became intolera-
ble, and, lowering Louls' head to the
floor, she gently placed his doubled
coat beneath it and with a mighty ef-
fort of the will bent again abeve the
pallid man, so tragic in his supineness;
and whispered:

‘“Are you still suffering?
anything for you?"

HeYurned bis head slowly and with
a glance which made her shiver an-
swered: “No; I have ceased to bleed.
I am going to pull through if my pulse
keeps down. Won't you take it?”

Timidly taking his brown wrist in
her soft finger tips she tried to count
the pulsing of his blood.

He walted a little time in silence,
then said: “It's there, but it's weak.
Don't you feel it?”

“Yes; it I8 more regular now,” she
answered.,

“I'm not going to die,” he continucd
in a hoarse, flat tone. “I could get up
and mount a horse right now, only I'd
bleed if I did. It's hard to keep quiet,
but I'm going to do it. I can't afford to
die now. You've roused me. There's
something in the world for me to do.”

“You must not talk,” she whispered.
“Please—it will do yeu harm.”

She put ber hand impulsively on his
forehead as if he were a child, and he
closed his eyes and lay in silence for
several minutes. \Vhen she withdrew
her palm he muttered: “Leave it there.
It—Is 80 cool and soft.”

“Would you like a wet cloth on your
head?” 2

“No—only your hand—if you don't
mind"—

Her feeling toward him at the mo-
ment was like that she manifested to-
ward her brother. “I don't mind, if it
helps you,” she answered, but a flush
rose to her face.

“The boys will come in soon, and
then you can go to bed and rest. I'm
sorry to trouble you. You can go now.
I'm all right,” he said.

“I shall not leave you,” she firmly re-
plied.

“You're mighty good,” he said sim-
ply.

The night wore on interminably. At
a little past 3, faint and far, arose the
cheerful crowing of a cock. Her heart
burne@ with joy—the morning was
near! As she waited the light came
and volees, faint and far away, touched
her ear, and then slowly, moving in a
disorderly squad, the weary fighters of
flames came riding down the slope and
across the meadow.

The herders did not ride up to the
house, as she expected them to do, but
turned aside toward the stables, and
ghe could hear them as they dropped
thelr saddles and turned their tired
poules loose. “Surely they will come
now.” Then all was still save the crow-
ing of the cocks and that sad howling
of the wolf on the hill.

Unable to endure the suspense, she
tiptoed across the floor und hurried out
toward the corrals, her heart In her
throat with fear of the body on the
floor. Bhe ran us silently as possible,
as if to avold rousing sowme fierce ani-
mal, and was close upon the men be-
fore they saw her.

“What's that?” she heard one quick,
keen volce cry out,

Then each man rose from the heap of
blankets wherein he lay curled like an
arctic dog.

Ann answered them breathlessly.
“Come to the house, quick. Mr. Ray-
mond is shot!"”

Thelr responses were llke bullets:
“Shot! Who shot hin?"

“Some one fired out of the darkness—
he was standing In the doorway. I'm
all alone. IIe must have help!"

“Where's Watson?"

“Gone for the doetor.”

Shaking loose from his bed, Baker
started on the run for the house, but
Aunn cried out sharply: “Walt! Go
quletly. You must not excite him.”
And, walking beside him, she returned
to the house, and t a sort of daze the
other herders sllently followed. The
jangle of Baker's big .spurs, familiar
and penetrating, called Raymond to a
knowledge of his surroundings.

Can 1 do

men in a way that made them shrink
and asked: “ITow’s the fire? DIid you
stop it?”

Baker replied, “Yes, we got her un-
der.”

Raymond balf clg@xd his eyes. “I'm
glad you're here, 'This lady needs a
rest. Somebody did for me. Baker,
you and Jones and Skuttle stay hepe,

Into a gray and Dbitter sea far from
shore.

Louls, who had been roused by the
return of the herders and who sat
watching thelr slow and painfully cau-
tious handling of the sufferer with the
mute, unemotional gaze of a sleepy
kitten, followed his sister Into the in-
ner room and stood In silence till his
bewilderment left him and his per-
plexity erystallized Into words. Then
he sald:

“Jupiter! I didn’t know you could
do such things. What do you think?
Is he going to die?”

“I don't know, laddie. I hope not.
I've done all T can.”

Aun must have dropped aslecp there-

after, for when she woke the horizontal
rays of the flaming sun filled the room
and the loud and hearty voice of a wo-
man could Le heard out in the kitchen.
Her words came distinetly to Ann's
ears. “Now, Rob, you've got me to
deal with. I'll cuff your ears if you
on't do as I say. You've got to eat to
keep your strength up.”

Ann rose hastily, but paused before
the closed door with a new and singu-
lar timidity. The coming of another
womun made her own position embar-
rassing. With a return of resolution
she opened the door and met the big
gray cyes of a tall, broad shouldered,
slatternly woman, who stood over Ray-
mond with a bowl of steaming broth in
her hand. She was nelther deft nor
dainty, but Ann perceived that she was
capable and good tempered, a natural
nurse, experienced In the ways of the
border.

“Good morning,” she called, and her
inflections and many of her phrases
were masculine. “You must 'a’ had a
right hard night of it. Friend of the
Barnetts, Rob tells me.”

Her famillarity and the essential
commonness of her tone repelled Apn,
who asked, with ¢ool dignity, “Can 1
do anything?”

“Not a thing. I'm Mrs. Scribbins,
Rob's nighest neighbor. We come
a-runnin’ the moment we heerd of this
thing, for Rob's a mighty good man
and neighbor.”

Aun repented and beld out her hand.
“I'm glad to see you, Mrs, Scribbins,
I'm Miss Rupert, and this is my broth-
er” She turned to Louls, who had
crept to her side, pale and silent,

Mrs, Scribbins shook hands, carefully
guarding her broth, “I don’t see how
you kept Rob down. I've had to just
about throttle him once or twice since
I came. He's a headstrong cuss and
hates being bossed or nussed.”

“Has the doctor come?”

“Good Lord, no! But I've sent Abe
up the road. That fool Watson is
more'n likely to get lost and never get
in. Even if he did he couldn't get a
doctor here before noon, and that Wal-
lace doctor ain't worth the powder to
blow him up anyway. We need a bone
doctor from Valley Springs. As soon
as Don Barnett hears of this he'll come
a-runnin’ with the best there is in the
Springs.”

Raymond lay on his ptle of blankets,
his face expressionless as that of a
dead man, but his eyes called to the
girl, and she bent to ask, “Are you
better?”

His lips moved a little. She bowed
lower, and he whispered, “Yes—bring
Don''—

“They have gone for him.”

“They must hurry.” Then he added,
“Don't leave me."”

With a conviction that he knew he
was about to die, she spoke, and her
tone was teuse with a desire to help
him. “I will not leave you. Do not
worry."”

He closed his eyes again and lay so
still, so breathless, it seemed that he
had entered upon the last coma, be-
youd the reach of any medicine.

Louis, awed quite out of his sprightly
self, drew Aunn aside and whispered,
“How is he?"

“Ile is worse. Ob, I wish the doctor
would come!”

“The boys say that big, speckled
faced fellow did it. e bad it in for
Mr. Raymond. Do you know, Perry,
the Mexican boy, took a horse and was
going to chase them up, but the boys
wouldn't let him. They've sent word
to the railway, and they'll have Spec-
Lle before night. Uncle Don sald that
these fellows were only hired men, but
seems to me they're a good deal like
the old time cowboys.”

CHAPTER VI.
ARNETT was at breakfast when
a telegram was Jald at his el-
bow by the maid. He opened
it lcisurely, thinking it some
matter of business, but his hands stiff-
ened as he read:

Bob Raymond is shot.

Send best doctor
in town quick.

WATSON.

For just a moment he sat in sllence,
then rose and walked slowly to his -
brary. Seating himself before the lit-
tle desk on which stood 2 movable tele-
phone recefver, he began to ‘“make
things hum.” He reached his friend,
Dr. Braide, and set him in motion. He
ordered out his racing automoblle, Ile
telegraphed Watson to take fresh
horses and return by way of Junction
and get the best doctor there. “Burn
the air as you go,” he added.

After giving orders for his valise to
be packed he wealked up to Mrs. Bar-

nett's room and kissed her good morn-
ing without betraying his excitement,
“I'm going out to the ranch,” Le sald.

| “The boys are having trouble with the

Perry, you saddle a horse and get Abe !

and his wife. Miss Rupert, you go to
bed; the boys will losk after me now.
I can't let you wear yourself out for
me.”

But Ann could not so easily be put
aside from her plain duty. “No, I will
stay till the doctor comes.”

At last, when the wounded man was
lylng comfortably on a thick pile of
blankets and the white light of the
morning filled the cabln, Ann ylelded
to his entreatles, went to her room
and threw heeself down upon her bed
with a sense of having put all her ease-
ful, careless girlhood behind her. It
was as If she had suddenly been flung

{ coming on.
He turned his head and looked at the %

hay, and I want to see how they're
You won't mind, will
you?"

*Of course not, Don. I'm golng to be
all right In a few hours. I'm glad
you're going. You can bring Ann home.
You should have gone with her yester-
day.”

“I sec that now,” he answered dryly.
“It will be a startling world for her.
Well, I'm off. Better stay in bed to-
day. I'll be back by tomorrow night, I
think.”

When he took his seat in his big, flat,

powerful auto car his face was set in !
grim lines. “Is she ull right, Henry?" !

lie asked of his cugineer.

“In perfect order, sir.”

“She needs to be, This Is to be a
record breaker,”

With his big goggles over his eyes

and his cap drawn low down on his |
Barnett seized the wheel, '

forchead,
and the pomderous, panting organism
begun to move. Wheeling Into the
street, he let on the full power of the
engine, and when he drew up at
Bralde's gate the mechanism was hot

Aaine mw«-- o lv.

with speed, Its joints olled and frie-
tionless—in racing trim,

Bralde, a small, smiling, trig young
fellow, came out. *“What is it all
about, Don#"

“Got your tools?”

He pointed at his bag, “Emergency
kit

“Then all aboard!”

Henry leaped out and caught up the
bag, while the doctor climbed in beside
Barnett on the front seat.

“This looks ominous. How much of
a trip Is it going to be?”

“Just a short run,” answered Bar-
nett as he swung the shining red bulk
of the car Into Mogalyon avenue, which
led directly east over the plain.

Beneath their feet the puff and click
of the piston and the pur of cogs grew
each moment more furious until all
sounds fused Into a humming roar.
The keen air of the morning smote the
riders jovially. The flaming sunlight
slanted upon them with growing heat,
and backward, beneath them, the sod
swept like a tawny carpet, while Bar-
nett, watchful, intent, composed, work-
ed the levers and valves with the skill
of a practical engineer. When they bad
crossed the two rallronds and were
climbing the long, low ridge he casual-
Iy remarked:

“My foreman, Raymond, Is shot, and
you've got to pull him through.”

“Great Scott, Don, I can't afford the
time! It'll take all day. If I'd
known"—

“You'd have gone just the same,” as-
serted Barnett calmly. The machine
was again running swiftly. “You're
here, and you daren’t jump out, and
you might as well enjoy yourself, This
is to be a record run. I'm going to pull
In by noon.”

Bralde was young and a man of red
blood and shining eyes. “Very well;
go it, old sport! I can stand it if you
can., I'll make it a holiday and charge
you double for every hour.”

When they had reached the top of the
pass between two pinon spotted hills
the road could be seen for miles, driv-
Ing straight into the mist of the mighty
Missouri valley.

“It's all the way down grade from
here to Omaha,” remarked Barnett.
“I could make the run in two hours,
only [ mustn't invite a breakdown."”

“You seem to value your foreman."”

“He's something more than my fore-
man, He's a splendid chap. You've
met him—the fellow who went on the
‘coyote drive' with us.”

“Why, certainly I remember him.
I've met him at the club. But he was
very reticent. 1 didn't get at him.
Who Is he? IIow does he come to be
your foreman?”

“ITe's a little slow about telling his
own life story, but he's all right. I
think I know the cause of this shoot-
ing. He got into trouble with a couple
of fellows out there, and one of them
has done him.”

As they entered upon a particularly
smooth stretch of road the man at the
wheel relaxed his hold and sald, with
deep feeling: “I don't mind saying that
I'm anxlous about Rob. I've grown
mighty fond of him. He's not one giv-

“1 don’t mind saying that I'm anzious
abeut Bob."

en to confidences, and I've respected
his reticence. I don't know quite why
he is bere, but I trust him and count
myself fortunate to have him on the
place. He made $40,000 for me last
year on hay and cattle, and must have
a little bunch laid up for himself, I've
felt for a year that I ought to put Rob
into something better. I owed it to
him. Now, If he dies”— He broke off
and bent to his wheel to hide the emo-
tion that made his lips quiver.

It lacked ten minutes of noon as Bar-
nett rose above the last great wave of
the tawny sea and sighted the clump
of cottonwoods in which his ranch
buildings sat, and two minutes later he
swept fnto the yard and up to the door
amid a throng of singularly silent cow-
boys and ranchers. The first one to
speak was Mrs. Scribbins, who ex-
claimed:

“Jerusalem the golden! You hain't
come from home this mornin' in that
doggone thunder cart, have ye?”
“That’s what. How's Rob?”

“Quiet as mice; but I hope ye brought
help.”

Buarnett rose from his seat stifily and
climbed painfully down, while Braide
selzed his case of tools and hurried
into the cabin.

Jarnett, feeling 4 small hand grip-
ping his arm, turned to mect Louls.
“Hello,” said he. “How is Ann?”
“She's all right. She saved Bob's
life,” answered the boy.

Ann, who stood just outside the door,
answered very quietly: “I am quite
well. How is Jeannette?”

“I left her feeling very well. But tell
me the truth, is Itob dylng?”

“No,” sald Ann. “DIut he needs help.
IIe was shot lust evening and has lain
all night in pain, He I8 very weak
now."

Barnett hurried ioto the hot dusk of
the ranch house, smelling of the dinner,
which was cooking, and bent above his
foreman.

“Hello, IRob! How do you feel?”

Raymond whispered, “Oh, I'm all
vight; a little weak"—
The doctor interposed. “Clear the

room of everybody but this woman.”
e Indlcated Mrs. Secribbins, *“We
must find this bullet.”

Barnett turned to the men who filled
¢he doorway. *Clear out, boys; the doc-
tor wants to be alone now.”

Raymond smiled a little. *“I'he bullet
went on. It's in the wall somewhere,”
sarnett came to the door and said to

Aun: “You better go out under the
trees and rest. You look tired."”
“I will stay If I can be of any use,”

“We dou't need you. Mrs, Scribbins
will kelp us, I'lease go. Louls, take her

away till this Is over.”

Released from her benumbing load of
responsibility, Aun Jaid her hand on her
brother’s arm. “Come, Louls,” and to-
gether they went out along the little
winding path which led to the spring.

“What do you suppose they will do to
him?” asked Louis,

Ann turned sick. “Ob, I don’t know!
Don't speuk of it! It's too horrible!"

When tliey re-entered the cabin Bar-
nett met them with a smile. *“The
doctor says Rob's all right. He in-
si3ts that Ann saved his life. You poor
girl! What a night that boy let you
In for! I didn't know till ten minutes
ago that you were here all alone and
that Jones and his wife had vamoosed.
I hope you'll forgive me, Ann.”

“Oh, I blame no one but myself,”
she wearlly replied. *I shouldn’t have
come to this miserable, ghastly region.”

“Rob wants to see you, Will you
come in and speak to him?”

Ann reluctantly followed Barnett in-
to the Inner room where Raymond,
with his wounds dressed and limbs
properly clothed, lay stretched on the
bed. He was very pale, but his eyes
were calm and qulet, He reached a
feeble right hand toward her, saying
painfully: “You've been mighty good
to me. By and by I will try to thank
you. Without you I would have bled
to death.”

“I beg you not to give it a moment's
thought. I did very little,” Ann coldly
replied.

His eyes were round and soft and ap-
pealing, like those of a big wounded
dog. *“Don't leave me now. I want
you''—

She glanced at the young doctor, who
stood listening., Ile nodded as if to
say, “Grant his request.”” And so she
put his hand away gently as if the
clinging fingers were those of a sleep-
Ing babe and said, with a return of
pity: “I will stay till tomorrow. Now
please go to sleep.”

IIe closed his eyes under her palm,
and tears of gratitude came stealing
down from his brown lashes. For the
moment she forgot that she had known
him but a day; that she, too, was a
stranger—far removed from him in
every thought and purpose—and con-
sented to stay because he clung to her
and needed her. A hand seized her
throat, and am emotion which alienat-
ed her from her old self rose within
her bosom and for a moment frighten-
ed her. In the end it irritated her,
this pity, and yet it could not be
shaken off. A decper self which shes
had not known insisted that she keep
her word to the wounded man, and so
for two days she oscillated between a
pitying tenderness for him and a dis-
gust and bitterness with herself and
her weakness.

On the third day Braide pronounced
his patlent out of danger, and then
Ann's pity died.

“I am going home,” she said to Louls,
“and you must go with me. They are

going to take the foreman to the
Springs, and I cannot leave you here.”

Ann said goodby to the wounded man
in Barnett's presence, and n sense of
irritation caused her to be very distant
with him.

“I hope you will soon be able to be
removed,” she said, evading his glance,
“Phis is a distressing place in which
to be sick, and now I must say good-
by."”

Ie took her hand in both of his, *“I
shall miss you, but I won't ask you to
stay any longer. You've been very
sweet and helpful to me, and I hate to
have you go. You will let me see you
again, won't you?"”

“My cousin intends to take you to
his house us soon a8 you can be mov-
ed,” she answered formally. *“No
doubt we shall meet again there.”

“I will live in hope of that,” he an-
swered gallantly,

[T0 LE CONTINUED.]

TWO SCOTCH STORIES.

Origin of the Mncintyres and the
DBloody Hand Legend.

My father, says a writer In Black-
wood's Magazine, had no end of anec-
dotes about our ancestors, parts of
which I remember, though I was only a
schoolroom child of under fourteen
when I heard him relating them, I
was, however, old enough to feel keen-
ly Interested In them. One story that
Impressed me very much was related
to account for the origin of the Clan
Macintyre. A party of Macdonells on
one occasion were out in a boat when
a knot of wood sprang out, causing a
serious leak, whercupon one of the par-
ty stuck in his finger to fill the hole
and then cut It off with his dirk, thus
saving the life of the whole party.
From this circumstance his descend-
ants were called the Macintyres, or
sons of the carpenter.

Another story which 1 heard my fa-
ther tell relates to the bloody hand
which appenrs In our coat of arms. A
doubt having arlsen as to which of two
brothers a certaln estate belonged, It
was agreed that he whose flesh and
blood should first touch the property
was to be regarded as the rightful own-
c¢r. Accordingly the two yaung men
started in two boats for e land In
question. One of them, scelng that he
was losing the race, when near the
shore pulled out his dirk, cut off his
hand and threw it on land, thus estab-
lishing bis right to the property, as his
flesh and blood had touched It first.

SLAVERY IN ENGLAND.

In 1772 It Was That the Courts De-
clared It to Be Illegal.

In 1772 slavery was declared by the
judges to be contrary to the law ‘of
England. But durlng the years im-
mediately preceding this date slaves
were commouly sold in England, In
the previous year a Birminghum paper
advertised for sale *a negro boy,
sound, healthy and of mlild disposi-
tlon,” while In the same year another
paper records (and condemns) the sale
a short time previously at Richmond
of a negro boy for £32. This is be-
lieved to have been the last actual sale
of u slave that toolt,place In Ingland.
White slavery was very common in
the English colonles in the seventeenth
century. Cromwell selzed Irish boys,
girls and women “by the thousand”
and “sold them In the slave markets
of Barbados,”" as may be secn in num-
berless places In the state papers of the
period. Iie treated sowme of his royalist
oppouents in England and Scotland in
the same way. A similar fate befell
many of the supporters of Monmouth's
rebellion in the west of England, In
the latter case, as Macaulay tells us,
the ladies of the court, Including the
queen, made large profits on the sales.
—London Standard,

Women Must Weep.

“You look discouraged.”

“I amn,” auswered the newly marrled
man. “I have done all In my power to
make my wife happy. She can't find
rnything at home to cry about, so she
ryoes dowatown and weeps over the
terolne at the matinee.”—Washington
Star.

Even the llon has to defend himself
agalnst flies,—German Proverb,

THE CODE OF HONOR.

Ducling asx It Was In France In the
Time of Richelleu,

The passion for dueling, which had
cost France, it was sald, between
7,000 and §,000 lives during the twenty
years of Henry 1V.'s reign, was at its
height when his son came to the
throne. The councll of Trent in 1545
had solemnly condemned the practice
of single combat, Impartially includ-
ing principals, seconds and spectators
in its penalty of excommunication. In
1602 an edict of Henry pronounced the
“damnable custom of dueling intro-
duced by the corruption of the cen-
tury” to be the cause of so many pite-
ous accidents, to the extreme regret
and displeasure of the king and to the
frreparable damage of the state, “that
we should count ourselves unworthy
to hold the scepter if we delayed to
repress the enormity of this crime.”

A whole series of edicts followed to
the same effect, but it was easler to
make edicts than to enforce them.
Degradation, Imprisonment, confisca-
tion of property, loss of civil rights
and death were the penalties attached
to the infringement of the laws against
dueling, and still the practice pre-
vailed. In 1026 Richellien published a
milder form of prohibition. The first
offense was no longer capital, a third
only of the offender’s property was to
be confiscated, and the judges were
permitted to recognize extenuating cir-
cumstances,

A few months later the Comte de
Bouteville thought fit to test the min-
ister's patience In this direction. The
Place Royale had long been a favorite
ducling ground, and De Bouteville
traveled from Brussels to fight his
twenty-second duel here, In the heart
of Paris, in deliberate deflance of the
king's authority. The result was not
encouraging. Montmorency though he
was, the count went with his second
to the seaffold, and the marked de-
crease from that time in the number
of duels may be attributed elither to
the moderation used in framing the
law or to the inexorable resolution
with which it was enforced.—Macmil-
lan's Magazine.

RUSSIAN PROVERBS.

Roguery is the last of trades.

Without cheating, no trading.

Every fox praises his own tall,

A debt I8 adorned by payment.

A good beginning is half the work.

Every little frog is great in his own
bog.

Trust in God, but do not stumble
yourself,

Go after two wolves and you will not
catch even one.

If God doesn't forsake us, the pigs
will not take us.

The deeper you hide anything the
sooner you find it.

Be pralsed not for your ancestors,
but for your virtues.

Send a pig to dinner and he will put
his feet on the table.

Dr. Holmes' Revenge,

When “The Last Leaf” was publish-
ed by Oliver Wendell Holmes a critic
attacked It savagely and cruelly. Dr.
Holmes, though importuned by friends,
did nothing In revenge. He walited for
time to avenge him, which time did
liberally. The critic fell upon evll
days and ended his existence with sul-
clde. The only morceau of personal
revenge which the good doctor allowed
himself was to cut out the paragraph
about his enemy’s career and paste
it in his scrapbook on the same page
which contained the original critieism
and the announc:iiuents of the succes-
sive editions of the poem. This was a
mild revenge, but cven this was un-
worthy of Dr. Holmes.

Seemed to liave Him Cormnered.

The teacher was discoursing to the
class on the wonders of nature. “Take
the familiar illustration of the sting of
a wasp,” he said, “as compared with
the finest needle. When examined
through a microscope the sting is still
sharp, smooth and polished, while the
needle appears blunt and rough.

“It is so with everything. The works
of nature are infinitely superior to
those of art. Try how we may, we
cannot improve on nature.”

_“It isn't so with my eyes, teacher,”
sald a little girl In the class.

“Why, how is that, Nellie?” he asked.

“'Cause nature made me cross eyed,”
she sald, “and the doctors fixed my
eyes all right.”

THE GIANT INDIANS.

Pecullar Wayws of the Onas of Tierra
del Fuego.

The Onas, a tribe of Indians inhabit-
Ing the mainland of the Tlerra del Fu-
cgo islund, are physical giants, Thelr
average helght is over six feet. A few
are six and one-half feet; a few fall be-
low six feet. The wowmen are more cor-
pulent and not so tall. There is no
race in the world with a more perfect
physical development than the Ona In-
dians. This is partly due to the topog-
raphy of the country and the distribu-
tion of the gaume, which makes long
marches across the country a necessity.

In mentality they fall far below thelr
physical attainments. In the past thelr
supply of game Las been plentiful, and
this may account for the lack of In-
ventive genius among them. This lack
of progressive skill is portrayed in thelr
home life, clothing and homes, Thelr
children suffer from it, for, contrary to
the practice commmon among most In-
dians of feeding, dressing and training
the children well, the Onns’ little ones
are mostly naked, poorly fed and alto-
gether neglected. They have abundant
material for supplying themselves with
clothing and homes, and yet they throw
a few branches together, put skins over
the windward side and then shiver un-
der the miserable shelter.

Sclentists who have made a study of
the subject say that the language of
the Onas is the strangest ever listened
to. Many of the words are not difficult
to pronounce, nor is the construction
of the sentences difficult, but very few
words are interrupted by a, sound
which it is impossible to produce. The
speaker hacks, coughs and grunts, dis-
torting his face in the most inhuman
manner, and then passes on to the next
stumbling block. The Onas live princl-
pally upon meat, which in former years
was obtained from the guanaco.—New
York Herald.

Placing Him,

“Young man” began the dignified
gentleman in black dress, “have you
fully considered the future? Have you
made provisions for the hereatter? Is
it not thme"—

“Pardon me one moment, please, but
are you a minlster or a life insurance
sgent?"—Milwnukee Sentinel, ~

Safer,
Patlience—It's a very bad sign to tum-
ble upstalrs. Patrice—Even =o, 1'd
rather do that than tumblo downstairs,
—Youkers Statesman,

A STORM IN THE JUNGLE.“

It Comes With a Roar Like That of a
Giant Waterfall, t
People who have never been In a |
jungle talk of the sky as a palnter
talks of the horizon or a seafaring man
of the offing—as if when you wanted
to see It youn only need use your eyes
But In the jungle you don't sce the
sky—at least you only sce a fefv scrag:
gy patches of it overhead through the
openings in the twigs and leaves. Nel:
ther do you feel the wind bolwing, nor
get burned or dazzled by the sun, nor
even see that luminary except by mo-
mentary glimpses about midday, from
which it follows that a jungle man does
not usually pretend to be weatherwise,
If he does he Is even a greater hum-
bug than the rest of the weather proph-
ets. On the afternoon about which we
are speaking I remember setting forth
on my walk In the still glow of the
troplcal ealm and wondering rather at
the Intense stillness of the surrounding
forest. Then the air grew cooler and
the green of the follage In front seemed
to deepen, and presently there was a |
sound as of a giant waterfall in the
distance. \Waterfalls do not, however,
grow louder every second, whereas the
nolse in front did so. Then there was
a loud, angry growl, as of a dozen
llons. A minute more and the whole
Jjungle began to roar as if fifty squad-
rons of heavy cavalry were coming up
at a gallop. Then came a drop of rain
and a peal of thunder which seemed to
make the world stop. ]
Then the storm began. The sky
above darkened; the trees clattered;
the brushwood beneath hissed and bow-
ed itself. A deluge of raindrops blot-
ted out the narrow view. Down it
came, soaking through the densest
leaves under which one fled for refuge,
striking the grass and sand with mil-
lions of dull thuds, dashing furiously !
against the leaves as If they were sc |
many hostile shields, streaking the air
with innumerable perpendicular lines
and hurling itself down with the force
of bullets. f
In such a downpour one may as well
walk and get wet as stand still and get
wet. Unfortunately one did not know |
where to walk to. The “circumbendl-
bus system” presupposes the fact that
the wagon wheels and bullock tracks
can be seen and noted, but when the
cart track is no longer a cart track, but
“all turned to rushing waters,” such
tracks cimnot be seen, and unless you
have a pocket compass you may as
well try to fly as to get back to where
you came from. When one reads of
travelers lost in the backwoods, they
always gteer by the sun—and probably
very badly—but when there Is no sun
what are you to do?—Siam Press.

The Ice of Greenland,

The largest mass of ice in the world
18 probably the one which fills up near-
Iy the whole of the Interlor of Green-
land, where it has anccumulated since
before the dawn of history. It is be-
lieved to now form a block about G00,-
000 square miles in area and averag-
Ing a mile and a half in thickness. Ac-
cording to these statisties, the lump of
ice is larger in volume than the whole
body of water in the Mediterranean,
and there is enough of it to cover the
whole of the United Kingdom of Great
Britain and Ireland with a layer about
seven iiles thick. If It were cut into
two convenient slabs and bullt up
equally upon the eantire surface of
‘“‘gallant little Wales"” it would form
a plle more than 120 miles high, There
Is ice enough in Greenland to bury the
entire area of the United States a
quarter of a mile deep.—London Globe.

| tlenlar days are very numerous,

ST. SWITHIN AND RAIN.

The Legend of the Chapel Over the
Dishop's Grave.

The superstitions referring to par-
The
legend of St Swithin is an example
that will ocenr to every one:

St. Swithin's day, If thou dost rain,
For forty days it will remaiy
St. Swithin's day, If thou be falr,

For forty days ‘twill rain nae malr.

St, Swithin, bishop of Winchester, nc-
cording 1o e author of “The Popular
Antiquities,” was “a man equally not-
ed for uprightness and huamility,  So
far did Le carry the latter virtue that
on his deathbed he requested to be
buried not within the churel, but out-
side the churdiyard on the north of the
sacred bullding, where his corpse might
receive the eavesdroppings from the
roof and his grave be trodden by the
feet of passersby. HIs lowly request
was complied with, and In this neglect-
ed spot his remains reposed till about
100 years afterward, when a fit of
plous indignation seized the clergy at
the fact that the body of so holy a
member of thelr order was allowed to
occupy such a position, and on an ap-
pointed day they all assembled to con-
vey It with great pomp to the adjoin-
ing cathedral of Winchester. When
they were about to commence the cere-
mony a heavy rain burst forth and con-
tinued without intermission for the
forty succeeding days. The mouks In-
terpreted this tempest as a warning
from heaven of the blasphemous nature
of thelr attempt to contravene the di-
rection of St. Swithin, and Instead of
disturbing his remains they erected a
chapel over his grave.” *“St. Swithin is
~christening the apples” Is the more po-
etical way of describing St. Swithin's
ralu.

The Moon's Phases.

The phases of the moon are causcd
Ly its relative position to the earth and
the sun, so that when it Is full moon
in one part of the carth it is full moon
in all parts of the earth, and so for all
its other phases. The moon revolves
around the earth once in twenty-seven

| days, though on account of the carth's

revolution around the sun the mean
duration of the lunar month—that Is,
the time from new moon to new moon
—is twenty-nine days, twelve hours
and forty-four minutes.
the moon” Is that half of the lunar
month during which the moon shines
least at night.
A Cold, liard Snub,

“Excuse me, madam,” he said, “but
—ah—you remember, in the restaurant
after the theater the other night you
were kind enough to notice me. 1

hope I mm not mistaken In supposing | py

that your interest was—ah—not alto-
gether”—

“Oh, not at all. I remember now.

1 thouglt for n moment that you were

the conchman my husband discharged

a few weeks ago for trying to make

love to the cook, and I wondered how
you could aiford to eat in such an ex-
pensive place."—Chlcago Record-Her-
ald.

The Nation's Timekeeper,

Americans get their correet time from
n littie room in the naval observatory,
located on Georgetown heights, In the
suburbs of Washingten, The o
tory was originally intended to d
crrors In ship chironometers
regulate them properly, This worl
constitutes one department at the In-
stitution, but perhaps Ks m im
portant function s that of beiug the
nation’s timekecpor,

NSNS

a8 yet pure and unadu
o2 have a federal tlour la

E

T
modern mill, by expert millere, ap
MIll products are pure products

ADULTERATION.

With all the various forms of food adulterations on
the market, it is pleasing to note that the bread we eat 18

ilterated.

Is made from the pick of the cho!cest wheat grown, in a

$1,000.00

Reward to you can prove that we adulterate any of

goods,

QUAKER

Don't you know that we
wrequiring the branding of all mix-
tures sold as wheat flour ?
L]
Quaker Mil! Flour
d is absolutely pure, All Quaker
%

Call for the flour that's made at home.

MILL CO.

Have you got the notion it’s hard for a boy to make

money after school hours?

If you knew how thousands

of boys make all the money they need by a few hours’

easy work a week, wouldn't

you jump at the chance of

doing it yourself? There's no secret about it—these

boys sell

THE SATURDAY
EVENING POST

Friday afternoon and Saturday.
All make something —depends on the boy.

a cent to try it, anyway. Ask

Some make $15 a week.
It won’t cost you
us to send you the complete

outfit for starting in business, and 10 free copies of The Post.
Sell these Posts at sc the copy, and with the 50c you make
buy further supplies at wholesale price. Besides the profit made
on every copy we give prizes when you have sold a certain

number of copies. Further,

$250 in Extra

Cash Prizes

each month to boys who do good work. Your chance of getting

some of this money is just as go
sells The Post.

od as that of any other boy who

The Cartis Publishing Compeny, 425 fre’s Sireel, Philadelphia, Pa,

The *“dark of

RATILROA
Time Cards.

Manchester & Oneida Rv.

TIME TAELE.
16

{rain No, ¢ es Mauchesterat 6°COA. ni, o -
Fives st Onoldn 2 son.m Contect:
St west bound C, G, W, No, b,
retuming lenves Oneids at 5:40 a.m
arrives at Mavchioster ay 6;05 8, m
Taln Noo 4, leaves Mancbesier ot 7:15 & n.

arcives st Onelan at 7:45 &, m,, co1 -
e s with east bouna O, G, W, Ne,
A, Netundog leaves Onelda at 7:5
B.m., ATEIVes 8 Manchoster at 8:2(
w1,

tialn No, o, lsaves Manchiester at §.45a.m., ur
rives st Oueldn at 9:24 a.m, Con-
neets with the north bound C. M, &
St I',, No, Retwning leaves
Onelda at o SIrives al Mueochoster
AtO:45 A, m,

Tralo No. 8, leaves Munchester ut 2:00 p, m, or-
rives at Onelds at 2:50 p. m.  con-
noets with. C. G W., No. 4, easl
hound, und No, 9, west bound Re-
turningloaves Onelda st 49:28 p m.
arrives at Manchester at 3:45 pmw,.

Traln No 10, lcuves Manchester at 4:45 p. m.
nrrives st Ovelds at 5:156 p. m. Con-
nects with south bound C. M, & M,
P, No. 21, Keturning leaves Onelida
UL 06:25 pon,, arrives aL Mancheste:
B:45 p. .

J. L. KeLSEY,
Gon. Traflic Manager,
Turough tickets for sale ut Manchester to all
points in North Amerlca,

—TRAINS WILL STOI" ONLY AT—
Belknsps Crossing, Platform at Quaker MIll
Switeh, Franklin Street Crossing, bl‘y's Cross-
Ing, Miller's Crossing, Twin Crossing, West
Lrook’s Crossing.

ILLINOIS CENTRAL R. R.

TIME TABLE.

AMaln Line Passenger Tralns,

D| MAIN LINE | KAST BOUND
N0 1* 11:84 pm |- Fast Traln.. [No2* 141 am
Ned01 11:44 pm | Fhro Expross.. | No402 8:41 a m

Nods 16:54 p|n|A...(:I|l'-)mr...< No3us: tham
No b5 t8::08 m|Local Express {No6t11:18 am
No 3 tpm|.Day Express. [Nod4 308am

am| FtDodee Kx INo22 700 pm
LEDAR RAPIDS BRANCH,

“North Bound | Bet Gedar Rpds |~ South Bouud
~———Arrive— ' ant Munchester | —[Lasve—-—
..o Passenger.. | No.2305 0:00 &, m
|..11‘nswn or.. |No 385 0:00 p.m
... tFrelght....|No.3603:

*Dally,
'Dnll§ ExceptSunday.
H. G. PIERCE, Station Agt.
No. 5 Runs to Sloux City only. -
No. 8 Runs to Omaha only.
No. 1 has connectlons to Omaha, Stoux City
and Sloux Falls and No. 2 from same polnts,

CHICAGO GREAT WESTERN RY.

*“The Maple Leaf Route.”
Time card, Onelda, lowa.
“hie: Speclal, Dally, Golng East,....7:47
Day Expross dally...eee.ee, o 3
way Frelght aafly ex. Sunday....
Going West, North and So!
‘Way Frelght. dally ex, Sunday......
Bxpress dsily...oocovnneens.n
St Paul & Kansas City Exp, dafly

E8E =8E

VALY
Forinformation avd tickets apply
C. A. Robinson, .\uogl.onolda.

INVESTMEMTS
IN
SOUTHERN LANDS

Such {invescments are not speculative. ‘The
South {snot & now country, Market and shippiog
fucilitles are adequate and first class, €
climate Is mild ana fuvorable, Notwithstanding
these and other audvantages, southern lands are
selling for prices far below their real value, and
At present prices net large returns on the io
vestment. Fora free sot of elrculars Nos, 1t
10, Inclusive, concerning tho pos-1bilities of lund
‘n Kentucky, West Teinossee, Mississipvl and
Lotisians, onund near the lilinols Central Rall
road, for homeseekers and mvcmm.‘sddro

> 1%

the undersigned. J.F. .
Ass'tGen'Pans'r Agent1.C. R. R
Dubuque, Iowa,

Compound "Va}ior and Sham
poo Baths,

alh i

/ eanges aro caused
by poisonous gec
retions, which
clog the wheuls
of NATURE.

Vapor

and

Shampoo.

The name 8nu
the syymtoms
may be different
but the cause of
discuse cen us
ually be traced
to vhe Imperfect action of the millione
of pores of the human body. A bath in
ac:ordance with scientific require
ments is the best preventative and
remedy known. I'he methods employ-
ed by me are tne mo:t sclentific ever
inventod or discovered for dispeliing
diseaso. Results tell the story. Give
me atrial. This ia the Conant system
cf baths. A competent lady attendant
In cherze of the ladies department.

street, cupo-ita G'obe Hotel,
Btr Q. D, QATES,

“{hy do you frev and grumble,
Why don’t you take a tumble,
Uso Beacom’s Plenle Plils,
They will drive away your iils
Try them™ @5cents. Al druggists,

sotr

When you ‘want
Fine Furniture
Af
Fair Prices
GO TQ

Werkmeister’s

AT
Earlville.

Undertaking Solicited

F. WERKMEISTER,

Earlville, Towa

Residence Property for Sale,

We are authorized to offer for
sale the Dr. Sherman residence pro-
perty on Butler street. For terms
apply to  BroNsox & Care. tf.

PAINTING

All kinds of exterior and interior
painting, A specialty made of Car-
riage painting.  Prices reasonable
and satisfaction guaranteed,

* 8. J. Maley.

Over Atkinson’s Blacksmith Shop,

Officc and bath rooms on Franklin'




